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CHAPTER L 

It was resolved in Culbampton that Miss 

Crossley should not be encouraged. 

There was no reason indeed why she 

should be, for she was lovely, fascinating, 

and chic. 
Had she not been so she might have 

been allowed to pass, for her only relative 

in the place was very poor and of little im- 

portance. 

But ae, to her other three qualifications, 

the young lady added that of being a new- 

comer in the neighbourbood, it was felt 

that she ought to be suppressed. 

Culbampton was ratber skiltal in sup- 

pressing people when it chose. 
It was s small country town with cliques 

and coteries as difficult of penetration as 

the cbain-armour of ancient days. 

Miss Crossly’s very existenc: would not 

have been recognizad bad it not been that 

her old, poverty-stricken aunt, Miss de 

Howard, was a relic of better days, and 

could not always be overlooked, as, until 

Miss Crossley’s advent, she has been un- 

fortunately considered one of the elect, 

within certain limits. 
Nobody wanted ber society, but she 

could not be put outside the barrier, be- 

cause of her unimpeachable birth and her 

name. 
But Miss Crossley was an interloper. 

She hac come stepping coolly mto Cul 

hampton without explaining hersell of th2 

reason of her existence, and Miss de 

Howard, who was a ‘close’ old lady, bad 

not explained either. 
And there were enough girls in Cul 

hampton without her. 
1t they wanted beauty they bad it. 

Was not Miss Annabelle Caloney 

enough for anybody with her calm repose 

and ber pink cheeks, ber blue eyes and 

ber golden hair? 
She was Culbampton’s stock example of 

liveliness, and nobody could surely wish 

tor any brighter one. 
Then as to wit where was it if not em- 

bodied in Miss Dolly Tregunter ? 

And Miss Kitty Rieves was smart and 

chic enough to please anyone who entered 

Culbampton society. 
Altogether, there was really no room for 

this Miss Crosley, and there was no doubt 

that she would soon find there was not. 

It was at a large and rather important 

gathering that the singular reckless young 

woman first made her appearance. 

Everyone seemed to be known to each 

other, to have unbent, and be smiling and 
talking like most ordinsry people, when 

suddenly a graceful, slight form was ob- 

served to be walking up the drawing room 

after poor Little bent and fragile looking 

Miss de Howard, who have never made a 

stir in her lite, and was only saved from 

beirg a nonentity by her name. 

Her young and slender companion rather 

gave one the impression that che bad made s | 

stir in her time, and might be destined to 

do so again. 
For one thing, she was most elegantly 

clotbed, in a style that Culbampton was 

not familiar with though its 1nbabiiants 

were much richer than this intruder could 

be. 
Her dress was of plain, rich white satin, 

jeweled around the straps of sleeves and 

the low cut corsage with sparkling green 

stones, sewn on here and there by aa art: 

1518 Land, its clinging cut emphamzing its 

weerer’s grace, 
But, of course, her fa'e and figure out- 

shone the pretty uncommon-iooking dress. 

Her soit, creamy, almost colourie.s skin 

was pot like other people’s, neither were 

ber brown eyes, and thick, soft brown 

hair, arranged differently from that of the 

young ladics around her. 

She seemed to put them inte the shade 

completely as she ghd d through their 

racks, for their was an air abou! her—a 

charm, that was indescribable. 

It seemed as if they—the Culhampton 

girls-—scented danger io a moment, for in 

such a place, where evary face was well 

known, there must perforce have been dGan- 

ger In any Dew-comer, even had she been 

plain and unprepossessing, such an interest 

does novelty bold for most minds, either 

masculine or feminine. 

But where the new-comer was lovely, 

fascinating, and charmingly attired, the 

danger was inereased a thoussndtold. 

‘Sv glad to make your niece’s acquaint 

ance, Miss de Howard’, murmered the 

hostess, Lady Tighe, as in duty bound. 

But she was not glad, for she possessed 

four daubgters who could only giggle and 

schafl’, and had not a ‘presence’ zmong 

them. 
And she possessed also a son who was 

young and sutcepti-le 
‘Who is she?’ pecple asked 

room. 

Aloys Crossley was not s girl to be over 

locked. 
+Oh, she can’t be anybody much’ replied 

Annabelle, the Culbumpton beauty. 
‘Miss 

de Howard 1s so poor, yon kpow. la 
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A handsome, fair, rather heavily built 

man of about thirty years of age was seated 

by Miss Caloney as the li tle withered look 

ing young one made her entry, and it was 

bis lanquid questioning which had elicted 

Annabelle’s supposition. 
He was very well known in Culkampton, 

as indeed he ought to have been holding, 

as he did, the reputation of being the 

greatest parti in the place. 
He went by the name of Sir Wilfred 

Curtis, and was the owner of a show place 
in the neighbourhood—Holtred Park. 

The girls made the mistake ot angling 

for him —some secretly, others openly; 

"but Sir Wiltred war cool and listless, and 

had not yet ttrown the bandkerchief to any 

of them. 
He was a man who looked before he 

leaped—if ever h2 leaped at all. 
At present, he favored Miss Caloney 

more than the rest; but then, she was the 

acknowledged belle of the place, so the 

attention was only due to her, and prob- 

ably meant nothing. 
Indeed, he had done his part, some years 

before, to make her the belle by openly 

proclaiming her as the only decent looking 

woman to be met with down there, and Lis 

opinion was generally respected, as being 

that of a man who knew the world. 

It was, theretore, a shock to the fair 

Annabelle when, a minute or two alter 

her reference to the intruder as being 

probably some governness or companion, 

ber admirer rose leisurely from her side, 

strolled lazly across the room, and was 

presented to Miss Alloys Crosslsy. 

Annabelle bit her red lips with vexation- 

and her round, pink cheeks became pink 

er. 
Miss Crossley, strange to say, was sur- 

rounded by two or three gentleman,though 

the ladies held themselves pointedly aloof. 

There was the old Marquis of Arminis- 

ter, ‘a grinning idiot,” Dolly Tregunter 

called bim, because there was & sneer or a 

twinkle 10 his eyes that she did not under- 

stand ; a Mr. Watts, a stout, prosperous: 

looking man of about forty or forty-five, 

who had made an enormeus fortune in 

pickles; and a darx baired young tellow, 

witb a plain, quiet, but rather interesting 

face. who seemed to have been attracted 

to Miss Crossley by sheer force of con- 

trast. 
She was talking and smiling brilliantly ; 

he was only gazing earnestly. 

Sir Wilired Curtis's appesrance caused 

a diversion in the little group. 

A minute or two later the rest had fad- 

ed away, and he and Aloys Crossley were 

left tole a—-lete. 
‘1 don’t remember to have seen you in 

Culhampton betore tonight,’ said Sir Wil- 

fred, with his slow, musical drawl. “Is 

this your first visit to ue, Miss Crossley 

‘Yes; 1 have come down to stey wild 

my aunt, Miss de Ioward,’ returned 

Aloys. 
Her brown eyes, which had a tawny 

gleam in them, met his heavy-lidded, light 

grey blue ones much more calmly that 

other girls’ eyes were in the habit of do- 

ing. 
She was evidently accustomed to eo- 

cisty, or else sae had no idea of her im- 

portanie 

+] think you will like Culbampton.’ re- 

marked Sir Wilfred. ‘It is considered 

rather a jolly sort of place—plenty going 

on always, 1 mean.’ 
«Oi this sort ot thing?’ inquired Ms 

Crossley, glancing round the large, bril 

liantly lighted room ; she did not seem in. 

pressed. *Who is tha! young msn P’ she 

added irrelevantly, poiniiog out the one 

who had been included mn the group 

around her when Sir Wilfred approached 

—the maa who had looked at her with 

such intentnees. 
‘Qa, hs I replied the baronet carelessly. 

,His name is Denzil Essex ; he is my cousin 

and secretary.’ 
‘] know his name,’ remarked Miss 

Crossley, regarding ber cimpanion with 

balt closed. critical eyes— Sir Wilired bad 

not often been the object of such & gaz. 

‘But a name does not tell us much, as a 

general thing. does it?’ 
«And did you want to have arything teld 

concerning him? inquired Sir Willred, as 

he returned her urmoved gez:. 

‘No not particularly,’ said Aloys. ‘You 

must not make a point of imagining any 

speech of mine 1s relevant, Sir Wiltred. 1 

utter what first occurs to me, without re- 

ference very often to what has gome be- 

tore.’ 
‘I never made a point of anything,’ ob- 

served the baromet with cool ease of 

manner and look. 
Miss Crossley evidently was not a Cul- 

hamp on girl,or she would him better than 

to imagine he would 
There wes somathing a little provoking 

as wall as bewitching in her manner. 

She was so unswed by him, so unaware 

of any reason why she should be flattered 
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never more than halt-hearted. 
Theratore, as bis conversation with bis 

new companion progressed, he could not 

help a feeling of distinct pique that she 

was in no degree overpowered. 

Meanwhile, in another corner of the 

room, Miss Caloney—who generally had 

more than one admirer in attendance, and 

who was feeling very bitter that Siv Wil- 

fred had forsaken her for the new arrival 

—was uttering her opinion concerning that 

new arrival to Mr. Essex, who, 

though of small importance, and not the 

rose itsell, wae nevertheless near it, and 

patroniz>d whenever the belle of Culham- 

pton felt in the humor. 
‘Sae is poor old Miss de Howard's 

neice,” Annabelle was saying. ‘I fancy 

she is a governess or something like that, 

and she has just come down here for her 

holidays, poor thing !’ 
«She does not look like a governess,’ 

smd Denzil Essex. 
«Oa ! indeed. Don’t you think so ?' re- 

marked Annabelle carelessly. ‘Why not P’ 

‘And she does not seem to talk like a 

governess either,’ went on Denzil, geszing 

across at Miss Crossley. 

‘Well, I don’t know much about gever- 

nesses, or how they talk or lock, ssid Miss 

Caloney pettishly, ‘but I really see no rea: 

son why this girl shouldn't be one. In fact 

she must be, tor Miss de Howard is so 

shockingly poor, in spite of ber pride and 

ber blue blood, and all the rest of it. Do 

you know that all la:t winter she had bard- 

ly a bandful of fire in ber grate—and then 

they said, only in the afternoon, for fear 

people would call and find out the state of 

the case—and lived, poor old creature, on 

tea and bread and butter—and sometimes 

not the butter—instead of meat, like other 

people ?’ 
‘Notwithstanding which,’ put in Mr. 

Essex, who had listened with bis peculiar- 

ly intent look, into which some contempt 

had crept, as this backstairs gossip was 

retailed to him so eagerly ; ‘notwithstand- 

ing which, there is no doubt of the fact 

that Miss de Howard is one of the greatest 

people in the place, and could lock down 

us all it she chose with the greatest of 

ease.’ 
‘I was only telling you how she lived at 

home, to show you that her neice must be 

what I tell you, or something like it,” said 

Annabelle sullenly. 
She did not very. much ‘care for Mr. 

Denzil Essez, but as he was Sir Wilfred’s 

relation—though a poor one—she could 

not altogether snub him, because she 

could sometimes make him useful to her. 

“You are probably right, Miss Caloney,’ 

he assented, as she turned the back of her 

carefully dressed head towards him in some 

slight displeasure. ‘I should certainly say 

there was something iz her.’ 

‘One need not be a governess to have 

something in one,’ exclaimed Miss Caloney 

coldly. 
‘No, Isagree with you,’ he observed 

pleasantly. ‘At tbe same time it is cer. 

tain that one has to have something in one 

to be a governess, isn’t it?’ 

‘No,’ said Annabelie flatly, more and 

more put out. ‘What does a nursery gov: 

erness know pray ? But there, thank 

goodness, 1 am not in the habit of meeting 

such people ; and how they get into society 

I don’t in the least understand 

She ross and sailed across to anothor 

part of the room with an air of indifference 

O! coun ze shes honored a mere secretary 

in wasting five minutes upon him, although 

he was ot good family, and she knew that 

other people must think her very gracious 

in so doing. 
She was the daughter of a baronet, and 

although Le was a very poor one, this fact 

seemed a great deal to ber, without the 

added qualification of being the Culbamp- 

ton belle. 
She was not going to brook ths slightest 

insinuation that anyone else particularly » 

poverty stricken new arrival io the place, 

could compete with her 1n any way. 

So the feminine portion of Calhampton 

society or the greater part oli, made up 

its mind that Miss Aloys Crossley should 

not be e.coursged, and the young lady 

found a decided coolness about the way 1 

which mothers and dsughters seemed t° 

overlook her, as though she were a person 

of no importancas. 

CHAPTER II. 

What Miss Caloney bad stated concern- 

ing Miss de Howard was true. 

Perhaps po old lady was ever much 

poorer than the Iragile, sixty-year-old, but 

aristocratic one who had introduced Aloys 

Crossley into Culbampton. 

She still lived in the home of her fathers 

Bsauletoy Hall, but it was merely a sort 

of barracks nowadays—bsre, draughty, 

ill tended and in a state of decay. 

‘It will lset as long as I shall, and that’s 

all that's needed, I suppose,’ its owner 

used to murmur rather sadly. 

S16 remembared happier days—ihe days 

of her youth, when peace and plenty, com 

paratively speaking, reigned in the old 

ball; when, if one lcoked thoughtfully or 

calculatingly at a coin, it was at any rate a 

sovereign, and not mere & penny. 

Bu! now every such penny was of value. 

It was true about the want of coal and 

meat. 

The poor old lady was half starved, but 

her pride and dignity forbad her to let it 

known, if possible to her acquaintances in 

gossiping Cu'hampton. 
Sue lived on with one old retainer—a 

woman a couple of years older than herself 

—who kept tidy the two rooms that were 

used in the forsaken looking piace, and 

also shook her head over the past, which 

seemed to her more glorious now than it 

bad been in reality. 
‘Poor old Elizaveth, she has come to be 

my only friend ! Miss de Howard used 

to say to bereel: as week after week, and 

wonih after month, went by and only a 

atiff call was paid her, or a few cards were 

landed in at the door. 
yeh formalities were kept up by soma 

sf the surrounding families on account of 

Ler name. : / 

Tt was not cf mushroom growth, and in 

reality, as Mr. Essex bad admitted, she 

was entitled to look down upon them all. 

A day or two after Aloys Crossley’s de- 

but, she was out in the grounds surround- 

ing the old house. 

She had been gardening, trying to work 

a little order into what struck her as the 

worst cared for piece of ground she bad 
ever seen, and though she had made a 

great clearance, and a huge heap of weeds 

lay behind her, she had not improved ber 
Own APPOATANCE. 

She was dressed in a plain cotton frock 
which, having caught in some 

brambles, was now torn, and it had been 

made dirty by her vigorous efforts, and 

by ber Laving knelt recklessly upon the 

grass and gravel. 

Her daintily-arranged hair was rufll ad, 

and her creamy skin flushed. 

Her cuffs were turned up in 8 workman- 

like fashion as she wielded raks and hoe, 
and altogether she did not look in the satin 

smooth condition in which Culhampton had 

beheld her at Lady Tighe’s ‘At Home.’ 
She was stretching herself after her tail, 

and looking over the hedge into the road, 

when & carriage containing two or three 

ladies bowled past her. 
They kept their gaz rigidly before them 

turning neither to right nor to leit. 

“There was that girl, mamma,’ Ana. 

belle Caloney remarked. ‘So untidy.’ 

‘Well, naturally she will have to work 
while she is with her aunt,” returned Lady 

Caloney, as she spiffed her salts. ‘You 
see, I don’t believe Mies de Howard can 

afford a housemaid.’ 
‘Or a gardener, apparently,’ commented 

Annabelle. 
A short way further along the road they 

encountered Mr. Denz 1 Essex 
Lady Caleney called to her coachman to 

stop, for she bad something to say to the 

young man about a letter Sir Owen, her 

pusband, had written a day or two prev- 

1ously to Sir Wilfred Curtis. 
‘We have just passed Miss de Howard’s 

niece,’ Annabelle remarked belore they 

drove on. ‘She is working away just lke 

some common gardener in the front of the 

house.’ 
‘] am going to call there,” Mr. Essex 

replied with provoking coolness. 

‘Do you often visit Miss de Howard P 

inquired Lady Caloney coldly. 
Occassionally.’ he replied. 
He walked along the dusty road towards 

Beauletoy Hall. 
Although he would not have been called 

so handsome as bs fortunate cousin, his 

figure was a better one, stalwart and alert. 

Miss Crossley, from her patch of raised 

ground,saw bim coming,and her brown eyes 

rested upon him with a penetrating, clear 

sighted look which seemed to read most of 

the people she met; although, when she 

was smiling at the ssme moment—which 

generally bappened—they did not perceive 

it. 
‘Ah, Mr. D:nzil Essex !’ she murmured. 

“Then he is not always busy.’ 
‘Poor girl | Denzil was saying to him- 

sell. ‘How hot and tired she looks! Bat 

what a beautiful face! How hard that she 

should be so poor ! She should never have 

to work for her living ; it seem quite pres 

posterous !' 
‘Why, he is coming in here !" said Aloys 

aloud. 
Then she ran down the slope and offer 

ed bim s band that was not guileless of 

mould, but was so pretty that Mr. Essex 

flushed as he took 1t. 
‘Are you going in to see Aunt Jane P’ 

she asked. 
Denzil might have replied that he had 

come to see herself, but as they bad only 

met once before, he thought it wise to 

keep this information to himself. 

‘Yes,’ he said, looking around him. 

‘You a e gardening, I see, Miss Crossley.’ 

‘Yes; I enjoy it very much. Itisa 

chsnge from my usual lite,” answered 

Aloye simply. ‘Bat 1 have had a great deal 

of diffi ;ulty with the dandelions. Do yon 

know,’ she proceeded, looking up at Den 

zil with innocent eyes, ‘chickweed or 

groundeel is all very well and I cac man- 

age it, but it is bard to dislodge a dande- 

lion agains: ite will.’ 
‘Lat me help vou ! exclaimed Mr. Es- 

sex eagerly. 
‘Bat not when you cams to see Aunt 

Jane,’ replied Miss Crossley, 10 a demure- 

ly shocked voice. 
Her eyevrows plainly expressed that 

she could not dream of such a thing, and 

Mr. Essex regretted that he bad befrayed 

himself, 

O: course he had come to sez Aunt Jane 

so they walked to the house together. 

Her dress was an extremely simple one, 

and he had a full view of it and her dis 

hevelle | condition as she entered the big, 

bare, dusty old Hall. 
The bright sunlight made the place look 

poorer than ever today, Denzil thought. 

He bad been within it only twice be- 

fore. 
Aloys preceded him into the drawing- 

room, where sat old Miss de Howard. 

As he went up to her and spoke, her 

ni~ce vanished. 
Oaly one modern looking article seemed 

to stand in the ancient ro oo. 

That was a table for afternocn tea, and 

somehow he could not help thinking Aloys 

had imported it. 
It was covered with a lace-edged, very 

dainty linen cloth. 

Another token of her presence in the 

establishment were the flower-filled vases. 

The room seemed literally crowded 

with blossoms—roses, syringa, mignonette 

ilies—everything that was sweet. 

1 He knew it must bave been Miss Cross- 

ley who had attended to them, for he was 

sure Miss de Howard and old Elizabeth 

would not have troubled. 
He had not been talking very long to 

his hostess, when the door again opened, 

and Aloys came in, carryiog a tea tray. 

She bad smoothed her lovely hair and 

washed her delicate hands, bat she had not 

troubled to change her dress. 

She was absolutely without selt-con- 

sciousness. 
Or, perhaps, Denzil thought, ehe did 

not think it worth while to fascinate a 
mere secretary. 

‘My dear I cried her aristocratic littla 
sunt, ‘why do you do this ? Elzsbeth 

would have carried in the tea.’ 
She did not look very pleased, poor old 

lady, for she would have liked her charm- 

ing niece to appear quite as luxuriously 

idle as the young ladies of Culhampton 
would have shown themselves, had Mr. 

Essex or anybody else called upon them. 
But Aloys lsughed carelessly. 

‘Why shouldn't I, Aunt Jane? ghe 

said. ‘It pleases me. And besides, I 

like to make your tea wyself and know 

you enjoy it. 1 have things here for you 

that you have never tasted before.’ 

And disappearing again into the hall,she 

returned with a little basket cake-stand, 

which contained several sorts ot dainties. 

Poor old Miss de Howard's faded eyes 

gleamed for a moment with satisfaction 
and relief. 
She did not know how the wonderfal 

young lady bad managed to preserve & 

good appearance before the unexpacted 

visitor, but she was glad it should be so. 

It was hard to always have to expose 

one’s poverty, especially to wordly and 

unsympathetic eyes, though her present 

caller looked neither the one nor the other. 

‘All of my own invention! remarked 

Miss Crossley, as she .sat down the stand 

with Mr Essex's assistance. ‘In other 

words, compounded and cooked by myself 

Aunt Jane, so you must do them justice. I 

am rather proud of my cooking, Mr Essex 

you must know'—turning to bhim—‘also of 

my dusting, and gardening, and—"' 
‘Sawing,’ interposed Miss de Howard, 

pointing to the little rents in the cotton 

trock. 
Aloys laughed. 
‘I have enough of that at other times,’ 

she responded, probably aware that her 

fi jure was irreproachably graceful, how- 

ever it was clothed. 
Mr Essex looked at her, and smiled in 

sympathy though he felt sorry for har as 

he heard her words. 
She was, perhaps, not a governess or 

companion, as Miss Caloney bad suggested 

but a mother’s help. 
This would account for her sll round 

usefuiness. 
‘What a shame it is,” he said within him. 

self, ‘that women should have to work! It 

is right that we men should ; but a girl—it 

seems cruel!’ 
‘How do you like Calhampton, Miss 

Crossley ?’ he inquired. 
‘I don’t like the people,’ returned Aloys 

with a& calm air of consideration; ‘the 

women are rather vulgar.’ 
‘My dear!" ex:laimed Miss de Howard 

reprovingly. 
‘Well, Aunt Jane, not very well-bred, 

amended her neice, as she poured ou: the 

tea, and gaz:d through the curtainless 

windows into the garden. ‘Uninteresting, 

and what [ shall call halt and-half, it you 

know what that means’—smiling. 

«And the men ?’ asked Denzil, balancing 

his teaspoon on the edga of his cup, un- 

mindful of his hostess’s frightened glance 

at her bits of priceless china. 
«Oh, they are very much the same as in 

other places, I think,’ returned Aloys. 

She met his eyes smilingly. 
Denz | remembered that the men had 

crowded round her a few nights before, so 

it was evident this was the usual thing. 

Bat, of course, he might have known 

that without any hint. 
Wherever those brown eyes went, ad- 

mirers would follow. Had he not followed 

tnem himself P 
It seemed strange to think that the ex- 

uisite satin gown she had worn at Lady 

1'ighe’s should have come out of this bare, 

dreary, shabby house. 
Her present costume seemed much more 

suited to it. 
There were no rings on the small white 

hands, not even a brooch or pin at the 

dainty throat. 
Yet the air of distinction was still with 

her—always would be, Dsnz 1 could see. 

It mattered not that she bad baked the 

cakes, and dusted the rooms, and carried 

in the tea tray—she was patrician to ths 

fingertips, as Annabelle, with her pink, 

round iace and her plump, well set up 

form, could never become,even it she lived 

to be a hundred. 
“What about the dandelions?’ he mur- 

mured, when he had drunk enough tea snd 

eaten enough cake to make an ordinary 
man ill. : 

“The dandelions ?’ she responded. ‘Oh, 

I don’t know much about them,except that 

it takes something out of one to detach 

them if they have set themselves against 

being detached. The dandelion is & deadly 

weed to conquer.’ 
‘] should so much like to engage in your 

campaign agsinst them,’ h= said, looking 

at her pleadicgiy. ‘I have been leeding 

myselt up for the encounter, and I could 

pledge myselt to clear Miss a3 Howard's 

whois garden of them if you would only 

say the word.’ 

and strength of their roois, that you talk 

so recklessly? I think in hall an-bour you 

would own yoursell beaten.’ 

‘I could spare halt an hour very well,’ 

said Denzil. ‘Or any amount of hall hours 

if I could be wita you,” he added to himselt 

as he locked at ber. 
‘Very well,” allowed Aloys. 
Sae carried away the remains of their 

feast, in spite of her aunt's remonstrances 

that she snould lst Elizabeth do so, and 

then issued forth sagan into the garden. 

She displayed with pride her afteraoon’s 

work to Mr Essex, and then watched him 

while he bent his mind and body to the 

undoing of Miss de, Howard’s flourishing 

weeds. 
He seemed very strong. 
‘It is the tea,” said Aloys. ‘I have al- 

ways heard ot its powers of stimulations.” 

Bat it was not tae tes, well as sbe had 

made it; it was a much greater stmulaat, 

that she bad not yet imagined. 

‘I can’t lst you waste your time like this,’ 

she protested after a while and when his 

call was becoming a very long one. 

‘Have you any knowledge of the length . 
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