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BetieraPeaéént
Than a Peer.

CHAPTER IIL

But Mrs. Brown, warned by the ab-
sent look on her lodger’s face that he
js not listening, stops short, removes
an imaginary speck of dust from the
sideboard, and makes good her exit,
fiilly convinced that her mysterious
lodger is a struggling artist, who has
come to Newton Regis in search. of
pupils.

Left to himself, the mysterious In-
dividual draws his chair nearer to the
fire, and relights his pipe, totally neg-
lecting the reeking muffins which Mrs.
Brown has provided, and, staring at
the glowing coals, smokes for some
time moodily; then he gets up, and,
Aragging a portfolio from a corner,

jens it, and slowly turns over a num-

ar of sketches. Presently he comes to

a rough, but masterly sketch of a wo-
man'® head. This he takes out, and,
‘ropping it on the table, looks fixedly
at it, his hands thrust into his pock-
ets.

1t is worth looking at, for it is the
portrait of a woman of rare beauty—

kace almost perfectly oval, with the

ne«d of eyes, apd the most golden of
lden hair.

He looks at it long and fixedly; than
he takes it up and slowly tears it
across, and tosses it onto the fire.

“So vanishes,” he mutters, watchiag
the fierce flames as they swallow up
the paper, “the dream and the hope
of a life. Let those prate of woman’s
love and woman’s nobleness who may,
my faith in them is as these ashes—
vanished. Whatever folly may beguile
and deceive me, that baneful will-o’-
the-wisp, woman's love, is powerless
hencéforth to lead me astray. From
this hour I stand impregnable and in-
vulnerable—I have done with you!”

And with a grim intensity he thrusts
the ashes of the exquisite portrait in-
to the depths of the consuming fire.

CHAPTER IV,
A GOOD SAMARITAN.

When Jeanne wakes next morning,
King Frost rules supreme over N2w-
ton Regis; the casement windows are
covered with a delicate filigree of rime,
the roads are like iron, and the old
chestnut tree, whose lzaves brush ner
windows in summer time, is covered
with white. The moment she is dress-
ed, Jeanne drags a bonnet-box from
the wardrobe, and disentombs her
skates, and view them with a vague
“‘hankfulness. For Jeanne spoke the
simple truth when she hinted at the

anger which attended small articles
at the Gate House. Mrs. Dostrell was
an.excellent woman, a genius at cook-
'eTy, and amiable to a fault; but, like
most geniuses when pushed, she was
fertile in resources, and the most in-
congruous articles were made to c¢o
duty in sudden shifts.

-So it continually came to pass that
the dinner napkins were used as dust-
ers, the hall chairs for impromptu !ad-
ders, portions of the best tea servicas
for jam-pots, and Hal's skates had
served to prop up the beer barrel. And
unconsidered trifles escaped
Aunt Dostreil. there¢ was Uncle Dos-
treil to seize upon them as materials
for-his cndiess experiments.

Fiven now, as Jeanue runs down the
stairs, there s u strong smell of fus-
ing acids, m'agling with the odor of
ihe bacon au2 sausages. and Uncle
Dosirell himself ¢merges from his
laboratory with pieces of cotton-wool
entangled in his buttons, and a shim-
mering of steel filings in his gray hair.
- {Uncle Dostrell’s experiments never
gct any further than experiments, nev-
ver produce anything more useful than
a sulphurous smoke, and, unfortunate-
ly, are attended, like most chemical
experiments, by atrocious smells.

“Well, Jeanne, my dear!” he says,
smiling through his dazed, preoccupiad
evos, “Got vour skates ready?—freez-
ing, 1 suppoce, Strange arrangement
of straps. 1've often wondered why
they couldn't invent something sim-
nler; if you'il let me have them aftor
nreakfact, T’ see if T can’t ix a spring
jnstead—";

.. But Jeanna ‘mads wary by experi-

if such

to his feet with a bark of grateful sat-
ence, clings to her skates tenaciously,
and laughs a “No, thank you, uncla!
I know! you’ll file them all away, and
dissolve them, as you did the brooch
you were going to regild.”

“Tut, tut!” says the old gentleman,
smiling. “You’ll never appreciate
science, Jeanne.”

“Not while it devours everything
that comes within its reach. But come
along, uncle, don’t go back, breakfast
is ready.. And oh, uncle, I want five
shillings for Hal's new skates.”

“Eh, certainly, my dear,” says the
old man, fumbling in his pockets
promptly, but he brings out nothing in
the shape of money, save a shilling
and a half-penny, reposing among bits
of quartz, and zinc, and copper, and
Jeanne, laughing at his rueful face,
drags him into the breakfast-room.

“Never mind, uncle. I'll get it out of
aunt. Wait; let me pick thesé pieces
of cotton off your coast—that's it; now
come on,” and the old man, keeping
passive in the hands of the young girl,
is led to his seat.

Aunt Dostrell {8 just as practical as
her brother is theoretical, and is al-
ready serving out the ham and eggs
with the air of a matron at the Found-
ling Hospital. She looks up sharply as
Jeanne enters.

“I was just going to send up to you,
Jeanne; I didn't expect to see you
down. Your boots, Jane tells me, are
wet through and through, and your
shawl saturated with melted snow.
Where did you go last mnight?—and
Hal’s boots are just the same.”

Jeanne looks confused for a moment.
Hal stares at his plate with an in-
cipient grin struggling on his €aco.
Jeanne has kept her mistake a pro-
found secret even from Hal, has strug-
gled to forget and wipe it from (he
tables of her own mind, but her heart
beats apprehensively. Can the stranger
have been mean enough to walk argund
and complain? The red flushes her
face, then she puts on a bold front.

“The boots will dry, aunt. We were
out in the snow yesterday afternoon.
And, aunt, Hal wants five shillings for
a pair of skates for the Park, you
know.” ’

“You can’t buy skates in Newton
Regis, Jeanne.”

“Hal can walk over to Mariy—"

“Hal will have to stay,in this morn-
ing if he is going out this afternoon,”
says Aunt Dostrell, with mild firm-
ness.

Hal looks the picture of despair, but
Jeanne—generous Jeanne, half-boy at
heart—comes to the rescue. ¢

“Then I'll walk over, aunt,” she
says, and Aunt Dostrell, vanquished
at all points, slowly and reluctantly
produces two half-crowns while Hal
riods gratefully ceross the table, and
indulges in a quite, inoffensive dance
on the tips of his tces.

Meals don’t ooccupy much time at
the Gate House. There is the remainder
of the pig to be manipulated by Aunt
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Dostrell, and Uncle John is all anxiety
to get back to his crucibles. Half-an
hour afterwards Jeanne is stepping
briskly down the streets, her lithe
figure clad in its serviceable blue
serge, one streak of crimson across
the skirt, her brown-gold hair rip-
pling in its tight coils under her close
little sealskin hat, her beautiful face
bright and frank, her heart beating
blithely under the influence of the
crisp, frosty air.

Jeanne can walk blithely, and look
frankly, for, as yet, she is ift “maiden
meditation fancy free.” With Jeanne
all is real as yet; she has not yet pass-
ed beyond -the portals of the graat
temple of love. Love is to Jeanne as
an unmeaning symbol of some deep
mystery, of the very nature of which
she is entirely ignorant. The library
at the Gate House is small, and is ab-
solutely deficient in works of imagina-
tion. Jeanne knows: the few readable
books by heart, but, although they
have taught her something of the nis-
tory of England, its language, and not
a little of chemistry, they have taught
her nothing of the divine passion, the
absorbing element of a woman's life.

Jeanne and love have not, as yat,
met, and the heart that beats so health-
ily and regularly within her bosom is
that of a child, strong and fearless,
true and noble, but a child’s still. The
greatest joy that Jeanne has yet 2x-
perienced is a fair wind in the sails of
the Nancy Bell, the blue sky above her,
and the rushing water beneath the
keel.

Jeanne is perfectly free from vanity.
That she is beautiful no one has as y=ot
told her, not ever Mr. Bell, who wor-
ships her, but who would as soon dare
to ‘beard his bishop as to breathe &
hint of his adoration to the frank, and
sometimes pitilessly candid Jeanne.
Poor Bell can only tremble in her pre-
sence, and lavisk nervous, admiring
and tender glances through his spec-
tacles. ¢

Newton Regis, generally, has naot
awakened to the fact that the girl who
came among them a little, wee thing,
is rapidly growing into a beautiful wo-
man, and now, as she passes down the
street, all who meet or see her gzive
her a smiling greeting, some pausing
on their way to look at- her supple
figure as it moves gracefully down the
lane,

There 1s one ironmonger in Marl‘y,
who unearths from his extremely vari-
ed stock a pair of skates, which, luck-
ily, are Hai's size, and with those on
her arm and sundry other small pur-
chases in her pocket. Jeanne turns to-

ladies who would venture a six miles’
walk to join a skating party; but
Jeanne’s pedestrian powers are con-
siderable, and Marly is half-way be-
hind her when, just at the entrance to
the wood through which runs the dir-
ect cut to Regis, she is brought to a
halt by the low whine of a dog.

Between Jeanne and the animal
creation is a sympathy vast and deep.
That she has not a dog of her own is
' owing to the fact that no animal’s lite
is worth a day’s purchase at the Gate
House, in conscquence of the multi-
farious poisons, liquid and solid, which
Uncle Jobn leaves about the house and
yaxd. Jeanne stops short and turns to
the hedge instantly, and, guided by a
lung geries of whines and suppressed
buwis, finds a small dog of the Man-
rchickter terrier breed lying in the frosty
i diteh by the wayside. At sight of Jean-
|ne's pitying face, he, as is b&ga] with
his Xind, fails over on his back, sticks
his tegs in the air and slqwly wags
his tail.

“Poor doggy!” says Jeanne, “what's
the matter?”

The terrier weepingly explains in
his own language, and Jeanne, who
possib!y understands him, quickly dis-
covers that he has a thorn in his foot.
Now a thorn in the foot is the one
thing that utterly crushes a dog. No
amount of licking will get rid of it,
and, indeed, only makes matters worse.
1 think it was a thorn which Androzles
extracted from the lion’s foot. Like
Androcles, Jeanne knows not fear. She
goes down on her knees, tears off her
gloves, and deftly removes the cause
of trouble, Master terrier watches. the
“operation with intense anxiety and in-
terest, and, on its conclusion, jumps

ward home. There are not many young:

IT IS HERE--

ture: the thorn is gone, but the pala
s left behind, and, with a wall, he
falls back, afd, holding up the leg, re-
gards it dolefully.

“Why, you can't Walk!” says. Jeali=
ne; “your poor foot’s so swollen, isn’t
it? Well, never mind; I must carry
you. Where do you live? Why, you are
one of the Park dogs.”

Master Terrier does not dény it, and
whines for Jeanfte to take him p,
which she is about to do, When-& man’s
voice, directly behind her, says:

“What' is the matter?” .

Jeanne starts—not so much at the
vnexpected sound of a human voiCe,
but because she recognizes it, and
turns hef head. !

Behind her, on the path, stands her
victim -of the preceding evening, Nis
six feet looking gigantic on the path
above, his dark eyes regarding her
with grave amusement.

Either he does not recognize her or
does not choose to exhibit such re-
cognition, and Jeanne, with a wild
hope of gettiftg rid 6f him, says, quiet-
ly:

“Nothing, thank you; at least, it's a
thorn in his foot.”

“Mind how you handle him, then,”
says the quiet voice. “Dogs in pain bite
sometimes.”

“No, they don't—never, scarcély,” re-
torts Jeanne, with quiet indignatien.
“I'm not afraid of him.”

“All right,” he says, coolly. "“But
hadn’t you better let me take the thorn
out?”

“Ive taken it out,” replied Jeanne,
“but he can’t walk.”

“Let him try,” say sthe stranger.

“He has, and he can't,” says Jeanfhe,
decisively. “His foot ts quite swollen,
poor fellow!”

The stranger jumps into the ditch,
and bends down.

“It is-swollen,” he says. “Didn’t you
discover it at once?”

“No,” says Jeanne. “It isn't my doi;
I found him here; he was crying. I am
going to carry him home.”

The stranger looks at her skates
and her muff, both lying on the path,
and with great alacrity, says:

“Allow me to do so; you are alrealy
loaded, and he is no light weight {or
you.”

“I can manage it,”” says Jeanne.

And she picks up the terrier and
reaches for her skates; but when she
has secured them, there is the muff,
and by the time she has got that, one
skate has fallen, the dog howls, and
the stranger nods, as if he knew how
it would be.

“I did not like to contradict you,”
he says, “but you see you can’t carry
him. Allow me.”

Jeanne hesitates for a moment; then,
with evident reluctance, motions to the
skates,

“The dog’s the heaviest,”
marks, quietly.

“I’ll carry him,” says Jeanne.

He bows, takes up the skates, and
gives her his hand up the ditch.

(To .be continued.)
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