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CHAPTER VII—-CONTINUED.

Rupert glanced quizaingly at John, as If
& lttle uncertain of the mood in which the
younger might return. But he nodded ap-
provingly at the clear, boylsh ‘oufitenance
which mot him,

It will do that boy no harm to make
him fag out & bit!" ho sald to himself, and
proceeded to glve his ears to the Rectifier
of church and state and his eyes to the
awift, lightsomely, alort movements of Kale
Glandenning as she sped from bakeboard to
fireplace and back agaln to the flour barrel.

She ralned one arm above her head to
stand the wooden rollingpin on Its end, that
she might cleanse |t from (ts adherent
dough. And Rupert Glendonwyn thought
that never In his life had he beheld so fAne
an arm or & poss of such vivid and un-
conscloun grace.

David Glendenning, among whose short-
comings Inordinate respect of the great was
cartalaly not Included, took scaut notlce of
John's entramce, though he had not set
eyes op him since the autumn. He*nodded
briefly, however, and went on with his
oration,

“As 1 was sayln', Rupert Glendonwyn, I
haud little by birth and bluld—ihough,
mark you, & man is nane the waur o' either,
for my aln aré as good as ony man's!"

At this polot Rupert bowed, momentarily
removiog his eyes from the cakes toasting
o Lhe ingle nook for the purpose.

“Na," continued David Glendenning, "&
man is A man only when he standa up bare-
bufl in that which the guld God hath glven
Bim. Why do we not go about nuked and
unashamed, as dld ocur forefnthers® It s
just bocause we hae laid aside cor man-
bood—or, maybe—"'

“The police!’ suggested Rupert under his
breath, in a tone intended solely for Kate
and his brotker. But the old man's ears
wore gleg.

“"“What's that ye say, elr? The police?
But, hark ye, the pollce are julst pairt o
the cleadin' o' the body politle. They need
to be strippit afl, too."”

The burgiars of all natlons would agree
with you, sir."” sald Rupert, turning a cake.

At that moment the door opened which led
to the mtaircase and the shrill velee of 1l
tle Johany Colstoun plerved the sllence.

“Did "oo bwing me any mo' hwandy-ball
—oated all xo wost—didn't losted them!"

And casting himself loose from Fairlie's
band the youth Isunched himseelf without
ceremony upon John, who bhad quletly
seated himesolf in & chalr vacated by Harry.

David removed his eye to gaze upon
Johoany Colstoun, to whom, as his futher's
son, his rough heart had curloaly softened
from the very first time that Fairlle had
brought hlm home with her,

That avening at the Flowercot lives long
in the memory of one at least of those who
listened (o the alliernately humorous and
aardonie soliloquies of David Glendenning—
the “rapt oratlon flowing free,"” und, above
all, the quick-glancing beauty of Kate, who
never for a moment ceased her work, but as
soon as the baking was fnished drew out
bor sploning wheel and lald on a sheet a
buge plie of the Jong white woolen worms
light an gossemer, from which, o those
days, yarn was (o be spun.

CHAPTER VIIL
The New Rupert.

That night John Glendonwyn saw hils
brother in & new light, The hectoring sot
of the inn at Drumfern market bad wholly
disappeared. The helr of Castle Gower, a
little reckiesa in talk, languldly arrogant
in manner, careleasly hasughty, Intolerant
of the canaillle, had also vanished. And, lo!
in his place, & handsome youth, eager and
ready with offer of servics the meaneat and
alightent, contant to sit by with only ad-
mirstion, quiet (but perfectly obvious to the
perncn concerned) showing in his eyes.
John, with a sudden sioking of the heart,
stknowledged as he looked at Rupert that
Be never saw any man so fitted to win a
girl's admiration,

As John remembers the evening, there
was but little sald, save, of course, by the
atoorst In the armobalr, and indeed the
Baranguos from that quarter were endless.

He addressed most of his conversation to
Rupert, though he had pever seen him
sinoe his boyhood. But with traveled readi-
meas the elder of the brothers, sccustomed
to mest all manner of men, took his cue
and responded with an cager willlngness
te be instructed, which at once wom upon
the old dialectician.

J being seated at too great a dls-
from Fairlie to earry on any conver-
with her, occupled Bimself In watlch-
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setting or arranged
for the next day.

Mare than ones, however, he had seen
Rupert and his bandsomely arched black
brows In the direction of Fairlle, and once
he caught the girl intently studying the
strange young man with his handsome head
and forelgn manners,

It was not long after this, however, that
Johnny came softly up to John Glendonwyn
and, puiting a complete met of slicky
knuckles upon his knee, abserved In & mys-
terious undertomne;

“Thay-—I'se dot

“Wall,"” sald
AWwir!"

Johnny peered over the knee on which
his haod rested In the direction of Joho
Hendonwyn's right pocket.

“Dot any mo' bwandy-balle?" he inquired
tentatively, ns If afrald of committing him-
self prematurely.

In spite of fits charncteristle delicacy
John percelved the implled suggesiion, and
bestowed the entire pound upon him, hop-
ing thut at least they might make him ex-
ceedingly sick, and so disable him for a
while, He did not yet know Johnny.

The infant Bhylock aceepted the brandy-
balls with & gratitude which could not be
called more than medloore.

‘0o didn't fink to bwing no minth ples,
dld ‘o0?" The question was put without
any particular hopefulness. Jobnny  did
not expect so much sense from a grown-up.
It was worth trylng, though. You never
could tell,

“No, 1 dldn't,” sald John, who was grow.
Ing tired. *'It strikes me, young man, that
you've had quite enough.”

The boy drew off and eyed his menter
sternly., Then he begun in n high, level
tone one of his dreadful proclamations:

“'00 NEEDN'T TALK—I BEED ‘00"

“Johnny," whispered John, aghast, *re-
member. You promised—"

“Dido’'t pwomlise ever—aver—help—mo—
die!™ petorted Bhylock. "Only pwomised
till ples dotted done—an’ ples IB all done?”

“Well, Johnny, what did you come to tell
me?" atked John, placably, heplng thus to
divert the thoughts of the youmg black-
maller from his fell intent.

“S'an’'t tell ‘00, sald Johnny, sulkily.

“Naot If I give you another sixpence to
Ket pome more mince ples tomorrow?" sug-

the children's scams

nomefing to tell ‘oo!™
Johm, “what s It? Tell

geated John,

* “Thillin'!" sald Johnoy in & stage whis-
per.

The business being msettled en thess

terms, Johnny bent himself close to John's
ear and whispered:

"Tealzer's want ‘oo to bhelp her wif her
book."

John rose and went over to where Falrlie
was knltting her brows over her grammar
and dictionary. She bhad a small reading
lamp before her on a table,

As John approached Failrlie leoked wup
with & pout of the lips and & slight blush.

“It is this horrid Latin,” she explaimed.
“I am (rying to learn It by myself—I do so
want to help the boys. And, besides, T am
dreadfully ignorant-—and—and I don't want
to be!"

John, In his heart of hearts, thought the
ignorance quite as adorable as the desire
for knowledge, nnd much more bewitehing
than the possession of It. But he could not
fall to perceive his own advantage in Fair-
He's admisslon.

“If you would let me come over some-
times when you have & spare hour I think
I could help you,” he sald, modestly.

“I do not care to trouble Mr. Colstoun,"
continued Fairlle. *'1 am occupled at tbe
hours when he Is teaching bis Latin
classes, or 1 should nsk him to let me be &
scholar."”

John drew & chalr and sat down by Falr-
Hle. An atmosphere of a swset, warm,
glowing girlbood Instantly enveloped him
and he could scarcely uariddle the slmple
difcultien which lle in the path of the
self-taught for the fluttering of his heart.

He was allke uncomsclous of the awift-
falling glances of Kate Glendenning, the sly.
qulet amusement with which bis brother
regarded bim and the more dangerous in-
spection of the temporarily bribed Jobnay.

A breath was on his cheek. The timbre
of an excellent low volee In his ear, All
Gaul was never divided inte three parts Lo
such an accompaniment of meeting bands
snd futtering hearts. He ralsed bis eyen,
and, lo! the shell-piok deepened on her
oheek to rose red. Inflinitives wers never
more perfeol than those which John ex-
plained. This hour was to Joha the ecrown
of the day—aay, of all the barren year.
The bitternesa of his late home-coming,
Veronlca's acrid tonles of the morning, the
solitary tramp with dismal thoughts along
the lochalde, the disappolntment of the
walk home—all were forgolten.

It was with a start that he became con-
sclous of n sudden bush stealing ovar the
kitchen, Without s word Fairlle pushed
away her books, Old David stepped to the
door and In & loud volee sent forth a mono-
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the girl as ahe bent over her copy-

syliable which cracked In the frosty alr
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ke & pletel shot:
“BOYRBI"

Then he went to the open cupboard, and.
lifting down the family bible and laying It
open on (he table before him, sat in walt.
Ing, erect and stately as a priest about to
perform a sacred obligation. All David
Glendenning'es follles and pecullarities
ssemed to fall off him at the approach of

| nlope,

the hour of prayer.

Rupert had risen to hie feet, with Intent
to take his leave, hut David stopped him
with & Jarge gesture of the hand, pet un-

you, I pray you, Rupert, to et these girls

You oan omly bring sorrow on a
happy home, | sgaw you kiss Kate's hand
tonighl—and [ do belleve—""

“What do you belleve®™ eried Rupert,
atill langhing, but with less assurapce than
hefore

““That no man ever 414 as much bafore!”™
he mald, lamely enough

“"Pshaw, man!” sald his brother, “that
was aimply nothing. Why, it Is the com-
monsat salutation between people of quality
where | have come from. The girl Is proud
ua Laucifer and & raging and tearing beauly,
with the air of A Brahmin twice born when
ahe I8 affended.”

“Kate Glendenning In az well born an
you or I, Rupert, as you know very well™ i
snid John, “and as to kissing her hand, it |
Is not the custom here, whatever It may |
be In Ttaly or Bpaln. It is plalan love-
making—that s what it is, M you ask me!"

“Dear lonocent,”” sald Rupert, “do you
suppone 1 014 not spot vour game with that
entrancing little blue-stocking. Hands that
touch over learned dictionaries of coure are |

exempt. Love pats on arms go duty free,
They do not count, It is custom here. But
we must not kiss—Oh, no—never. Shock

fng! We would not think of such a thing
—not even hands—Oh, white and thrice
blessed innocence!™
And Ruperl merrily whistied a stave:
Gin & body meest a hody

Coming through the rye;
Gin & body kiss a bLody

Need a body cry?
With & wtrong resolution John took his |
brother's arm affectionately.
“"Rupert, give this up,'” he sald earnestly,

“you cannot marry elther of them. Do not
come here again. Thiok of your father and
Miss Carslaw!™

Suddenly Rupert shook off his broether'a
hand.
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impressive In its dignity of simplicity.

“Sltay—" he sald, “then that company |
wi' us in this my hoosa, bide to worship |
wl' us likewise."

John did not fall into the same mistake
belng stopped by the slightest touch of soft |
fingers on his arm as he was about to fol-
low his brother's example.

Onee or twice Jobn's eye fell on his
brother during what followed. Rupert sat
a little dazed, like a man who, turning the
bandle of a door to enter a theater, finds
himself unexpectedly In a crowded church.

It was the time of departure. The three
Iads had filed up the stairs to bed Immedi-
ataly after the close of the "Taking of the
Book."

David came to the door to bid his visitors
goodnight, and stood talking to John about
Fairlle’s work at the scademy, o which,
in spite of his contempt for literature, he
was genulnely Interssted.

John wondered whither she had gone,
but in an iastant the sound of horeses’ hoofs
was heard and Fairlle came forward = little
hastily, taking her father's arm and lead-
lug him out upen the road beyoud the
aparred pallings of the llttle cottage.

looking back over hls shoulder John saw
his brother and Kste Olendenning coming
forward as It bad been from soms outbuild-
ing where "Bravo” had been tethered.

On pretext of altering the girths or ar-
ranging the stirrup Rupert stopped, and
after saying something in a low voice, he
took Kate's hand and ralsed it, forelgn
fashion, to his lips,

The girl drew back with a proud look on
her face, and the next inatant David Glan-
denning bad turned toward them and the
Htlle scens was over.

The two hrothers left the little group of
three standing by the gate—thelr figures
dark agalost the thin sprinkle of frosen
snow on the ground. Turning round, once
pmore John noticed that it was Kate who
had gose In first. Fairlle stood by her
father and watched them out of sight,

But Joha was far too young and simple
to read the riddle of that

. . L ] - L] - L[]
It was Rupert who spoke frsi.
“I suppose it will be ‘ride-and-tle,” " he
, with & glance at Brave, who strode
alongside, liftlag bis feel straight up with
ba dancing movement and tossing his head
continually. "“"We will go by the long ave-
nue and tie Arst at the end of Pelton mill,
You take mnext turn of Bravo. You can
leave bim for me at the Hogle Thern. Then
I will stable bim with Alec Bteel at Park-
B and you cam ride Rim home.™

“Rupert,’” sald Joha haavily, "frst I must
know that you do mot Intend any mischiel
to thoss giris—I waunt te bhe sure of what
I am doing before there cen be any fyriher
cenverss Delwen wua!"’

“Holty, tolty!" cried the elder brother,
lnughing, “what have we hers? Moo Disu,
my good Master Sly Boots, did you expect
o keop such a couple of country bemutics
all to yournelf? What & grand Turk I le—
and & parson to boot! Well, they often go

“Neo, Rupert,.” sald Joha, “it & different
1 have known them all my life
slmple fellow, 3nd they boith know
me, rool and branch. You come down on
from far countries and grand courts.
appear to them Iilke & falry privee,
the servanis st the castle bow

You can only do harm bére.

know (hat after what has
sacrifiees our father has
must marry Mise

oaly chance. 1 aak

“BUT YE MAY HAVE FORGED THE HAND O WRITE,” HE SAID, DOUBTFULLY.

scope or two in hiy pocket, the cool spring
water his drink, out om the gray-green
soalp of Pentland, among Lhe red grouss
and the early returmning whaups asd lap-
winge, or In %Yelving ameong the dingles
which clustered about the southerly fanks
of that bold ridge.

A book in his pocket—Milton or Grey—or
porchance some younger poel nol yet ao
tamoun. B0 his Jife passed away, not with-
out A cortaln peace of conteniment and
forthlooking.

One alternocon John was returning from a
walk to Urdlgmillar castle, where, seated
on & stone bench In the great hall, he had
spent hours in watching the rooks buny
about their stick-earrying and cares do-
meatic In Lthe tall trees of the pleasaunce,

Tired and a lttle dusty, John wae thank-
fully pulling out his Iateh key to enter hia
rooms when Lthe ouler door of the cvoliage
opened of itself and his Inndlady’'s daughter
appeared with her fiager on her lip.

“There's & man in there that wants fer to
gee yo, Malster John,” she sald, with the
sitting room threa stalrs at & time. He
universal commiseration of Inodiady’s
daughters for young men In trouble (when
their rent books are settled to date), “He
wadna gle his name, but he sald twice ower
that he wad walt til] sle time as ye ahould
think fit to come in. He wanted to see Lhe
ither rooms | the hoosa, but as | kenned

| neething aboot the man or his business, and

he bad a wild, tavert look, 1 jJulst sald that
the ither rooma were &' occupled, an' that
he couldna see them.”

John nodded and went up to his first foor
knew of wo man whom he had any reason
to be afrald of facing.

He opened the door sharply, and thers,
standing by the mantelplece, with a foolish
little picture of Fairlie in his hand, upoa

“What If I say to you, good Master Bpoll-
sport, think of your father and Miss Ver-
ronica Caesar! 1 have every bit as much
right. More than that, let me tell you onee
for all—it |s monstrously dull at the best
of timen In this bhole. You are only down
for a fortnight, and 1, who bave 1o stay
kere all the year round, do mot propose to
submit the list of my nequalntances for
your approval or dlsapproval!™

Bo saying Rupert Glendonwyn, with neo
further words about arrangements for Ride-
and-Tle, mounted his borse Bravo and gal-
loped furiously home, leaving his younger
brother to trudge the weary miles to Castla
Gower through the winter midnight with
thoughts of bittersst self-accusation and
gloomy foreboding gnawing at his heart.

CHAPTER IX.
The Gray Wolf at Bay.

Jobn Glendonwyn was spending the latter
part of his last session in Edinburgh in al-
tendance on some sclence classes which he
had long desired to take, while awaiting
the necessary preliminaries of his presenta-
tien to the parish of Gower. He had al-
ready received his “llcense to preach™ at
the hands of the Presbytery of Kllgower,
Rev. Dr. Augustus Caesar presiding there-
at Uke Jove over the couneclls of Lhe Im-
morials. °

Bome time betore Mr, Gilbert Afblins bad
resigned the pastoral charge of the parish
of Gower on the ground of ill health snd
retired to Drumfern with a private docu-
ment looked in hin desk, by which Oregory
Glendonwyn of Castle Gower mad his helrs
and John Glendonwyn, proximate presentee
of the parish of Gower bound themselves
conjunctly and wseverally to pay to Rev.
Gilbert Afbling the sum of £250 yearly at
the Whitsunday and Michaslmas terms,
until such time aa he ahould be settled In a
benefice worth that sald sum per anoum,
when the aforesald mllowance of £350 was
o cease and determine,

Bo; as far as the outside of Lthe cup and
platier was concerned, all was In train. The
thoughts which bad haunted John Glen-
donwyn as to his ftpess for the office of
the minlstry gradually yielded to new la-
terests, the chisf of which was, of course,
his vowing love for llttle Falrle Glendea-
ning. Yet, to his credit or discredit, apc-
cording to the polnt of view, he had re-
traloed from sl overt lovemaking, though
doubtiess his heart was plain as & printed
book te Fairlle and her slater

After his departure John had heard from
Fairlie once or twice during the last dreary
mouths of the college yoar. She was work-
ing hard—her examination near st hand,

She wanted ithe beat certificate she could
oblaln. There was a passage In that
dreadful 34th chapter of Cassar—would

Johu be kind enough to explain 1t to ber,
elc

From Rupert he had heard pothing at all
Nor had the brothers spoken duripg the
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which Jobin had wasted much valuable time,
was old David Glendenning.

John advanced with his band outstretched
and o wwift gladness of welcome on his face,
which, however, was instantly dashed when
the old man, with one of Lhose tremendous
gestures to which only common folk can
altain in moments of great mental distress,
threw down the poor Ilittla picture and
atamped on it. John stopped luvoluntarily
with his hind outstretched, thinking that
sudden madness must have overtaken
Fairlle's father.

“Where are my two daughters? Give
them up to me, I charge you by Ged and
His Christ!" erled David Olendenning, ad-
vancing upon John with & threatening air.
The young man stood aghast and speechlesa.

“Your danghlers,” he repeated after him
in the blankest astonishment, *“Why, where
are they? Burely ne !l bhas come to—to
elther of them?”

The old man ralsed.his clenched hand
high above his head as If to strike John to
the ground, but instantly changing his in-
tention, dropped It sgaln and spoke in an
sltered volce, and In that bible English
which the Beottish peasant uses so natur-
ally (o times of strong excitement,

“If you have hidden them away from me,
I beseech you by hesven and your hopes of
salvation (o let me see them. Ye have
broken my heart among you, but naebody
kens yet, and 1 will tak' them hame agaln
wi’ me."”

John CHendonwyn's face hed been grow-
ing paler and paler during these words,
and he stood thinkivg., The old man ad-
vanced and caught his hand eageriy aond
frettully.

“John,"” be cried hoarsely, "I aye thocht
mair o ye than ony o' your kind, and never
that yeo depired 1] to me and mine, Let
the bairns come back to the old man, thelir
father. And befors God, nane shall be the
wiser—nane shall cast word or look upon
them. A' shall be forgiven and forgotien!'

“Sir.,"” wald poor John, hapglang his head,
“an Ood wees me | know nothing of what
you say. 1 wish 1 414, 1 have heard nolh-
ing elther of Fairlle or Kate. Till this
moment 1 was ignorant they had left home.
My thoughts and my prayers were with
them there—that s, with Fairlle—and—
and with Kate, too. I would have glven
my life to serve either of them.”

As he spoke the old man's face had been
putting on lts grimmest Gray Wolf expres-
slon

“Ah, ye deny, do ye?" he cried. “Then
by the God you have Invoked 1 will make
you oonfess. Look eo that writing and
deny it If you dare.”

He dashed a scrap of crumpled paper
into John Glendoowyn's hand. There came
A curlous prickling mist, dry aud tense,
iote the young man’s eyebalis aa he (ried
to read, and for 4 moment he could met
gather the sense, Concerning the hand-
writing, however, he was o no doubt. It
was Rupert's. It read as follows:

“The carriage will be waiting at 4 o'clock.
Walk out slong the Drymfers road till you
meet 1. The conchinan will have a blue
ribband knot om ks whip and the same
about his hat. He will stop when you hold
up your left hand. It will be best not o
walt for F.'s return from school. After that
trust me to care for all.”

“Well," eried David Gleadesniog I8 »
volce astonishingly loud and stridemt, “'do

remalader of John's stay in Gower. His
father generally commualoated with iln|
in simple numerals through his banker (o |
Drumfern. He had recelved no tidings of
the partsh, save such as Veromics sest him
in peverely gpractical eplsiles beginnping, |
“Dear Joba," and endiag “‘your friepd, V.”
—a& titls which Veromica felt she berself
could assuredly claim, though by mo maans
so veriain thgt John deserved ihat ahe
should use it o

All the spring John sat on benches with |
menn who kotew hlm mpol. He compeled
withou! eamthusinsm for prizes which be|
carsd wolt whether he loat or woun.

All his plessure was v wanderiog, = |

you own your hapdiwork® 1If met. I will go
to the jJudges of the land, as | bave already
been o your own I[ather, and see If Lhey
will right me.”

“And what sald my father sald John,
bis coolness coming back to bim quite aud-
denly.

“Bay—what could he say, but that he had
bagotien a monsler, o breaker-up of homes—
an avil beast that had brought him naught
but irouble and vesation all the days of his
life' Then be told me whers | should find
you apd seut e o0 my way. HMe said that
be would nol move 80 much as one of his
litile fingers to shield you la what you had
dome!l"”
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mother Is cordially invited to write to

n::.. for a:iivlee in regard t? her sick-
ater experience or success in d

mothers and their daughters to health. Thousands hnvo%

l:ur and are glad. She charges nothing for advice. Write to-day.

Are not ganuine, o7 were
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REWARD. — We haved Ited with the National Cit
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ublin ore obiain o writar’ per-
dia E. Finkham u-?ﬁa ol

ne Co., Lynn, Mass.
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“My father sald that?" groaned John,
sitting down, ''Let me think. I do not see

my way! I do not understand.”

“Let me see my daughters, T tell you!
Give me back my Falrlle, my Kate!” ecried
the augry father, “or, by the God whom I
have served these sixty years, 1 will slay
you with my hand and He will hold me both
scalthleas and guiltiees!"

John looked up quickly at David Glenden-
ping's appeal.

“See," he sald, "'l would Bave siricken off
that right hand had it written such words.
But they are note of mine., Look st these,
and these!" He trusi a balf-finished college
essay, half & dozen notebooks and Inpumer-
able scattered papers which happened to be
on the table across to the old map. He
openod a desk in which were all Fairlie's
Htile, simple notes and the first (hree pages
of a letter which he had begua 1o her.
“These are in my handwriting,” he eried.
“Compare them with Thet which you bave
shown me. I leave the verdiet to yourself.”
The old man dropped Into & chair,
searched long and earnestly In his pockets
for the spectacies which he had already on
his noss when John came in. Then, when
the young man gently pointed them out, he
thrust aside his hand pottishly and spread
the papers on the table. There was, in-
deed, no similarity. The essays und papers
wera written In a amall, neat, collegiate
soript, The crumpled paper which David
Glendenning had brought, on the other
band, was unformed and clumsy in hand-
writing. ‘

But in spite of this the old man waa but
balf convinced.

“But ye may have forged the band o'
write,” he said, doubtfully “Y¥o' are a
college-bred man and may be able for sic
things. 1 hae heard o' the like. But what
matters the paper. [ tell ye my son heard
them speak—spakin' aboot you the nicht |
sfore, and yin o them was greetin’, sale”™
“Which one?' sald John, quickly., His|
head was buried between his palms and
he was thinking deoply. ‘

“It was Kate that spak’ your name malst
Wil sald, but It was wee Falrlie that grat!™
replied the old man, after a pause.

Jobn Glendonwyn pul =& neatly folded
bundle of pupers into the jolaer's chipped
sod roughenod hand. His old Bunday hat
Iny on the table, and his ludicrous “blacks"
runkled and crinkled, warlds too big for his
shrunk shanks, bung about him like a wind-
ing sheet and fapped as he moved.

"There,” sald John Glendonwyn, “la every
screp of paper that has passed between
Fairile and mysell. [ had one note from
Kate the weak Fairlle was lald up with &
gold. It is there with the others. Ehe seat
me a college book Fairile had borrowed.
And here are my answers, svery one, from
Arst Lo last

He lifted a copying book out of a littla
press of japanned tron. “I loved her, wsir, |
with all my heart, though I pever told her
mere than you will And written here, And
I would pot have spoken till 1 had the |
right. But in writing I gave bher of my
beat. And I have copled every lime aud
syliable here. They are clear for you te
read, and as for plotting mMcbhiel aguinst
my heloved or her sister—| think you, who
have watched me from a child, might have
known me betler”
“Nape kens the heart whea the hiood o’|
youih rina red.” said the old man. sen-
teatiously. "but "desd | thocht nane [l o'
ye, Jehmny, w4, And yet—and yet—"

“What s t—apeak oul. Perbaps [ cun

clear all!™ cried John.

= — ———

“Little fear but I will speak,” sald . the
old man. “David Glendenning bas not trav-
eled frae the Boatcraft o' the Gower water
to this place of nolses and erylngs without
resolvin’ to speak his mind. To be brief wi*
ye, then, your aln father as good as told me
that he had proof that you were the deé-
celver o' my bairas.*

"My own father takes away my good
name," groaned John., “God help me—what
ghall I do?"

“Do!” crled the old man. “Confess an'
mak’ reparation. As by the Lord ye sbhall!”

The memory of his wrongs came agaln
upon him more mightily than before,

“Yea, by the great Lord that rides in
heaven by his name JAH, an' yo were ths
king's aln son, ye shall unswer and mak'
amends. Vengeance [ mine, saith the Lord.
But, oh, grant It te me, I, David Glenden-
ning, to prepare the way. [ will do my part
on Lhe earth as He will do His on the
throne o' judgment high and lifted up io
the day o' His wrath!"

I swelr again before God and you, the
father of the one dearcst (o me on earth.'
sald John, solemnly, “that othér communi-
cation that 1 have put before you I hava
not held by spoech or writing with elther
nf your daughters,"

“Then I bld you tell me,"" oried Glenden-
oing, “'being, ae your father informs me,
contracted o marriage with the dochter o'
Dr. Augustus Caesar, what richt ye bhad teo
hold any communication whatsosver with
the dochters o' David Glendenniog?™

(To be Continued.)
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Choicest Materials,
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Maturiog and
Steritzing Process,
Skilled Brewmasters.
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