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always got one or two decent ani
mals in the stables—at least we had,” 
he corrected himself, with a smile. 
“I’ve been away for four years, you 
know—or perhaps you don’t know— 
and i‘m not sure what there is at 
home ; but, anyway, will you come 
over after breakfast to-morrow, and 
try what we’ve got?”

“Thank you; but I don’t know that 
I want to buy—” began Ralph, with 
an affected drawl ; but he was stop
ped by the sheer amazement which 
spoke from every line of Edward 
Bryan’s frank face.

“My dear Lord Ration, I wasn’tT
thinking of selling you a horse!” he 
said, laughingly; and Ralph, a fiery 
red, bit his lip and tried to redeem 
his awful mistake.

thank

but to-night the colour came and 
went in her lovely face, her eyes 
shone with a light which lie had nev
er seen -in them before, a brightness 
which added to lifer loveliness; 
though she performedx her part of 
hostess with infinite grace and ease, 
there was a little flutter in her voice, 
and her smile came and went like 
gleams of sunshine in an April sky. 
Looking round furtively, as he an
swered the questions of Lady Down- 
shire, he asked himself what was the 
cause of this change; and suddenly 
he caught a glance which, perhaps 
unconsciously, Mray gave to the 
bright-faced Edward Bryan, saw 
Bryan’s glance meet hers, and hers 
withdrawn quickly. Ralph’s face, as 
he Watched them covertly, grew 
dark, and the ugly twist came to hit 
nether lip. Who was this young fel
low—a mere nobody, a son of a mere 
baronet—whose presence had power 
to work so great a change in Lady 
Mary’s mood and manner?

“Mr. Bryan—“the gentleman oppos
ite—seems to have only just arrived 
from somewhere,” he said to Lady 
Downshire. "Do you know him?”

Lady Downshire stared at him; 
then apologized,with a smile, for her 
surprise.

“Oh, I beg your pardon ; of course 
you—well, you have only just arriv
ed, so to speak, haven’t you?” she 
said, with the frankness for which 
her ladyship was famous, “or you’d 
know him. Edward Bryan is Sir Gil
bert’s second son—poor boy!”

“Why is he ‘poor boy’?” asked 
Ralph, glancing under his half- 
lowered lids at the young man wht 
was talking and laughing light-heart 
edly with the lady on. his left, and, in
deed, with all near him.

“Well, he’s the second son, d’ye 
see?” explained Lady Downshire. 
“The first, of course, will come into 
the estate, and beyond the estate 
the poor Bryans have nothing. Oh, 
it’s no secret, Lord Ratton. Indeed, 
you will find that all our circum
stances and financial conditions arc 
as well known as—as the age of the 
queen. Being the second son, and 
without prospects, Edward has hat 
to go out and fight the world. He has 
been to the colonies ; though which 
colony and what he has been doing 
I don’t know. What do our boys do

fiolonies, Lord Ration?”
k stone, mend roads, drive I 

mint «arts, and liVe like—like com
mon labourers, I believe,” said Ralph 
with a covert sneer, as he looked 
across the table at the splendid young | 
fellow.

“Really,” said the

became rosy red and laughed shyly, 
and just a little nervously. “I didn't 
know—”

“Why, Edward, when did you come 
back?” exclaimed Lady Bryan.

“Just now, mother,” he said. “May 
I kiss her, Lady Mary? It’s bad form,
I know; but I haven’t seen her for 
so long!”

He put his arm round his mother 
and kissed her, and did it so natural
ly and unaffectedly that the specta
tors smiled with sympathy.

“But—but you were not coming 
until to-morrow!” said Lady Bryan.

“The vessel arrived six hours be
fore We expected her to do so,” he 
explained, "and I came on at once.”

“But—Edward, my dear—”
“Yes, I know, mother! I have no 

right to be here; but when I found 
that you had come to dinner at the 
Manor, I thought I would venture to 
follow you. I’d just time to dress, 
and none to send for an invitation. 
<5f course, I know I am an intruder, 
and it’s just possible that Lord Hatli- 
erley will have me chucked out—I 
beg your pardon, Lady Mary; I do, 
indeed—but I thought I’d risk it How 
do you do. Lord Hatherley? May I 
stay, or shall I go away again? Please 
forgive me, and let me stay!”

Lord Hatherley laughed as he 
shook the young man by the hand.

“I’ll forgive you, my dear boy,” he 
said. “But neither Mary nor I would 
have done so, if you hadn’t come; eh, 
Mary?"

The color was still trying to fight 
its way into Mary’s cheeks, and her 
eyes were rather downcast as she 
smiled an assent
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“No, no; of course! Yes,' 
you; I shall be very pleased,” he 
muttered.

“All right; about eleven,” said 
Bryan, pleasantly; then he turned to 
one of the other men; but presently, 
with a murmured apology, he rose 
and left the room.

As he .entered the drawing-room, 
his mother looked up at him fondly, 
but demanded, with mock severity :

“What are you doing here, Ed
ward?”

“Oh, they are talking politics, mo
ther, and, as you know, I am a Radi
cal, a kind of Daniel in the lions’ 
den of Tories. It’s a terrible thing to 
see a father and son fighting at a 
friend’s table, so I begged leave to 
come here—out of harm’s way.”

Lady Bryan looked after him lov
ingly as he went straight across the 
room to Mary.

“His father and he never had a 
cross word since he was born,” said 
the fond mother to the young duch
ess, who knew that the baronet and 
his eldest son were always quarrell
ing.

He went straight for Lady Mary, 
md drew a chair up beside hers.

“Where are the others, Mr. Bryan?” 
she asked, trying .to speak in a mat
ter-of-fact tone; but “her eyes fled 
’rom him,” as Emerson so happily 
says, and the colour rose to her face.

“Oh, they’re coming presently. I 
wanted to hear you say that you were 
flad to see me, Lady Mary,” he said, 
aying an emphasis on the “Lady.” 
‘You haven’t said so yet, you know.”

“Of course, I’m glad,” she said, 
with a smile that flickered a little.

“I’m glad it’s ‘of course,’ ” he said 
n a low voice. “It’s so long since I 
eft, that I didn’t know— You have 
hanged so, Mary—I beg your pardon, 
-ady Mary! It’s so difficult to re- 
□ember that you have grown up, and 
hat it mustn’t any longer be ‘Mary.’ I 
low have you managed it?”

“Managed what?” she askekd, try- I 
ng to meet the ardent gaze of his I
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CHAPTER XII.
“You can't help liking him,” Lora 

Hatherley had been saying; “es
pecially when you remember that he 
must hat e had a rough time of it, and 
that he has to fight against a natural 
prejudice. I think he will be a great 
acquisition—Oh, here he is!” And he 
went forward to meet him with an 
encouraging smile and a “How do 
you do, Ratton! Looking for Mary? 
She’s over there amongst that group 
of ladies. Let me introduce you 'to 
your neighbors.”

Ralph went up to greet his hostess, 
and Lord Hatherley made the intro 
ductions in his pleasant and genial 
way; and the new earl found himself 
plunged into the ordeal.

He drew a long breath of relief af
ter a moment or two; for he found 
that the ordeal was not so terrible as 
he had expected. They all seemed 
ready to be friendly; and Lady Mary 
herself, though grave and cold, was 
gentle in her reserve, as became the 
daughter of the house and hostess.

He was relieved of the intense part 
of the strain, but he was extremely 
careful, contenting himself with 
speaking little, and almost limiting 
himself to answering the usual ques
tions ; and his apparently modest de
meanour made a favourable impres
sion.

“He is really quite good-looking,” 
remarked the dowager duchess as he 
left her side. “But then he is a Rat
ion, you see! I wonder whether 
there ever was a family in which the 
members were all so favoured in the 
matter of looks? This young man 
reminds me of his uncle, the last earl 
—poor fellow!”

Ralph was nearly the last to ar
rive, but just before the dinner hour 
a- young man entered whom the but
ler announced as Mr. Edward Bryan. 
He was a handsome young fellow, 
with bright eyes and fair, crisp hair, 
which, though it was cut to the usual 
shortness, broke in small waves on 
his forehead and temple. His eyes 
were not only bright, but extremely 
pleasant ones, and they wandered 
over the brilliant company in an 
eager search. Presently they rested 
on Lady Mary, and with a smile 
which made his face good to look up
on, he made straight for her as if 
there were no one else in the room.

“How do you do, Lady Mary?” he 
said in a clear, eager voice. She was 
talking to Lady Bryan and one or two 
other ladies, and she started at the 
sound of his voice, and regarded him 
with a mixture of pleasure and sur
prise, as if she were rather startled. 

“Edward!” she exclaimed ; then she
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she could forgive 
this frank, bright-eyed young man 
for coming uninvited, but she found it 
hard to forgive herself for the terri
ble blunder of calling him by his 
Christian name.

As if he understood her embarrass
ment, he turned to greet those near 
him; and presently Lord Hat! 
caught him by the shoulder, 
said:

you don’t know
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Edward swung round in his alert 
fashion, the graceful and easy facility 
of the man whose every muscle had 
been well trained, and he and the 
earl faced each other. The bright 
eyes scanned Ralph’s face for an in
stant, as if their owner

Lord
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ready
and willing to make friends; but 
something in the dark, almost black 
eyes of Ralph, the earl, quelled the 
amiable inclination ; and, with a cer
tain restraint, which pained him, he 
held out his hand, and said:

“I was told I should meet Lord 
Ratton here, sir; I am very glad.”
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“Well, it 

At any 
He may

have lived like a common labourer, 
but he has also lived like a gentle
man, I’m sure. Don’t you think so” 

“Yes, certainly,” assented Ralph, 
hastily, and with a spasm of hate for 
the outspoken great lady, who turn
ed away from him and addressed her 
neighbour on her left.

All through the dinner Edward 
Bryan 'fcÿlked and laughed with the 
ease of the well-bred youth who is at 
home with his company, and Ralph 
watched him with envy and the un
willing admiration which cometh be
fore hate. He himself spoke but little 
until the ladies had gone; then a 
couple of glasses of the Hatherley 
port and some encouragement from

Capt. of Sailing Vessel
Orlando V. WottenGgrdiner G., Rocky Lane

friend of Lord Hatherley,” said 
Ralph.

Both men spoke pleasantly, but the 
contrast between their voices was re
markable. Edward Bryan’s was clear 
and frank, and naturally melodious : 
Ralp, the earl's, was artificial, and 
marred by that peculiar tone whicli 
belongs to the voice of the self-con
scious man who is always keeping a 
watch upon himself, always on guard.

While the two
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young men were 
looking at each other with that 
strange premonition of dislike which 
is as inexplicable as it is instinctive, 
the butler announced dinner.

The young duke took Mary in, but 
Ralph found himself near her; and 
though he knew that he should de
vote himself to the,lady beside him, 
he watched Lady Mary out of the cor
ners of his eyes

MA55ATTA
A NEW 

AND
TOTALLY

DIFFERENT
and he noticed that 

\ subtle change had come over her. 
Hitherto, he had only seen her re
served—always gentle and ' sweet— 
>ut certainly reserved and rather 
cold, at any rate, towards himself;
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lamb, Botter.“Look herfe: 1 come over, to-morrow 
to the Court—our place, you know— 
and try a gee we’ve got there, will 
you?” said Edward Bryan, in the 
friendliest way. “My governor goes 
in for breeding, you know, and we’ve
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