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("LORD WHARTON'S NIECE

THE HEIR T0 REGNA COURT.
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CHAPTER V.

(To be continued.)

“It’s a beautiful old building,” he
gaid,"*and in a wonderful state of
preservation, considering its age.
is Norman.”

*Yay tell it by the—7"

“By the arches and the lines over

them,™ he said, “as well as by other
signg".l That is the efiigy of a Nor-
man knight. - There are tombs ‘here."
ke added, as he bent down to examine
)he fivor. :

“yes,” sald Claire, “some of the,

"WHartons are buried here. Lord

‘Wharton was very proud of the chapel,

hnd had great care taken of it.”
 He poked about, pushing the grass
pside &nd disclosing time-worn me-’

jmorial slabs.
he id; ‘2ut 20“

5 "T!b lichen has
bt the inscriptions,”

bf the letters still temain; one feels| -
fhem better than sees them.”

, He passed his hand over the stone.
r Cln.!ro bent down on the other side
pt 1t

. “Is that so?” she asked. !
k éYes; -gee” he smaid, ‘“or,
teel”

! Clafre was much mterested. She
{ook off the gauntlet from her right

It

rather -

hand and passed her finger softly over
l the stone, her eyes half closed.

“You are feellng in the ‘wrong
place,” he said, “there are no letters
there. Permit me,” he took her hand
and guided it along the faintly-mark-
ed ‘Tire:

s his hand 'fnclosed hers firmly,

yet gently, ﬂ. strange thrill ran,
{ f.hrough' Claire, beginning at her
finger tips, and runnipg through her,
whote trame. She felt & desire to draw
her hand away from his, and yet an
" incapacity to do so. She glanced at]
him through her half-closed eyes, her
breath coming a little faster,. -ber
dark brows drawn into a <-ht frown.
But he seemed quite wunconscious,
and quitg gngrossed in their strangely

mutupgini. ,
d{ ott feel anything?” he asked,

% His face was Of necessity very
close to hersfiand its mearness oo~
fused her and made it difficult for her
to speak on the instant . At last she
said, and coldly:

“I think I felt a letter.™

“What s/ 147" he. asked. 3)
“It i3 & G,” she said. A
“Yes; and the mext™ 7
“Is-it an E?” she asked.

SR ead e

1 & mtw mm doin 0

now, she did ot Jike to do s0,

wmmumum"h. ;

mmwwhmbmmﬂ
D'U

She ap’nd oukﬁuimrd as far as
‘she had doel)horﬁ it, “GER—LD.”

She- her eves and looked at
him. It must be Gerald, she said. .

He laughed.

*“Yes; my name, strange to say, and
yet mot stramge; it iz a common
enough name.”

-“It was one of xaord Wharton's
names,” said Claire.

‘“Yes,” ‘he said, “no. doubt it 1s a
family name, and we should find it on
othey tombs here.”

He stm held ker hand as if he had
torgotten' he:held -it.

She drew ibaway and -stood up-
right and looked ronnd, holding her
bresth ‘for & mUmeat, ‘I.M with a
faint color mt.llnt §n her cheek,
but’ when he Jooked at ‘her, the color
bad gone, and she was as cold, or
rather reserved, 88 usval. She glane-
ed at the watch on her wrist. .

“I must go,” she said, “I hope you
will find some interesting things to
draw here”

“Thank-you,” he said, half absently.
“But I don’t expect I shall find any-
thing more interesting than the sketch
I took outside,” and his hand slipped
inta his ‘jacket pocket . where the
aketch of Jerlay hidden:

“@podimorning,” she sald.

“You will let¢ me help you to
mount?” he said, raising his hat.

*No, thank -you," she said, rather
quickly, wm;gng #urning . her head,
and she passed ,qut..

Gerald Wayre stood for a moment
look!ng at the doorway through which
she had disappeared. It seemed to
him that the chapel had become dark
all of a sudden. He looked down at
the tmnb al 1ys he_stoop-
od; aﬁ pick up lomm'; }t was
her gauntlet.  He held it {n his palm
and gazed ‘at’ is thoughtfully, he

could have almost fancied that it re-|

tained the warmth of her long, shape-
ly hand, whose touch still seemed to
linger about his fingers, He passed
the glove against his cheek; then,

_{ with-a flush apd an  impatient ex-

&lamation, he flung the gauntlet from
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1 {ent- with  Grimley.

-Claire rode Mﬁmm,‘ﬂl
and long befors she had got to. the

road at the bottom mmua.nrﬁ

glove. . She ,was  rather annoyed. at

ber m«mmmm |

country town; but she felt that she
could not go back after it. . Mr. Wayre
was there still. She wounld go back
for it to-morrow mornimg. ' :

‘As she went t 8 géntle trot along
the road that winds to the court she
saw Mr. Mordaunt Sapley coming to-
ward her. He raised his hat, stopped
as she came up with him, and Claire
pulled up,

Good-morning,” -he .ssid, with the

mixture of: familiarity and respect in
which he always addressed her, and
which Claire did not like *“I was go-
ing to the court, Miss Sartoris; -my
father wishes me to speak to you
about Grimley’s farm. They are be-
hindhand’ with their rent, and he
thinks they ought to have notice te
quit; he would have given them mno-
tice last week, but he—er—fancied
that you did not wish him to?”

*Are they very much behind?” said
Cleire, hesftatingly. Lord Wharton
had npever interfered with Mr, Sapley,
who had, in reality, ruled the estate,
and shei Wishodito' sollow / 75a| Lidrd
Wharton's path as closely as possible;
but the idea of ejecting a tenant, of
treating any one of them harshly, was
repugnant to her. “Grimley broke
his arm Jast autumn,” she said, “and
the harvest was.bad; I do not lke
turning him out of the farm, he has
been there a great many years.” Her
eyes grew pitiful. . “I should de glad
df Mr. Sapley could let him remain
and give him another chance.”

+Mr. Mordaunt Sapley looked up-at
lior with 48 much admfration ‘in his
-’hnu eyes as he dared display.

*You are 80 kind-hearted, Miss Sar-

amile, and the finnikin Oxford drawl,
:which Claire disliked as mach as she
disliked’ his manner. “Of conrse, he.
ought to go; & man has no right to
stop on & farm when he cannot pay
the rent, and we have been very len-
My !lt}nr has to
do his‘@uty ‘by the estate, youi know,
Miss Sartoris. He had only your in-
‘terest at heart.” i = ;

“I.am quite sure of that”  sald
Clafre, “and I should not venture ¢o
interfere in any way.

“Oh, the place is yours,” he said,
coming a little nearer and looking up
atneunswcytlutmo Claire's
face ll\* &Mu‘ dﬂ M m
“Your word is oyr uw. and we are all
your very humble, but willing slaves.”

Claire tried to smile.

“Y dont kuow that I require any
glaves, Mr. Sapley,” she said, “but
you sre very kind; and I ghall be
glad it your father cam let Grimley
remain.”

“I am sure he will,” said Mr. Mor-
daunt, "eopocuny as you desire it so
much.”

‘He smﬂod vo‘ry imipressively, and
laid his Band on the horse’s meck. She
seemed to resent his touch, though she
had accepted Gerald’'s caress willing-
1y enough, and Clsire resentéd it alse;
1t 'was'almost a8 (¥ My. Mordaunt Sap-

mmunnummwm}

mmmum

| &nd her brows went-straight. - 1

“Good-morning,” she sald, with

mﬁ‘tmmwnb :

mmmmmm
mmmmue«m
m-mmm.

under his breath. *tnimtbonw"

furisl" he said, with an ingratiating |

‘voar like mn'der. only vuhont"
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Some Curious Cargoes
s ne i

Mr. George Wright, who lives on
the Essex side of the' Thames, and
who has spent over half a century |
of labor in London's dockyard, re’-!
cently told a reporter of some won--
derful cargoes he has handled,

“A dozen or mote ve’noinou snaked'
wriggling about on' deck.”  You
should bave Seen every"body run,” he !
sa.id 3

““Snakes are usually pa.cked in box-
es,” he continued. “Air spsces are’
left round the top and there is not
much chance of their getting out,

‘| 'but some lively, interludes occurred

when we got. condignments of wild
animals, Lions are swung up out ot‘
the hold in strong crates. I mever |

B
B
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i Nt b,

could decide which was the mosti ‘

pervous—the lion or me.”

Elephants dangling in mid-air!
Mr. Wright described the landing of
these giatns, which(ire housed aboard
ship in immense sealle. ( Wide: hands
are passed round’thefr < bodies- ‘=smd
tastened above their -backs to the
stegl rope from the cranc ‘They ‘are
then swung aloft.
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GAUNTLE T. GLOVES

have been reduced from: $1.25.to $1.50
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Gauntlet G!ovesf-—-Sught’y soiled; (n

A nice comfortable Dark shade Gaunt‘et
and White, ,Only.s.... .. ..., .

Glove. Now .. .0 .3 ++80¢.
A beautiful range of Suede Fabric Gauntlets.” A profuse range of Shac’eb Am
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Men’s Special all Wool Aberdeen . Knit Boys® All Wool Wrist Glov CS——Lea
Heavy Gloves. Dome. fastener ..§1.15 bound
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of Handkerchiefs this year surpasses anythmg since our openip

yearso‘:l;;gele?#gnhave Boxes from 20c, to $1 40, A 1arge assortment -of Crepeg

; Chene, at . . 258

' Fancy Scalloped Edge Coloured Border Ladleq Hanckcrc‘uefs. at JadBe. each4

Men’s Silk Handkerchiefs. A big lineat .. .. .. .. .. .. .. & 1_20

Men’s Fancy Border Handkerchiefs, at .. .. . .o
See our range of MEN’S TIES, in Fancy Boxes. i &8
See our range of MEN’S SOX, in Fancy Boxes.

See our range:of MENS SCARVES, in Fancy Bovw

Our Hosiery Department stands out pre-eminent as our best Department
We have a wonderful assertment for Men, Women and C,h_{dr\ n, at all pg
See our windows—or better still, ““ask our assistants to &how vou.

Special Line of Silk Camisoles. Now .. .. .. ..
Special Line of Moire or Sateen Undersk’ A A
Special Line of Ladies’ White broidery Un ’erski irts .. . so 5B 3126 3
Special Line of Boyl 2ll Weo .&O‘er.’weaters, in a large var lety - of <haqe5,

sxzes... . N R TIEDITTIRTe |
al'—V Neck Checkered Collar, B’ue Sweat"r bl
Ladies Scarves, in a variety of shades in Silk and Wool, from . ..65¢. to 514)

COME EARLY WHILE THE ASSORTMENT IS GO()D.
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“A tricky creatirs ‘to unload is the '

crocodﬂe I rmember some
tank which caused congidérable trons
ble before they were raised to the
level of the qun'.y-s!de.”

A ship on fire and nobody knew
it! Mr. Wright told th9 writer that |
occasionally the crew of A jute ves
sel were unaware that their
was burning until the hatches were
unbattened. Then the fire tugs had |
to get very busy.

“Jute is almost a8 Inflamable ‘as
ofl, and burne’ at! “amasing’ epeed.
Some years ago a jute shed caught
fire, and 'two minutes after the first
spark wag noticed the roof was burnt
off. It blazed up with ‘s hissing

the bang.”
Serting Boues for a m'dng

At one timg Mr. Wright was assist-
ant sorting, foreman i a depot in the |
West India Docks,  which he de-
scribed as @ “chandler’s shop.”

Here i concelv-
sble product, from jufcs in hage
puncheons holding 140 gallons, to
buffalo horns, shank-bones, and slabs
of tin weighing than & hun-
dred-weight. One Mr.. Wright's
tasks was to help gort the good
shank bones.from. the. ud. nmca-
tory to their sale for the mnnnc- ;
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| ELECTRICALLY LIGHTE]
- FLOWERS

For Ta‘ble or-Church Decorations
in Roses, Tulips, etc.
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SPECIAL!
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in White Onlv 1 ‘c.Yard

or of , jute
round his coat buttons, and ||
swung high over the ship's




