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CHAPTER V.
A WOMANS WILL.

The 'W-.mn. as Miss Rebecca Good-
man’s estate was called, mthctlrst
on'the list.

The sguire’ had not seen Rebecca
gince Hugh's departure. He had felt
too sore as yet to look upon the wo-
man who had unintentionally caused
the separation; but he was now glad
of the excuse for calling on her.

Miss Rebecca Goodman, who was,
with all the rest of the people of the
place, rather afraid of the squire, ro-
ceived them rather uneasily. She was
a pale, slight little woman, with
timid, frightened eyes and & manner
at once conciliating and gentle—a
good little being, but not the woman
$0 win the heart of such a man as
$ugh.

“So this is Miss Grace?” she said,
Jtooping to kiss that young lady, who
Pok the caress rather frigidly aad
3tared about her with her dark eyes
§n a curious manner. 7

“Yu, Rebecca,” said the 'qnire.'

with something like & smothered sigh,
*ghis is my niece” Then turning to
/Gnoo, who ‘'was now scrutinizing the
"‘pale face before her with unblushing
minuteness: ““This lady is a great
friend of mind. You must love her.”

*“Perhaps she won't love me,” sald |
\are rare fine ones.”

Grace, rather pertinently.

“Qh, yes, I will, my dear!” said |

Miss Rebecca, very much startled,
and taking her hand. “We shall be
wery great friends, squire, I have no
doubt™

“Hermn ™ s41@ the squire, in his short
way, feeling rather doubtful for his
part of any -one being able to stand
Grace except himself.

“How is the gout?” asked Rebecca.

*Pretty well, I thank you,” said the
squire—his usual answer. “I hope
your cold is better?™

“Thank you, yes,” replied Miss Re-
becca—her usnal answer, also.

*Well,” said the squire, after a lit-
tle more small talk of a very brokoen
sort, for both were thinking of the
forbidden topic, “we must be going.

Grace.”
Grace had taken up her posi-

‘tion at the table and, without lifting

her eyes from a large book of {llu-
strated travels, refused to go.

“] don't want to go, Uncle Harry,”
she said, quietly., “I'd rather stay
here.”

The squire sighed. He didn’t want
to fight the usual battle before Re-
becca. .

“But you don’t know whether the
1ady will have you,” he said.

Grace looked up into the timid face
of Rebecca and mmred conndent-
Iy:

“Oh, yes, she will, Uncle Harry!
Won't you? $

“Yes, my dear,” said Miss Rebecca.
“Let her stay the day with me, squire.”

“But I wanted to take her to the
Branston’s, and her ladyship’s.”

“] won't go,” sald Grace, in paren-
thesis.

“Take her to-morrow,” saild Re-
becca; and the squire, very much put
out, trudged away without her.
~ When he had gone Miss Rebecca
walked up to Grace and, patting her
armin a feeble, timid sort of way that
the young girl quite appreciated,
said:

“Well, my dear, do you like plc-
tures?” :

“Some of 'em,” said Grace. “These

Miss Rebecca was shocked.
“You—you shouldn’t say that,” she

- said.

“What? asked Grace, looking up

‘with a frown of astonishment.

Miss Rebecca, who had not seen her
face to so much advantage before,

:stopped in her intended reproof and

looked away with a sigh. The dark
frown was too much like Hugh's for
the poor thing’s equanimity,

»What's the matter?™ said Grace,
upon whom nothing, not the most
fleeting expression, was_loat. “What
did you sigh for? Did I say anything
wicked? Because I always am—so
Mr. Dewlop says.”

“Who is Mr. Dewlop? asked Re-
becca, avoiding her question.

“He'’s the tutor. He's gone now. I'm
glad of it. I hated him.

“Hush!” said Rebecca, “You mustn't
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nodding her head decidedly. “It ain't
wicked if you can't help it. I hate

onrybnd] a'most.”
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‘erable ‘you would bel™ & &

- "So they do!” eald Grace ‘Mr.
Dewlop hated me—I'm sure he did—
the folks down where we lived hated

Lucas—well, she'll hate me in time.

Oh, everybody hates me!”
“What, the squire?™ asked no-

ancle does ndht.m and I don’t
hate you.”

“Don’t you?” said Grace. “Well, I
like you for that—" :

“Oh, you don’t hate me? said Re-
becea, smiling, but so: sadly = and
mournfully that Graoce, turning from
her beloved picture-book, kissed her,
and then, with a frown, said:

*“What makes you look so sad? Has
your mother died?” :

*“Yes,” said Rebecca, ﬂuh!n: “but
long, long ago.”

“And your father?™ asked Grace,
drawing a little closer.

“Yes, he i dead,” sald Rebecca,
quietly.

“My father and mother are dead,
too,” said Grace, dropping her eyes
thoughtfully and drawing nearer to
Rebecca. “Haven't you any, brothers
and sisters?”

“No,” said Rebecca.

“Are you all alone .in  this  big
house?” asked Grace, opening her
eyes, ;

“Yes,” said Rebecca, who had never
felt her Joneliness so much as-at this
moment. j

“Ah,” said Grace, “you must be dull
at times; but you've got séme ‘nice
picture-books!™ and, evidently think-
ing that they went far to compensate,
turned to the book again.

Rebecca rose and going to a ‘large
cabinet took from it a pile of books.

“Here,” sald she, “are some more.
You may have them all if you like.”

Grace pounced upon them eagerly,
but turned away -after a slight ex-
amination with an air of contempt.

“They're all rubbish,” she said;
“there ain’t a;travel book among ‘em.
I like travels and advemtures, fights
and hunting. Oh,” she continuned, “I'd

tries in this book”—striking the book
with her_little, clinched first and lift-
ing her head eagerly—“I'd give the
world to see a lion and a tiger and an
elephant! Wouldn't you? But I never
shall®—before Rebecca could reply—
“I never shall. Only boys and Wen go
to them out-of-the-way  places.. No
girls do. T hate girls! T'd lke to be
a boy. Oh, I'd like t6 be a boy!”

Miss Rebecca looked more shocked
than ever.

“My dear—my dear!” she exclaim-
‘.

“But I should! I should,” repeated
Crace, stathping her feet and raising
her flashing. eyes undauntedly. “I'd
give everything to l‘e & man“and to do
as I like. I'd leave the Dale and take
ship for foreign places. I'd work my
heart out to fight a lion and build . a
house in the forest; I'd like to lve,
like Robinson Crnsoe.‘ on au .isiand
all by myself, and fight the savages
and—and=—oh, I wish ‘I was.-a bo¥!
Boys, can do gverything. ‘Girls can. do
nothing, Don’t you. wish you.was a
-boy, i:p’un?"’ ! !

Rebecca shook her head.:

“No, my dear,” she said; “they have.
their troubles as well as women,” and
she thought of the poor outcast wen-
dering she knew. not where, . The re-
ply was beyond Grace, and she return-
ed to her book, Rebecca sitting beside.
her and answering to the best of her
ability the torrent™of questions that
Grace poured out upon her. ‘

Presently .the book was exhausted,

-

{and Grace looked round for further

‘amusement.
Lnobooq.mponﬂubm book,
rose and: went to the piano.
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“But 1 cant hplp it™ said Grace,}
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me, and they called me tomboy. Mre.|:

becca, gently. “Think, Grace; your| .

give anything to see all the fine coun- \

Grace, resting her elbows 'upon the

face.

Rebecca was fond of music and
played well.

“Go on,” sald Grace, ﬁnpentlvely,
as, after playing one of Mozart's son-
atas, Rebecca paused. :

Smiling at the tone of the request,
she opened a collection of simple
ballads and sang one—a pathetic old
thing that had been a favorite of
Hugh’s, who could always be got to
listen to it when other things failed
to charm,

Rebecca, who had not a powerful or
particularly -good voice, sang well
enough’ to enrapture this uncultivated
specimen of humanity. .

When she had finished, Grace re-
mafned silent for & moment, then
burst into tears.

This' unexpected turn dismayed
simple-minded Rebecca.

"“Oh, my dear!” she commenced,
rising and drawing the child toward
her; but Grace did not like to be piti-
ed and stamped. her feet.

' “Go on!” she cried, drying her tears
and. frowning. “I'm not crying. Why
don’t you go on? I like it, I like it.”

Rebecca, as much afraid of her pas-
sion as her tears, turned over the
book and, thinking to please the'sing-
ular. girl, handed it to her, saying:

piano, leaned her head upon her hands | |
and fixed her eyes upon the lady’s pale |

“Thgre, my dear, choose a song for| .

Pattern 3153 is here portrayed. It
is cut in 6 Sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and
44 inches bust measure. Size 38 will
require 6% yards of 44 inch material.
The width of the skirt at lower edge,
with plaits extended, is 2% yards.
This model shows a new basque waist
with vest portions. It is suited ta
mature as well as slender figures, and
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21 pairs BLACK DoNGOLA dﬁoans Mili-
ta.ry Heel; sizes 3 ;Pdce $6.50
e $6.00

TAN KID OXFORDS, Military Heel ; sizes
se s as ee ce se Wige am .i-.Pﬂce $6.00

: .22 )li!s DARK BROWN, Military “Heel; sizes
' 6%.....................Pncessso

our stock

P uﬁs VZEITE CANVAS SHOES, French Heel;

SRS e .. ... .Price 5360

13 Eha WHITE CANVAS SHOES, Medium
sizes8to7... .. 4 .. .. .. ..Price $3.80
WHITE CANVAS snons Rubber Sole

,-,u .andneel sizes 8t0 6%. .. .. .. .. ..Price $2.25

¥ '88 “pairs WHITE CANVAS BOOTS, Leather Sole,
French Heel; sizes 214 t0 6. .. .. .. ..Price $4.00

87 pairs WHITE CANVAS BOOTS, Rubber Sole
and‘Heel;size 6. .. .. .. s¢ «v ve .. ..Price $3.40

SPECIAL :

* 50 pairs MEN’S GUN METAL LACED BOOTS,
¢ oniwe Y. L iiaeiiEL .. ..Pnce$330

Also -some LADIES’, MISSES’ and CHILDREN’
BOOTSof fine quality. 5
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appropriate for silk, cloth and wash

fabrics.
A pattern of this illustration ma.il

ed to any address on receipt of 16c.
in silver or stamps.

A PRACTICAL APRON DRESS.

yourself.”
Grace, though she knew not a note

Presently she stopped and uttered
an exclamation, pointing to the nime
“Hugh Darrell” written on the top of

given to Rebecca, and, as an addition-

it.

Now, as Grace pointed to ft, Re-|
becca turned rather pale and tremb-
led.

“Who's that? asked Gnce. "Huzh
Darrell—that must be Uncle Harry's
son. It is, isn't 1t .

“Yes,” said Rebecca. %

“Did you know: hlm’" asked Grace.

“Yds,” again_ repued Rebeces,
striking the koys wtth trembling
hands.

“What was he like?” asked: Grace
“How old was he? Was he good-look-
ing, strong.'and brave, as a man oixxht
to be?

" “Yes,” #aid poor Rebecca. “He was
the handsomest man—boy—in Dale,
the bravest and best in Engfand.”

“And he died,” said Gye. thought-
fully. “Everybody seems’to  die that I
h‘-

*'But." gald Rebecca, lurtled out of
her tears, “you never saw him.”

“No,” said Grace, “course not; but
I like him, though. How long sgo did
he die?” '

“Oh, long, long ago!” said Rebecca;
‘and fearful, lest any other queition
should break the Back of her endar-
ance, she rose hastily, and taking
Grace's hand, said: :

*“Come, my dear, come, and let me
show you the W;x:rpn.

of music, took the volume  gravely
| and commenced reading the titles.

|
one of the soygs. It was one he had !

al favor, had written his name acress

|

Pattern 8137 “was used to develop |
this convenient garment. It is cut in|
| 4 Sizes: Small, 32-34; Medium, 36-38;
Large, 40-42; Extra Large, 44-46 "n-
ches bust measure. For a Medium size
4% yards of 36 inch material will be
| required. As here pictured, blue]
chambrey ‘was employed with stripad |
{ blue and white gingham for the trim-
m1n¢ Linen, khaki, alpaca, voile, repp
tmd poplin, also percale and h.wn m
snitable for this style.
A pattern of this illustration” mail-

ed to any address on receipt of 15c.
in silver or stamps.
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NOTE:—Owing to the continual ad-
vance in price of paper, wages, otc.,|
we are compelled to advance the prlco
of patterns to 15¢c. each. :
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RE-BUILT
Piano Case Organs

(Six Octaves.)
BY FAMOUS MAKERS.

We have in stock a number - of ‘Rebuilt Organs,
piano case, six.ctave, by Belk Doherty, Thomas, ew.
which we are offering at the same price practically
as five octave parlour"organs. Every instrument guar-
anteed.

Owing to its limited scale the five octave organ i
only suitable for-sacred musie. The advantage of t‘ 3
six octave instrument is apparent since its larger scale
will accommodate any piano selection, while the finish
style and tone of these instruments should appeal to
everyone. .

Rebnilt Piano Case Organs .. .. .. .. ..$150 to $175
Rebuilt High Top, 5 Octaves .. .. .. .. .. .. ..$100
Rebuilt Low Top, 5 Octaves .. .. ..$85

Musncnans’ Supply Co.

(Royal Stores Furniture)
DUCKWORTH STREET.
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