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CHAPTER XXIII.

With flushed cheeks and flashing
eyves, Lucille had told Lady Farnle)
that she meant “to be gay” and at the
moment she uttered the words she
was, without knowing it, at the turn-
ing point of her life.

She set about being “gay” with 2
feverish éagermess that ‘alarmed Mrs.
Dalton and Lady Farnley,
made Marie Verner stare.

and even

The London season was just over,
and people were looking out for invi-
tations to visit country ihouses. and
Lucille determined to fill the Court.

“What is the use of having a great
barrack of a place if you keep it
empty all the year round?” she said
to Lady Farnley. “I will have a lot
of people—I mean to fill it. We shall
have dinner parties and picnics, and
—what else is there? she broke off
stopping short in her restless pacing
of the room.

It~was only a few days after Lady
Farnley's visit since her illness, and
Lucille was still pale and looked thin
and transparent, but there glittered
the feverish, hectic light in her eyes
which Lady Farnely had noticed, and
a touch of bright red shone on her
cheeks.

“There is the shooting,” said Lady
Farnley. “Thanks to Harry Herne,
you have a fine stock of game, I'm
told, dear. You could ask
down for lhg shooting.”
assented Laucille, her
restiess eyes closing for a second, as
she winced at the sound of Harry
Herne's name., “We'll have the hall
full of guns™ said Lucille, with 'a
short mirthless laugh. “What is the
use of having game if you den't shoot
them ™

some men

“Yes, yes,”

Invitations were sent out, and as
the Court woods were kmown to be
well preserved and filled with game,
and the mistress was the richest
ieiress in the country, the invitations
were accepted with alacrity.

“The Court will be filled from cel-
lar to garret,” said Marie, who was
half alarmed by the change in Lu-
cille. §

“Then put some of them in the hay
loft,” said Lacille.

“And the servants,” murmured Mrs.
_Dalton. “The present staff, though

sufficient for our wants, is scarcely
large enough——= ;

“Then hire others!™
cille. 3

So a chef from London and a dozen

retorted Lu-

extra footmen and maids were en-

gaged, and the ball was set rolling.
Lady Farnley had undertaken the

selection of the guests, and, still anx-
ious and uneasy, she acquitted herself

well.

There were & countess and her
daughter—no one ever saw the earl,
who was supposed to be always fish-
ing; one of Her Majesty's ministers
and his wife, a couple of professional
beauties, Lord and Lady Evelyn, from
the other end of the county; Lord
Claude Grandy, the popular guards-
man, who was supposed to be the
most deadly of all the lady-killers,
and who had broken more feminine
hearts than even Worth could mend;
the Baron Goldsmit, the great finan-
cier; two or three attaches, half a
dozen of the finest specimens of the
masher species, a score of young men
who came for the shooting and noth-
ing else, and many other persons who
were remarkable for nothing in par-
ticular, but whom, as Lady Farnley
said, it was absolutely necessary to
ask.

Lastly, there was the Marquis of
Merle. He was s0 near a neighbor
that it would not have appeared ne-
cessary to ask him to take up his
abode at the Court; but, strange to
say, the Hall happened  to require
some extensive repairs at this time,
and the marquis, being turned out of
his ewn house, it was, as Marie Ver-
ner said, only common charity to of-
fer him the shelter of the Court.

Day after day fresh guests arrived,
and the party at the Court became the
talk of the county. The simple vil-
lagers, who had never dreamed of
such things, collected in the roads to
see the gay cavalcade of riders and
carriages start for shooting and pic-
nics in the meorning, and clustéred
round the gates to stare at the gayly-
lit house, and listen to the music
which came floating out at night.

The guests were asked for a  fort-
night, and the fortnight was drawing
nearly to a close, when one evening
Lucille found herself alone on the
terrace. She had dressed more guiet-
Iy than usual, and had got down to
the drawing room before the rest
Lately it had seemed impossible for
her to remiain in a room unmless there
were other people preseat, and with
the restlessmess that had come upon
her since her iliness, she opened the
door and passed into the open air.

The evening was drawing in. but
there was still enough of the sunset
left to throw 2 warm glow upon the
marble pavement and light up her
marvelous beauty.

While she stood quite motionless,
looking vacantly before her, she heard
footsteps on the path beneath her.
For a moment shie paid no attention,
thinking that they were those of some
of the servants taking in the tenmis
rackets and balls; but m, a
strange voice rose to her ear, and she
bent forward and looked over.
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Wh.v havem brought me here?”
asked the old man, in a hollow, ex-
pressionless voice. “It's a long jour-
rey.”

_“I brought you here to look at the
house,” replied Mr. Sinclair, eying
him intently and with ill-concealed
eagerness. “To look at.the house--
Darracourt—you know?!”

“Yes, yes,” assented old Pollard; *f
remember, I remanier!"

Sinclair struck the ' gravel path
with his heel impatiently.

“But that’s just what you don’t do”
he retorted, irritably. “Your memory

seems going. You know I've asked
you to tell me all about the Darra-

at-home in' Eden Row, and you can't
remember! You say you've got all
the papers, but you can't remember
where you've put them. I've brought
you down here to see if a sight of the
place won't help you to recollect it.”

“Yes, yes,” said old Pallard, dream-
ifly. “This is the Court, is it? The
Court?’

court’s place,” said Mr. Sinelair,
slowly, as if he were trying to im-
press it upon him; “the place you and
I have talked about so much at home;
the plaece you've promised to tell me
about so often. Take a good look at
n"

“Yes, yes, I have,” said Mr. Pol-
lard, wearily. “I know all about it, I
know the whole story; but—but”—he
put his hand to his head and kept it
there for a moment—“but it's gone,
gone! My papers—"

r. Sinclair struck his stick against
the seat impatiently.

“Look here!” he said, half insinu-
atingly, half threateningly; “have
you been playing the fool with me?
Do you know anything that’'s worth
knowing, or don’t you? Are you a
regular old fraud, or is it only be-
cause you can't remember?”

The old man looked up at him with
an utterly blank face, upom which
there was not the slightest trace of
anger.

“I'am no fraud," he said, dully.

“What 1 said I knew, I know. There
is scarcely a house among them
whose secret’ history is not written on
this brain—" He stopped and his
hand wandered to his brow again.

Mr. Sinclair uttered an inyadent
grunt. :

“You did kmow, but yom've forgot
ten!” he said, angrily. “Well, its
well I didn’t come down on this cock-
and-bull story of yours alome. I've
got other business here. You sit here
and wait. - I want to see some one.
Do you understand? You are to wait
here.”

ded.
“I will wait,” he said, apathetically,

sionless.
Lucille had listened in a mechani-
cal, uninterested manner, and when

away she turned and, descending the

steps, went up to the stone seat upon
which the old man sat.

S0 ashem and utterly expressionless,
that she stood and looked at him for

mmmmtum-
ed his arm.
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“This is the Court, Miss Daml-1

The old man leaned back and nod- |

and his eyes grew vacant and expres-|

the younger of the two men walked |

a moment half frightened; then re-|:
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Mr. Sinelair.

are!” she murmured, leaning against
his arm and looking up at his black
'mustache as if she worshipped him.
“Why can you mot be patient, dear?”

“Patient!” he retorted, devouring
her with his eves. *“Haven't I been
patient? Haven't I done what you
told me and kept away; and haven't
I given up ‘writing to you because
you asked me to?”

“What a hiot, headstrong boy it is!”
she murmured, caressingly. “Why, 1
do believe he’d run away with me <nd
marry me by force—if I'd let him.
There,” and she stroked his face with

ber- cat-like Paw; “de patient for a

few months longer Sinclair, dear;

and then—well, I won't say what then
But you mustn't stay any longer; the
house is full of people—"

“lI "Ekmnow,” he said, moodily.
“Swelis, all of them; dangling at
your heels, I dare say. Oh, Marie,
how can you be 80 heartless?”

“Nonsense! they don't give a
thought- to & poor -eompanion. It is
Fthe great Miss Darracourt they pay
all the attentien to. But do go now,
dear; it is getting late, and you may
be seen.”

“I don't care if I am. There is only
one man T am afraid of,” he said, mo-
rosel¥, “a big -gamekeeper fellow.
He and me had a row the last time I
was here. I don't want to meet him.”

“Harry Herne,” quietly.
“He has gone for good. You needn’t
fear meeting him. But the place is
full of keepers and servants, and you
must go, dear.”

“Very well,” he assented, Kkissing
her, sullenly; then he seemed to re-
member his eompanion.

“I didn’t come alone,” he said.

“Not alone,” and her eyes flashed
angrily. "Do you mean to say that
you have told anyone that—that you
and I—"

“*“Are to be man and wife?
replied, doggedly, “I've not.”
“Who is it then?’ she demanded.

“Oh; only an old man,™ he answer-
ed, with an affected carelessness
that did not escape here.. “He lives
in the same house with me, and—and

she said,

No,” he

”»

She smiled up at him, eying him
keenly. :

“And you brought him for com-
panionship" That's just like you,
dar—nhnys so’thoughtful for oth-
e!'l. And now I must go; there is a
grelt dlnner party on to-might, and I
have ‘told them that T have a head-
fache, hut some of the servants might
see me. There.” and she suffered him
ito@eluh hh!rmsand press the
greasy mustache on  her lips—“Re-
member! Wait patiently a hitle
longer, and——" and, with a nod #nd
a smile, she disappeared.

(To be continued.)
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1066.—A PRACTICAL DESIGN.

Men’s and Boys’ Drawers. In Knee
or Ankle Length and with Strap or
Laced Back Closing.

Jeam, drill, muslin, tricot, linen,
cambric or flannell may be used for
this design. The Pattern is cut in 3
sizes: 12, 14 and 16 years for Boys—
and in 7 Sizes for Men—36, 38, 40, 42,
44, 46 and 48 inches waist measure.
It requires 3% yards of 27 inch ma-
terial for a 36 inch size, and 2 5-8
yards of 27 inch material for a 14
year size.

A Pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10c in
silver or stamps.

1055.—A NEW
STYLE — LADIES
DRAWERS.

AND PRACTICAL
ENYELOPE

This model is good for lawn., bat-
iste, nainsook. dimity, crepe, cross-
bar muslin, or silk. The back is cut
Fwith an extension at its lower edge
that is lapped over the fronts. The
drawers are dart fitted. The Pattern
is cut im 5 Sizes: 22 24 26, 28 and
30 inches waist measure. It regumires
2 yards of 36 inch material for a 21
inch size. _

“A Patiern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10c. in
silver or stamps.
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 THE BIG
l-‘umitm'c Store.

Bamboo Rattan and
Wicker Goods.

An immense shipment just received.
CHAIRS, ROCKERS, TABLES,
FERN STANDS, CAKE STANDS,
UMBRELLA STANDS,

CLOTHES BASKETS,
MUSIC RACKS, WHATNOTS,
MAGAZINE STANDS.

Visit our Showroom and see this
splendid display of goods,

CALLAHAN, GLASS & CO

Duckworth & Gower Streets.
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Ladies’
Costume Skirts,

AT

HENRY BLAIR’S.

Great show of Ladies’ Costume Skirts in

Black and Navy Cloths and Serges, tailor made.
Also a few Check Tweed

Very latest styles.

Costume Skirts.
and manufacturer’s newest creations.

from

90c. to $3.50.

12 Ladies’ Costume Skirts in Navy and Black
only; very large sizes for stout women, only

$1.50 and $2.00 each.

200 to- choose from; samples,

Prices

=) 312 ¥]

All the best values in the market.

HenryBlair
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Listen!
Confidential.

It’s about a Fall Suit and
Overcoat for you. We are
showing a splendid assort-
ment of materials, of the
latest designs and weaves,
all thoroughly reliable, and
made to measure by us they
will make exquisite Suits
and Overcoats.

Let us take your order
sow. We will give you
clothing first-class in every
particular, and at as low a
price as it is possible to get

W. H. Jackman
(The West End Tailer),

The on
rooms,

One fili

value.

Extra




