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- By the Author of ** 4 Lucky Eseape,”&e.

_ *Ia he a gentlowan ?”
‘f’fm pir—gextainly not. Looks to me

. gueh a queor chap that I set James to
dust the library, and told him to make
thé'dusting Inst till I came back. There's
& decent-looking young fellow with him,
" but 1 don't like the old one, sir.”

*Afe they in the library. Fuster?”

~ “No, sir, in the ball; but James has
the daor open and an eys on the ball,”
. *I'll spe them in the library at once. [
~ suppose it is o lease, Norman, and they
thiuk you must be in it now. Come on,
dear boy, and get it over.”

As the two visitors were ushered into
the library, both Mr. Besuchamp aad
Narman, who had eatared from the din-
ing-room, glanced slightly at the younger
man, who bowed and remained standing
near the door, and then turned their en-
tire attention upon the very unpleasant-
looking individual who ad vinced into the
middls of the room. Ho neither bowed
nor saluted in any way.

" femémber me ¥

“Don’t think I ever saw you hefore,”
replied Mr. Beauchump. *Can I doany-
thiug (or you now "

“We'll see. I'tn coming to that, You
caght to remember me; 1 told you not to
forget wy neme. You knucked me down
the day before you were married. D'you
mind it npow?”

%Yes, I romember now. You set your
dog on mineand then on me, and you
rushed at meo to strike me becanse | pro-
tected my dog and myself, and in sell de-
fence [ knocked you down. 1 had for-
gotten the uffair long ago. ™

“1 hadn't. I told you I'd be even with
you, and I'mm even now."

“1 am sorry you have borne malice =0
long for a thing in which you were en-
tirely to blame. If it gives you any pleas-
ure to think you are even with me, you
are welcotne w do so;”and Mr Brau-
champ rose as if to bring the interview
to a cloge.

*You said you wouldn’t fight me be-
cause I shouldn't stand a chiance agaiust
you, even if trained, because blood tells!
Blood tellst Ha, ha, hal Well, for

that one blow I've given your son a
thousand. ®

Norman sprang to his feet and stepped
forward angnly.

“Don't you bluster; I don’t mean you,”
easid the man. “Your son,” he coutin-
ved, addressing Mr. Benuchamp agalo,
“has @ scar he'll carry to hix grave where
I cut his head open with a strap buckle.
Did blood tell you it was my son you
were ringing the bells for yesturday, and
baving arches put up, aud all tho rest of
it

. “You He!"anid Mr. Béguchampsternly.

“Po 1?7 Ask him if he has three
smal} black spots on his left heel that I
tattoed him with. so that old Nurse
Green shouldn't cheat me over the ba-

. bies, as well a8 to know him by after-

épords, Ask Nurse (Green. She owed
me Bve pounds, and 1 gave her twenty
more and the furniture of my cottage
for changing the kids. 8he dida't know
I wanted vengeance; she thought I only
watnted my sonto be a gentleman. If
you.don't believe me, lopk at him  See
which i{s most like you—this fellow, or
my gou over there. "

Both Mr. Beauchamp and Norman
looked pow in agonized silence at the
young man, who raised his hoad and
met their gaze. A groan broke from Mr.
Beauchamp. There wasno mistake, no
possibility of doubt. The face was his
own, and the laborer in fustian, not the
educated gentleman in the faultlessly.
cut tweed suit, was the heir of the
Manor.

Myr. Beauchamp sank into his chair,
and Norman stood beside him, pale to
the very lips, both sileat in the agony of
the blow that had fallen upon them. '

“He shouldn't have laarned to read if I
could have helped it; but I took good
cara that he learned nothing clse than
the school board made him! Look at him
now?! 8es if blood tellsl Which looka
most like & gentleman, your son or
wmine 2"

“You'll have to prove this!" aaid Mr.
Bauchamp hoarsely, _ |

“Phere is no need,” returned Norman
steadily. “X have the mark on my heal,
and your son’s face is enough. "

“So you own up to your father, do yon,
my beauty ? Well, he's & nice father!® |

“Hold your tongue, you brute!" cried
Norman, Then, orossing thé room
quickly and taking the young mau's
bhand, ho eaid earnestly, “You must try
to forgive me for the awful wrong l
‘have done you in taking your tv?lme (]
Bong, and lst me be your friend.

“You have done me no wrong,” in.
Serrupted the other hastily. “That brute
s T bog your pardont”

- _“Why? Because he's my father?
. Pray have no compunction on thatscore.” |
" . “He only is to blamel We are both
. wictipm; but, thank Heaven and a good
goﬁ_ er, I am not so ignorant as he
- thitks me! He tried to keep me from
ok, -and, ‘whenaver he did, sho wrote
o offfcer and had hima prosecuted, ”
e did--did she?” snarled Jim
- 41"l puy her out for that!”
No-wyou will mot. Do you think I
4 hava' left hér at your mercy?
1L ‘nevei see her again,” said the

5, aid his eyes flashed,

e y

o will mot! And, if you dare
oar hier aguin, Pl give you just
e fhtashing as I gave you that
-,‘“ :‘ rh“!” )
Ehaip started to his feot.
whied him?” he cried.
ids with you.”
Baid the youig man,

DU,

und riotous—'"

*fiold your tongue!” interrupted Nor-
man agsin, and, crossing the room, he
rang the bell sharply. “Send Bob to me
at once,” he said ; and then, turming to
My, Beauchamp, “I have you and my
mother to think of, sir, Pardon my giv-

“Are you guing on the river this more-
ing?”

“Not yet, mother. The business is not
quite over yot, so lam gomyg 1o have a
chat with you and tell you and Eilesn a
story about a poor fellow who wus at the
me. lhs

sut amule in a moment!”
[ L 4 - *

Mr Beauchamp himself drove into

Gledmore to fetch Nurse (dreen., As he

druve down thevillage street, mechani.

~ally returning the salutes of the men he

passed, be caught saght of Nurse Green

“I'm Jim Harvey,” bo said. “Do you |

|

ing an order herel®

“Nurian, my dear boy,” began Mr.
Beauchamp; but at that moment the
duour opened, and Bob Simith, 10 hisstuble

glauce at his young master, stovd glaring
ut Harvey.

“Bob,"” said Norman, “I koow the
wewght of your fist; I've felt it 1n many
a boxing match. Now yovusee that brute
—I'll tell you who heis by and by. At
pressnt you have to take care of him for
me. Carry him off to the stables; lock
him in a loose box. if you like.; but, if
he opeus his mouth to spesk or tries
escape, just koock bim down Wil
you?”

“Won't I'” returned Bob, rubbing his
farge bands together. “ Why, I've been
itching to do it for the last forty-eight
hours. Come along!” he sald jovially.
» After all, | believe I'm going to have g
treal at the horse pond with you. Come
alongt™

*Now we have my mother to think of "
#aid Kocthaa. *1 mean-—oh, forgive me
—you know what I mean!”

“My pour boy!" said Mr, Beauchamp
aguin.

‘The stranger stepped hastily forward.

*Why not let me go? You love him,
and you can not care for me. No oue
need know—"

“That's impossible: but you're a splen-
did fellow to suggest it. No-—no; let
me try to set this right. Oh. surely--
surely,” Nuorman cried, " my face 18 not
i1tke that man's!”

= No; you're the image of your moth-
er,” sutd the stranger

“Isshe sufe -r-ally nif-?"

“ Yos; she s bren Lo good to me for
me to leave hieet o bt ; nhe g sale ”

“I am afraid [ have not spoken to you

vet us | ought,” began Mr. Beauchamp;

“but you must uuderstand that just at
pressnt——"

“1 quite understand,” sald the voung
maun. a8 Mr. Beauchamp paused * Please
let us now think of yourself and the
ladv who is my mother. Need she be

Llaid ?"
“She must be told.” said Norman
hastily. Al T beg is, lot me tell her.

Futher, will you setzd down into the vil-
lage for Nurse (heen, and keep out of
the way fur one hour. Tiast me, 1
would give my hfe to night this terniblo
wrong! QGive me one hour before you
gpeak.” °

“ I'll go myself for Nurse (ireen .eand
Normun, my dear boy, dv remember 1
love you still. "

“Thonk you,” said Norman faintly.
“Let me do my best now to make
amends for this. Will you come up to
my room with me?” he conunued. ad.
dressing young Beauchamp “Bung
Nurse Grgen 1nto the library, father. Let
me call yowg that for the few hours that
remain to me. "

*My boy. my boy!
breaks my heart!”

*It is frightful —horrible!" said young
Beauchamp, stepping forward  “Why
need all this misery coma to you, who
weare so happy ? Let mego; [ will never
tell. No ouve peed ever kuow —-"

*Impussiblel™ cried Norman.

*Noties of love bind us,” said the
other. *‘*How can [ desire to come where
1o one wants me -where no one even
knew of my existence? 1 have been
slways taught tolove and care for you,
and I cannot bear to briog such misery
here.”

“Who taught you to care for us?”
asked Mr. Beauchamp. “ What can you
mean?”

“That man always told me [ was not
his son; but 1 did pot know why 1 was
brought here to-day. He told me he had
got mo a capital place in tre stables,
which would be pleasanter than factory
work. My mother—I1 mean Mrs. Harvey
~never knsw who I was; but she has
been 80 good to me. She used to say, it
she did her best for me, perhaps Heusven
would make strangers good to her buy.”

A groan—almost a sob—broke from
Norman.

“Letus go,” he said. “I want him dif-
forently dressed bafors she sees him.
Trust me, I will do my best for all. "

He hurried young Beauchamp up tohis
own room and locked the door.

Oh, Norman, {t

“ Please sit down n few moments!” he’

said, and then began hastily to arrange
a complete set of attire upon his bed.
“Everything is new,” he said; “nothing
has been worn except the boots. I must
ask you to excuss that; I can not help
itt. We mesm about the same height
and size. Will you dress in these things
aud lock yourself in here until I come
for you? Here is an empty portman-
teau; put your own clothes into it and
keep the koy. Shall I send for my man,
ot will you dress yourself? I would
rather you would, if you don't mind.”

“I should not know what to - de
with the man,” said the other gravely.
“I wish you'd Iet me thank you befors
you go”

“Thank me, What fox?*

*For your kindness to me and the way
you're taking this, "

“Willyou be my friond?"” said Nor-
man, suddenly holding out his hand.
The other clasped it at once, and thers
was & gleain as of tears im the eyes of
both. “Well, there's no doubt about it
—~blood tells,” said Norman., “I could
not have offered to go away and give it
all up, a8 youn did!”

“You have done more; yon have given
itall up antd borone no malice,” was the
reply. “Xt is simply education; blosd
hes nothing to do with it ®

*What did my mother call youp™
asked Norman.

“She called me Jack. [ was christened
John after her father. She refused to
have ms called James. ™

“I am glad of that—very glad, T won’t

attire, stood in the dourway, and, after a

University with
Firled. Let me come and sit hers at your
feet and tell you.”  Norman drew a stool
to Mrs Beauchamp's side, and, gitting
duwan upon it, wok s old favorite car-
essing position, with his arm  resting oo
her huees *This puor chap,” he said,
wag an only son and had anawfully good
time unttl he wag grown up, and theu a
dren iful disaster befell hun. 1t seems
Mr, Field had given some low-bred ruf-
finn a well-mented flogging, and the
1utliran had revenged hitnsolf by stealing
Mr. Field's son and substituting his own;
and, to lus horror, puor Field found that,
1ustend of bLetng, as he supposed, a man
of birth and position, he was the son of
this rufianly poacher, and had no right
to the name he had always lurrne. "

*Poor fetlow! How dreadful for him)
Oh. vorman, how dreadful for them
ali’”

“It was bad enough for Field, but it
wius much worse for Jhe poor lud whase
{luce he had so long talen. Fancy,
muother, how hard for him! That poacher
brute Leat and il treated him ; ho has on
Lis forehead, close under his hair, a
Jaggrd scar where his he-ad was cut open
Ly & blow with u strup buckle by that
wreteh e, the sou of A geotlonan, hias
has hsd to work 1n s factury. sod wus
tahen tu iy father’s house under the -
pression that 8 place hud beeu got fur bum
10 the stables!”

Mis. Beauchamp uttered a faint cry

*Oh, Norman!  The poor boy!'  Of
I course he was untit fur hits pomtion Very
cawkward, and —"

“No; Field says not. It seems the
pracher’s wife—Field's real miother, you
vy —was g good sort of woman, and
cotnpelled her brutal hinshund to bave
the buy winvated  Idon't supypume Tre 18
highly educated; butcertatnly not either
awhward, vulgar, or wooraut 1should
thiuk the poor lad's farher and mother
can hanlly know bow to do enough to
show their love for hum and tiake hiun
forget the misery of the past  He's 4
splenhid fellow. He actually offered o
give up his 1oheritance and gu away,
rather than bring musery o thews all 7

*Of course not, " saul M Beauchamp.
“Tliat would have been nust dshonor-
able But, Norman, had they proot?
durely your friend was not ousted teroly
un the puscher’s statement "

“luey had proof. of course. The
poacher described s mark on his owo son's

" foot--a tattoo mark ; and, besides that,
the teal man 18 the Lvise 'ma e of b
futher. ™

I = And. after all thase yeam of luve, did
they turn your friend «ut for what was
o fuult of his?” saud Fieen speakiog
at lant

*They are quite incapable of behaving
hadly toanybody, so Feid says, ” roplied
Notmaan,

“Bat, oh, Norman, the parents -dd
they love this unhoowu sou?” cried Mas,
Beauchamp.

“How could they help it? He was a
fine, handsome, manly young fellow,
with his father's fuce Hrs mother loved
hun for that, and they both remembered
all he had lust, all he had suffered, and
his splendid offer to goaw ay o save hus
mother pain.  He was williug to sacrifice
himself utterly for them  Why, Field
himself spoke of the man with affection,
Of course his own pareats loved him!™

“What has become of Field ?” asked
Colonel (Hedmore.

Norman rose to his feet. Ho was
trembling violently now,and his face was
deatlily pale.

“ What i1s the matter, daar? Are you
in?" exclaimed Mre Beauchamp, nsing
quickly from her chair. *“What is it,
Norman®”

Norman drew her 1nto his arma.

“Lattle mother—dear little mother,” he

" said, “kiss me once! "

“Oh, Norman, my boy, what is it—
what ts it P"

=~ Kigs me,” he said ugaiu; and she
raised her face at once !

* Little mother—I may never call you
80 again—I am Field—I am the poach- |
or's sonl
rommn|”

“Norman, that's a very bad jokel™
cried Colonel Gledmore
| “Do I look as if I were joking?" asked
Norman, raising his haggard faoe.
“Come and see him, and you will know
there is not the shadow of a doubt.
Would I give in at once ika this if there
were? You come aloneab first, mother,
You will see he is not a som to beo
ashamed of. ™

* Does your father know ?*
champ asked faintly.

Norman's face flushed.

“His father knows, " he replied.

i “l\zy poor boy, come up-stairs with
me!

Norman gave her his arm, and they
ascended the stairs together in silenca,
In answer to Norman's call, “Let me in,
Beauchamp!” the door was opened af
ence, and they entared. The tall hangd.:
. figure, in well-cut garments thaj
fitted him perfectly. was so I fferent

; from what Mis. Beauchamp hal expected

1 $0 ses, that she couid mot refrain from @
faint ory of relief.

. “My poor boy—my poor boy!® she :
eaid;: and Norman, turning away, went |
out of the room, leaving them together.

Colonel Gledmors was on the stairs.
¥He advanced hastily, with outstretched |
hands.

“Norman, my dear boy, I want you to
remember there is always & home for
you at Gledmore.” '

“Thank you; you are very good; bat
I must ses to my mother first—I mean i

, Ms. Harvey, the poacher's wife. And
then Ishall ask my fa—that is, Mr. |
Beauchamp—to let me travel for & year |
with Jack, as Mr, Somerset did with me, .

"Don’t think ungrateful; but I must
get away, a%ven‘t ihe pluck to stay
@ it.

Mrs. Beau.

'y belonger than I can help, Beauchamp. here gnd f Besides, I want to do
- Use what you like of these things; and my best to repay some of the great debt
there are books there if you are ready Y owe them here. I want to do what I |
B): before ¥ yoturn. Lok yourselt in, | can to make Jack it for his present poe
plense, sition, *
o S tthlonex Gledmm‘". l:‘ig his havd u
e | Chusptex ¥, - ' | the young man's shoulder. :
L Basuchamp looked”np with &] . “Will you remamber that you aremy
e s ormNG: entored thErooma - - | wdopted gratidsoni’™ he nid. “The love
gr6e; Gonc gk Mt and nride of .y

name was

Your own boy 1s in my bed-|

and what could I have

s ber little gardem among the gerani-
ums. She had seen hiu approachiog,
and was watching snxiously, hoping
that he would pass. When he stopped
1o frout of her gate, she sdvauced to-
wards ' her face grow ing pale.

= Am I wanted, sir?” she usked.

* Yes,” he said simply.

*I'll come at unce,” shae replied; and,
t~o or three minutes later, she came out
agniu, wrapped in her large brown shawl,
aund with her face framed in an old-
fushiosed drawn silk bonnet, and seated
her~¢lf without remark in the pony-
¢ irriage oppusite to Mr. Beauchamp. In
atmolute silence he drove her back to the
Maunaor House,

*Came tato the ibrary. ™ he said.

The old woman lovked fuPhvely at
himi. The voice was genlle, perhaps
he was not going to send her to prison,
after all She foltowed him meokly,
and, without speaking. took the seat he
indicated. Norman aod the Colonel had
heari thewn ariive, apd swwent at onve o
the library. 0T

* Where is your mother?” asked Mr.
Leau hamp hasuly, without thought,

“1 don’t know.” answered Noerman
gquietly.  “Mrs. Beauchamp 18 with hes
sun b my room, "

His hand wax sai at once in 8 warm
hearty grip that showed him how far the

beeu from Mr Beauchamj’'s thoughts
“I think all had better come down

whilawe conductthisinquiry,” suggested |

talonel Giledmors
" over the matter again
“ Much better 80,” Norman agreed. “If

n

“liwill save gotug,

vou wai bring Eileen | wll gu for the

uthers.” and he left the room’
When he returned. Eileen was already
in the room, but standiug 1u the window,

Lhalf lndden by the curtain  Mms. Beau
chintup went over to her husband and
srated herself beude him, He looked

dowun at her affectionately and laid his
hand upon hers, but Cuvlouel Gledmure's
vuice Lroke 1n at once.

*Mrs. (ireen, we wish to ask vou s few
questions.  And [ thanl 1t well tosayv at
once that 1t 18 of the utni st 1wz« rlawsce
w yourself that yau should speak the
truta, the whole truth, and uothing but
the tiunth Do you understand ?™

The old woman inchined her head with-
out spenking.

=11 you know a rman named Jamnes
Ha

“ ! know Jim Harvey "

“Ind you ever at auy time owe Jirn
Ilar vev money **

“Yes-five pounda. He lent 1t w1 my
son, who went out to Ausaabia, aud
Was ecurity.”

" Wuen did you repay hum *”

“ Never 1o money 7

“Do you owe 1t autl then *”

“No"—her hands were t.»mhhr., gnd

et

«r’V?"

o s AL Gmsecs bolsey.
“How do you explain that :”

“1 did @piue work for g ond worked
ioff. "

* What work did you do ¥

“Dont ask me—don’t ask me'' the old
womaun pleaded, clasping her hands and
trembling vmbly ; but there was no re-
lenting in the face of her questioner, and
she realized the fact at once.

“It will be best for you to speak the
truth,"hesaid “You must tell usevery-
thing. "

And then Nurse Green told how Jim
Harvey had come to her and prupused the
changing of the childreu—how he had
persuaded, threatensed, aud brnbed uatl
at last she vielded.

“How dii he get the opportunity of
speaking to you?” asked Coulvnel Uled-
mure,

“You ses. sir, I was sent for ina hurry,
and the vext day I had torun home for
half an hour and get some clothes and
things. and he came then. Your baby

. to see that young Beauchamp was guilty

was five days old and his ssven when .

i it was done. ™

“But how did you manage®> We must
Yoo dU s T hnmasie | O alanel Glad -
uure,

“l used to go into the park every:

‘ning for fresh air. And he met me
twice again, and atlast I promined. He
viwed he'd be good to the oy, and said
Ty waatal Miesen Lore e St ipiany,
8o the next day, when I took the baby
out, he met me in the park with his,
and it was already dressed in some
clutives Thad given him, clothes belong-
ing to your baby, 80 wo had only to
change cloaks and hoods. His baby was
darker than yours; but there was very
little differencs in appearance, both being
very pretty babies; and, when I got back
again, 1 drew down the blinds, saying
the sunlight was toostrong, and managed
that Mrs, Beauchamp should not have a
really good look at the baby in a good
light all that day snd the next, and she
never suspeoted. ®

There was a dead silence for a few mo-
ltnhenta—aI most painful stillness, and then

e Colonel spoke again.

*You knev;p';oku ;'K:‘L doing a wicked
thing, ” he began.

“I knew,”™ she mid; “and I mnever
thought till afterwards of the two
mothers I was robbing of their children,
and of the wicked wrong to the young
squire, I only thought that my poor bits
of sticks would net be sold, and that I
should have twenty pounds to send to my
boy in Australia to help him to get on.
But I have thought often since, often—
often—often} But it was too late. X
didn’t know where the Harveys were,
done if I
had? If Jim Harvey had denied it, peo-
ple would have said I was mad. No
one knows what I have suffered in my
own mind. Nothisg you can do to me
can possibly be as bed.”

“I think, my dear, you and Eileen had
better go vow,” said Colonel Gledmore to
Mrs, Beauchamp. “We must discuss
what has to be done,”

I don't think any one need go,” sald
Northan. “The question can not need
discussion; there is only one thing tobe
done. You must prosecuts Jim Harvey,
Mr. Beauchamp, and bring Mrs, Green

up as & witness agaiost him. It is abso- § should not be ashamed of me.
lutely necessary for your gon's sake that | love her, Norman, " . WHITE Foft FREE TRUSS CATALOQUE T, sows
. oﬂmun.lnclu?ﬁ;zcho’nw $16.00 Len Trus Q1) 75 .

_“Here we are at the farm,

the thing should be made as public as
g:uibk. - 'Your son's position will then

. loved than be has always been!

i v e ——

- gave me presents on my birthday, and to

Colonet Gledmore agreed. .

“But itis out of the question,” sald
Mr. Beauchamp, speaking at last. “We
have Norman to think of too: and that
would be too painful fer him. ™

*I couldn’t bear it—I couldn’t bear §t!"
cried young Beauchampsuddenly. “Why
should Norman suffer so ? Why need his
relationship to that brute be made pub-
liv? Cab you not call your friends to-
gether and tell them as much as 1s neces-
sary for themn to kpow? 1 would so far
preferit. If Imay have any voice in
the mat ter, please spare me the memory
that my happiness and goud fortune have
been purchased at the cost of such pan
to him. ™

“By Jove, you are right. my boy!”
cried Colonel Gledmore. “Whatam [ to
call you?"

“I am called Jack. ”

“Not James; thank heaven for that!”
said Beauchamp.

“Thank heaven and a good woman for
much rore than that. You have a
mother you can be hooestly proud of.
Norman. "

“I am very glad—very thankful!
kpnow w hiere she 13, Besuchamp?®

“Yes, she is safe. We will go to her
together as soon as this 1s gsttted. 1f you
could only think of sume wav of doing
it without making the whole thing pub-
be,” he continued, addressing Mr. Beau-
champ. :

“The wvhole thing must be made ub-

Yoo

intention of saying a painful thing had !

le,” sand Norman steadily. * And, 1if it
1s best to doit 1n a court of law, it must
be done 80. Your son has suffered guits
enough, lle must be the first considera-
tuon. "

It won't add to my happiness to make
Jim Harvey a felon,” said John Beau-
champ; “and, in my opiniun, the person
W be thought of is the man who is being
stripped of everything for me. It will
certainly add to Norman's trouble. "

“There 18 one thing that has to be
done, " said Norman. " We must order
fuud to be sent out to Bob and his pris.
vuper. "

“1 will see to it,” said Eileen ; and shs
left the room.

“Where 13 my mother >" asked Nor-
man, turuing to young Beauchawp,

“At Hayes Farm, three miles out of
Gledmore. She will wait there for ms. "
Eiren came back again us he spoke.

“1 had intended,” said Norman, “to
ask the Vicar to see all the people wha

retura their gifts, explaining why 1 can.
pot keep them. That would maes the
moatter clear to & good number of peo-
ple.”

“My present you will certainly keep,
Norman, ” cried Colone} Gledmore.

“1should hardly think you would pein
and offund us by returning our gifts, ™
said Fileen reproachfully.

Norman lovked at her, and saw that
her eyes were full of tears.

“1 should always feel that they had
been « blatued on falge pretences, ™ he said
sunply.

“Then please consider that you have
returned nune, and I have again begged
you to accept 1t, " replied Elileen.

“My dear boy, you are right about the
gifts from outsiders, but not as to those
from any of us,” emd Mr. Beauchamp.
“Thuse weregiven to you personally, and
you will keep them, of course. There is
the gung Let us have luncheon to-
gether nose.®

The meal weas a most trying one to
Norman. He felt acutely how things
were changed for him since he had iast
eat at that table. Only the strong fesling
that the duty had devolved upon him of
rightng tho wrong as far as 1 hum lay
sustained him. He wag deeply thankful

of no gaucherie at the table, and seemed
perfectly quiet and self-pussessed.

Mr. Beauchamp's eyes were fixed often
and esrnestly on his son with a growing
sense of comfort and relief. The young
man was 0 quiet, eo attentive to his
mother, and altogether so far removed
from what he might have beean in the
circumstances; and then Mr Bean-
champ's ey es wandered off to Norman.

“My poor boy, he shall never ba less
My dear
boy, how splendidly he has behaved over
this!" he thought affectionately.

When Ilancheon was over, Norman
suggested that he and Jack sbould drive
to Hayes Farm,

“1 must make arrangements for my
mother at once, ™ he aaid.

“ Bring her here now. my boy, and lwo
will talk matters over while you are
gone, and try to come to some decision, ®
said Mr. Beauchamp,

“Will you drive ?” asked Norman, but
the other smiled and shook his head.

The two young men drove off unat-
tended.

“My education has not goneso far as
that,” Jack said, when they had started,
“You see horses are expensive, or she
would have managed that too, I am
gure. "

“She was slways good to you?® said
Norman questioninely,

“ood 1sn't the word for it! She has
been a guardian angel to me? Many a
blow she took that was meant for me
when I was o little chap. For some
years he has not dared to touch her; bud
we won't think of that!”

“]t makes me want to kill him," said®
Norman through his sat teeth.

“Let me tell you about her, " continued
Jack. “] was eight years old when he
first told us that I was not his son. At
first, we were heart-broken because we
did not really belong to each other; but
we soon decided that we conld love each
other just the same. Then she told him

“That is the right thing, no doubt,”

In the porch & swent.-facad woman,
with prematurely whitened hair, was
! standing: and, to Norman's astonish-
| ment, Jack took Her in his arms and kissed

* her.
' *I've brought you your boy, Mumsie

- dear,” he nasd as Noruan approached,
i and she turued ber startled cyes upon
| him.

Norman took her from Jack and led
her wuto the house, asd Jaek walked
back tothe gate aud leaned upon it,
whisthiug softly.
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‘This wonder-
ful remedy will save your

child’s life when attacked cough
by Geoon, ot Vioopizg- SYTUPs

cure throat and lung troubles. Price 25 cls

BRLIEVING that there is slwsys demand for the
hghest posaible degree of exceilcnce in a given

manufactore, the Mason & Haml'n Company has
be Jd steadfast to its original pr.ncipte, and has
neer swerved from ita parpose of producing instra-
me: s of rare arust.c merit.  As a result the Mosom
& . am.an Com,any has received fur its producta,
sir e lts founda'.on to the present day, words of
greatest co rendation from the world's most iline-
tr.». s musiciars and cnues of tone,

This new model has crested fairly a sensatiom
amung Artsts and muosic luvers,

Bend fur colalogue deseribing new styles of Grands
and [ prights.  Sold for Cesh or Bacy Poymenta

fHason & Hamlin @o,

BOSION. NEW YORK. CHICAGD.
Pavne’s

New
Coaches IteTm

138 Jeflerson Avenue.

Aro the
Pinest

seco. Engert.

John H. Engert.
\do.ph P Scnlick.

Geo. Engert & C(;,
COAL.

*rnincipal Office and Yard Telephoneass

306 Exchange Street

TELEPRONR 127

THOS.B. MOONEY
Funeral - Direetor,

1960 West Main Street,

ROCHESTER, - N. Y.

Furniture Movers

Furniture Meved, Packed and
Stored by

Sam Goltry Carting GCo,

Orders taken at Erie ofice 13 Excoange strest,
orat houase 8 Thompson strect. Large or small
coversd spring wagous. Telcphone 1413 or 643

Residence, 389 Central Ave.
Phone 30586.

- N. J. Miller,
UNDERTAKER

90 North St. Phone
[ ]

DR. THOMPSON,

DENTIST,
709-711 Chamber Commerce.

Grippen Bros- & McNerney

And FuneralFurnishers
13 East Ave., Telephone 688.

F. J. Schwalb, |
COAL,

46 Portland Ave. Phone 770

\\ HIGI GRADE, SARVEN'S PATENT.

\\ banded, helght 3 ft. 4 fn., & ft.8 in. or 4 ft.
ISpokesat 1-160orl 1-8in. For any other
} sizes send fur catalogne. Cut thisad, out
and send to us with €35 DOLLARB, state
§ sive wheel wanted and mﬁl send them
y by freight . 0. B, REANINE THEM at
your freight depot und then freight

that she would live without reference to -
him, and she teok to her dressmaking
again; and soon a lodger was received, a
young 'schoolmaster, whose rent was
partly paid in lessons t2 me. Afterwards

aFrench workman gt his lodgings free

in consideration of teaching me his lan-
guage, My French may be vary bad, but
French workmen can understand me,
and I can read Racine and Moliere, so
perhiaps it may pass muster, My German is
very.bad, I know—certainly not Hano-
verian; but she did her best. It was al
ways her great anxiety that my people
You will

“I do love her,” returned Norman
gratefully.
Jpeie”
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third

Weo are solling
at FACTORY PRICES, less than o

lca charged by othe and W
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off ©i.25 New

ad. out And seund 10 us with OUR SPECIAL PRIUE named,
state your Height, Welght, Age, howlong you have been
ruptured, whether rupture {3 large or small; also state
number ohes around the body on & lMpe with the
rupture, say whather mmmls on right or lefbsaide,
and we will send either truss to you with the under
standing, (068 §s notn perfect At and ennnl o trossos tnd
vetail st thres timen our price,youcan return it and wo
will veturn your money,
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