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. Justly Ineensed at Willie's
plicity, for that young man had Spoi-
en glightingly of Mass Bostail’'s at-
tractions, Otto and Clifford dete
©d upon tracking ithe traitor
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This they did on a sunny afternoon,
When the straight road over the re-
clalmed marsh between Stroan 1
=hingle End was thick in
dust,

They knew the colonel’s house from
the outside, having passed it on many
a walk from Stroan to
the next town. It was about &alf a
mile beyond the ‘“Blue Lion,” a pic-
iuresque roadside inn, which was the
half-way house between Courtstairs
and Stroan, Very poor the colonel
was, as he took care to inform every-
Ibudy,' and very poverty-stricken his
dwelling looked to the observant eyes
©of the two young men, as they rang
the bell and waited g long time bet:
dora anyone answered it,

__Shingle ¥nd was a pretty, tumble-
_‘3"","’“‘ house, which stood at the angle
“f:med by two roads; it nad once
been white, but neglect and ha"ci
weather had made it g mottled grw
m'!.:lo cracked and dusky wz‘ndo;:%.
rickety shutters, and untrimmed trm;é
::m(é bushes combined to give the pl:i&)
:ncel'.eal‘) and unprosperous appear-
m'ne\hﬁnd the house was

Fith. a poultry-run  and
and Otto hadq seen, as th?}padi::la
Rhe colonel reading his paper u';d;-x; an.
epple tree, while the flutter of ;a. petti--
coat inm the background among the
Arees seemed to confirm their suspi-
clons,

““We’s unearthed the rascal!” smiled
Otto, as they at last heard f0<vtsff;ps
in the house, in answer to their sec-
ond ring.

But when the door was opened their
}{nnrts sank; for there stood before
fthem a woman of 40 at least, small,
lean, dowdy, precise of manner and
‘t‘le of speech, wearing a pair of gar-
dening gloves and a sun-bonnet, who
fooked at them in some surprise, and
esked them stifly what they wanted.

‘Otto, who was acute enough to per-
eive that this must be the colonel’s
daughter, apologized for
ther, and said they brought a letter for
Rheir friend Jordan, who they und

p ——

white

@ garden,

e e —

il
LURE /,

ALways

AFTER TZN YEARS SUFFERING

Two Box Cura
MiLvERTON, 223 JULY, 1885

r Gentlemen,—For the iast ten years I bad
been troubled with kidacy diseas . being
so bad at iutervals that I could wotlie in
bed at night nor stoop to the gronnd.

1 bad tried all the remadies I could find
without effect, but heard of Dodd’s Kid-

Pills and procured a box.

u{m moe$ Rappy to sey it for my own
gzke as well ae for others that I am per
Sestly cured after using four boxes.

AOHN RILEY.
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spending the afternoon with
They would not have in-
truded, but that th believed the let-
tor 1S very impor t, as it was

arked the envelope, “Please de-
liver immediately.”

And the plotter drew from his pocket
with gstentatious care, a missive which
he and-Clifford had prepared together,
and which, with great ingenuity, had
been made to look as if it had passed
through the post.

But Miss Bostal glanced at the let-
ter and shock h ead.

is no one wrth my father,”
“and I don’t know anyone of
but if you will come into
wing-room I will ask him.”
), not for the werld. We could
. VWe must have
lifford hur-
little wooden

We

on

whil
out by the
the road.
meantime,
ng heard

the

siake,

mto
the Col, Bos=-
had come
e from the
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apologies from Otto.
colonel—a withered-looking,grav=-
aced man cf about 65, in a threadbare
1 battered Panama hat—remember-
the name at once.
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he at once. “A little
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s home With me as far as
there he always turns
s himself from com-
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any f her.”
Oito looked perplexed at this infor-
2tion, but over Bostal’s thin,
pinched face there came a little pale
€inue.

Miss
Lion,” said she rather

no frequenter of ta-

Blue Lion,” sald Miss Bos-

father burst into
“The Iion
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P has a good
frequenters who are not
of other taverns,” said “Nell
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But the colonel smiled and shook his
head doubtfully.
*it's use speaking
said he with d
get told to m
And there’s

no

to a pret-
cision. “You
your own
no harm in

not spitefully, but
solicitude., “I
much intere

n that she’s a

with a
shouldn’t
her i A&
little
thoughtless.
hall have to advise her uncle
o send her back to school again.”
S won’t said the
“And if she would, old Claris wouldn’
part with her. We must rely on
effect of your sermons, Theodora.”
Father and daughter had carried on
this dialogue without including the
3

good

o0.”
o
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sitor in the conversation; so that Ot-
prided himself on being an
observer, had an opportunity
into the rooms on each side
» passage, as the doors were open,
thout moving from where he stood.
He was much struck with what he
saw—by the carpets worn so threadbare
that there was no trace of pattern to
seen on them; by ithe carefully
darned table covers, the worn-out fur-
niture. All was neatly kept and spot-
lessly clean—all showed a pinched pov-
erty which there was mno attempt to
hide,

yiio

be

He withdrew with more apologies as '

soon as the short discussion between
father and daughter was ended and re-
joined his friend outside.

“Well?” said Clifford, as Otto turned
towards Stroan in silence, “what kept
vou so long talking toe the severe-look-
ing lady?”

“T wesn’t talking, T was 1istening,”
answered Otto, ‘“and working out in

my mind a romance, of the kind that ;

is not showy enough for people to cara
to hear about.”

“What! Do you mean to say that
Jordan’s fallen in love with that ma-
ture and lean spinster?” asked Clif-
ford in astonishment.

“On, dear, mo. He’s fallen in love,
I've found that out; but it is with the
usual maid of the inn, nobody half so
interesting as Miss Bostal.”

. “Interesting!” s

' *Yes; I have an idea that the lean
gpinster is a heroine. Not the sort
of heroine one troubles oneself about,
cof course, Put while they talked about
a certain “Nell,” who is evidently the
object just mow of Jordan’s priceless
but transient affections, I looked into
their rooms,the poor little dining-room,
the bare, long drawing-room, and 1
saw such a2 history of pinched lives
and sordid struggiles as made me long
for pen and paper,

Clifford groaned.

“It doesn’t take much to make you
do that,” he grumhbled. “And I don’t
think your subject @& very interesting

course, you do mnot, It is

us, or common-place, or highiy-
col d ough for you,” etorted
Otte. “Bui to my mind there is some-
thing {infinitely pathetic in the tat-
tered old coat of this dignified
distinguishel-looking man, and in the
darns which the daughter must have
the brightness of her eyes over.”

not

do it in poetry, not prose,”
ford mockingly.

Otto would have retorted,
had ne reached the littie bridg
the River Fleet, and were wi
‘ew yards of the half-way hou

‘“This is the place where Jorcan
pends his afternoons,” said Otto, lead-

g the way to the iittle inn.

“Let’s have him out.” .

The Blue Lion Wwas & very unpre-
tending establishment; old, but with-
cut any pretension to historical or
archaeological interest, small, incon-
venient and weather-beaten. Standing

it did midway between
roan and democratie
the house of call for the carriers,
1iers and cattle drovers all the
vear round; while in the months of
July and August its little bar
thronged With the denizens of the
Mile End rcad, who take their pleas-
ure in brakes, with concertinas and
howls and discordant songs.

A few late visitors of this sort were
in the little bar when Clifford and
Otto entered, but there was no sign
of Jordan. Both the young men look-
ed with curiosity at the girl who was
serving behind the bar, a portly young
woman with a ready tongue, who in
her sturdy build and large coarse

said Clif-
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i the

and |

but they !

wvrr !4
ovaerl |

sleepy |
Courtstairs, it!

was {

hands, as well as in the weather-
beaten look of her eomplexion, be-
trayed that she was accustomed to
fill up her time, when wWork was slack
inside the bhouse, with outdoor labor
of the voughest kird. When the two
friends came out tuhey looked at each
other in disgust.

“She isn’t even young!’ cried Otto.
‘“Nearer thirty-five than twenty-five,
I'll swear!”

“And her voice! And her detestable
Kentish accent!” added Clifford. “And
those high cheek-bones, and that sort
of cut-off mose! It’s a type I loathe
-—the type of the common shrew.”

‘@ shouldn’t have thought it of Jor-
dan!” murmured Otto, in pity temp-
ered with indignation.

‘““But where is the ruffian himself?”
stopping short. “Do
you think we're on the wrong scent,
after all?”

“If it were anybody but Jordan I
should say yes,” said Otto, deliberate-
ly. “But his susceptibility is so col-
ossal that 1 see no reason to doubt
even this.”

Nevertheless he followed <Clifford,
when the latter turned back towards
the little bridge.

‘““There’s a cottage,” said the more
humane King, *“a little cottage by the
roadside. Let us see if we can discern
a petticoat in the neighborhocd of
that, _“’e may be doing the poor chap
an injustice after all.”

But before they reached the cottage
the attention of the two young men
was arrvested by the sound of a girl’s
voice on the ileft, just bhefore they
came to the bridge. It was a voice
so bright, so sweet, with such a sug-
gestion of bubbling laughter, in its
tones, that they both stopped short
and looked at each other with faces
full of remcize.

“That’'s Nell!”

“We havi
murmured Clitlcrd.

And with one accord they bent their
steps in the direction of the voice;
and after g tting over a wooden pal-

said Otto.

him a eruel wrong,”

ing by the rcadside, scattering a col- |

orny of fowis
making thei

on the other side, and
over the roughn
grass beside the er, where the boats
dra vh carried excur-
eionists to le, they
upon a wooden shed, and a
mell of pitch, and two hum
"The one was Jordan, coatless,
his straw hat tilted to the
his head, a tar-brush in one
a tin can in the other,
the
the cowshed with a new «coat of pitch.
But his two friends scarcely glanc-
ed at him; it was the other figure
that absorbed aill their powers of vis-
ion. A slender girl in a print frock,
with a white cotton blouse and an
enormous straw hat—this was the Nell
wvho wasted the time of half the young
men of Stroan, and who would have
wasted the time of half
men of London if they had only once
seen her. A beauty of pure Saxon
type she was, with the opaque white
skin which the sun does not scorch
or redden, with rose-pink cheeks, a
mouth, and big blue
young man
Her hair had turned since
from <flaxen to

were
strong

with
tack of

n

enzaged

that
his breath.
childhood

made »

or. There was about her an
refinement as well as modesty
could not fail to astonish a stranger
who found her in these strange cir-
She saw the new-comers

air

fortunate artist toiled on at his
glorious task.

Perhaps the girl had seen the three
young men together; perhaps it was
only feminine quickness of wits which
made her jump to a right conclusion.

“I think

in-

coming ithis way, Mr.

were

Poor Willie started back. stumbling
over the rough ground, and presented
a very red, moist face to their view.
But they took no notice of him. Step-
ping genially over the rough mounds,
looking beautifully cocl, and
and smert, and well-dressed
the besmirched and perspiring
they threw back their heads
closed their eyes, and proceed
criticise the work before t}
as much care and conscientiousnes:
as if it had been a painting on th
wells of the New Gallery.

“I say, old chap, it really Is
the best thing you've ever done!”
gan Otto, with kindly admiration.

“By Jove, Jordan, I never ti
you could paint before!” addec
ford. ‘“There’'s a broad touch

the same time, a nice feeling for ei-;
fect which shows an immense advance |

on your previous work. You seem,
so to speak, to have put all
strength into it.
credit, it really does, old chap.”
“Some mearning in it, too! And that's

fore.”

To the immense disgust of
pretty Nell was evidently much
a feeling of condescending
to her abject admirer made
to control her enjoyment, Clifford
in her blue eyes a
less keen that she
outward manifestation.

“It’s easy to chait,” grumbled Wil-
lie, hotly. “Perhaps you’d lLke
the work yourselves!”

“No, old chap,
that depth of color.” said Otto, calm-
1y surveying the artist’s heated, crim-
gon face.

saw

subdued its

“It wants a natural aptitude for that'!

sort of thing,” added Clifford.
‘“Well, you can take yours
if you have nothing better to
to find fault with what you
the piuck to do yourselves,”
lie, sharply.
“wWe're not finding ve are ex-
adrairation,” Ctto.
“And we are g re ory our
hand ourselves,” said Clifford, as,with
a sudden burst of energy, born of
wgire to linger in neighbo
Nell, he threw off his own coat
ggled for possession of

lves
do than
haven’t
said Wil-

sing

his
yod

and

the

the

h
But Willie resisted, and there was |

their both suffering
of the prize, when
s0 much singular loyalty in-

from

yon want some vent for it,”
a voice which was full

demure

uf Sug
nerriment,

pull up those boats.’
-d at two of

n the river
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which had
jury, as ti
bore witness.
Clifford set about the task with en-
thusiasm, a~=d, nect without difficult:
succeeded in ingmg the beats
on slimy ik

it was wa rk, and as
Conybeare inadic no offer to assi
it was a n m fore
aged, first aling he
¢f the boats with ld pail, end
tnen by turning them a little on one
side and emptyving them, to finish his
task. When he at last rais<d his head
with a great sigh of satisiaction, he
saw in the river below a weather-
beaten old punt, in which sat a young
fisherman of the realistic, not the op-
eratic kind, wearing a hard felt hat,
a stained jersey, and a huge pair of
sea-boots, who regarded him with an
air of mingled pity and contempt.
. “She ajways get moogs t0 do her

the
Gtto
him,
maii-
water out

1
h
e
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hand and |
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dirty work, she do!” he observed, with
a jerk of the head In the direction of
the fair Nell. “And the better dress-
ed they are the more she likes it. Oh,
she’s a rare 'un, she be!”

Now, it is not in human nature to
like to be classed among the “moogs”;
and Clifford, who could hardly flush
a deeper crimson than he had already
done with &is exe:idions, tried to &s-
sume an air of philosophic indiffer-
ence in vain.

“I'm afraid you’re not chivalrous,
my man,” said he, thrusting his arms
into hig coat, and feeling that he
would like a plunge into the river.

“I don’t care to pull the ’'eart out
of my body and get no thanks for it,”
rejoined the fisherman,

Clifford, in spite of his assumed sto-
icism, began to feel like a fool. He
looked towards the spot where Nell
had been standing beside the shed, and
saw that she, as well as his two
friends, had disappeared. The fisher-
man grinned, and stuck the end of an
old pipe in his mouth with an air of
satisfaction.

I wasn"t fashionable enough 'for
her, I wasn’t, an’ I thank my stars for
it; it’s saved my back many a good
load.”

Then Clifford felt satisfied that it
was plque at having his advances re-
jected which caused the young fisher-
ermman to be so contemptucus. So he
said without irritation:

“I should have thought no man
would mind doing a man’s work to
save a woman’s hands.”

The fisherman puffed away at his
dirty little pipe for a few moments in
silence.

“Them’s fine words,” said he at last.
“An’ maybe I'd say the same of some
women. But not for a little light-
fingered hussy like yon,” And he jerked
his head viciously in the direction of
the Blue Lion.

“Light-firgered!” exclaimed Clifford
with some indignation. “Do you know

i what you mean by that?”

“She’d just think I did! Why,you ask
the f{oiks about here what sort of
character the Blue Lion’s had since
yourg was about. Ask if it's a
honest to stay the night in if you've

on yer! Just you ask that, an’
put two and two together, like what I
do, an’ everybody does as knows what
the place was afore she came, an’
what it is now!”

Clifford shivered under the hot sun of
the September afternoon as he listen-
ed to this torrent of accusation, and
¥ by the passsion in the you fis
erman’s face that he was in earnest.
Bofore he could answer, Nell’s sweet
voice addressing himself startled him.

miss

CHAPTER II.

“I'm so much obliged to you—so very
much obliged to you.”

Clifford looked round, and saw pretty
Nell Claris standing beside the two
boats, which he had pulled up on the
bank by her direction.

‘“I'm afraid it must have given you
a great deal of trouble. OUne of them
was nearly full of water, I know.”

“Why, yes, it wasn’t too easy to get

! them up, because the bank slopes, and
But |

the earth is so slimy just there
I'm very glad to have been able to do
you the little gervice.”

“It wasn’t a little service—it was a
great one,” sald Nell, with a look
which he felt to be intoxicating.

At that moment he heard a sound

| like a short mocking laugh, and turn-

{ Ing,

flush, towards the
fisherman, with a

a sudden
he saw the

with
river,

towards
he felt

ing away slowly up-stream
Fleet Castle. Ciifford, though

a little uneasy, was glad the man had |

gone,

“Your friends have
Stroan,” said Nell
a little, on her side,

gone back to
who had blushed
when she heard

| the fisherman’s contemptuous laugh.

“Is that a hint for follow
thzir example?”

“Oh, no, indeed. My wuncle said,
when I teld him what you were doing
for us, that T was to ask you to come
in and have a cup of tea with us.
If you would condescend to accept the
and his

me to

niece!”
Nell smiled a 1little as she added
> words: and the manner in Which
uttered them showed so keen a
of social distinctions, that

was confirmed in his ‘belief
was ridiculously out of
in this wayside

she
Clifford
girl
r proper element
inn.

Fe followed her Into a tiny sitting-
at the back of the inn, where
a burly,
jovial man with a round, red, honest
face, who was evidently very fond cf
his niece, although every word each
uttered seemed to emphasize the
strange difference in manners and
speech which existed between them.

“Proud to know you, sir, said
when Clifford held out
hanrd. “Proud to know anybody
Nell thinks worth knowing. She’s
mighty particular is Nell. Lor’, what
woudn’t your friend Mr. Jordan there
have given for an invite to tea in here
like this! Eh, Nell?”

Neail blushed, and turned her uncle’'s
attention to his tea; while Clifford,
in some surprise, enjoyed the knowl-
edgze that he had cut Jordan out with-
cut even ‘'a struggle.

Nell herself explained this presently,
when her mncle had been called away

h

his
my

the two young people were left sit-
ting together, looking through the
open glass door into the garden be-
hind the inn.

“T'm afraid you will think I didn’t

{ treat your friend very well, after set-
off !

ting
for us,”
in ‘her
at ine

him to work to pitch that shed
she said, with a pretty blush
cheeks, as she loocked down
tablecloth, and thus enabled
to see that her long, curled
goiden-brown eyelashes were the prat-
tiest had ever seen.

“I'm afraid he will think so,”
Clifford, with affected solemnity. “I
think that myself, after such heavy
work as that, he did deserve a cup of
tea.”

Nell looked up in distress, her blue
eves brighter with excitement, and her
voice quite tremulous in its earnest-
ness.

‘Ah,

he

said

you don’t know!”
“T'm

she eaid,
not ungrateful, but I

| am in a very diffiecuit position, and I

have to be careful how I treat people.
Don’t you know yourself that a great
men, gentlemen, too—or they
call themselves so—think they have a

! right to treat a girl who lives at an

inn differently from other giris? Sure-
vou must know that?”
Clifford gr=w red, conscious that the
1 had penetrated a weak spot in
Willie’s socia! armor.
“Well, but—"
“Gh. vou needn’t say
rupted Nell
Now, T don’t
against your

‘but,”
“You know
want to say anything
friend; he is very mnice,
3 yd-natured, but—"

“You have to KkKeep him in order?”

inter-
it is true.

i said Cilifford.

“ves. T treat him as I treat a lot
of these young men who come out
from Stroan just to idle about the
place—as I treated you to begin with.”
And she gave him a pretty little shy
glance and smile, which set Clifford’s
heart beating faster. “I set them all
to work. It 4oes them mo harm, and
it does my uncie a great deal of good.
Since I have been here,” and she rais-
ed her head triumphantly, ‘““he’s been
able to do without = man to look after
things.”

i and put
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10ught to do?

The First of these Monthly Competitions will commence Janusry 1st, 1897,

$1625

As Fellows:

10 First Prizss, $100 Stearas’ Eicyole, . . $ 1,000

258scond “ $25Gold Wateh . . . .
Bicycles and Watches given each month . .

Total given during year 1897, $19,300

HOW TO OBTAIN THEM.

Competitors (o save ns many “Suniight”
Roap Wrappers as they ean collect. Cutoil

will be continued each month during 1897,
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sCAP.” These (ealled “Cou-

SEND THIS TOP vomox!

The 2 competiters who send in thelars
gest numbers of coupoas from the
aistrict in whick they reside, will eacit
receive,at winner's option, 2 lady’s or gent's
| Stearns' Bicyele, valuesie,

' " The 5 competitors who send in the po=t
S jargest numbers of coupons from

the':ﬁsznt: in whichthey reside, willench
receive, at winner's option, a lady's or
gent's Gold Waich, value $25.

2, The competitions will close the las$
day of each monuth during 18y7. Coupons

pous’) are 10 be scai enclosed S
with ashect ofpaper on whieb |y

the eompaetitop has writien his

or hori .l name andaddress,

and the numnber of Coupous i o
sent in, posiage paid, to Blessrs. Ko
Lever ros., Lte., 23 Scott 8t., [
Toronio, inarked on the Pes- W
tal wrappev (top lofi-hand

cornery, with the SUMBER of the DISe
&'E: T Compeiiior Hives in.

Ho.0F || @ NAJE OF BISTRICT
BISTRIOT| | 10, consistine of Counts
YISTIUE I WY estern ntnrio, consisting of Counties

1 ‘ York, Simcoe & all Counties W, and S. of these
e |East'n Ontario, consisting of Counties On-
2 ' 1ario, Muskoka & alt Counties E. & N. of these
!l'rm ince of Quebee

o
<
& |Province of New Brunswie

|
| ew £ :
,l PProvince 9f Nova Seotinand Prinee

5 ) Edward Island

received 0o lato for one mionth's coinpe-
tition will be put into the next,

3. Competitors who obtain wrappers from unsold seap
in dealer’s stock will be disqualified. Employees of Mesars.
Lever Brothers, Lid., and their fainilies, are detarred from
competing. b

4, A printed 1ist of winnera in competitor’s district will
ba forwardad to competitors 21 days after each competitien
closes.

5. Messrs, Lever Prothers, Ltd., will endeavor to award
the prizes fairly ¥» tho best of their nb\htyandjudrmm&
but it is undersiood tlat all COmpete agree to 2w uog)
tho award of Moessrs, Lever Brothers, Ltd,, as tinsl, @

LEVER BRES., Ld., 23 Scott St., Toronto

873 The Bicycles are the cclebrated Stearns’, mapufd by E. C. Ptearns & Co.,

Syracuse, N.Y., & Toronto, Ont. Each wheel is guarantoed by the makers and bas complete attachments
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:nvsn:ums SAY IT IS THE BEOT

Mothers,
gur children

A’z weak lungs

Clifford couid not help laughing.
“Why, you're a Mascotte; you bring
luck wherever » said he,

“Indeed, 1 hink that I have
brought it to Uncle George,” said the
girl. *“I may tell you—for everybody
knows it—that just before I came
back to him he was on the verge of
bankruptcy. And now,” and she shot
Clifford a glance of triumph, *‘he has
bought another piece of land, and two
more cows, and enlarged the stables,
money in the bank besides.
‘What do you think of that?” J

“Why, I think ne’s a very lucky
man to have such a niece,” said Clif-
ford, more charmed every moment by
the girl’s amusing mixture of shrewd-
ness and simplicity.

“It’s very nice for your uncle,”” he
added, after a long pause; “but is it—"
he hesitated, afraid of seeming im-

pertinent, “is it quite as pleasant for |

vou to live out here, so far
from—from——"

Civilization?”’

I mean,

asked Nell, smiling.
“There are some disadvantages, cer-
tainly. Of course, I know what you
really mean, and what you don’t like
to say. FPut when the choice lies be-
tween lving with my old uncle and
helping him, and going away to please
is there any doubt what I
Miss Theodora, who is
the best woman in the world, says
T ought to stay, I am right to stay.”

Clifford hesitated a moment before
answering.

“It seems to me that there is some-
body to be considered besides your
uncle. Now, this is a terrible life
for you. Jverything must jar upon
vou—the sights, the sounds, every de-
tail in the life of a place like this,
Oh, don’t tell me it is not so. Ot is
very amiable of you, of course, to
deny it, but I should not believe you.”

But Nell was smiling broadly, and
shaking her head with an alr of set-
tled conviction.

“It’s rather dreadful,” said she, *to
have to own that I don’t come up to
your estimate. But I don’t. I don’t
say there’s nothing in the life T would
have altered if T could. But then
there's something to be put up with
in every sort of life, isn’t there? If
yvou get fresh air, and the sea—I do
love the sea!— and old Uncle George
—I ought to have put him Afirst, by
the bhye, instead of last!'—Surely you
can be satisfied to do without a few
things you've been used to!”

“But the things you have to do
without are such {important ones!”’
sald Clifford, earnestly. “The com-
panionship of—of—"

He was golng to say ‘“‘people of edu-
cation and refinement,” but stopped
short, lest the girl should think he
was casting a slur on her uncle. She
understood his reticence, however, for
she threw at him a demure glance
of amusement,

“I know what you were going to
say!” cried she, merrily. “Only you
daren’t say it. And you’re quite right
not to dare. (However, I have the
companionship of—of—of > and she
gave a series of comprehensive nods.
‘““Miss Bostal is kind enough to treat
me as an equal—"

‘““‘As an equal! 8o T should think!*
retorted Clifford, indignantly. ‘“Now,
that’s what annoys me; that you
should . have to talk about any one’'s
kindness in treating you as an equal.
It’s preposterous! It seems to me that
the kindness is all on your side. You
bring a little youth and life and—and
—" He looked at her shyly, and
leaving his sentence wunfinished, be-
gan another: “I should think she must
look forward to your visits more eag-
erlv than you do to hers.”

Nell smiled at his indignant tone.

Oh, Miss Bostal would not be seen
coming here!” said she, promptiy.
“That would be quite a different thing.
Miss Bostal has had ancestors, you
know; and they are encumbrances
which vou into a very narrow
way of life indeed. No matter how
poocr you may be, you have always
to be thinking of them, and studying
what their feelings would be if they
knew you were doing things which
were mnot strictly correct. And you
kXnow it is not strictly correct to have
an innkeeper’s niece on your visiting-
list. Miss Bos'tal relaxes her rule so
far as to receive my calls, but she
doesn’t call back.”

“What nongense!” sald Clifford. “I
do think all these little middle-class
pretensions to a grand ancestry are
so absurd!”

“I'm more tolerant,” said Nell. *It’'s
only human nature to be proud of
something, isn’t it?”

**Well, I suppose s0.”

“Then it seems to me to show a fine
modesty to feel that there's nothing
to be proud of about yourself, and to
fall back instead upon the qua’ities
of your pedigree!”

“That’s a very good-natured way of
putting it,”’ =aid Clifford.

He was delighted beyond measure
to find that Nell's talk was as bright
as her face was pretty. And as she
geemed to be in no hurry to get rid of
him, he stayed on and on, chatting
and laughing with her, listening to
ther prattle about her uncle and his

force

|

goodness, and Miss Theodora and her
goodness, until the light of the sunset
began to fade in the sky.

\When he reluctantly rose to leave
he found that some heavy drops of
rain had begun to fall, and he allow-
ed himself to be persuaded by the land-
lord and his niece to wait until the
rain had cleared off. As, however,
instead of clearing, the weather gradu-
ally became worse, until the day ended
in a steady downpour which threaten-
ed to last for hours, Clifford asked
whether they could put him up for the
night, and being answered in the af-
firmative, decided to spend the night
at the inn,

The room they gave him was small,
but beautifully clean, and was at the
front of the house, with on outlook
over the marshes to the sea. Clifford,
when he retired to 1t late that night,
raised the blind end tried to peer
throught the mist of rain which blur-
red the view, He began to feel that
he wanted to spend hig life in this
spot, digging Nell’'s cabbages for her,
trimming the hedges of her garden,
watering her roses, doing anything, in
fact, so that he might be near her.

He was in love, more seriously, too,
than 'Willie had ever been, or than he
himself had ever been before. He
asked himself what sort of a spell it
was that this young girl had been
able so quickly to wecast upon him,
and he told himself that it was the
sweetness of her mnature, the purity
which shone from her young soul
through her blue eyes, which had en-
abled her to bewitch him as no mer,
beauty of face and person could ever
have done. He looked at his hand,
and saw again in imagination the lit-
tle soft fingers, smoother and fairer
than any girl’s he had ever touched,
which had lain for a moment in his
as she bade him good-night. He feit
again the satiny touch which thrilled
him when the little hand met his. He
sat sentimentally czressing his own
palm, intoxicated with his thoughts.

It was late before the dying candle
warned him to make haste to bed. As
he returned to the door to lock it, as
his custom was in a strange place, he
found that it had meither lock nor
bolt. 'And the words of the young
fisherman, his warning about the
character of the house, flashed with an
unpleasant chill through his mind.

The next moment he was ashamed
of having remembered them. Of course,
there was a possibility, then whisper-
ed his common-sense, that even the
house which sheltered a goddess might
also contain a man or a maid servant
who was a common thief; s0, as he had
a purse and a valuable watoch with
him, he tucked these possessions well
under the pillow and went to sleep
thinking of Nell.

He as awakened out of a eound
glumber by feeling #hat there was
someone in his room, He felt sure of
this, although for a few minutes, as
he lay with his eyes closed, he heard
nothing but the ticking of the watch
uander his pilow. After that he became
conecious that, in the darkness, there
was a shadowy eomething passing and
repassing his bed and the heavily-cur-
tained window, His firet impulse wat
to shout aloud and alarm the would-b
thief, as he could only suppose the in-
truder to be. The mext moment, how-
ever, he decided that he would wal
until the theft had been actuzally coms
mitted, and take the perpetrator red
handed.

He waited, holding his breath.

Sometimes the shadowy something
disappeared altogether for a few sec-
onds, but to reappear stealthily creep-
ing round the walls of the little room.
Only one thing he could make out
from the vague outline, which was all
he saw of the figure—the intruder was
a8 woman. He heard a sound which
he took to be the dropping of his
clothes when they had been ransack-
ed. 'Then, though he hardly saw it,

he felt that the figure was apprf)ac)ﬁng
the bed.

To be continued next Saturday.
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