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Man comes, ns nsual, to mar the beanty
of nutury,

This particular man w  eminently
qualifiod to soure away any  postie
fancles the scene mny  have prompted
He is n apare, endoverons fellow  of
about forty vewrs of age, with sharp
fentures and red hair, pod eyes that
would be bright and sanpping, bt
that they are so blonred and bloodshot,

His dress is the decay of gentish vul-
garity. When new, you can see that
his cont hus been glossy as the glossiest
of shaddy;  his trousers baggy in shape
and lond in pattern, and his shoes of
French kid, but the blight of poverty
fson them, and their original grand-
ness makes their shabbiness the more
apparent.

Neither is his mnnner more prepos-
sessing than his person, for as he
trudges wlong the road, his lip con-
stantly curls with the bitterness of his
reflections, and he viclously cuts down
the unoffending flowers with the cheap
cane he carries, as though the beautiful
were repugnant to him.

Yet his footsteps are turned toward
Searsdale Abbey.

Little does Sir Gords  HMillborough,
the owner of the splendwi demesne, ns
he sits in his anocient library, s tall,
stern, courtly old man of sixty, antici-
pate the visitor that fute is bringing
him,

Yet barely ad hour has passed since
we saw the vaurien tramping along the
highway, and now he is sitting very
much at his ease in the presence of the
great man, who seems too astonished
ut the novelty of the situation to offer
& remonstrance.

“Sir,” the baronet says with much
dignity, “yon have gained admission
into my house under the plea that you
bhave an important communication to
make concerning my son. Briefly as
possible tell me your business.™

“Don't happen ever to have heard
the name of Gregson, I suppose,” the
stranger, replied with a sneer,

Sir John shook his head in negation.

*Nor of Newton parish in the county
of Leicester?”

nAh!n

There was & look of painful recol-
lection in the baronet's face,

“The father, I presume, of the young
woman, by whose allurements my son,
a mere boy, a pupll at a private school,
was nearly brought to the verge of so-
cjal destruction?" he asked, haughtily.

“Uncle, sir," was the airy reply.
“Uncle to as interesting & young fe-
male orphan as ever fell a vietim to the
wiles of an aristoeratic scoundrel.”

“And you want—"

“Justice. Sur Gordon! Has not your
son behaved like a villain—going and
getting married and starting for India,
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while my poor niece and her little girl
are left to starve?”

Sir Gordon’s hard look softened.

“A babe? I had no ldeait was as bad
us that. Something must be done for
it and her.”

“Yes," sneered Gregson, “'something’s
got to be done, an' done quickly, too.”

“A small annuity to support and edu-
cate the child,” continued the baronet,
meekly. “I will see my attorney.”

“And what about Mrs. Richard Hill-

h?"
“Oh, she is in India with her hus-
,band. 1 beg that her name may be
h%:.“'d this unhappy controversy."”
no, she's not, my noble friend;
:‘m laboring under s great mistake.
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one wus killed in o eallroad pecident,
amd Mreo Riehard might have seen her
ninie in the papers and thought it was
his wife, wha, 1 LU LTS ke the fool
she wak, had promised to keep the mars
Hut it wasn't—worse
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luck for him.*

“Phank God for that slight satisfac-
tion; but ut the best it is a terrible
story. " v

“A terrible story, with only one end
—ruin! Unless 1 play Providence and
pull the fut out of the fire.”

“Youl"

“Yos, me! 1 found thoss papers hid-
don nway in the gicl's trunk.  've kept
‘e ¢lose, The doctors say that she
will never come to her right senses; so
that there's nothing but money and me
stunding between you—the salvation
of your family pride.”

“And your plans?"

“1 have n cousin down in Derbyshire,
n motherly woman s ever you saw,
marriod ton man who was once cor-
poral in ?a_ru}'ul marines—John Whit-
ford his&eme is—humble folks, bud
honest as the day. If you and 1 can
make a deal, they'll take out Mrs,
Richard Number One and her child, an’
you'll never hear of 'em again, no more
than if they'd never existed.”

*And your price for this piece of ras-
cality

“Five hundred pounds down, and an
annuity of five hundred a year on my
life. After I'm gone, I will leave you or
your son to look after your grand-
daughter's interests.”

“My son!" the baronet eried, in
startled tones. “He must never know
the price 1 paid for his immunity, and
not for him only is the sacrifice made,
but for the poor, sweet girl who thinks
herself his wife.”

Now Mr. Jacob Gregson had not ad-
hered strictly to the truth in his com-
munication to Sir Gordon Hillborough,
There were those who knew him who
said that it was a physical impossibility
for him to make an acourate statemant
on any subjeet, and in this case he had
done justice to his reputation. There
had been no dual Catherine Conroy in
the parish of Newton, and the verita-
ble Catherine—Richard Hillborough's
legitimate wife, had really been the
victim of the railroad accident gfter, not
bgfore, the birth of her little one.

Poor girl, hers had been a brief and
unhappy career—the only ehild of im-
pecunions tenunt farmers, who had
died when she was fourteen years of
age, leaving her to the tender mercies
of the world, dowered only with a
sweet disposition and a face of rustic
loveliness. She had found refuge in the
home of her mother’s brother, Jacob
Gregson, a bankrupt horsedealer, who
had managed to keep a roof over his
head by acting as *'sporting ugent" for
the neighborhood, & profession whose
tides of profit ebbed and fowed with
constant contrast, now leaving him with
full pockets and wild spirits, and again
plunging him into the depths of desti-
tution and misery; but through good
and ovil fortune he had been, accord-
ing to his lights, kind to his niece, and,
after her death, had managed to scrape
together each week the few shillings a
Inborer’s wife charged for the care of
the motherless babe.

Now he had his reward.

CHAPTER 11.
THE NORTHERN HOME.

Fourteen years have elapsed since
the occurrence of the events related in
the preceding chapters.

The scene of our story is now lgid in
the bleak, desolate region of the south-
ern shore of Lake Superior.

Down in a hollow, between two bluffs,
lies the iron city of Oretown, with its
even thousand inhabitants huddled to-
gether in unpainted shantiesand blocks
of squalid tenements. Saloons of the
lowest description abound, the only
pretentious buildings being the school-
house, the hotel and the hospital. The
whole region breathes of iron.. The very
ground is the red dust of iron ore, and
miners and miners’ wives and children
ruddy with the stain of the brown
earth, meet you at every step. All
around the outskirts of the place, big
hills of clinkers and bowlders are
crowned with the engine-houses of the
mining shafts, while trade is limited to
the few “stores” belonging to the min-
ing companies, where the unfortuuate
diggers into the bowels of the earth
are driven by necessity to spend at &
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“OOME AND JOIN OUR BTUDIER."™

air and fell so far that sometimes they
erashed through the neighboring dwell-
ings.

The gannt, square house I have al-
lnded to bore a sign with the inscrip-
tion:
- SRR B FsEE R aR NSRS saRRERLanansrsanvans D
: NOARDING BY JOHN WHITFORD, !
and, notwithstanding its rude exterior,
when once you were inside, surprised
you with its homelike simple comfort,
* Om 4his mild September evening Mrs,
Whitford was busy preparing supper.
while her husband sat smoking his pipe
in the ehimney corner—she buxom,
jovial and pleasant featured, with the
bloom of the Derbyshire hills still on
her cheeks—he, silent and thoughtful,
with his honest face corrngated with
the wrinkles of care.!

‘“John,” the wife said, turning from
her work, and speaking in broad native
accents, which no change of country
had ameliorated, "I canna abide to see
thee so down i'th’ mouth. Heart up,
now, may happen we shall get word
across the sea from Jacob, an', if the
worst betide us, Capt, Wixon may gie
thee a chance to work the new gang
next week,”

“Don't go on hoping against hope.
Bessie, Your brother-in-law is a scoun-
drel—nothing but broken promises ani
bad faith from him—and as for Wixon
—why, he's an American edition of
Jacob in rongher binding. It's a bad
lookout, an' winter just coming on,”

“Well, mon, Oi told thee how it ud
be, Thou'st made a heap o' money
sin' we come to this ughsome spot, but
thy daft head couldna keep it in thy
poke. Specilation — allus specilatin’
—and allns on the wrong side of the
fence to run.”

“Yes," replied John bitterly, “hita
man when he's down. That's just like
woman."

“0i didn a mean to do so, mon,” quoth
the repentant dame, brushing away the
tears with the back of her hand. “Only
there's nowt left, now them Keweenaw
shares be worthless, but the sticks o'
house-gear, and the duds we wear.”

**Nothing,” was the doleful reply.

“No lodgers but the schulemeaster
an' the two lads, an' God knaws O
canna keep things together wi’ their
havings.”

Then John, ruminating, changed the
subject by asking his wife:

“Where's Elsie?”

“In yon, wi' the schulemeaster,” was
the reply, as the dame pointed to a door
on the inner side of the room.

“1 don’t quite know,"” John said, very
slowly, as if he were propounding a dif-
ficult theory, **if it is right to let the
lass spend so much time alone with that
young man. She's getting up in years
now, and-—"

He stopped, for the surprise and in-
dignation depicted on his wife's coun-
tenance were enough to cheek the most
loquacious.

“John Whitford,” she demanded,
furiously, *has trouble addled thy
brain? A chit o' a child, as has na left
off short frocks, an & young mon as
has lived under thy roof welly a
twelvemonth, an' never so muoch by
word or deed "as showed he wasna a
perfec’ gentleman! Who put that silly
eraze i’ thy soft pate? Frunk Holbrook,
I'll tek my Bible oath on't.”

“It wasn't.”

“Who were it then? For none such
nonsense entered on its own aceount.”

“*Well, then, it was the captain.”

“What captain?”

“Wixon."

“Bah!" said the woman, as she burst
into a supercilious laugh. *“0i thowt
thee was ne'er such gowk as to moind
that mischief-makin® tyke. Here,
howd the heft o' this griddle, an’ Oi'll
see for mysen what they be a doin’ of.”

With this, she crossed the kitchen,
opened a door v:z qnhi::ly, traversed a
short passage & opened a
second door at the end o!pi:.l,
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ful Inndsenpe of varbsd seenory
O rleht and left the ragieed hillls,
erowned with staedy tHes: in the o
tanee o olgd sHeeny expanse of ks
covereld with sernly and, in the far

buokgronnd, the sun, setting in all the
luxurious splendor of the lnst languishe
Ing days of an ndinn sumimer,

The young man drew his chair to the
easement, nmd sat gazing apon the
panorama of heauty that lay before
him, thoughtfully watching the sun g
down behind the hill and  the shadows
of the trees lengthen as the orb of day
sank slowly out of view,

Suddenly, in the dusk, his attention
wns attracted to p figure that stood
prominent in well-defined outline on
the top of one of the hills—the form of
a stout man, who for some time stood
peering with his fuce turned in the
directinn of the Whitford house,

Presently the fir trees at his back
were parted, and another person joined
the first comer, The mannerof these twe
wis peculiar.  They were apparently
engaged in earnest conversation, and
what struck CGrey as most singular
was fthat the stout man again
and again pointed at the window of his
chamber, though, of course, at that
distance it was absurd to suppose they
could even be aware of his presence
there.

This continued gestioulation aroused
in the breast of the yvounng school-
master an anxiety he could not dispel—
a sort of coming-event-casts-its-shadow-
before-it feeling he could not express,

“Please, Mr. Grey, mother says,”
called a pleasant voice, as the door of
the room gently opened, “‘are youready
for supper now?"

*Come here, Elsie,” eagerly request-
ed the young man. “Can your bright
eyes make out who are those persons
on yonder hill?"

The girl stood by him, with his hand
resting on her shoulder, peering out
into the gloom,

Yes, her eyes were very bright, and
her face was like the chiseled sweet:

L

THE GIRL STOOD BY HIM.

ness of some beautiful statue, as she
stood motionless beside him.

“One of them,” she said at last, *‘is
Wixon—Capt. Wixon.”

““And the other?”

“Ido not know. A stranger.”

The round face of Mrs, Whitford
now appeared in the doorway, and, as
she noticed the familiar attitude, there
was 4 ring of unwonted harshness in
her voice:

“Elsie, coom t' supper direc’ly. Dun-
na stan' gawpin' into th' gloamin® i
that feckless fashion.”

The girl started like a wonnded fawn,
a deep blush spreading itselfl over her
cheeks and neck, for probably the
woman's rough tone woke achord in
the breast of the maiden, and for the
first time she felt the innocent shame
of shocked womanly modesty.

But, if Elsie’s cheeks were deeply
dyced in blushes, the imperturbable
schoolmaster showed no discomposure
as he followed them into the dining-
OO,

It was a most uncomfortable meal
John Whitford was out of sorts and
more than half-repentant of his confi-
dential disclosures to his wife; Elsie was
in a state of uncomfortable nervous-
ness; Mrs. Whitfield was cross and dis-
agrecable, and Grey was wrapt in con-
jectures as to what that man
Wixon and the stranger could have
meant by their peculiar conduet,
and why they should have made
such constant gestural allusion to him-
self, What did it mean? He was con-
fidedt that he had formed the topic of
their conversation.

“Be ye goin' to the schule-house to-

t?” Mrs. Whitford asked, unable to
her morose demeanor any longer.
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1 know you mean well, my feiond,"
yom do not
understand the guestion.  Yon have
old world notlons.  The prosperity of
this great land is an Hlusteation of the
goodd poliey of educating the masses,
Right here In this northern peninsala
of Michigan, where ernde English
thought is dominant, we are behind
the times. Where would the United
States have been if snch men as Wixon
und the other members of our school-
board had been at the head of its af-
fairs?"

“Well, I'd mind my own business, if
I was you an' let—"

“Set me the example, Mr. Whitford.
Mind your own affairs and youn will
not get beyond the depth of your
uniderstanding.”

With this dignified rebuke the young
man left the room, and Mrs, Whitford
solaced her spouse with the suggestion
thut those who played with edged tools
often cut their fingers,

This night school was a sore bone of
contention in Oretown.

A little more than a year ago the
bosses ruled like feudal barons, and
now their sway was threatened by a
whippersnapper of a boy who had come
among them, nobody knew whence nor
cared, and by this and other such base
means had alienated the allegiance of
their vassels, who were actually be-
ginning to dare to think for them-
selves,

And thus it came about.

There was a barn-like building which
had been used as a saloon and dance-
house, but had attained such evil repu-
tation that the by no means fastidious
morals of Oretown were shoclked at its
gross orgies, and by popular consent it
had been closed.

The process of ejectment had been
in accordance with the custom of the
locality. A mob of infuriated women
and mischievous boys had gathered one
evening and ‘‘cleaned out” the pro-
prietor, smashing his furniture and
fixtures and pouring his liquid poison
into the gutter.

On this ruin of vice and squalor
Frank Grey built his great work of so-
cial reformation.

With his own hands he tidied up the
place, mended the windows, put in
rough tables and chairs, and boldly an-
nounced that he would, without re-
muneration, teach adolts reading,
writing and arithmetic three evenings
a weel.

The local journal gave the powerful
aid of the press to the enterprise in
this bright paragraph: *'The young
man who slings the ruler at the Ward
schoolhouse is opening a mnight school
for adults. Guess he'll have his hands
full before he's got through."

The minister refused to cooperate
with him, the storekeepers laughed at
him, the bosses treated him with open
ridicule.

But the class grew—{from five to five-
and-twenty; to forty, to a hundred—
till at last he had to eclose his doors
against the crowd of applicants.

It was a mutnal aid association, those
who could read and write a little help-
ing those who could not. “No swear-
ing” and *“No tobacco” were the only
written rules; while the class kept its
own order, and absolute order, too, as,
for instance, when Mike Donovan, the
rough of the place, made a wager that
be wounld break up the school one even-
ingr nnd proceeded to use insulting lan-
guage to the teacher, n dozen strong
hands sent him erashing through the
window into the street below, and for-
ever put a stop to his further pursuits
in the fields of literature.

Then another grievance, Out of the
night school grew a club—a harmless
affuir, where tobaceo was allowed, and
coffee and numerous newspapers, and
out of this club sprouted a branch
which bore the deadly poison of rank
soviglism—at least, so said Capt. Petti-
grub Wixon, This was the Talking
club, as Girey had christened it, at
whose meetings were discussed simple
questions of social or political interest.
From bad they got to worse, until one
Saturday morning—for the Talking
club held its meetings on Saturday
evenings—it was whispered abroad
that the delicate questions as to wheth-
er it was right for the miners to pay
the bosses’ store one dollar for a forty-
cent article, whether the capitalists
could lawfully compel them to take
their remuneération in store pay, and

sald Grey, wenrily; bl
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give a Year's
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work among your neigh-
Address,

THE WEALTH MAKERS,
J.S. HYATT, Bus. Mgr,,
Lincoln, Neb.

écott’s o ols
Carbo-Digestive
Compound.

bors,

Positively the One Remedy for the treat
ment of

Nervous Exhaustion,
Simple and Aggravated
forms of Dyspepsia, and
Palpitation of the Hearf.

Does your food sour after eating? Are
you easily confused and excited? Do
you get up in the morning tired and un-
refreshed, and with a bad taste in the
mouth?

Is there a dull cloudy sensation, at-
tended by disagreeable feelings in the
hend and eyes?

Are you irritable and restless?

Does your heart thump and eause yon
to gasp for breath after climbing a flighs
of staira?

Does it distress you to lie on the left
gide?

Have you impaired memory, dimness
of vision, depression of mind and gloomy
forebodings?

Thase symptoms mean that you are
suffering from Dyspepsia and Nervous
Exhaustion.

There is no other remedy extant that
hag done eo much for this class of
troubles as

Scott's Carbo-Digestive
ae—L0mpound.

If your case has resisted the usual
methods of treatment we are particu-
larly anxious to have you give this com-
pound a trial.

We guarantee relief in every case and
will eheerfully refund your mohey should
our remédy fail to produce the most
gratifying results,

Plense remember that the appellation
“Patent Medicine’’ does not apply to

Scott’s Carbo-Digestive Compound.

It is o preparation put up by aleading
physician who has made stomach and
nervous troubles a specialty for years,

We eourt investigation und ewrnestly
nrge all physicians to write us for the
formola of SCOTT'S CARBO-DIGES-
TIVE COMPOUND, which we will mail
on application, that they may satis(y
themselves of its harmjess character and
excellent virtues,

Scoft's Carbo-Digestive Compound

in the most remarkable remedy that
science has produced. It has suceeeded
where al! other medicines have failed.

Bold by druggisis everywhere at $1.00
per bottle, Bent to any address in
America on receipt of price,

Don't forget that we cheerfully refund
your money il results are not satisiac-
tory. Order direct il your druggist . &8
not have it.

Address all orders to

CONCORD CHEMICAL MFS, CO.,
Topeks, Kas.




