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CHAPTER 1,

“You have not been very dillgont this
morning: you have not touched that beay-
titul onk there to the left, and you began
it yesterday." she sald, ’

“¥Yen,” he replied, toushing the pleture
with a fine brush, his head (o one ulda,
with & critical sir, “but the Mght went very
soon when you left me. "

““In that meant for o protty apeech?” she
anked, with a frank, playful smile, showing
A row of pearly teeth,

“No. 1 never make any.
falled me was daylight—not
your eyea,
speoches.”

The speaker was a man of perhaps 30!
not tall, but above middle helght, broad-
ahotldered and strongly bullt, with a plain,
resolute face and light, gray. peneteating
eyen. The scene of thelr conversation waw
& ginde In Thoresby woods, opening upon
the slope of a hill, from which the npoak-
ers could see a atretech of moorland and &
wide expanse of indistinct, misty bloe
country beyord. The Irees were alroady
showing the rich tints of autumn

“I wonder how you manage to make your
pletures tell something?’ wald the
**They are merely traes and grass and fow-
ers; they are sad, or bright, or solemin—
Just an real bits of landscape make one
feel."

“Come, Misa Norton, that [& a fine
epoech, Indeed. | did not know you ware
so good a eritie.”

She laughed gally. “One sweet speech
dosorves another,” she wan beginning,
when a fins, red-browrn Irish seticr ran out
from among the trees and jumped up at
the spealor. Bhe stooped o siroke the
dog—the color rislng In her cheeks, apd an
fndescribable jovous look radiatisg from
Ber lips. The artist gazed at her as she
caressed the animal lovingly, an expres.
klon of pain contracting his bhrow.

“Thare, there! Down, Bran," she cried,
trying to repress the dog's too ardent dem-
onstration of affection,

“De Burgh's dog. lan't

The lght that
the light of
I never lnsult you with fine

1t maked the

palnter. "I supposs his master is not far
"lil

“It in Impossible to say. Isn't he a lovely
ereaturs

“Whoe! De Burgh?’

“You koow 1 mean the o' she re-
turned, lnughing. Do you ever paint ani-
mals, Mr. Ashton?'

“Yen, two-legged ones, somotimes.”

“What = eynlcal speech! But 1 have
lingered too long talking to you—alnner
will be ready before 1 reash home, and
Grannle hates Lo be kept walting.*

“And 1 wonder how soon you will
reach home?" I
“In about twenty minutes. I am not

going to run mywel! out of breath on such
a glowing morning.”’

girl, |

A former hunteman In the employment of
Squire de Burgh of Thoreaby Chase, Mid-

landshire, Hin was one of those old Nor-
man familisas, whereln failing & direct male
beir the estate passed 1o the daughters

The Inte sguire married twics. MHis first-
| born was a daughter; and some 20 yoara
after her birth his second wife died in
giving bim a son and heir. Thix boy grow
up the Idol of his father, and a favorite
with all who served him.

Now, Jim Norton, the huntsman, saved
the life of this highly valued young man
| by extriesting him from under a viclous
horse, which Lad fallen with his rider after
taking a dangerous fence out hunting. 1In
{thus saving his young master's 1ife, the
huntsman lost his own—as a florcs Riok
from the struggling animal broke his
skull. Mre. Norton was, therefore, pon-
tloned off and given a comfortablsa and
| pleturesque cottage to llve In,

To draw the links aven closer, one of the
widow's sons enlisted In the same regiment
| to which young HMarry de Burgh was gas-
| etted, and when, some years after, Charles
Norton, who had attalned a sergeant's
elripes, and his young wife were carried
 oft by typhur fever, In the (-dralned, $1-
ventllated barracks whero they were quar-
| tured In Dublin, Captain de Burgh arranged
for the transfer of a poor little delleats
baby girl to the care of her bereaved
grandmother, and oven loft a sum of money
with his lawyer when be went to the Cri-
mea ome Yeara after, to provide for the
| Hitle creature's sducation, that she might
be enabled to enrn her own bread. From
thin campalgn the helr of Thoresby never
| returued. Hig wister succeeded him, and
y married a man of birth and fortune, shortly
before her father's death. Later she, too,
was widowed and childless, so that Grace
| Norton's lover was helr te her broad lands
And as much of her considerable savings
ag she chose to boequeath him.

Mrs, Norton was a clever, senalble
woman and had gone through a checkersd
life with courage and constancy, and thess
latter days had been Infinitely brightened
by the soclety of her young granddaughter,
who was indeed a charming companion.

The humming of bees and insects, the
koat, the woft silence of the afternoon
lulled her Into a prolonged nap, and Grace,
an open book on her knes, sat by her side
In a low wicker chalr dreaming dellclous
dreams, her whole frame thrilling at the
memory of de Burgh's passionate caresses
and fervent declarations,

From these conditlons she was roused
by the closing of the gate which led Into
the lttie green with ita border of flowers,
which separated the cottage from the road
Looking up, she saw Ashton coming up tha
path, laden with a painter's paraphernalla

AR he exclalmed, “are you both eun-
Joying a nap?"

“And Grace In tired, I fancy.”” snld gran-

Bhe drew up her head with a dinpleaned
alr, put on her hat snd turned away, walk-
ing for a few puces along the leafly ave-
auo, till she reached a narrow path leading |
into the recesses of the wood on the left,

Bhe had not procesded far when from
among the trees a young man In shooting
garh, with a gun on his shoulder sprang |
forward to where she stood, A tall, elight,
distinguished figure, well se¢t up, with a
soldlerly mir.
dark, his eyes deep blue, and st the mo-
ment angry-looking. He was undeplably
handsome, ard looked an aristocrat frem
head to heal.

“At Jast, Graco—at last!"” he exclaimed, |
loaning his gun against the stem of an old
thorn tree, mnd then catching both her
hands in his own. ““Why, In heaven's name, |
did you stay on talklng for such an age
with that grim chap Ashton? 0DId you not
foel 1 wam walting and watching bhetween
the trees until you started?"

Grace listened with a tremulous smile
ont her lips, her color coming and golng
and finally leaving her choeks pale.

“No, Captain de Burgh—not, at least,
till Pran jwaped up wt me.” |

Bhe strove to draw away her hands aa
she spoke.

“*You might lot me hold your hands for a
minute or two, Grace, 1 don't know when
I aball touch them again,” and he stooped
to kiss them. *1 bhave bad news—bad for
me, at leant. I amw recalled to London—
must start this evenlng—so many of aur
fellows are on leave—they want my valua-
ble services.”

“Oolng tonight "' she exclaimed, In & sur-
prised tone.

"Even so. Shall you miss me? Will you
ever admit that | am moything to you?
You are po coy mnd cold. Grace, It ls death
to leave you—I capnot llve without you.
What spell have you cast upon me?’

“Oh, do not say such wild things. You
must learn to de without me, and you
will when you are away—when you think
of what s due to your station, your fam-
fly. 1 am not a it wile for you, and men
bave more to live for than love and private
uh‘.O

“You don't know what | feel—what |
suffer. You are mever absent from my
mind, my heart, waking or sleeping. You
know, my darling, but for my coualn and
godmother, whom 1 munt not offend, I
should make you my wife before the world "

“If 1 consented,” she added.

“And would you refuce® Could 1 love you
#o Intensely If 1 4id not instinctively feel
there was wome anewering chord in your
heart ™

He had a sweoot, soft volee, and an im-
passioned flow of words, which he well
knew struck deep Into the hesrt of his
hearer.

Orace Norton was the granddaughiar of
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| & gentlerunn like you, air,”

nie, rousing hersell, “8he must huve wan-

dered far; ahe was so late for dinner.”
Grace felt the telltale color mount even

to her brow as she et Ashton's grave,

‘Iiund' pitying oyes,

"1 thought she would be Iate' he sald
earelessly; “she stayed on discusslng my
fauity work till oearly 1 o'rlock.'

“And very bold of her to find fault with
sald Mrs, Nor-
ton. “Have you bhad a bit of lunch, Mr.
Aahton?™

“Yes, 1 wandered on till T found myself '
near Woodbridge, and had a crust of bread

and cheese at the Three Flddlers.'
"Theu you'll like m cup of tea with me
and Grace, sir?!"

“1 should indeed, Mrs. Norton."

“Tell Nancy to sot the tea things under
the big walnut tree, Grace, my dear.”

Grace felt grateful wnd nonoyed at the
same time, Ashton had shielded her, but
that he felt It neccssary to do so proved

that he knew too much. Her choeks glowed |

at the idea of her tender secret belng
known to another, andl that other a man.

Ashton was a London artlst, full of abil-
ity and |mmensely Industrious, tolling
painfully up the first thorny steps of an
artist’s carver, with little or no money and
po interest. For the last three autumos
he had taken rooms at Mrs. Norton's cot-

tage, for Thorosby woods and the country |

round offlered abundant subjects for brush
and pencil. Orace felt that be Adlaliked

nnd distrusted de Burgh, and having cast |

nway her own first faint doubts and »'-
lowed a dellclous flood of abmolute trusc in
her lover's honor and integrity to Inun-
date her heart and submerge her reason,
she began (o consider Ashton In the light
of an unfriendly spy, and was consegquently
rather cold and distant toward him. Ash-

tea nnd erisp cakes daintily served under
the spreading walnut tree,

“Mrp, de Burgh Is off Lo town—snroute for
some place abroad, no doubt—for no one
stays in London In August. I met the
whole procession just now on thelr road
to the statlop—madam in the barouche,
copchman in his powdered wig, brake and
pair loaded with luggage, and young Hope-
ful de Burgh beslde madam, who looked
poorly enough.'

“Ab, yes,"” sald Grannle, “the dear lady
| has but poor health since Mr. Herbert died
| 8he was round here in her pony chaise
yeatorday anod told me she waa golng to
some place with & guoer name In forelgn
parts, It's Hittle pleasure abe has, In aplte
of her groat possessions, I hope Mr,
'dc Burgh will be a comfort to bher, but,
|Int, §ir, young geullemen are so exirava-
gant and theughtless—they do say Captain
! de Burgh has cost her a lot."”

“Oh, be in rather fost and made a good
deal of In London. You see, he Is no end
of n catech, and few mwoen can keep ihaelr
beadn under those conditipne,'

“Have another cup of tea, Mr. Ashton?
maked Grace, to whom even these good-
humored comments on her ldol were irri-
iating. “And. iry apother cake; | made
them this morning myself.”

“They are the ne plus ultra of goody.”
he eried. I shall devour the platefal |f
you give me my head. Now for anothor
kind of greed. 1 want you to give me two
more sittings, Misas Norton, and then your
portrait will bhe finished.”

CHAPTER IL

“1 belleve my respected pgodmother ia
golng to Ive forever," sald de Burak ons
wild wintry moming In late Nowvember,
when he was walking beslde Grace o the
sholtered alley of the old pleasaunce near
the mansion, yet ocut of sight. “She s
going to winter on the Riviera and is really
much better and beging to see people. |
cannot stand much more of this, Grace. !
thall blow my brains out If you de mnot
come to the rescue.”

“But, Hugh, you do not wiah Mrs de
Burgh to dle for your gratification?"

"Yeo, T do; 1 would aweep away every:
thing and everyone that stands between
us, Are you startied, my dariing, because
I am so wicked®™ You look white; I wish
you had more pluck, and trusted me more,
Then we might put an end to this slow
torture and link ourselves indissolubly—
if secretly.”

“'No, Hugh, you have hinted st a secret
marriage before; but that T will oever
hear of, on your account as much as my
own We are young: we enjoy seelng each
othar frequeatly; we can afford te walt"”

e Burgh replied by some very bad las.
fuage lodoed Grace replied with spirit,

[and A more serfous quarrel than they had
ever had enwued. Next day de Burgh left
to return to his regiment without a recon.
ellintion, and Grace began to doubt it 1ife
were worth lving.

It waas about m fortnight after. toward
the end of which de Burgh wrote to the
object of his rather flery passion a penlteat
letter, which revived her sinking spiriis
when one orisp, bright December day Dick
Ashton presented himwself most unespent .
edly—a siaff in his bhand and » knapsack
on his back. He had walked up from the
Dearest slation, some seven or elght miles,
and asked hospitality for the night He
looked bright and well, and Grace was
connclous of a sudden sense of help and
protection In his preacnce

During the evening he addresmed most
of his conversation to Grannie—ihe old
lady seemod to be much cheered and In-
terested

Next morning was wot and blustry—tor
A& change of wind eame in the night. Still
Grace and Ashton did not find the time
hang heavy, an they employed themselves
in repalring mnd painting varfous articles
of furnlture und shabhy woodwork—tor
Arhton wia a syperlor carpenter. Besides
this Ashton had & brief interview with
Grannle, who seemed in remarkably good
spirite. but, to Graes's surprise, after din.
ner declared she had caught cold. so would
retire Lo her room and take her nan there

“1 do pot think I sver Koow Grannle do

such a thing before.' sald Grace. "] hape
she la not (11"
Whereupon Anhton spoke. Firgt he told

of a bit of good fortune which had hefallen
him—a crusty old acquaintanse, to whom
he had shown some kindness, belleving
him to be very poor, proved after denth to
have been not poor, but miserly. and be-
questhed all his savings to his artist friend

“It Is pot a fortune,” eoncluded Ashton,
“but two poople of moderate tnstes and
habits can escape starvation on It. Then,

&% It never railns but (t pours, | have sold
a few plotures and have a couple of com-
misslons for next year. Bolog thus puffed
up with coticelt, eapecially with the con-
&clousness of pockets not absolutely empty,
I have resolved to ask what I do not for
& moment think I deporve.'

'And that s asled Grace, with a
kindly glance from the soft, sad eyes she
uplifted to his

“By heaven, I can hardly venture to put
my wishes Into words, Miss Norton—Grace
—~the dream of my life for the last two
years has heen to win you for better, for
worne, tlll death us do part. | want to
make a quiet, unpretending little home for
you, where we both can take ecare of
Grannle, and, oh, above &ll, 1 want the
infinite joy of your companionnhip. Do
Bot speak at once, dear. I see, I feel you
Are going to say no. Think how much I
have st stake—and take time. "’

“It Is useless to put off my answer,” she
sald in & Jow, reluctant volee. “I am
quite sure you would be Infinitely good to
any girl who was so fortunate as to call
you husband, but I must say no—It is Im-
ponslble that I could ever be your wife."

"What Is the Insuperable difficulty? Tell
me—have you promised yoursell to de
Burgh™'

"Why do you ask?' exclalmed Grace,
with wide-open, startling eyes.

"To anewer your question would involve
a long oxplanation, but the instinot of
true love warns me what to fear. Thon—
1 implore you—to try teo put him out of
your head, He will bring you only sor-
row."

Suddenly Ashton stopped and pressed his
hand to his brow. “Fool, fool that I am
to dream of turning you agalnst the man
you love! |1 must senounce all hope—yet
do not take everything from me. Forget
that 1 ever foreed my foolish dreams and
desires upon you and treat me ss If [ was
a friend-—a brother. All I ask Is to be
of some use to you, andl—Grace—you mAy
want me yet, I will pever offend you
again.'"

“But you have not offended me.
why, Dick, you are not golng?"

"Yen, for the present., 1 am stronger
than my neighbors. I want lo be alone—
but will come again soon, God be with
you, Grage."

You-—
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A gentleman wished to eee him, at the
samo time handing him a card on which
was (uscribed, “Dr. Cornellus Macdermot,
H. 1 C &

“S8how him up.,” corled Ashton sagerly,
“and bring in some tea,' be added, as he
roused the fire to a bright blaze,

My dear doctor,” Hle exclalmed as a
short, stout, red-haired man, with twink-
ling keen gray oyes, a short, broad face
and a turnod-up nose, entered the room,
“you are most.welcome. | had no ldea
you wers in England.'

' The doctor's visit was a welcomo inter-
ruption to Ashton's sad, solltary musings,
The military Esoulpius had served his full
term and rvetired on a comfortable pen-
rion; he was oconsequently in & joyous mood
and not too careful of his money—as be-
cama a bachelor of rather luxurious ten-
dencles. So Ashton found himself carried
off to theaters and suppers and other re-
eoris, which he found helped, as the doctor
maserted, to rouse his soul.

One very foggy afternoon, too dark to
work, too utipleasant (o go out, Ashton sat
over the fire trying to decipher a lelter he
had jJust receivod. It was written in n
very Illegible hand by the steward's wife
at Thoreshy at the request of Mrs. Norton,
to explain why she had not answered a
letter of his making Inquiries for her and
Graco, From it ho gathered that the latter
had been eerlousnly 111 and was now slowly
recovering. He had. riren, Iptending to re-
ply at once, when the doctar came in,
“I've just come to bestow my tedlousnesa
on you, my boy. What culpthroat weather
—no comfort Indoors or out., Whal's the
matter, ¢h?®
sweetheart or the loss of youw fortune?”
“Well, neither, exactly. 1'have heard of
the illness of a charming: girl whom [
sorely wanted for n' sweethoart, or, rather,
for & wife, only sbe wouldn't have me,”
sald Ashton, who had no small vanities,
“PBegad, she must be hard to please and

He kissed her hand and was gone |

Grannle's surprise and regret knew no !
bounds to find her guest had fown while
she slept.

CHAPTER II1.
“My darling, how pale you are—your

ton was perfectly unmoved, however, and |
seomed quite taken up with the fragrant |

aweet oyesm look so large and sad!"” ex-
elulmed de Burgh when Grace and he mot,
some three or four weeks after Ashton's
visit. He had ventured to wvisit her in
Ler pretty, comfortable sitting room—for
Granole had a cold and kept her own bed-
room.

“Do you think me a negligent lover to
stay away so long? You see, Mrs. Fitz-
herbert de Burgh sent for me—all the way
to 8an Remo, and I dared not refuse. How-
ever, 1 did not go for nothing—my god-
mother promises to clenr off my debis and
they are no trifie. Bo | must not offend |
her—at any rate till I get my debla pald. |
Wera you wretched withoult me, oh?"”’

“l1 am wery weak, Hugh, but when you
ere away I nm awfully miserable.’ !

“We must put an end to that,” ex~laimed
de Burgh with cheerful dvelsion. 1 can-
not Hve without yau. 8till, my godmother
must not be offended. I am sure, Grace,
you are too sensible and high-minded and
highly educated to care what people say,
80 long as you can have your own true love
with you, and you know nothing can alter
my devotlion to you. Why ahould we not
snap our fngers al emply ceremonles and |
be all in all to each other? You under- |
stand, my darling, it will be so secret a
marriage that we will let no clergyman or |
registrar into our counsels. We will be
busband and wife before God until a safe
time comes to avow the tle between us. |
Why, what Is the matter?®

For Orace had started and struggled |
vehemently to eacape his grasp, while her
cheek had grown suddenly white. *Thoe
matter! [ don't know. 1 am mot sure—ds
you ask me to live with you in & union un- |
blessed by the church, unsanctioned by the |
law |

|
|

“Well, if you choose to put It in that ald-
fashioned aspect*

"Do you—or do you not?

"My own darling, you know what I
should choose If eclrcumstances were not
too strong.”

“At last 1 wundersiand
Burgh, there |a the door; never darken it
pgnin. Goodby—and goodby forever. You
can never excuse or wash out this fpsult”

“But, Grace, you are so hasty—so unrea-
sogable. If you had a grain of patlence
all would be right.*

It you do pot sccopt my dismissal 1 ecan
leave you."

“How Inferually selfish women are!"
mused de Burgh. walking hastily away
Bhe would not sacrifice one lots. Bhe must
kunow the impossibllity of marriage for me
with & girl In her grade. She Ia a fool, too
=1 could have provided for her and glven
her an easy, luxurious life. 8he never
cared a ™ap about me; she only wanted to
be Mre. de Burgh of Thoresby Chase By
hoaven, ahe looked equal to 1t. She s
lovely. TI'll see her Lomorrow, I'll win her
back; I will uot lose her"

But Hugh de Burgh resolved in waln.
Day after day he sought to see Grace, Sbe
had caught s chill. which turned to fever,
and for long no ene save the doctor, the
nurse and the poor, bewildersd grannis
had & glimdee of the fascinating Grace,

The blustering winter's day on which
this important interview took place Dick
Ashton was heginning to putl away his casel
sad brushes preparatory to taking a bhrisk
walk te Hampstoad, when the old woman
who tuled his very modest cstablishment

you Mr d-_-']

a fool in the burgaln. Sure you Ere a Dat-
urally domesticated animal, You'd just be
a model husband, Is she bad still? If so,
fotroduce me to the darling, and I'll soon
put her to rights, for, though 1 say It my-
self, 1 am a devilish good docto="

“Well, the yousg lady In question Is on
the mend, still, 1 wish you could see her;
it the weather lmproves next week would
you mind coming down to the country for
a day or two?"'

“Not I. I'm game for anything. Where
does your jewel hang out?”’

“Oh, in Midlandahire—a
Thoreaby."

“Thoresby—I1 aeem to kpow that name. 1
say, Ashion, light up the gas, man. and let
ma see those works of art; these with
thelir faces to the wall, en penitence. Are
they your fallures?*

“Yen, In n sense; things 1 have f(alled to
soll—hbut some of my best work."”

“Tarn them round, my be¥, Sure, I'm
going to start an elegant little bachelor’s
box mysclf, and may be I'll want a few
pictures to brighten it

The friends nccordingly lt up and bhe-
gan to oriticlse and discuss the neglected
eanvases—woodland weenes, sketches of
purple moorland—a great varlely of wsub-
Jects. At last the pastel portrait of a girl
mora charming than handsome came up for
exhibltion.

""Ashton, who Is that?"' cried the doctor,
when Ashton piaced It on the easel. And
he rose to inspect It—thep stepped back

place ealled

i and drew nearer agaln—evincing a great

amount of Interest.
that face before.”

“1 do pot think you have," returned Ash-
ton, "for I do not think ths young lady
was born when you were last in Eogland "

“Is 1t the derling herself? Yes—then,
man alive, don't you let her go easy. Try,
try, try again, Nothing succeeds like per-
severance. Falth, it'sa the face of a nioe,
kindly, human angel. What's her nrme, If
I may make so bold ™

‘), Norton. There is nothing to conceal
about Grace Norton.™

"Grace—0, yes—but I do not know Nore
ton."

“Her Iather was in the army, but her
grandfather was bunisman to de Burgh of

“1 fapcy 1 have seen

| Thoresby Chase."

“Iie Burgh?! You do pot say so?"’

The doctor stopped abruptly and kept
unwounted silence for a while

“"Look here, Ashtop,”” he oxclaimed,
“rain or shine, lot's go down next wesk.
Where do you put up down thers, wheraver
it =7

“Oh, I always take my rooms
Norton's bouse—a delightful,
tage.”

“Could she put me up, top?"

“1 have po doubt she could.'

Ashton was shocked to see so great o
change in Grace when be and his friend
took up their abode at Woodland cattage.
Though the local doctor had been dismissed,
ahe wan still pale, woak and given to al-
most unbrokes silence, but she confessed
te slespless nights. and seemod scarcely
o care aboul getling well.

“Will you let a poor old sawbomes like
myself do what be can te bring back the
Hfe to your heart snd the light to your
eyes, my dear young lady? I!'m unknowsn
to the faculty here, but you seo I've lived
among the magic-mongers cf the east, and
I know & thing or two."

During Ashton's short stay he kept a
strict guard over himself; nothing could be
more brotherly and unloveriike than his
manter and copversation. Grece agslo be-
eame# thoroughly at hotme and at sase with
him

In Mrs.
roomy cot-

as cook und housskeeper lufurmed him that

| Macdermot was the Orst w depart. He

Heard of the tdeath of your |

; Grace

bad businoss—very serious business—in
London, he sald; and so, after ao effusive
tarewell, he departed.

Mrs. de Burgh lingered In Italy, but, to
the satisfaction of her helr, made a will
which Incorporated her private savings
with the entalled property, Dick Ashton
worked and faintly hoped. Moreover, he
sold his work. He waa all the more dlll-
gent because Macdermot was very busy
about some mysterioua law busineas ‘‘of
greatl Importance, faith,” ss he sald him-
self, He was always runpiog to and fro
between Dublin, Manchester and Edinburgh.
Whatever his quest, he ssemed highly
pleased with his sucoess, and from time
to time pronounced this unconpected eaulo-
glsm on his own ahrewdness and penetra-
tlon.

In the midst of this tranquility came a
bolt from the blue sky. Mre. de Burgh had
dled suddenly nt Rome,

There was mourning and lamentation at
Thoreshy Chase, and & huge funeral, when
the poor Iandy's remalns were brought back
to He among those of her forefathers.
Hugh de Burgh was solemn and imposing
as chlef mourner, but exultant at heart at
bav.ng comie Into hia kKingdom, and, though
still bitter at Grace's steady rejection of
his advances, and by no means recovered
from his passion for her, on the whole
thankful that he was not hampered by a
low-born wile.

The day after the funeral a strange rumor
began to be whispered among the domestics
and porsonal sttendants in the great houss
~—that rome desperate adventurer had put in
a clalm to the property—the child, It was
supposed, of the late indy's soldler brother,
who ha® fallen in the Crimea. It was pon-
sense, of course, but might glye (rouble,
This strange report gave everyons a great
denl to talk about, and it was remarked
that, instead of remaining to transact busi-
ness and go Into matters with the agent
and the Iante lady's secretary, the new lord
of Thoresby went off back to London.

Two evenings after, while everyone was
oppropand with & sense of coming trouble,
and her grandmother weore almosat
frightened by the unexpoected arrival of Dr,
Macdermot, In a state of mixed gravity
and exeltement,

"My dear ladies.” he said, “you'll excuge
this Intrusion when I tell you my errand.
First of all, let me congratulate you, Miss
de Burgh—for that's what you are, no less—
on coming into your property. Now, jusl
git down and keop qulet,” for both had ex-
claimed with amazement and [ncredulity,

“The day Ashton showed me your por-
trait, my dear young lady, 1 thought I
knew your face, #o 1 went home and thought
and thought till T was able to piace it. The
face yours reminded me of was o1 a4 sweet,
elegant creature, the wile of Harry de
Burgh, & great friend of mine, Well, 1
knew the palr of them, an' ‘twas they were
the happy palr. By and by came the In-
evitable baby, 1 was at the christening—
just before salling for Indin, Next | heard
of the death of the sweetl mother, then my
poor dé Burgh went off on someone's staff
to the Crimea, nand was among the first
ghot by those muraering Russians, Well,
when 1 came down here and saw you,"
waving his hand to Grace, "1 saw the lke-
ness stronger than ever. ‘Begad,’ sald 1
to myself, ‘I'll look into this matter,’ and
this is what 1 414"

“Mark me” he continued, checking off
the heads of his diacourse with a fat fore-
finger on each digit of the left hand. "Pirst
1 went hot-foot off to Dublin te the bar-
racks, and looked up the reglsters of that
bad yeur when the typhus lever raged.
Thers 1 found that SBergeant and Mra. Nov-
ton and thelr little girl all died, and were
buried In a churchyard near by, [ saw the
stene put up by poor de Burgh, Then I
went off to Leeds and copled the register
of the marriage. Then I came back to the
church at Bayswater, where the baby was
christened, and found the entry of the bap-
tism of the child, and copled that. Nexti—
and this was the stiffest Job of all—1 called
on the (amily lawyers in Lincoln's Inn
Flelds, and told my tale te a tremendous
Buuff-tho-Moon of a chap, who spoke to
me ad If 1 was pot Nt 10 duat bis shoes,
Faith, I made him change that tune,

**1 showed him my coples of the registers,
and asked him to go ard look for himself.

—_—

shot was we opened the parcel and thers
we found a full confession of everything,
#0 we Are jJust on a road of velvet, 1 have
taken the lberty of appolnting Nicholls
your solicitor. In eighteen months you'll be
of age and entitled to paddle your own
canoe; till then—may I ask for a glass of
water? My throat s as dry as a »hip
with talking." .

“I'm sure my OGracle would never he so
ungrateful to the famlly we have served
4o long sx to rob Captain de Burgh of his
birthright,” said Grannle, solemuly and
tremulously.

“Why, bless your soul, ma‘am,” erfed the
doctor, “sure she s the family herseilf,
and remember, she owes o duty to her dead
mother."

“l am too dazed to speak,” sald Grace.
“I eannot bellave that these lands and
wooda, the great houss, the horses and
carriages—everything—can be mine, It
makes me tremble. But whoever and what-
ever T am, you will always be my own dear
Graonnle,” embracing the old woman.

Soldom had a case been dwelt on with
more excitement and interest In soclety
than the de Burgh succesalon. It was
soon declded—as the object was only to

prove publicly and satistactorily that
Grace de Burgh was “‘the belress of
Thoresby.”"

After matters had become public Grace
and Mrs, Norton came to Londen to avold
the gosslp and wonder of thelr surround-
ings at Thoresby, Dr. Macdermot nacting
as guide, philosopher and friend.

“You are not going to foreign parts with-
out saying geod-bhye to the Lady of
Thoresby,” bhe exclalmed one mornlog
when he hafl” called on Ashton and found
him packing. “Falth, you are the queerest
fellow ever T koew. She'll be hurt—Dbit-
terly hurt—if you do not go to see her, Do
you know, I am not at all pleased with
her state of health. Bhe |s pale and thin—
nervous apnd in a depressed condition,
Come along and tell me what you think of
her."

“Oh, ahe doessan’t want to see me."'

‘“How do you know? You come with me
What do you think she nhas been and gone
and done?"

“How can T tell T

“Thrown twenty thousand to the dogs,
no less—to the dogs—or rather to one
puppy. She pays all de Burgh's debts and
glves him a triflo to begin on. He has ox-
changed from the Guards to a regiment go.
Ing to Indla." -

“Has he!" exclaimed Ashton, in great
surprise. “I anticipated hix succeeding to
Thoresby by right matrimonial. [ am cer-
tain he was in love with Grace—] mean Miss
de Burzh."

“And small blams to him.
your bhat, man.'

Ashton opened hia lips to say 'mo,” but
thet disugreeable monosyllable refused to
come. He thersupon obeyed in silence,

The =itting room was unoccupled when
they weregshown up to Miss do Burgh's
aparimeunts in a well known hotel and
Ashton, looking round, notlced that this—
only a temporary abode in a hotel—there
was a homelike look about the room,

In & few minutes Grace entered. She was
very simply dressed, but her frock fitted
and sulted the wearer admirably.

“Am 1 s snob,” Ashton asked himself,
“to think her more distinguished than she
used to be? No, she ls really, It's eareful
dressing aod complete certainty of her po-
sitlon. But how white and nervous she
looks. Ah—and sweeter than ever,™

“And you are golng to demert us?' she
was saylng, "Where are you golng, Mr
Aahiton ™'

“I do not exactly know—somewhere along
the horderiand of Russia and Circasala—anl-
mosl every couotry Is hackneyed now.”

“l1 wish you would not go, Mr. Ashion ™
exclalmed Grace, playing nervously with
the tassel of the sefa cushion, against
which she leant.

"l cannot flatter myself that my going
or staylng can make much differemoe to
you."

"I hate to part with friends—true friends
like you.*

“"Why do you rank me so high?
have 1 proved mysalf

“By offering to share the smiles that

Come, get

How

Then he remembered that in his father's
time, Majlor Harry de Burgh made some
provision for the sducation and malnten- |
ance of a child called Grace Norton, but did |
not give any explanation, s¢ (hey all com-
eluded It wae an lllegitimate daughter. But
the cash was now all expended-—that was
all be koew. Then ad old gray headed
clerk came in with a telegram, and Mr,
Freahfield—ibhe head of the concern—asked
him Il he knew of any communication from
the late Major de Burgh subsequent to his
salling for the Crimea.

“ dom't kmow of any, air, but every
paper concerniug his alfalrs (s in the deed
box bearing his initinls,” replied the clerk.

YOUAR, Just so!’ says Saufl-the-Moon. “You
sen, wir, 1 can really give you no informa-
tion.'

“With that the old clerk says: 'If )
might suggest, Mr. Nicholls, who bas since
set up for himself, was on rather frisndly
terms with the late Major de Burgh, and
he might have had some private communi-
ceation.’ Souff-the-Moon said |t was bighly
improbable. However, | got Nicholls' ad-
dreas—and sure enough, NichoHs had &
packe: copfided to his care and lsbelled,
‘Not to be given to anyone save myself or
one suthorized by me’ Nicholls d4i4 not
know that de Burgh was married at the
Ume, a0 be kept \he parcel.

fortune bestowed upon you with me—your

_ — —
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inferior In soclal rank and In many other
things also.™

“"Pecause | was greedy to wsecure the
greatest price life could give me”
“Oh, do you think so xtillT Oh, Dlek, do

you not—will you not understand me?*’

“My God, Grace! What do you mean?
You are above cogueiry and vanity—what
am I to understand?”

"When I seomed a poor, humbly born girl
you offered me the best you had, Now
the wheal has turned—though you can never
bo anything but a gentleman. And 1 am
rich In all things save onc. Wil you,
Dick, will you supply the deficlency? 1-—1
want your—"'

“My love—my jewsl—It [s—It has always
been vours since first we met.”

MOSHY'S GUERRILLA DAYS,

How He Once Sent a Lock of His Halr

to Presldent Lincoln,

John 8, Mosby, well known as the com-
mander of a guerrilla band o the service
of the confederacy during the war of the
states, and who Is now a special employe
of the Department of the Interlor, nhowed
a willingness to talk about his wartime ex-
periences to a reporter of the Washington
Star a day or two ago. The latter lnquired
into the truth of a story that he had en-
tered Alexandrin In disgulse.

"Oh, that story Is all nonsense,' sald
Colonel Mosby. "I never went to a place in
disguise In my lfe. Theso stories arose
because of the rapld movements of my com-
mand, Why, there |o an ofMelal telegram
on file In the War department stating that
I was In Washington (n conferepce with
Wilkes Booth the night of the killing of
President Linecoln. It In nesdless to say
that the atatement was known to be false
by most of the federal generals,

"Yes, 1 frequently got close to Washing-
ton during the war. Many a time 1 would
ride up to the hill up yonder across tLhe
Potomne and look down upon the city, 1
might have ope or two men with me, and
we wonld soon disappear, Just over on
the Virginla slde early one morning I met
R Mra. Barlow on her way Into Washington
with a wagon full of vegotables, MHer hus-
band was a federal soldier, and she was a
northern woman, She had A pass to go in
and out of Washington, and drove Into the
city often from her farm. 1 nsed to go to
her house often und get a cup of good toffee,
Of course, she gave it to us, knowing that
we rather had charge of things all along
on that side of the river. Well, on thia
particular morning Mra. Barlow had a palr
of sclssors hanging from her apron. After
I had talked with her awhile I suld:

“*‘Mro. Barlow, lend me your solssors.'

“8he handed them to me, and I reached
up to my head, got hold of & bunch of hair,
cut it off, and sald: ‘Mrs. Barlow, plesss
tuke this lock of my halr right in to Lin-
coln and say to him that [ am coming In to
soe him soon and will expect a lock of his
hair in return.’ Bho looked much puzsled,
but she sald she would do It,

"1 found out afterward that ghe rode
straight to the White House and gave the
bair to the president personally, refusing
to give It to anyone clse. Tha president
wis amused and laughod heartily. No, 1
was not afrald to do this, bacsuse I knew
that by the time the president could at-
tempt to eateh me 1 would be thirty miles
away. DPresident Lincoln pever made an
attempt to eatch me, because he knew that
1 would be somewhere olse when his men
arrived. Many people took Information of
me Inta Washington for the purpose of
trying to bring about my eapture.

“I covered the entlre south side of the
Potomae for many miles each way, and the
largest number of men I bad In 1864, when
Sheridan was In the Shenandoah valley, was
five troops of cavalry, a toiul of 360 men.
With that command we captured all iha
arms we needed, all the ammunition, food
and clothing, and had & wagon train running
to Lee's army fraquently with supplies we
had captyred. No, | was pever & goneral, |
WaE A private In the First Virginia cavalry
for the firsl two years alter the war, apd
began ralsing my command after thut time,
beginning with ane troop of cavalry. Each
min was armed with two pistols and a
saber. Weo had no carbines.™
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Boysi Suits

Friezes and

Overcoats
Girls’ Coats

“Aushow., we talked It over and the un-

while they last at

values—now
$5.00 now buys overcoats, worth §7.50.

s awuaes 0 $3.00

$5.00 now buye costs worlth up to $10.00.

Novelties worth up to $22.00, now $10.00.
A few swell numbers in misses’ sizes, will fit
medium sized woman, now $12.50,

BENSON & THORNE,
1515 Douglas St.
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