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“¥You have been sitting here precise-
Sifty minutes.” vail her companion,
& slightly grieved tome. “It is mot
pleasant thing to be told by any cne
they are heartily, sick of your so-
ity after a trial of only one short.
hour and twenty minutes. I am
you kave found the time so ted-
but I suppose Mr. Blount was
ly detained. Can I do
po for you? Order your horee,
“The master is just ccming across
lIawn now, 'M,” inierrupted the
Mason, the gray-haired servitor
Blount Grange, putting his head
the door at this juncture.
’ t I'd let you know, 'm, after
you’gd waited so Iong.” .
“Very good; I will come and meet
him,” Mabel said, hastily, anxious to
k‘dd any greeting that might lead to
usual “naming of names” before
questioning stranger. “Please go
and }’ﬂ Mr. Blount know that I am

After which she gathered up her rid-
‘ once more, took her dog
in her arms, and her whip in her hand
and, finally turning, made a haughty
‘little bow to the tall young m in
gray.

« | *“GQood-morning,” she said, coldly, al-

Deit gracefully.
| “Good morning, Miss—Manvers,”
De returned, with an equally punctil-
fous inclination of the head, and a
‘ecovert smile that was half satirical
and whoily amused, while he follow-
ed her to the door, opened it, and
bestowed upon her there another bew
that must have somewhat resembled
the ancient dignified salutation with
which ‘the “magnificent” Louis was
in the habit of dismissing his attend-
ant courtiers.

“Now what was he smiling at, I
wonder, in such a hatefully sarcastie
sort of way?’ ponderedq Mabel, slow-
ly, as she went down the stairs to-
ward t_e open hall door to greet the
master of the Grange. “Oh, if by any

bility he should be personally
inted with thcse Manvers, what
In the worid will he not think of me?
How stupid that this idea should
never have occurred to me before,
Put, no, it is impossible; I believe
that under such circumstances it
would not be in human nature to re-
. sist betraying the knowledge and en-
joying the adversarv’s confusion for
the moment, no matter how consoling
and lenient one might prove the next
instart. How curious he was! How
determined to make me repeat my an-
swers! I don’'t remember ever before
/meRting so unpleasant and altogether
detestable a young man, and hope I
never shall again. Catch me mixing
myself up with any fellow’s gambling
debts fram this day forth, once I
t oot of this dilemma  which has
een considera®™'v more troublesome
than I ever bargained ior, and rather
‘thap Eddie himself 48 warth.
;? oddly he stared at me—so rude
of him—and what -a very handsome
mustache he has'”

.~ — | But here she came up with Dick

'Blount, and therefore it must forever
remain a mystery as (o whether it
'was Eddie’s or the stranger’'s mus-
tache she considered so ‘worthy of
‘commmendation. Still, as Edward Tre-
vanion’s hirsute ornamehnts consisted
at this time of about twenty-two low-
spirited and wanadering hairs, situat-
ed in the regicn of his upper lip, it
was hardly probable that it could have
been his.

“Ah, how d’ve do, Mr. Bleunt?”
Mabel said, with a sudden sense of
relief and protection, as gshe held out
her hand to the fresh, handsome
gentleman advancing so rapidly to
meet her.

Dick Blount, or “old Dick,” as he
was more commonly called by his
friends and acquaintances—whose
name was legion— was a man some-
what in the “fifties,” tall, strong,
athletic, and the master of an income
close upon six or eight thousand a
year. The Grange was one of the
loveliest estates in the county situ-
ated about two miles or so from
King’s Abbott, and why the owner of
it had never taken to himself a wife
was a question often asked in Cliston,
but never satisfactorily answered. No
woman’s name had ever been.connect-
ed with his—in the matrimonial line
at least—since, on his uncle’s death,
he had come to take possession of the
property. How and wlere he had
lived previously was little known to
anyone, beyond the certainty that he
‘had spent much of his time abroad,
wandering in a desultory pleasure-
seeking fashion from city to city, with
probably no ulterior reasons, except
those of enjoying.the present hour to
| the uttermost. :

Had he ever BBved and lest? Or
woged and ridden away unmindful of
the tear-stained face that watched
with passionate despair his gay defec-
tion? Or had he through his ycung
' days escaped scatheless from the fire
of bright eyes and honeved vcices
that must here and there have tempt-
ed him during life's journey?

None could say in the quiet little
¢~ 1ntry-side where he had elected to
spend his later years. One thirg was

»| ever known—that when, a long time

after this, the new owner was having

L

some f iture in one of the Grange
rooms oved, he

found behind a |

bed, sunk deep within the wall, a:

emall framed picture, its face turned

from the light. It proved to be an !

old painting of a bright, fair, yellow

haired girl, small of feature, but ex-
| quisitely lovely, who lcoked out from
' the canvas with large, mocking eyes,
¢hat perhaps were justr a little toe
| elosely set to be, strictly speaking,
|perfect.  Immediately below the
portrait was written, in a man’s hand,
e two words: “Aged eighteen,” but

_____,..,_,_._4..

{
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;
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anything less like a dicappointed lover
than ke always appeared it would be
hard to find. Though seldom induced
to’' go anywhere himself, he was par-
ticularly addicted to hospitality of all
kinds, given in his own domain, such
as bachelors’ parties, picnmics, mornm-
ing entertainments of everv dezcrip-
tion, and usually two or three balls
in the year—which latter were con-
ducted on a magnificent scale, and
to which the entire county was in-
viteu, and went.

Far and near there was no man

lou young witch!™

“And I have bpeen calling him by
kis Christian name all this time!™
declared Mabel, who was almest comi-
cal in her despair. “Oh, Mr. Blount,
what on earth shall I do? When is
he going away? You know 1 can
rever look him in the face again, so do
say he will be leaving shortly.”

more universally beloved and respect-
ed by all classes. Younz men adored
him for his genial kindly advice, al-
ways so gently given, and his ready
assistance, while every child in the
neighborhood had reason to remem-
ber the good nature of old Dick
Blount. 1 .

“Dear me, Miss Mabel,” he said,
“how am I ever to gain your pardon
for keeping you such a time in dur-
ance vile? The fact is, I never heard
a word about your being here until
two minutes ago, when Mason came
out in a frenzy of excitement to tell
me you had been waiting at least an
hour.” .

“Scarcely so long as that, I think;
but”—with her eyes bent on Boski’s
dusky head—“Mr. Blount, I want to
speak to you in private, please, for
a minute or so.”

“So you shall. Come in here,” said
Dick Blount, and he led the way into
his library, the door of which he

g e

closed carefully behind her. “Now,
what can I do for you?”
“lI am going to ask something

very dreadrful,” began Mabel after a
pause, during waialu she haa teit her
courage oozing rapidly away— “some-
thing that I feel sure no woman
shouid ask; but you must promise not
to think too hardly of me for all
that.”

“I promise you.”

“Well, then"——-desperately—“i want

you to give me three hundred
pounds.”

Blount laughed. _

“ls that all?” he said. “Why, I

thcught you wera about to confess to
half a dozen murders at least. Sit
down, Miss Mabel, and tell me all that
is on your mind.”

And Mabel, sitting downy tojd him
ali her trouble—all about kKddie's.evil
behavior, and her father’s igneranee
of it, together with his inability to
I1ay so much ready money just then,
and her own determination to come
over to him, as the only person she
cculd think of likely to help her in
her calamity. When she had finished,
she looked up at him wistfully out of
her Lkeautiful hazel eyes.

“I know I have done a very wrong
thing,” she said, with quivering lipe—
“a 'hateful, unfeminine thing that will
mwake you despise me forever. But
v hat could I do? You were the only
one I could think of to help rie, and
so I came.”

“I consider you have done me a very
great honor,” answered old Dick,
promptiy, “and [ feel proud and giad
of it. To whom indeed should vou
ccme, if not to your oldest friend?
T'll tell you what, Miss Mabel—I'll
write vou out the cheque now on the
spot, and you can take it at -nce to
your naughty brother with your love;
and we will never tell anvoaa—you
and I-—one word about it.””

Mabel’'s eyes filled with tears. She
stocped suddenly and kissed the kindly
large brown hand that lay on the
table near her.

“Nonsense, child,” said Blount, has-
tily; *“what did you dc that for? Why,
the money is lying idie at my banker’s,
not doing the slightest good to anyone,
and 1 am only too pleased to be able
to cblige you so easity. And row
wiat shall I get ycu after your ride
and long solitary confinem<at in the
drawing-room?”’

“Nothing, thank you—especially zs
it wasn't solitary confinement by any
means,” Mabel declared—"quite the
contrary. There was g stranger there
the entire time, a Mr. Roy, I think
his name was. And that is agother
thing I want to speak to you about.
Please do not tell that gentleman who
I am, as he might let some 2f the
other officers at Bilton know all about
my visit here, and it would cer:ainly
ccme to papa’s ears in the long run.”

“What did you say his name was””

‘ried? Is it threu, alanna” An’ to the

“He isn't dreaming oi going,” said
Blount—“not for a full montn at all
events—not until his leave expires, and
then he goes to Dublin ta join Lis
regiment. Seo, you see, yoir will have
to dance with him at my ball the night
after next, Miss Mabel, and be sure
you are cousinly in y behavior,
whatever happens.” ‘

“Dance with him!” exclaimed Mabel,
indignantly. “How can you go on like
tl:at when you know I can never speak
to him again? Why, what must ne
think of my coming here on private
business to you, and telling him such
a horrid, horrid lie? Mr. Blount’—
imploringly—*“will you just explain
things a little to him, without betray-
ing Eddie—will you? Oh, it you will
cnly be so kind!”

“Of conmsae 1 will”” gatd Rlnunt,

“Yes, Miss Mildred, heaven be prais-
ed for it!” said the woman, stop-
ping opposite to her with tears stand-
ing in her dark blue Irish eyes. “An’
if it hadn’t been for yow, where’d he
have been mow? ’Twas the good word
ye had for him with the squire that!
got him off, I'm tould; an’ if the pray-
ers and blessin’s of Kitty Dempsey can
do ye good, ye have them. Oh, asthore,
’tis little ye know of the sore heart 1
had yesterday—an’ may the heavens
above ever keep ye from knowin’! Pat-
sey”’—with a sudden and utter change
of tone—‘“'tis throublin’ the lady ye
are, ye spalpeen of the world, come
do’wn off her lap this minit, I'm tellin’
Ye‘ ” .

“Ah, please, no,” interceded Mil-
dred’s soft voice as she pressed her
arm round the boy to hold him closer.
“I like him here very’much, and he
likes being here, don’t you, Patsey?’

“I should rather think he did,” solil-
oquized Denzil, at the open entrance.
But the child said nothing; he only
glanced up in his protectress’ face
with rougish, sparkling eyns, and laid
his head against her shoulder. He
was a remarkably handsome lad of
about four years old, very dark and
bright-complexioned, indeed almost
foreign in his style of beauty.

“Tell me, Miss Mildred,”’ began the
woman again, with the respectful free-
dom peculiar to her countrywomen,
“is it thrue what I've beem hearin’
about yve, that ye’re going to be mar-

young lord' that'’s
Abbott?” :

“It may be so,” -said Miss Trevan-
| ion, laughing. “BStranger things have
happened before now. But I, for my
part, have heard nothing about it.”

She paused, blushed a little at the
woman's earnest; kindly ‘glance, anad
then Denzil bethought himself that it
was high time he should cease to be a
listener to this dialogue. Up to this
he had been, almost uficonsciously,
feasting himself upon the girl’s sweet,
uncommon beauty; but the latter
part of the conversation| startled him,
and betrayed his position|to himself as
an eavesdropper. He advanced, placed
his gun against the lintel of the door,
and held out his hand to Miss Tre-
vanion.

“Good morning,” he said. “It seems
late in the day for that salutation,
does it not; but you know we had not
the pleasure of your company at
breakfast this morning.” :

“No. Papa, you see, was not goind},
shooting; and, really, all the rest of
you chose to get up at such a ridicu-
lously early hour! Have you had good
sport?”’

“Pretty fair; the others have done

stayin® at King's

rather better, I fancy. But all the
shooting here is capital.! I have lost
my way a little, I think; at least I

have got completely se"pamted from
my combvanions, and just came in to
ask permission to light my pipe,
which accounts for my being here.”
He turned as he menticned the pipe,

“Roy—at least so Mason told me.”

“And whp
cer stationed at Bilton?” 4

“ile looked like it,” Mabel said,
simply. “And, besides, I know all the
men at Broughton. Am [ not right?
i3 BC nog an ofticer?”

“Quiteyright,” returned Blount; but
he seemed strongly inclined to laugh.

{ "And so0 he spokc to vou, [ suppose;

and you called him Mr. RQoy, eh ™
“Just so,” answered “the queen.”
“And it was very wrong of me, ycu
know. But when, in some way or
other, he asked me my namse, I said it
was Manvers, because, the Manverses
Leing your cousins, peopie would not
think about it if Mr. Roy spoke of his
nieeting me here.”
Dick Blount burst

into a perfect
rear of laughter. :

“By Jove,” said he, “‘that is the best '

thing I have ever heard! 1 woader
which he thought you were—Jane ‘or
He must have considered

¢Oh, Mr. Blount, you don't mean to
say he knows the Manverses?” eried
Mabel, in real distress; her checks the
color of two soft summer roses.

“I should rather think s0, consides-

i ing vou were speaking to my nephew,

Roy Blount, who is also a eousin

told you he was an offi- !

and bowed courteously to Mrs. Demp-
sey, who, courtesying in return, told
“his honor” he was very welcome.

1 “Never fear; I will make it ail right
f for you before Thursday night, bliss
 Mzhel; and, as for him thinking any-
, thing bad of you, wiy, he is the best
lad iz the worid, and is, I'll be bound,
at this very moment thinkinz of noth-
ing but the beauty of a certain yvoung
lady who claimed kinship with him a«
little time ago.”

“Thank you,” returned Mab, feeling
slightly better as she listened to his
hearty way of putting things; “thank
| you again and again, M;. Blount, for
i all your goodness to me.” ‘

“I have done nothing for vou,” pro-
tected old Dick; “and%l shall be seri-
cusly angrr, Miss Mabel, if vou ever
tmention my ‘goodness’ o me azain.”

They were crossing the hall at this
time, and presently gained the outer
perch, where he put her'on her horse
and gathered up the reins for her
hand

“Well, goed-bye, and take eare of
yourself; snd be sure you look your
very loveliest on Thursday evening,
or Roy will certainly mistake you for

Jane.”
o ,” Mabel cried, and laugh-

——

been shooting since early dawn.
:And Miss Mildred—where iz she?’
Miss Trevanion has just gone down
by the copse way, toward Grant’s farm
to see Kate Dempsey, whose ‘man’ has
been in trouble,’ " Jenkins, the foat-
man, informed her. -
And so there was nothing left for
Mabel but to wait patiently until such
time as any of the members of the
household should take it into their
heads te return.

CHAPTER VIIIL.

Mildred was finding her way leis-
urelv along toward Mrs. Dempsey’s
dwelling-place, enjoying theroughly
the fresh crispness of the wintery air
as she went wiile the distant sound of
the sportsmen’s guns came now and
then with startling distinctness to the
ear. '
“People say, ‘Who’d he a dog %" she
thought to herself, zayly, as she walk-
ed along; “but I say, ‘Who'd be a dird
—for at least nine months out of the
twelve?” Poor little wretches, how
unhappy they must be to-day, how
terrified. And yet—" Here she was

thing cold grouse is!” when her arriv-
val at Mrs. Dempsey’s door checked
the unsentimental reflection.
Amongst the slaughterers of the
birds on that particular morning was
Denzil Younge, who having wandered
from his ccmpanions in more zm-
bitious search of gam., found himself
presently opposite a certain cottage
door, with no assured knowledge of

for his pipe.

He decided to enter, and ask the
good woman of the house permission
to light his pipe at her glowing em-
bers, as well as gain some information
respecting his position; =0 he went
up to the door, which he found open,
and bowed his head to enter. And this
was what he saw—Mildred Trevanion
—no longer the unapproachable Mil-
dred of his everyday life, but a being
soft smiling, lovable—with a little
boy upon her knees, whose bare feet
kicked triumphantly amongst the
many flounces and fur-belows of her

ar so Jim is safely out of his
trouble, Mrs Dempsey,” she was say-
ing, a pleased glow of satisfaction on
her fair face as she watched the little
lad in her arms complacently munch-
ing the biscuits she had brought
him.

(To be continued.)

- - - -

" Turn the Children Loose.
Turn them loose. That is the best
way to develop the muscles of boys
and girls. Turn them locse and let
them live wild—climb trees, jump
fences, chase squirrels, play with the
dogs, dig in the garden, pick flowers,
hop, skip and jump and do all sorts
of things that a patural human ani-
mal wants to do. The trouble is, our
boys and girls are tamed too much.
We are all born wild and in the civi-
1izing prccess have to be tamed more
or less. Most of us, however, get tam-
ed too much. We become so tamed
that we are spoiled.—Good Health.
We hear a lot about women’s taste
—Yyet look at what they marry.—Flor-

going to add, “And yet what a capital |

his whereabouts, and without a light!

force of a dynamite explosion iy usu-
ally greatest downward. Thus a gtick
of dynamite exploded on a rock with-
out being covered will shatter ths

but its action is toe rapid and intense
for use in rifles or cannon.

doubt and exultation as the moment
of tinding an idea.—George Ellot.
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At Twilight.

I love to sit by the embers
As they sparkle, and tade, and creep,
While 'T'wilight gathers her children
And tucks them away to sleep.

When the noises of Day are softened
To a soothing, mellow croon,

Ere the reign of Night is ushered
By her herald, the weirda-faced moon.

‘Lhere’s a magic balm in the gloaming
For tke day-1acked weary Lrain,
And my care-freed tancy wanders
in the paths afar from pain.

The visions and creams of boyhood
Pass before me clear and bright,

In the changing couls and ashes,
As twilight fades into night.

The pillar of fire before me

‘Tukes a deeper and stronger glow;
Calling me onward and upward

As it did in the long ago.

And I know that iy heart grows younger
‘That my soul climbs nearer Truthg

For these twilight-hour communings
With the things of my vanished youth.

So I love to sit by the embers
As they eparkle, and fade, and creep,
While 'Twilight gathers her children
And tucks them away to sleep.
—David DeMay Farnworth, in Pittsburg
Chronicle.

——t - e

The Dutch steamer Rijndijk, from
Portland, March 23, for Rotterdam,
has been damaged off Scilly Islands.
It seems probable that the Rijndijk,
like the Eemrilk, reported damaged

ThE WORD OF A GER AN.
Yourbtroth was hroken ere the trumpets

lew .
In the right with unclean hands yow

rode;
Your spurs were sullied and the sword
you w ‘
Bore stain of outrage done to honor'ms
code.
And you have played your game as yow
began. )
Witness the white tlag raised by shate

tered r N

The cry for mercy, answered, man @
mun—

And the swift stroke of traitor steel
tor thanks.

Once bLitten we are twice a little shy,

And then forgel; Lut wilh the wnoonts
Ing score

Qur ovid goou-nature. tried a shade tde

no more. o
throat,
Ana. broider round your wrongs Y
piteous tele,
Urging tne neutral ones to take a note
That we have passed vutside the
human pale;

The world (no fool) will know where llea

the blame
If linglauda lets your pleadings go Ul
heard;
To grace of chivalry you've lost yowse
claim—
We've grown too wise to trust &
Besceh's word.
—O. S. in Punch.
- —— '
“Beauty is only sxim aeep.’ “I come

sider that a wise provision of nature’®
“Why s80?” “With that limitation the

of St. Catharine’'s Point, struck a

ida Times-Union.

mine.

girls are kept busy enough.”—Kansag
City Journal,
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than r named ““Sir Rebert,’”” and while

ﬁ&?&:ﬂghbonrhood&tﬁmmchr.f a mile in width, lends it additional beauty and interest. This
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