SIR WILLIAM’S
oo WILL——

“You don't realize, Mollle, dear,”
sald Clytle, “that this—thla prosper-
ity of ours le only transient, that It
will soon cowe to an end.”

“Oh, yes, 1 do," retorted Mollie
cheerfully, “Knowing you as well as |
do, I'm quite aware that your virtu
ous but extremely inconvenlent con-
science will probably draw the cur
tain apd shut out this gleam of sun-
shine; but meanwhile, the sun is ehin-
ing, and like the butterflies and ephe
—what I8 1t? —the ephemera, 1
to enjoy it. Will you come with me?
That mare I ehowed you in the stable
the other day will eult gou admirably
It is perfectly quiet—oh, 1 beg your
pardon, dear. I forgot that you ueed
to ride in the old days when we were
the Bramleys, of Bramley. As we are
now,” she added, with her chin up-
tilted.

Clytle shook her head

“] can't,” ehe eaid, glancing through
the open window wlstfully. "1 have so
many letters to write. 8o much to do."

“The duties and responsibilities of
wealth and poslition,’ sald Mollie
“You are young, my dear Clytle; and
the great fault of youth ie to take du-
ties and responsibilities too seriously
But you will grow out of it. When
you grow as old as | am—"

She was leaning up agaipat the bur-
eau, and Clytie took the round girllsh
face In her hand and kissed It; getting
a lock of the rough red hair into her
eye for her paips.

“How untidy you are,
child!"” ehe remoustrated.

“l yam, 1 yam,” asesented Mollje
shamelessly, “The great alm of my
young lite is to act as a foll to my
elder sister. You are beautiful—'nay,
lovely,' as the old-fasbioned novellsts
say—I| am plain; you are refined and
graceful. I am vulgar and raffish; you
are all the virtues compact--unselfish,
consclentious, high-minded, womanly,
with lofty ideals—I have, thank good-
nees! no consclence; 1 am the most
wselfish jittle pig that ever was out ot
a sty, and | have—thank goodness
again!—no ideals. You would sacrifice
everything to your sense of rlglu‘
would give up—all this,” she locked
round the beautiful, richly appointed
room comprehensively, “‘and lie on &
bed of straw, like the historic Marjory
Daw, it you thought it was your duty
to do so. ! revel In this luxury, in this
new-found luxury, enjoy a dinner of
eeven courses, served by the immacu-~
late Sholes and hie satellites; I llke
having plenty of horsee and carriages;
‘1 love my little room,’ as Tennyson
says, and I could write a poem about
it as he did; I llke having a malid like
Suean, who waits on me hand and
foot and praiees my bhair while she
brushes it—the audacious hypocrite!
In fact, ] am of the earth earthy, of
the world worldly; while you, my dean
Clytle, float in the heavens above me,
and are an angel fit for paradise, a
&irl who is too good for this terrestrial
sphere——""

Clytle laughed and pushed her
away, for Mollle had twined her thin
young arm about Clytie's neck

“Oh, go for your ride!” she ex-
claimed, “You'd talk the hind leg oft
e donkey.”

‘“That js the first eensible remark
I have heard you make since we
came,”’ Mollie declared. “No, no, don't

Mollle, my
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woman, she’s one
of many. On those
days each month,

Y when in other cir-
cumstances she would go to bed,
she must still be at the desk or
counter, or struggle through the
day as best she may with her
housework or her family cares.
Usually she who feels those drag-
ging-down or dizzy symptoms, and
other pains caused by womanly
diseass, can be Dr.
Pierce's Favorite Prescription. It
cures the cause of these pains.
Faded, jaded, tired, overworked,

weak, nervous, delicate women are

epoll |t! 'Exit Mollle. Quick curtain'"

When Mollle had gone, with the
itten and a tornado behind her, Cly-
tie returned to her labore. It seemed
to her that all the welght of the
world had deecended upon her sboul-
ders. She had no jdea thae the Bram-

ley ostate was so vast, and that the
duties which devolved even upon a
temporary owner were so heavy. A
temporary owner!

Tuat was the trouble All her

friends, the old friends of the Bram-
leys—the Danbys of the Folly, the
Winchfields of the Grange, the Chil-
lingfodds of the Mount ,all the county
families who had called upon her to
congratulate her——had insieted upon
regarding her as the mistrese of
Bramley. They had ignored or waived
aside the pregnant conditione of Sir
Willlam Carton's will. They had taken
it for granted that she would com-
ply with the conditions, and would
marry Sir Wilfred Carton whenever
he turted up, and so end the invidioue
aspect of things. And, of course, he
would turn up when he learned how
he etood. They all—Sir Richard Danby
Lady Winchfield, the Chiliingfords—
all took it for granted that ehe and
Sir Wilfred would make a match of
it, and that, he baronet, and the aon
of Sir William, and ahe, the daugh-
ter and representative of the old fam-
ily, would rule at the Hall and refgn
over the destinies of the farmers, the
laborers, the innumerable persoms at-
tached to the estate

So convinced, assured were they
that Clytie had found it hopeless, im-
possible, to contest their dicta, their
conviction. And not only the county
families and her personal friends, but
the tenants of the estate, even the
Bramley come back to her owmn. fir
Willlam had been all very weall; but
it had been impossible for them to re-
gard him as anything but as inter-
loper as a self-made man who by sheer
force of money had Deen able to oust
the ancient family from their seat.
8ir Wiliam had been by no means
an unkind landlord and mast2r; In-
deed, on occasions ue had been gen
erous; but he had rever zaines the
heart of the people, wiich had clunz
faithfully to their 21d lords and Mas.-
ers.

Wherever Clytie wen', she was re-
celved with smilss of welcome and
gratification; and though she had gone
80 far as to tell some of the older
tenants that she was only the tem-
porary mistreas of the Hall, they aad
smilingly walved the assertion aside,
had refused to receive it

“Why, miss, it would be a sin and
a shame for you to go away again.'
sald old Farmer  Butley, whose fam-
{ly for generations had held under
the Bramleys' without a lease or
agreement of any kind. And though
Clytie had sighed and shaken her head
and tried to reason with him, the
stanch and loyal old man bad cour-
tegusly but firmly declined to accent
Ler contradiction.

Old Butley's words clung to her, as

wuch words have a trick of doing, and
she was thinking of them now, as,
finding it impossible to write, she

passed out of the window and stood
on the wide terrace, from whicn a
grand and extensive view of the park
and distant hills could be seen. Sh?
knew that she was growing to love
the old place with a love of wpi~h
her early girlhood would not kave
been capable. It was the home of Ler
ancestors, and it seemed part and poai-
cel of herself. She loved every ote
of the people, was never po happy &s
when she was among them; and s'.e
could not but feel that they were fuid
of her; for they treated her os a
friend, told her not only of their
troubles and failures, but of their jo;s
and successes; and, what is more, ex-
pected her to sympathize :vith them.*

Notwithstanding the spread of dem-
ocracy, the feudal spirit sill exists and
burns brightly and warmly, not only
in Scotland, where it flourishes, but
in the remoted districts of England;
and in the rural and agricultural
parts of Bramley the people regarded
Clytie as their head and chief; a par-
sonage, not only to be looked up to
with respect and something of awe.
but a chief upon whose sympathy and

assistance they bad a just and in-
alienable claim, There was nothing
servile In their comviction or their

manner. It wag a fair exchange; not
a few of thelr forefathers had fol-
lowed Clytie's inio battle and laid
down their lives with their chiefs’;
and these, their sons and daughters.
bad, perhaps unconsciously, inherited
the old feudal spirit

Every farm, every cottage, was open
to Clytde and Mollie, who were al-
ways sure of a welcome, and the best
that the house afforded; but the sim-
ple, old-fashioned people felt that the
Hall was open to them, that it was
a sure place of refuge to which, now
that the Bramleys were there again.
they could fly when in trouble and
distress. Scarcely a day had passed
since her return to Bramley, but Cly-
tie had been summoned to the hall
or to the huge kitchen to see some
one who mnoeded her assistance and
sympathy. And how readlly she had
given them! The applicants had gone
away with hearts brimming over with
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gratitude, not only for the money, the
food, the clothing they had asked, but
for the tender, compassionating words
murmured by the aweet volce, for the
pressure of the small, warm hand,
the true sympathy,

“Why there was tears ™ her aves
as she listened to me, God bless her!”
one woman had said, as she went away
from the Hall, cheered and encourag-
ed; and her words spread through
the place as such words will do.

Little wonder that Clytle's heurt
gched as she looked round her; for in
a few months she would have to leave
the place and the people she loved,
and Sir Wilfred Carton would reign
in her stead. What sort of man was
he? she asked herself Of course,
there had been bad and worthle
Bramleys, spendthrifts, gamblers, men
of loose lives, who had embarrassed
and impoverished the estate and had
neglected the people. Was Sir wil-
fred one of these? tie' had spent
a wild and roving life, had been re-
garded as an outcast and a pariah;
must have passed the great part of
his days with other outcasts and
pariahs of bad character How was
it poseible that he should be it to
reign at Bramley? She had a faint,
very feini, recollection aof him; a boy
with more than the usual boy's spirits,
and an audacity which was always
leading him into mischief and causing
troubfe with his father. She could
picture him, and not unchdritably un-
der the circumstances, grown into a
reckless man, rough in manner, loud
of speech, with all the consequences
of his wild life clinging to him and
rendering him unfit to be master of
Bramley

And where-wae he? Why did Le
not come home and put an end to
her suspense? There had been
plenty of time for him to answer in
person Mr. Granger's pressing and al-
most peremptory letter; but Sir Wil-
fred Carton had not come, still re-
mained the insubstantial figure abont
which she tormented herself.

As she dwelt upon the perplexing
thing, Mollie rode round. Heyr hatr
was flying in the wind. her young
face was gadiant, as she fought with
the high-spirited horse, which was
dancing on the smooth gravel drive,
tossing its head and threatening ‘o
rise. But Mollie was evidently not
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afraid; and she disengaged one gaunt-
leted hand and waved it to Ciytie.
“Ripping!" she cried, in her girl-
ish volee. *“Why didn't you come?
You Jook Itke a picture in one of the
summer s—the chatelaine, or
something of that sort. Byaby!
As the girl rode off, Clytle sighed.
It would be hard on Mollle when it
came to leaving Bramley; for the
child would persist in living as f
tl.ey were there permanently.

Oh, vh! dig not sl: Wiltrid come?

. .

8ir Wiltrid did not come, for the
best of all reasous. His father's
letter had got reached him. Hesketh
Carton had taken care that it should
not do so. For some time before
Sir William's death. Hesketh had
command of the key of the post-bag;
and every evening before it was de-
spatched he had carefully gone ower
fts contents; for he knew enough of
human nature to be aware that Sir
William would releut toward his only
son and child and write the letter
which would brinz him home; and
when his knowledge was justified, and
Sir Willlam had written, Hesketh had,
of courge, abstracted the letter from
the bag, read {it, and destroyed it
Letters miscarry now and then; and
it s always the {mportant letters
which go wrong

Mr. Granger's letter was lying at
Mintona, which it had reached the
day after Wilffgd's departure. So, in
ignorance of his father's death and
its bearings on his own life, Wilfred
Carton, otherwise Jack Douglas, pur-
sued the more or less even tenor of
ris way at Parraluna, and every day
was gaining & firmer hold on tne at-
fection and respect of the people
there. In such a life the days, the
weeks, the months roll oy almost un-
noticed Sometimes Jack was
boundary-running, at others he was
working on the farm; but whatever
be was doing, he did It thoroughly,
and won the commendation of Mr.
and Mrs, Jarrow and the stanch ad-
nerencg of Teddy.

He had another adherent in Mary
Seaton. But he did not know this,
for she rarely spoke to him, seemed
scarcely to notice him; but her eyes
followed him when he was not look-
Ing, and she alded ana abetted Mrs

Jarrow in administering to Jack's
comfort There were tjowers on his
rougnh d: ing-table when bhe re-

turned froia ome of lis long rides;
his well-worn clothes were brushed
and darned; ois favorite dish appear-
od &t supper. Jack gave Mrs. Jar-
row credit for these valued at-
tentions; but it was Mary Seaton who
bad put the Ilowers in his room,
brushed and mended his clothes, couk-
ed or euggested the special dish
and ehe was amply rewared when, as
eéhe waited at table, che heard Jack
Douglas express his sense of Mrs. Jar-
row's kindness, and out of the cornper
of hér eye, watcned nlm eunjoying uis
food.

The wonderful air of tiae piace, the

whuiesome life, e denerous i
nald worked marvels 'm oslary Seatua
The lines hay gone trom her faca, she

had grown less thin, though she wae

etily 4 slight and giriish tigure
her ¢yer were brigui, t.ough s
times the ehadow of her vast .

darkened them, Of that past ehe n
even to Nrs. Jarrow; indeed,
spoke but liltle, moving about

ehe
her
work in g silent, self-contained way

She was an admirable servant; and
Mre. Jarrow often deciared to her
husband that Je~i Douglas was not
only a treasure ip himself, but had
brought a treasure with him

Now, the Jarrows owned another
farm about forty miles trom FParra-
luna. Jack had come upon it in the
course of h.s boundary-riding aad,
with a qui:k and experienced eye, had
deen that it was a desirable posses-
sion. The Jarfows, fully ogcupiad with
Parraluna, had allowed Silver Ridge
to run to eeed. The

homestead had
been permitted to fall inio seomething
like ruine and the feuces were mostly
down. Jack Jouglas, surveying the
place from horsevack, had noticed the
good lie of the land, the stream, which
m.ght almost hs been called a river,
that ran at the base; and with his ex-
perierced eye he saw the poseibilities
of the piace. He mentlond tbese pos-
€i.:'tiec on his next retura to Parra-
luna, Mr. Jarrow shrugg:d his shoul-
ders

“Too far off,”" he eaid. “Parraluna
{s quite as much as | can manage. But
look here, Jack, if you're so sweet on
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to him were fall of self-reproach and
appeal. One hand wae held behind her
back. ahd as ehe brought it forward

“I want to give you this,” she sald,
in tense tones. “A sundowner left It
before you went away You-—you—
might like to see it.”

“Thank you, Mary,” he eald. "Very
kind of you. One doesn’'t get a chance
of eeeing a mnewspaper dften.” He
stuffed the paper in his pocket and
left it there when he changed.

The Jarrows were delighted with his
report of the progress and promise of
Silver Ridge.

“You will make a good thing of thie,
Jack,” said Jarrow, with a chuckle.
“And %e deserves it," remarked Mrs.
Jarrow, as she piled Jack's plate

He forgot the newspaper; but was
reminded of it, when he went up to
his room, by seeing it sticking from
the pocket of his discarded jacket
He opened It and read it by the can-
dle-light; and suddenly, the Jarrows,
who had not yet gone te bed, were
startled by a sharp cry; and a mo
ment or two afterward, Jack Douglas
stood before them with the paper
clenched in his hand. His face was
white, his eyes were wild with gorrow.

“l—] must go home. I have just
seen—bad news. 1 must go back to
England!™”

(To Be Continued).
—— e

PREPARATION.

Careful preparation s the keynote
to success in the ll7¢ stock bueiness.
either in the fitting for the show ring
or in the marketing of butcoer stock.
Placing of award or tle topping uf
the market depends largels on the cod-
dition of the an'mal when shown of
offered for sale Animals to Dbe
shown at the win‘er shows should be
selected now and prepartaticns started
s0 as to have then in the best pos-
sible condition by show time The
*Toronto Fat Stock Skow offers Aa.
excellent opportunity for feuders whbo
Thave taken the time %o fully ccndiiion
their stock to zet taa highest market
value and in addition to compete for
the many gene'ous premiuwms ihar are
offered.
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Two Million Dollar Monument.

A $2,000,000 Victory monument on
the parkway is planned as a tribute by
the women of Philadelphia to the
memory of the men and women who
served in the war for democracy.

nasmic Paleness
Quickly Changed
To Rosy Cheeks

Chlorosis or anaemia is slmply
thinness of blood.

If ¢onfined too much indoors, an-
aemia develops, because the lungs

thang ycu! I'll take Siiver Ridge in
hand. Give me Teddy and two or three
of the men Lkere, and 1'll eee what can
be done with it. 1 nk you will find
it valuable.”

He lit his pipe
to look round the
day he started for
Teddy and three of

As he was star Mary Seaton
crossed the yard, She paused and
glanced at him and, as if he felt the
glarce, Jack said

“You're looking very well, Maty

“Yes,” she said, in A low volc

She stood, as if hesitating, and her
hand went toward the pocket of her
dress; but, after a moment or two, she
went on toward the cow-shed, without
further speech

Jack remsained at Silver Ridge for
nearly three weeks. And during those
three weeks Teddy and the hands had
a buey time of it. They repaired the
homestead and bulldings, set up the
fences, and established the cattle. All
the men worc agreed that Silver Ridge
voae a pron eing p.co and worth their
labor; and Jack rode home to Parra-
luna to make his report

As he elip from his horee in the
stableyard, Mary Seaton approached

and sauntered out
4 next
with

him. Her face was white, her lips
drawy tightly, and the eyes she lifted

Silver Ridge, 1'll tell you what I'll do
If you like to run it, you ehall do it
on half ares. What J> you say, n's-
sus?'

Mra. Jarrow nodded and Jaughed. “1
say ditto,” she said

All right,” said Ja:k, jn h easy- |
going way. “Done with ¥o and |

are insufficiently supplied with oxy=-
gen, and the blood Js consequeatly
ill-nourished and half-starved.
| But there i a cure!
|  Dr. Hamilton has solved the prob-
lem in his famous pills of Mandrake
and Butternut; as & blood enricher
| their equal is not known
| All the functions upon which life
i depends are belped oy Dr Hamilton's
Pills.
| Richness and purity are
| with wonderful prouipiness
vital fluid

Healthy color supplants the pallid,
azhen face

Better appe’'te, strong digestina and
dreamless sleep are sure to follow,
| because of the increased blond suppw
furnished by Dr. Hamilton's Pii's

Think it over

Will it pay you to look and foel
half-dead, to lack color and spirit,
when all can be chang»d by Dr
Hamilton's Pills?

jetter act at once

{'our. case I8 more curable now than

Insti'ied
{nlo ke

guartn-

later on i atly
. Hamilton peri»iaily
e, and Dut-

tees his pills of Mad. ak2
ternut.
Thelr merit ls unquestioned.
Thousands of anamics they have
cured and kept well.

They will do Jia: the same for
you. "'n-y Dr. Ham.itou's Piils, ¥e

per box.




