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TATHER 1RD S0

A Tale of Country Life,

BY R. B. MOOR.

Onapter IX.

wMaster wants to speak with you,
slr. Ho says he wauts to go over the
Thirty Acres with you.”

Tolver sits his horse squarely, glane-
ing down at the messenger as sternly as
though he were his own delinquent pa-
rent.

“Tell my father that I am anxiouns to
go into town when I have finished here,
and ask if he can leave a message for

was my wite. You see, L shonta Know
that it was through me she was miser.
able that I had wronged her— that she
ought to have beer my daughter, not
my wife. They do say that yon hate
those whom you have injured. Not
that I would hurt her, you know, Tol-
ver. 1 meant to give her everything,
and muke a great pet of her, snd force
iser to be happy io spite of herself. But,
since the boy died, and she has bLeen
fretting over it, and yet all the lime

nicer and gentler to me than ever she
was before, though she never dropped
that solemn sort of roproschful look at
me, I saw 1t wouldn't do, T'ol —T saw it
wouldn't do. Aund the little widow -1
guess I could do as I hiked there with-
out any reproachful looks, so loug as
she had enongh frocks«and fal-lals. I've
watched them both, wy boy. I don’t
pretend to think the mother has -1s an
uncommon sort, like the daughter ; bhut

a8 gony
deal burlier than his own, is aplgrfi{c%»pmbnps she'd suit me better, take Lier
ing round the edge of th tghed | all round. Aud I fancy | know whuch'll

fleld. Tolver does not seem to see it ;
his face is half turned away towards the
man to whom he is speaking. It is a
?lemsanz winter day, with intervals of
aint sunshine.

“Hi!" comes a voice across the rad-
brown ridges. I say—wait a minute,
Tolvard’ + - - Lo

It is anaior, after their long estrange-
ment, for the father to address his son
before a third person. The ice is broken
since Tolver must reply.

« All right, sir.” He waits sitting his
horse like a statue, until Lis father joins
him,

“T've come down here this morning
on purpose to go over the Thirty Acres
with you,” be says, as his big brown
horse and Tolver's gray extend noses
one toward the other in more frieudly
spirit than their masters wanifest

] was going into towu in half an
hour, sir; but, if you went me— "
Tolver does not finish his sentence ; he
seems to be struggling between resent.
ment and a dusire to overcome it so fur
as to show ordinary oivility.

“I do want you,” returns the other,
his manner a litile less hearty and as-
sured than usual “If you ocan spare
me a little time, I shall be glad.™

They turn their horses in silence to-
ward the Thirty Acres. When they
reach the spot, the elder begins tospeak
of the business of the farm and of this
field in particular, and ventures to com.
pliment his son on his manageson.

* The place looks every wlit as well
as Farfield,” he remarks, with uncon-
Bclous conceit.

But Tolver remains unmoved ; he is
not to be mollified by fair words, and
he is wondering what can have Lrought
his father dowu to the Three Beeches
with this trifling errand for excuse.
Does he think to make up his luss to’
him by a little flattery and, perlaps, an
offer of settling this farm unreservedily
on him? Heturus a very uncompro-
mising proflle to his father as they ride
down the ficld side by side. Thoere is
another long silence, brought to an end
at last by the elder man with an unmis-
takable effort, though the result is not
brilliant.

“Look here, Tolver I Kilence. “Tol.
wver, I say !"-—this with 8 tremendous
convulsion, followed by a mopping of
the face with the handkerchief.

“Well, sir ?"

“Tolver, I dare eay you think I have
behaved very meanly, as it wers, to you,
and-—and .

I don't think,” interposes Tolver,
with significance.

“Well, well'! You know, Tolver, I
was wroth with you for going right
agoinst everything that I’d ever wished,
aud so- and s0 ---"

“And so you took effactual means of
putling an end to my opposition --ac-
tive opposition, that is. You're right

there, sir!” ’

“No, Tolver, there you make a mis-
take!l I'm wrong there, my boy—I'm
wrong there!l”

It is wonderful to ses the sudden
change in the young hard-set face —to
seo the stern features relax, and the
baggard lines of silent suffering and
endurance soften about the mouth and
brow. It ought to be enocugh of itself
to gladden a parent’s heart for many a
day. But the farmer is not looking
that way at all; he is quite ocoupied
with himself and the fit of mingled
coughing and snorting and choking
that seizes him after making his con-
fession. Tolver says nothing, but he
turns to eye his father with interruga-
tdon in his brightening glance.

“Tolver, now I'm gouing to make o
fool of myself, my boy; so you undwi-
stand?”

“Yes, gir,” returns Tolver, with ad-
mirable composure.

“Tolver, I've always known my own
mind, and carried out my decisions,
and pever found need to alter them,
once made. But, when it comes to
‘wonen, the theory’s turned upside down,
as I dare say you've found before this.”
Mesting with no reply to this sugges-
tion, he proceeds, after a pause and
another mop-up—*Not only as regards
myself, or—or you, Tolver. There's
not & man who's had much to do with
thom but has found it the same, I'll be
bound!”

He seems mnuch relieved by this deo-
‘1aration. His son hasnothing to answer,
ading him thus far somewhat oracu-
“Tolver, I've made a mistake. I've
found that Y like smiling bluv eyes bet-
ter than grave gray ones, Tolver ; and,
when that girl looks at me in her solemn
way; and I know, orI can guess, what
ghe is thinking of, it makes me feel un-
coinfortable, = I saw her say ¢ Good-by’

. to you onde, Tolver, at the top of the
i ‘Iato apposite the cottage. I was in the

Tittle’parlor in the dork—that's how it
“%ad ; snd, though you never so much
&% gave her s kiss or a squeeze, when
g.oame into the kitchen afterward—

got. there and was talking to her
. the time.she same in—look-
dovin _broken-hemted, you
tooki ‘over with &
i room

|
!
l

suit youn best - -eh, Tol ?"

*Futher .

«That's nght, my boy! ¢Futher' !ot
it be, 'no matter if it is old fasbioued |
no *sirs’ to your father!”

“What am I to understand, fathor?
That you wunt to marry Mrs. Thirkeld
instead of > :

“That'« it ! And I've come hers Yor
three things --to ask you to forgive me
~—and 1ndead, my boy, I don't beheve
I could have gune on with this, with
that girl's eyes going throngh me hke
swords, and you and mestrangers, even
if there bad been o mother 1n the cu o
at all  and to say that this faon 18 your
own un the day yuu wmarry ; the rest at
my desth, of course,  Also tv -to —
Well, you see, Tolver, I haveu't auy
ilea what the widow wili say to the no
tion  after beang promsed to het
doughter too Nup's b gy vory Jpleas-
ant and chiatty ; I've bul 8 good doul
more conversution with her than the
othier.  She can laugh too, when she's
in good spirits ; aud thegirl — Well,
perbaps she luughs for you, Tolver; I
have never seen ber smile, except the
kiud of swile that was worse than a
regular fit of erying.”

‘I'he voung man turns away and looks
over the winter lsndscape withevessud-
deuly dim and burning. Canwnything
atone for what they have been made to
go through ?  But he 18 1n a softer
mood than he was, and he remernbers,
with a rush of gladness that 15 almost
pain iu 1ts strong vearning, that ere
long Eve will be ut lus side, whinpernng
1u his ear of the divinity of forgiveness.

“Tolver,” gues ou the other, 1n des-
peration ot s son's continued silence.
the cauwse of which he can burdly 1m.
agine in his less flnely -nrought o uure,
1 thought _perhaps you'd speak to ber,
and —and explain tlings & tat, and -
and break 1t to her gontly ; put it 1w a
flattering way, in fact -how 1 came to
Beu Ler daughter, and fell 1n love with
herself —something of that kd, vou
know.”

“1 speak to Mrs. Tlurkeld, father?
Well, I don't mind.”

“You'rea trump, boy! Put it as
well as you can, you kuow; sud  and
don’t you think 1t bad better be duua
at ouoce ?”

At once, certainly You needu’t
fear, father ; I haven't much doubt but
that she’ll have you.”

“Think so, Tol ? Seemws to me we
should be pretty comfortuble that way,
if you and the other could muke up
your winds to {orgive and forget what s
past, and -and —"

“I think I may answer for her as well
as myself, father.”

The horses are picking their way
side by side down the half-frozen slope.
The elder man leana forward with nght
hand outstretched, the younger moets
it with a grip. Farmer Gerard beams
all over his broad face.

“How long is 1t to Christmas, Tolver ?
A week? The very thing, supposing
all goes well and the little widow caa
hold her tongue till then,”

* * » * * »

“Eve, dear, put on the jet beads, at
any rate. il you wou't wear the giuy
dress. 1'm sure we vught tu make our-
selves as bright as we can at Chnstuas
time.”

“Very well then, mother.”

But the girl is listless, standing by
the bed-room window in her black
dress, looking out over the snow, while
her mother trips about the room with
many s surreptitious peep at the glnss,
as though she were the young girl look-
ing forward to her wedding and Evethe

grief-worn widow. Mrs. Thirkeld comes
up to her presently and fasteus the
beads round her neck, standing behind
her on tip-toe to do it.

*COome, Eve, we shall be late. Ig
your ocloak down-stairs? I've only got
my boots to put on.”

“I am quite ready, mothsr, except for
my oloak.”

*Eve, dear, don’t look so sorrowful.
Think of your poor little mother, and
remember what a sad lonely Christmaa
we should spend if we stayed at home
here, with only one another to speak to,
and poor dear Sam "

Eve turns instantly and puts her
arms about her.

“Mother, dear, don't begin to ory
now! I am quite willing to go; itis
not that X wish to stay at home; I was
only thinking——"

Eve speaks with determined cheer-
fulness to comfort her mother, but her
words echo in her heart with bitter
hopelessness. Howaver, they answer
their purpose with the little widow,
who is a8 easily lifted up os she is ocast
down. In a few minutes more they
have left the cottage and are making
their way down the road to Fairfield.
Eve's heart is heavy, but scarcely
heavisr than usual. 8he is going to her
fute, but it has ‘been her fate
so long that she is hardened to it,
When they return the day will have
been fixed; but can any reslity be
worse than this constant anticipation ?

Mrs. Thirkeld chatters all the way
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there; she is livelier this Christmas

morning than she has been since Sam's

| denth, - B ua %ad; it covexs her own
oh 2k

5

i
Y

conisoling ;to sde the} Passionate pressure of his lips to_hers.
Sy DN -
'w. - i

resuit ol her sacrilice aiready in ner
ruother’s improved lovks and spirits.
The furmer meets them on the thres
bold with impressive welcome. He
never locked so fondly at Eve as he did
today. When they have besn up-stairs
to take off their out-door things, they
find Lim in the hall on their descent,
“kve, my dear,” he begins, as soon as
he sses her, “I've got a Christmas pres.
ent for you. There'll be just time to
look at it before dinner. Cowe along.’

He takes her by the arm and draws
her toward the west parlor, her mother
looking on and seeming to be guite con-
tent to be ignored.

“Oh, Mr. Gerard, you are too kind !
says Ive, half reluctantly, in no humor
for presents and smiles and rejoicings,

“You will be delighted when you see
it, I''m sure!”

He opens the parlor-door, thrusts
ber geutly within, and, as it oloses
npon her, she tinds herself in the arms
of Tolver -Tolver, a little worn and
haggard.-looking, with a few lines about
b1 steadfust eyes and noble brow that
were not there when first she plighted
her troth to him, but still her own
brave young lover for whose sake she
would have found it easier to die than
M nct the part towards him that she
Bas dune.  She grasps the trafh in a
Moiient -that they are to be separated
nao loager ; but the details have to wait
nutil they are both collected enough
for explunations.

“kve, my love!” says Tolver, holl-
ing ler 1 the strong and tender clasp
that she Lus 50 often longed for and
never thought to feel ubhout her agiin,
and thetr lips meet iu a long kiss of
love and juy.

“Tolver!” gshe exolaim~ at last, lLer
heul sinking upon his shoulder, for she
i~ almost too wesk to beur the ygreat
5. 1rprise and gladuoess.  +Oh, Tolver !”
_ Mever to be purted again, my darl-
ing.”

He repoats that several times, keep-

shouting without.
~Don't want any,”” says Tolver, with
supreme contempt. Do you, Eve 2"
[ruE END.]

Ntroggle diligently against your in
patience, and strive to be amiable anc
gentle, in season and out of season,
toward every one, however much they
may vex and annoy you, and be sure
God will bless your efforts.

TS DANOND:

A Doubtful Dowry That Was
Lost at Last.

BY P. J. SMITH

Chapter [.

“Janet, Janet, a letter from Philip at
last!”

When Japet's eager hands had
closed upon the thin f reign envelope,
1 hurried off {p tell the news (o the
others. Bu! s mehow. before I had
time to rearh the bed-room landing,
before | had regained brea'm enough
to pant out the first syllable, Lhey
were all three about me - Hetty, Dot-
ty., Peggy-and In possession of the

joytul tact. They sald they bhad}
guessed It Dy the way in which L]
stumbled up the stairs.

“Wheres Tr t? Iroes sha knuow?

D'ye mean to say you haven’t ld
her?" they asked, |p chorus gripping,
my poor arm {n & way to make 1&1
plack and blue.

“Gracious, girls, how could I when!
you sent her up to the Rectory not
five minutes ag: It—the letter h.aa|

ing ber fast in his arms the while. It
s long before anything ts to be heard |
bevoad his passionate essurances and |
Ler faltering Lalf-whispered replies.

*Fve,” he spys pre-ently, speukin-
low 1w her ear, could yon make up
yonr mind  ecould you be induoced to
consent to a change of brnidegrooms on
your wedding.day ?°

=-0h, Tolver, what does it all mean ?"
she asks trembhingly

=My father thonght himself very
muelin love with you, Eve . but now
Le tinde he has made a mistake, and,
e fuct, hhes sormebody else better, hke
sny inngeable lad of nineteen ! Do
voar think you'll survive bius weonstancy,
Lve™

- b, Tolver, I have been hoping to
die. wnd escape that way'”

* Poor httle dear'” There is a long
pause, filled up with much consoling
sudd ecaressing, whick seems to pruve
offectual, for he presently goes on,
“Who do you think has cut you out,
Lve?

* I don’t know, but. whoever it is, [
shall always love her and bless her.
Not that I dishked bim, Tolver. He
was w0 kind and cousmiderste that 1w any
other circumstances I should have beeu
very fond of lim, but -—"

']l understand. You will have 1
chance of proving vour gratitude. Thae
lady who has supplanted you 1 already
very dear to you, and will expect you
to exteud o portion of your sffeotion to

ber husband. Can't you guess, dar.
hng?’
*Tolver mother?”’

“You havesad it ™

»Tulver, I can scareely beliove it!™

+Well, I don’t think 1t's o wonde
il Of course, she1s fur better suited
to Inm than you are The wouder is
that be ever found it vut, people are so
blind and contrary. Yes, he admired
ber; snid she was 8o bright snd chatty,
sud  and easily managed,” said Tolver, :

They Loth laugh out at this.

*1 lad to speak to her.” Tolver con-
tinnies, with an evident rehsh for the
narration. “The old fellow was quite
shv. | came up that moruing you went
to the mill. T had been on the wateh |
for a chance, thongh he certainly ought ,
to have been off with the uld love be- |
fore he was on with the new. But he |
would have it that way; and, if she was ‘
agreeable, it was all to be kept a secret !
to give you a surprise at Christmas—a
(Christmas gift which he felt sosure yon
wvould not object to. If it had been
more than a week, I could not have
stood it; as it was, I agreed 1 didn't;
want to cross himin the first thing he |
wished after --after our quarrel was set- '
tled.”

' +»Qh, what matter how,” she mur-

' murs, “so long as it is all right at last?
But mother!”

{ Qb she was quite pleased with the

"ilea ! And so—but, now, mind you

| never tell this, Eve.”

“No, I uever will,” she promises,

- looking up with laughter in the eyes
that were so sorrow-laden but half an
hour before.
“So flattered at being preferred to

;) you " -
! ! They laugh together in the old light.

hearted fashion ; already thebitter past
| is far behind them in their youth aud
| elasticity and love.
| *A double wedding—what would you

say to that, Eve ?”

*That must depend upon mother,
Tolwer."

*Well, anyhow, we won't wait a day
for them ! We have waited too long
already. There’s one thing I must tell
you ; it wasn’t all on your mother's ac-
count. He was really conscience-
stricken. He wants us to forgive him
—you and me. Eve, my love, can
you ? But I need hardly ask.”

“Forgive him ? Obh, yes, dear! He
meant it for your good in the begin-
ning, and he thought he could make
me happy. He found out his mistake
in time—let us be thankful for that.”

“We don’t love each other any the
less for it, Eve
I "0!3', no; better, I think; at least,

The rest of her reply is lost in the

with the bhook to the rectory,” an-
nounced Dotty. “But what can be
i keeping her all this time? Netty,

P

“Dinner's ready I the farmieris heard

. 3
5" I}t;s..:ﬁd "

only just come. Oh what a re.ef lt’
is after the terrible »uspense' What:

., mews it will be for the child, to be

sure?”’ !

“I1}] put on my bonnet and go and
meet her up the roal suggeste | Het
ty, making a dart towurd her room;
but we all latd hards o her ind'g-
nantly

“Now that we kvow the dear bov le
safe and sourd 1 mnst tell you  gulas,
about the awful dream @ had las®
ntght 1 woke Just at daybreak with
the perspiration streaming down my

torrhead and my heart gotng like a
steam englone 1 dreamed —7
*You dreamed,  Netty! As if I

beeen dreaming the most ter-
1ihla things for the past six weeks''™’

“And me t 0o Why [ usedto dreai
*he thought of laving my head on mv
a11low  And the dav’ime was jusl as
bud  Every ring at the door ma e me
turn cold all over expeciing it was
a telegram telling us the worst ™

“Well, cettainly my dears we de-
<erve some credit for the plucky way
'+ which we kept our troubles to ar-
cenves ' | ;emarked p'eisantlhh  as we
a* in a group at the top of the «tal's
For Janet, who imagined that <he tad
very weak action of the heart. had re-
quested me to leave her alone for
atout ten minutes t» master her joy-
ful emotion and prectouns letier bhefore
handing it to us *'I'm sure 1If we
had glven way to all the horrors we
surmised and  had discussed  them
amang ourselveg one or two of us
would certainly have been lald up
with brain fever to day™

*“Not a doubt of it Peggy assented '
“And | maintain that the greatest
credit of all is due to the child for
the herole way in which she kept us

haven't

up  Why, T have seen her leave U‘e,
hregkfast-table on mail morninga|
just as white as a sheet, biting bher

Hp to keep back the tears. and return!
in a few minutes with a jest on her'
lips at our foolieh fears and fanecies ™’ |

“And last Tuesday, when the ans-
wering telegram came f;om the Fer-
gusons, eaying that he had left )d. |
ney and gone up country three months
before, did any of us behave as pluck-
fly as she did?"”

‘‘She was crying this morning alone
in her room, that's why I sent her up

won't {t be too awful if they persuade
Ler to stop to aftein on tea””
“Well, {t will be all your {ault,
Dotty. T heard you distinctly Impress
upon her that she was to stay if there
was any tennis going on.”
] meant no harm. 1 meant only to

distract her,” answered Dotty, nalf
whimpering, Wwhen Peggy, Whise
property Miss Trot specially was,

stopped the discussion with these
words:

It she {8 mot here in ten minutes, I
will send a8 note by Alfce, requesting
her to return at once. And now, dear
girls, don’t you think it would be a
fitting thing if we each retired ifor a
minute to our rooms to return thanks
to Heaven for its gnodness to us, for
the happiness that fills our nearts
this blessed day?’

We were six unmarried women, and
Philip, over the seas and far away,
the sight of whose well-known aprawly

handwriting had raised us from darkest
despair to overflowing joy, was the only
bit of male property we owned among ug
in the world, Jauet was his mother,
Trot was his sweetheart, and Hetty,
Dotty. Peggy and I were his four spin-
ater aunts, who each gushed and fussed
muore pretentiously over the young man
than did his mother and his sweetheart
together.

Yes, we were spinsters, or, to put it
fiunkly and fairly for once and for all,
old maids of the hopeless type, the whole
fonr of us. But, when 1beg to add that
this state of existence was the result not
of necessity, but of choice, a choice we
have'never had grounds for regretting,
it will, I am sure, he understood that
there is no painful effort in the admise

u

- astonished butler to gend up tea at once,

I 1 certainly did not feel inclined to fall

sion which 1 pave so freely made—none
w hatever.

No—we never married, notwithstand-
ing the ferrible temptations, the many
ehigible 1nvitations we had tn eur youth.
How we escaped the common pitfall of
pretity girthood 1t nould take too long to
tell here, nnd. besides, would be such an
olid, ol | story now. Perhaps the prosaig
fact that our comfortable civil service
persions would expire on the day we
miade the plunge had something to do
with it: perhaps, agatn, it hod oot 1
prefer not to enlrge on the suvject. At
atid rate onr third sister Janet, the beauty
amd lool of the Tamily, was the only one

who chonged her name, and much good
the chauge did her, as tume fully
iow ed,

Junet was a very handsome young

voman and perfectly well aware of the
fact, Her suttors and adimncs were
iimervus; but she had such a high opin-
1on of her attractions that none of them,
.frer due consideration, seemed to be up
. her mark, It was at Cheltenbam—
awslin, I think, her twenty-fourth year—
that she met Eustace Browurigg, whom
~iie accepted and married after a few
weels' courtship. He wasa fine-looking
nian, with a rather hard unsympathetic
face; but he was of good fanily and had

u ioe property between Cheltenbam &gd ]

Bath. I never liked the misu, por did
outr aunt Hester, with whom we lived
after our father's oieash; and we both
stongly advised Janet to have nothing
tosav to lum. At first she was inchined
to histen to us, admitted that she did oot
cate s pio more for him than she did for
1 owur three others who were equally eli-

your master this very evening. ”

“You are at perfect lil»riy to doso,
madam,” Mrs. Jardine repited, with 2
very taptalizing little smile,

The uuscemly disvension was here
brought to a elise by the sudden appear-
snce of the master of the house, who en-
tered from the pleasure grounds. He
loohed thoroughly asteunded for & meo-
ment, and then his face flushed as hotly
us Janet's owis; but, 28 he was a man of
great sang froid and self-pussession, he
mastered the situation almost at ouce,
declared himseif enchanted with the
honor we had done him, hoped he
would be able to persuade us to stay fos
dinuer, and, curtly dismissing Mrs. Jar-
dine, asked to be nliow ed the pleasare of
showing us over the house hininself,

When the housekespur had retired, he
apologized so eagerly and gracefully for
her discows tenus conduct that both Janet
and L had to beg him not to mention the
matter agnin, and we accepted hisex-
planation as a pefectly natural and sat-
18factory one, though aunt Hetty’s in-
credlulous soiff from the other end of the
room must have reached hmun distinotly.
He told us that Mrs. Jardine was a per-
son of pu judgment and with an ex-
tremely matter-of- fact disposition, bug
was su tiustworthy and conscientious
that he did got like .tn ceusnrs her toa
saverely for the eontrefemps he rigretted
so deeply. Ouly a lortught befors a
very objectivnable party of tourists had
wvaded the bouse and grounds during
lus almence and done much damage te
his conservatories, and 1n consequence of
this he liad been obhiged togive the ordex
whicn bis stuptd housekeeper had tried

pitle; and I am sure she would never
have become his wife but for the unfor-
tatinte pecp she got at the Brownrnigg!
diamonds i the day we invaded the
famly mansion so unexpectedly. ,

We had been for a long drive into the

see an old friend of our father's who was |
dangerously ill, and whom we found in-!
visible and at death’s door. We were
not even asked to alight to let the horses
rest, and Junet was very cross at having |
to retutn such a distance without a glass
of wine or a cup of tea. i

I wo.der if we could find any friend |
or acquaintance in this neighborhood, ™,
she murmured, looking tound at the
wooded country. “There's 8 mce old |
place vn the wp of that hill opposite ; I'll
ask at the lodge to whom 1t belonygs.

At the lodge they told her that it be
longed to Fustace Brownnigy  She clap
ped her hands in delight sud or lerad the
coachman to drive up to the house on
the hill, heedlens of our protestations and
supgestions of the nupropnielv of sBuch
an 1uvasion,

“Nonsense!®

she lauybed tarclessly,
“It s absurd making such a mountan
out of a mole-hilll I tell you, aunt
Hetty, Mr Brownngg 1s most anxious
that I xhoull see his place -in fact, has
ushedd me meveral imes to ix a day for a
visit. the clintces nre a hune.
died to one against his being thereat all;
he's always nway i the day tume.”

“1lhen what 18 the olject 10 going
there ?”

“The object? Why, to have a quiet
look rouwd, rest the horss, and enjoy a
nice cup of tea, which I'm just dyiong for.
I presume thete are servauts and a
housekecper 11 possession who will min.
18ter to our wants,”

We found, as Janet had surm®sed, that
the muaster was not at home and that
there was no member of hia family to re-
ceive us; hut Janet, nothing daunted by *
this circumstance, ordered the horses
round to the stables, and. leading the
way herself 1nto a sitting-room that
opened off the hall, told the somewhat

Restdes,

It was a charming room, tastefully
furmished, and, when we were estab-
likched at one of the winduws, which’
were embowered in old Providence
roses and opened on to a beautiful
pleasure-ground, drinking most deli-
clous tea and eating crisp hot cakes,

foul of my determined sister for the time
being.

“This s manna in the desert, isn't it?”
Janet asked tiiumphantly., “A good
thing for you two that one of the party
has a head on her shoulders! When we
are quite refreshed, I'll have the house-
keeper up and make her show us round
the place. We'll examine the premises
from garret to cellar. So far I like the
spot well enough. Don't you, Net?”

So far, I had to admit, I liked whatt
had seen of Mr. Brownrigy's property,
It was not oppressively maynificent, like
the show places about us in Hampshire.
There was no vast wealth of timber in
the park, there was no promise of ghostly
galleries or stately banquet-halls; but it
was comfortable, elegant, and homelike,

However, the next of Mr. Brownrigg's
belougings brought under our notice—his
lady-like housekevper, Mrs, Jardine—did
not please me atall; and I saw by the
sniff which shrewd aunt Hetty gave that
she decidedly shared my sentiments.
Mrs, Jardine, to judge by appearances,
was scarcely older than Janet herself and
was a remarkably gdod-looking woman,
with masses of fair hair crimped becom-
ingly over her head, and a dress more
fashionably made than mine, She had
dark eyes set close together, giving her a
stealthy ill-tempered look that repelled
me at the first glance. Thenher manner
was not respectful or conciliating. With
a stiff bow she addressed aunt Hester,
asking the nature of the services re-
quired of her. When 1t was made
known, she calmly inquired if we had an

order from Mr. Brownrizg, as without
such authority she had no power to
comply with our request. At this, my
sister, with heightened color, burst
haughtily in, agked what she meant by
insulting her master's guests; and Mrs.
Jardine, looking Janet very straight in
the face, protested that she had no in-
tention of insulting her master’s guests;
she only wished to do her duty, and her
duty in this instance was perfectly clear
to her, Mr., Brownrigg had given her
no intimation, though he had been in the
house a few hours before, that any guests
were expected or that she was to show
the establishment to them; so show it
she would not.

4You insclent woman!™ Janet oried
angrily. “TH report your conduct to

|
| country —uunt Hester, Junet, and I—o @ Miiation.

w euforce 1n our case,

Well, wo spectesd the premises from
gatrel to cellar, and throughout they
j'eased ny modest taste, but Jdid not al-
lrgrether maliafy my sister, who favored
ne b bright coloring  and sluborate orna-
Howewer, in oue of the un-
used bedroums, which Mr, Brownrigg
told us had been hus mothet’s, Janet
stopped transfixed with admiration be-
fore the haogings of ao old rose-wood
bedrt-ad, and she draped the beautiful
siiken texture scarfswvise acress her skirt,

“Look, Net, isu’t 1t lovely? Did you
ever see such a glowing yet delicate
pink? The roses look as il they were
grocing oun it Mi Brownrigg, if 1 was
your—[—I—mean 1t I had been your

" mother, those hangings would have orna-
. meoted

myself, not my bedstead. I
know that shade would suit me to per-
{fection "

“Come over here, Misa Janet,” he said
in a half whisper, and 1 will show you
something thet would swit you betler
sull "

Javet followed him to an old brass-
hound cabinet near the fireplace.  Un-
los siug the enbiaet, Lie took outa emall
ton ®safe  that conlained a set of the
most miagmibcent diamonds ] think I had
Jiuet, w hu pussionately loved
Jrvelry of all Kinda, whose enrs, arms,
aoid finzera were alwavs laden with gim-
crack tiinkets, was sperchless for a few
mowmweuts with admuaton, before she
burst out :

“Oh, how Invelvl 3}r. Rrownrngg, are
they really ull vours * Where did you
x-tthem? How dilyv.u manage to—
Lo "

“{hey have been in the family since
t e nddle uf the last century, Miss West-

ott, they were part of the dowry of
my great-grand mother, who was an Aua.
tnan Jewess. She wus a brunette like
you, and they became her well, tradition
says. Shecreated quite a sensation the
fiiat time she wore them at Court.”

“Yes,” said my sister musingly, “ they
would suit dark hair best; half their
bruliancy would be lost on a blonde.”
She touk the necklace out of the safe
and, after a few minutes’ hesitation,
slipped it around her white neck.

I colored to the roots of my hair, even
aunt Hetty's ghrivelled cheeks showed
signs of distress ; but Mr. Brownrigg did
not appear to see the suggestive indeli-
cucy of the act and, handing the coronst
to Jauet, said eagerly:

“Put it on; 1t 18 the best way to judge
of its effect. 7

Janet tossed off her hat, moved to the
J «ssing-table, and a little while after-
wards, turned round to us fully arrayed
i1 the gparkling gems, And never be-
f.1o had 1 seen her look more lovely—
never until that mormment had I realized
how it was that such acommonplace and
bal-temrered girl stormed the heart of
.+ 1in with so little apparert effort as our
Janet did.

“Yes,” she murmured. with a glizht
Groop of her radiant eyes, as her host
bent forward to murmur scme nonsense
in Lier ear,*I—1 think von are righr, Mr,
Biownrigg; in fair hair those diamonds
w.uld be thrown awav, You must ~st
a J. wcss wife, as your great-grandfather
aid, tosliow them to entire advantace, ™

I did not hear what answer Mr. Browan-
rigg made, for at that moment my aunt
gave me a nudge, and, glancing tovards
the open door, Isaw the fair crimped
licad of the honsekeeper thrust eagerly
forward, her close heavy eyebrowsdrawn
together in the most repellent frown I
had ever seen on a woman’s fage.

“I'll marry that man, aunt Hetty,
when he asks—I mean if he asks me,”
Janet announced to us in a tone of sup-
pressed excitement as the carriage bofe
us down the avenua.  “No woman born
of Eve could resist those diamonde. ™

(To be continued.)

Dr.Bull’s

COUCH SYRUP

Cures Hoarseness and Sore Throat,

It is the best remedy for stubborn colds,
8mall doses. Price 85 cents at druggiste,

eVel Seea,

&
Employer’s Liabillty.  Plate glass.
Established 1860.

J. H. ASHTON,

General Insurance,

201-202 Kllwanger and Burry' Bldg,

Eatrance
39 State Street, Rochester, N. ¥,

‘Steam Boiler.  Surety Boads. Elevator,

Fire.
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