¢ 200000000000 000 o1

i

1S

§rl-i‘|_ v
—

Every

CHAPTER XII.—Continued.

The Duchess and Lady Rose had
‘arrived at Dalmains for a short stay
~of a week. They had arrived in
the alternoon and been shown to their
- rooms where tea had been provided
for them, and it was a rested and
refreshed pair of ladies who entered
| the drawing room ten minutes before
- the dinner-bell.

All the men were assembled. They

bad two or three weeks members
of a bachelor establishment and
. were to ‘be pleased with
the ent of ladies. The Duchess
was wearing her grey moire and rose
- point, With her rubies, which had

constituted full war-paint for Mid-
bam dinners and dances longer than
_ le could remember. It was

ble that the moire mi

rencwed from time to time, byt
improbable since its fashion remain-
ed the same, and that dated itsed
for several years back. Lady Rose
who could say things to the Duchess
that no one else could, had once sug-
gested to her that she should have a
irock made in a newer fashion. ‘The
Duchess had responded in a flash of
humour. ‘‘It is the fashion of the
day before yesterday, those of the
day before that are dowdy, presently
“the fashion will have travelled the
circlé and my moire will be her last

¢ .n

riiowever, Lady Rose made up for
her aunt’s lack of smartness. A gen-
jus had devised for her that frock
of pink silk, not salmon, not faint
rose, but the true pink from which
her black head and eyes, her white
skin, and pink cheeks, and pink lips
rose radiantly, bewichingly fresh.
The frock was made in a round, boui-
fant, childish way, and her shoulders
were like a baby's. One had an
impulse to hug her as though she
were a baby or a cabbage rose.

The Duchess cast a glance over the
party of men as they were introduc-
ed to her and approved. After din-
ner there was a whist table on her
account. There was Bridge, there
was billiards to draw the golden
youth away from the whist-table.
Lady Rose was at the piano, the
centre of a group of admirers. With
a longing glance her way Captain
Denham volunteered for the whist-
table. \

In the cutting for partners he fell
to the Duchess. Their opponents
were Mr. Peter Bosanquet and Sir
Gerard Molyneux. The Duchess
was greedy about sixpences, and the
sixpenny points mounted up. Capt.
Denham made no mistakes, never
trumped his partner, led to her suits
with miraculous intuition; did not
seem to notice when she trumped
him; and congratulated her on play
which was the simple and unscientific

‘play of the parsonage and country
circles. _
The Duchess, who was obviously

pleased with him, drew Mr. Peter
aside afterwards to remark on Cap-
tain Denham’s excellent breeding,
wondered if he was one of the Ded-
hams of Dedham Chase—Sir Elpin-
stone Dedham, you know, who mar-
ried a daughter of the KEarl of Bray.

Mr. Peter thought not, shaking his
head in a mystified fashion; but
agreed with the Duchess that the
young man was pleasant and amiable.

“I shall ask him to Forest,’’ she
said with a look through her lorg-
nette at the fair head with its Tump-
ish pleasant honest face, surmounting
a well-built, admirably tailored fig-
ure, that was hovering in the back-
ground of the group at the piano
somewhat uneasily.

She returned to the matter of
“Captain Denham’' as soon as she
and her niece were alone—their rooms
opened out of each other, with a-tiny
room for their maid on the opposite
side of a little corridor, which was
entirely devoted to them, since the
only other door opening from it
was that of their bath-room.

‘“An extremely pleasant young man
that Captain Denham,’’ she said.

“Yes, Auntie?”’ .

“My dear, don't say, ‘Yes Auntie
with that note of interrogation at
the end. I daresay you think him
plain-looking. I think him much
more distinguished in looks than that
Mr. Levinge—who turned your music
for you, A pretlty man--I can't en-
dure a pretty man. I shall ask Cap-
tain Denham to Forest.”

“Oh, Auntie!” Lady Rose had an
air of being overwhelmed. She was
feeling that honor compelled her to
speak up and say that Captain Den-
ham was Captain Denham, the son of
the self-made man to whom her aunt
had once given such a chilling recep-
tion.,

But the Duchess snapped at her.

“]1 suppose I can choose my oWn
guests,’’ she said, t“and 1 have ta-
ken a fancy to this young man. He
knows how to treat a woman; and
the Duchess has nothing at all to do
with it.”’

Lady Rose went off meekly to bed,

to avoid the immediate confession
which her conmscience was urging her
to make. ' L ;
The Duchess liked  “‘Captain
With a

Dedham'’ better and better.
half fearful joy Lady Rose found her-
seli left to pair ofi with the young
soldier as much as she liked and the
other men would permit her. The
other men found out very soon that
Lady Rose and Captain Denham had
an interest in each other, and retired
gracefully lik¢ men and gentlemen.
“Oh, Percy, what am I to do?
panted l.ady Rose the third day.
“‘How am Y to tell her? Supposing
she carries me ofi? And since your
father is not to arrive till next week
there is so much time left us before
we must tell. A few days more, and
1 believe she will be so infatuated
rlth you that she will forgive us any-
hing. Let us put it off a few days

]w .n :
; Tﬁtugly honest face took on an in-
flexible look.

“You must confess at once, dearest,
or 1 shall. Every time I speak to
her I almost blurt it out. Only that

1 promised you to leave it to you to
"

do—
e Tt vae, e
1 I go think: "wﬁi;‘:“'
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t have

She imprinted a sudden kiss on his
unresponsive, gay tweed shoulder, and
ran away from bPim. She knew
where she would find her aunt. The
Duchess liked a sleep after lunch,
with a cup of tea to waken her about
four o’clock.

Lady Rose intercepted the maid on
the stairs with the tea and took the
tray from her hand. She went into
the darkened room with a beating
heart.

‘I have brought you your tea,
Auntie,” she said in a quaking voice;
“l”met Elizabeth on the s and

The Duchess sat up on her sofa.

‘“There, pull up the blinds, child.
Sit down and talk to me while |
drink my tea. Why how cold your
hand is! Are you not weil, child?”

Lady Rose suddenly burst inte
tears, and an incoherent confession at

same time.

““We have always been in love with
each other from the very nning,"’
she sobbed, ‘“but we have felt that
you never would consent, and I could
not bear to do anything underhand or
to distress you."

“H'm!"" said the Duchess. ‘“What

Orange-
come out of Tyrone,
andfather that was a black

“If it is like him they'll be,” she
said, “‘it’ll be asking for everything
with them all as one as if they had
no right to it at all. Let alone’’—
she put Alison's secret thought into
words—‘‘the master 'll be coming and
going as he wouldn't be if the house
were given to strangers.”

Alison was alone that afternoon.
She bad given Tessa to Mrs. Lang
for the day. Mrs. Lang was the
possessor of a baby daughter a month
old, who was a cause to her mother
of bewildering delight, and quick, re-
m ul fear lest Rollo, who had

everythin*, should feel himself
pushed out. essa was not blase
about babies, although there were a
good many up and down the ramifi-
cations of the Barnard family. To
see Tessa sitting with the little red
morsel of humanity upon her knees,
her eyes full of a light of quiet, con-
templative rapture, was to remember
some of the paintings of the most
innocent age of Italian art.

Alisen must see the results of Mrs.
Maguire's labours. The housekeeper
confessed that she couldn’t move but
what every joint in her creaked; ne-
vertheless,
martyr’'s delight in her sufferings.

house was still and bright in
the September afternoon, radiantly

about your young man gaini my
aflections under a false name? You
don't call that underhand—eh?"’

‘I made him promise to leave it 1o
me. He has been—most restive—un-
der the promise. I wanted—to post-
pone—till next week. But he would
not. He drove me—here—to you."

‘‘Hoity-toity!"" said the Duchess.
“Am I such a bogey as all that- to
the child I've reared as my own?

Very impertinent of the young man |

I call it.”

Lady Rose hung her head miserably.

“Perhaps we'd better leave, Aun-
tie,”” she said in a humbled voice.
‘““You see his father is coming rext
Tuesday and he adores his father. 1
couldn't bear that—that you should
not be civil to his dear old father
before him and—and — and {bose
friends of his."

““And pray why should I he uneivil,
hussy?’’ asked the Duchess, with an
amazing change of front. ‘Do you
think that I can’'t recognize honest
worth because it drops its h's? Oh,
yes, 1 remember 1 was rather ill-na-
tured. You see I didn't know at the
time what an excellent sort of son
he’'d produced, and 1 confess I had
other views for you."

She offered up the tribute of a sigh
to those other views, and went on.

“I don’t believe I shall ever be
able to call him anything but Ded-
ham. It is a pity people will
mouth names so. Now that I come
to think of it Sir Elphinstone's son
had a rather shady transaction about
cards to his credit or discredit. So
perl'n,aps Denham’'s a better name after
all.

Lady Rose lifted streaming eyes
in which a fearful hope began to
shine.

“You forgive us, Auntie? Is it

possible vou forgive us?”

“Oh, go and wash your face,’” said
the Duchess whimsically. ‘‘Don't
present yourself before your young
man looking such a thing of streaks.
Having asked him to Forest I can't
go back on my word, though I did
ask him as another person. I sup-
pose 1 must ask the father to join
us. My heart often smote me over
the look in his eyes that day.
see I didn't know bhe was pleading for
his son. Why didn't you trust my
love, my girl?"’

Lady Rose huried herseli as from
a catapult on the Duchess, and gath-
ered the dignified gray head to her
warm young cheek.

“There, there!" said the Duchess,
extricating hersell. “You forget
that vou're a young lady. You are
a very rowdy, impulsive little child,
and T thought you'd given up such
wavs. There, behave
Miss."’

All the time she looked immensely
gratified g A
to the discriminating a greater joy
than to receive it. It is a moment
in which we receive some of the pri-
vileges of God.

CHAPTER XIII.
One Week.

Kylinoe was being refurnished for
its new tenants. Amid its woods
and streams, blown over by the moun-
tain winds, it might have seemed to
one less diligent than Mrs. Maguire
that the house did not stand in need
of bi-annual cleanings. But Mrs. Ma-
guire, pertaps because she was in the

tion, and unlike them in being thor-
oughgoing, did not abate awit of her
house-keeping energy. The first fort-
night of May, the first fortmight of

September, the house was turned up- |

side down. It had been so in her
Ladyship's time, so il would be so in
Mrs Maguire's time.
gave up
Alison it 'would be time to order her
coffin.

Alison occasionally dropped in at
Kylinoe to see the ol@ housekeeper,
and bring her some news of the
master. She happened to call the
dav after the autumn cleaning was
finished, and found the good woman
exhausted but triumphant. Th~»
house was in its winter clothing .ol
portieres and heavy velvet curtains
and a darker chintz than that of big
green leaves on a white ground which
made Kvlinoe vernal during the sum-
mer season. g

“There's two of them hussies gone
to bed with the housemaid’s knee,"’
she said with grim pride, ‘‘but 1
shan't have England thrown in my
face.”

You |

yourself, |

To Alispense happiness is |

lni(rt of an easy-going Celtic popula-

When she |
her cleaning, shes assured

clean and spotless, all the old maho-
| gany sPining, every brass handle and
doorplate and fender polished to the
likeness of gold. 1t had a cheerful
air of being ready for occupation,
|and awaiting its occupants.

| ““After all,”’ said Alison, sitting
{down in the drawing-room, with the
{facets of the great chandelier glitter-
| ing above her head, “after all it is no
| worse than last year when Sir Ger-
ard was*away at the autumn in Am-
erica, and everything here was swath-
ed up in holland. And even after
Christmas, although he was in Ire-
land, he hardly ever could get back
here. I think indeed it may be much
better. We shall surely see just as
much of him.”

“If it was to be,’”’ said Mrs. Ma-
guire enigmatically, ‘‘that there was
a lady who would keep him at home
and turn his mind from that non-
sense about people who'll never give
him any thanks, it is on my bended
knees I'd go to  her, and ask her to
take the keys of everything, and or-
der me « here, there and everywhere,
that never was used to it, or push
me in a corner like a piece of old
useless lumber, or do with me
thing she liked, so long, mind you,
Miss Alison, as she was the lady for
{ him.”’
| “l am sure you would,” said Ali-
{son, answering the main proposition
lin the involved speech.

| She was remembering one day of |

llast January about three o'clock of
| the afternoon, that sad hour of hers
| when she had been sitting alone and
| somewhat disconsolate in the morn-

|

\

she seemed to take a9

dear old men would

n ted 2 w -

that any other than you would

the bill.” ’ .
“l was just thinking that it want-
ed & man,” said Alison, with fuank,
smiling eyes.

““Ah, you are the perfection of a
friend and a good comrade. Do you
know why I have come? I have a
tolerably arducus time before me. I
shall be kept pretty well to the grind-
stone till Christmas at least, and
then I shail have a lot of work to
do about the country. Carfax is an
admirable icllow—as gracious as he
is umuome. He wants to see for
h f without any parade. We
shall slip down to the West incognito
at Christmas. He is very thorough-

He will see all that is to be
seen. If real understanding can get
at the root of this Irish problem he
is bound to settle it. I do not know
when I can have a holiday again.
This one | mean to spend with you.”

_ Under her breath Alison sighed a

little sigh of delight.

“You will go really ueo?lto?" she
said. ‘“No police escorts?"’
‘‘Heaven forbid,” bPe _answered

“ t for the pleasure of |
nnm fine fellows , , . Tell me

you have been doing. How does the
little girl get along? Making com-
pan for you, eh?”

is delightful, like a dear,
submissive child. Almost too ready

to do one’s will ‘instead of her own.'

Always ready wren one needs her ;
il one is absorbed in other matters
uiet as a mouse in a cormer with
her books and papers. She is in the
seventh heaven because she had a
m published in The Virtuoso.

sent her three guineas for it.
Mrs. George Barnard called on me
the week alter to™mmpress on me the
greatness of the benefit* she had done

me in giving me Tessa. As thou

1 ncdes any assurapce!’’ -
Sir Gerard smiled a fine smile. He

had just the faint touch of cynicism

without  which his optimism would
Pave been too roseate.

‘‘Tessa is quite an impor{mt per- |

son to her family. They begin ' to
look upon her as my successor at
Castle Barnard—poor little Tessa!’’
Alison looked at Pim with brave
eyes. ‘‘Moreover a faculty for coin-
ing %lneas is a thing to be respect-
ed. y the way, I have been makin
acquaintance since I saw you wit
my cousin, Lord Downe.”
slightest, most imperceptible

shade fell over Sir Gerard’s face.

“Ah, you told me. The golden
youth."

‘“‘A plain, homespun, honest, pleas-
ant youth.”

“You liked him?
you told me so.”

““He was a golden interlude in mine
and Tessa's summer. He will come

I remember that

any- | again and you will meet him."

“I am not very much interested in
boys—unless you think of marrying
him, Alison.”

She blushed faintly.

‘“He was very agreeable, but I con-
fess my thoughts did not go as far
as that.”

‘‘Ah, well—let us gather roses while
we may. Some day you will be ta-
ken away from me; and I shall have
your sympathy no longer for all those

| ing-room at Castle Barnard, trying to Plans and hopes of mine."”
make up her mind to have Mavour-
neen saddled, and go out for a wet, Excellent woman, in that short space

solitary ride.

| Gerard had come in turning all
| discontent to pleasure.

Mrs. Maguire came in with the tea.

of time she had prepared a tea to

Then the door had opened and Sir please a hungry man,—sandwiches of
her  two or
And they |toast, thin brown bread and butter,

three kinds, hot buttered

'had sat and talked in the firelight, |honey and cream.

| with a gold and grey sky of storms |

“I shall have to restrain my appe- |

| outside the window, and she had giv- tite or 1 shall do your dinner no cre-

en him tea, and listened to his

as- dit,"" said the hungry mam, as he

| pirations and dreams, giving him the  drank cup after cup of tea while Ali-
| sympathy which he often said he had |son plied him with one delicacy after
from no other creature on earth but  another.

her.

{to he lifelessness.
inow, for instance!

|

He was the centre of Alison's pic- | fresh appetite,”’ she answered.
| tures, without which there was apt the way you are looking well.

“You will have to walk to create a
”BY
You

If he were here are fatter, and you have gained co-
The September | lor.

You looked thin and tired be-

| gold was pale and a little &hilly. The fore you went.”’
sun was on the otker side of the!

| house.
|ﬂowers were becoming ragged;
was a vellow leaf in the foliage

“The moors have browned me. 1
In the garden below the sun- |shall always be one of the lean kind.
there | It is my nature.”

to |

“You are too eager, and you take

ievery three of green. One began to |things too much to heart.”

' think of fires although the weather
| was yet warm, and to need the com-
fort of them.

Then suddenly—they had heard

ing-room lav on the garden-side

| the master of the house. His sensi-

tive face brightened as his eyes fell |

on Alison.

“Whv, what unheard-of good luck!"
he exclaimed, coming quickly with ex-
tended hands to her. *‘T was think-
ling of asking myself to dinner at Cas-
tle Barnard. Well, Mrs. Maguire,and
how are you?'' Mrs. Maguire was
curtseving and smiling. ‘“‘I've come
for a week before handing over the
house to those gentlemen. Can vou
have a bedroom ready for me to-
night?”’

“Is it me to be took unawares ?"’
said Mrs. Maguire, ‘‘especially when
'tis a matter of . the master! A
proud woman I am that the cleaning
was finished vesterday. You're wel-
come as flowers in May, sir. What
time for dinner, if vou please, sir?"

Sir Gerard'd dinner was apt to be
a movable feast.

Sir Gerard’s dinner was apt to be
Barnard,”’ said Alison, standing up
to go. Why, what had come to th-
room, to the d-v? How gold the
»stubble fields were over there on the
(distant mountain; and the patch of
fwild mustard—‘‘vrashogue,’”’ as the
| peaple call it,—a thing of beauty by
! the dull brown and purple of a se-
cond-crop clover field! The second
cron of roses was coming out. The
birds were singing their second crop
of song, serious and sweet, after the
silence of July and August.

I'll bring the master some tea,
miss, if you'll wait and pour it out
for him,"" said Mrs. Maguire, disap-
pearing with great quickness.

“Yes, do, Alison; and afterwards
1 ;hall ride with you to Castle Barn-
{ard."”

She subsided into the chair

ltom

It had been a relief to her as well { which she had risen, and taking the

as to Alison that the winter tenants
were to be no strangers, but the fa-
ther and uncle of Mr. Paul Bosanquet
whose kind, vivacious ways, his quick
thought

pleasant vouth, had made him a fav- |

orite with most of those with whom
ad come ih contact.

h""ll):g:'(to"t‘ell me he's English, Miss

Alison,” Mrs. Maguire had “once.

not kind; but there isn't a bend in

[ “oalt s e i,

P R L
are s }

.don't care much what

for others, his graceful and

“Far be it lrm me to say they're | highes

iman’s place
isured
| tion.

[ “It is so good to see vou here, Ali-

on the hearthrng, he
at her with great satisfac:

son. What a chance ! fornd you!
Do ven often come when I awm
Laway?”

“I occasionally wvav the excellent
Mrs. Maguire a visit,"” Alison said,
her eyes dancing. <he felt in the
t spirits since her (riend had
come. ‘T called this ufternoon to
see if she was quite exhansted after

! URg, d she insisted on

hovink me the resilt of her aburs

“I shall take nothing to heart for
the next week.'”” His voice had a
high, joyous ring in it. ‘I warn

no | you, Alison, that you will see me at
| commotion of arrival, as the draw-/all hours of the day.
of {be bored, you will cry out, but you
the house—the door opened to admit | will have to endure me.

Oh, you will

This week
is yours,” ;

“l shall say ‘Not at Home' to ev-
ervone else,”” said Alison, looking at
him, with tender pleasure. “‘You
shall come and go as you will.  You
will give up work altogether—for this
one weel?"”

“l1 am lying perdu. No one knows
where T am. I am going to drop all
my responsibilities for this one week,
I confess 1 am glad Lord Downe did
not stay for September—the best
menth of the year in Ireland. T want

to be up there among the heather. T/

want to smell the gorse in bloom. 1

want to follow the course of some of |

those mountain streams and find out
where they come from
vou suppose they are like,

the face of the rock, or under a group
of fern leaves. We shall fish for
mountain trout, and bring them home
to Castle Barnard, to be grilled for
dinner.”

“Whv, se you shall,” said Alisom,
with the eyes of a mother who lis-
tens to her boy. ‘‘Ii the weather

holds we shall have some famous pic- |

nics. The mountain is not bevond
scaling, and there is Jock, the Shet-
land, who is accustomed to carrying
panniers, We will take our lunch
with us, you and I and Tessa, and we
will find @ new, beautiful place to

eat it in every dav."”

“1f you think of it,"”’ he said grave-
lv, “a week is an immensely long
time to be happy in. 1T have never

had a week before in which to ex-

'plore this country of mv fathers.”

about
came

“You
nther
home.”

“But T seem to know it all in a
wav Other people’'s memories stir
in me as T walk about, and T re-

have been too busy
people ever since you

cornize scenes lone frrention Well
\lison, T am recdy \re Yo eoing

‘o ol with me? Yoo rode over.
“1f vou can get someone to take

Mavourneen, or give her hospitality
for the night."
“1 will get someone to take

{May T dine with vou as T am? 1

'have only a portmanteau with me,
and my wardrobe at this moment in- | to act

hl"'. a
Alison's

flat.” {

brlore— |
1 don’t mow

What do |
Alison? |
\ little gush, a trickle of water in|
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! the glades where the dappled deer‘
led were steeped in pale radiance.
Occasionally, for the summer had
been a dry ome, they came upon a
tree on which the golden leaves tink-
|led like so many little coins. The
chestnuts were already honey-colored.
The oaks began to turn to the

Late J. Young

ALEX. MILLARD

UNDERTAKER & EMBALMER
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bronze of their earliest leafage. |
| Now that the evening approached all |
| the birds were singing. Squirrels |
swung from the boughs; rabbits |
scampered madly at their approach.

“It is a sweet world, a sweet
world,” said Alison.

She had forgotten how it had
needed Sir Gerard's coming to take
the loneliness from all she looked
upen.,

(To be Continued.)

Just the thing that's wanted — A

| yet is so co nded that certain in- |
| gredients of it preserve their power
n the internal canals, so
as to clear them of excreta, the re-

, Was lc

tention of which cannot but be hurt- |

| MONUMENTS
.'.'.‘:L':."’&. best at low-
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The Melntosh Granite & Marble Co.
LIMITED, 1119 & 1121 YONGE ST,
(Terminal Yonge St Car Route,)
Telephone North 149 TORONTO

.Mmkey Brand Soap removes all stains,
rust, dirt or tarnish — but won't wash
clothes. o

THE MOTHER'S FRIEND

when nature’s supply fails, is Bor- :

den's Eagle Brand Condensed Milk.

her. ' pill that acts upon the stomach and ‘1t is a cow’s milk adapted to in-

fants, according to the highest scien-
tific methods. An infant fed on
Eagle Brand will show a steady gain
in weight.
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