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THEY LADIES JOURINAI.

WILL PROVANT'S REVENGE.
By W. T. SreienT.
CHAY. L

Wkhken Will lrovant cwne back Lo bis
native town of Scargill—and a very small
town it was, not uumbering more than
between four and ive thousand inhabitunts
—there was nat any person of the many who

« remembered lis going away that recoguised
- him again till he made limself known,” But

! that, perhaps, was hardly to be wondered
at, seeing that he had Jeft the fown a child
of five, und that he had now returned after
the absence of twenty years, a strapping
fellow, oversix fect in height, bearded liko
& pard, and speaking with an accent never
heard in Scargill before,which of itself tend-
ed to make him seem more outlandish than
hec really was.

Will's father, finding times hard and
money scarce, hzd cmigrated to one of tho
Western States of America ; but as to how
far he had prospered there, his son vouch-
safed very scant information. Will'savowed
object in visiting his native town wasto
“ look up " his grand(ather, old Peter Dove-
ridge, who lived in asmall gray-stone house
about a mile away on the Shulcotes Road,
with a housckeeper nearly as old as him-
self for sole companion. Peter had accumu-
lated whatever fortune ho might be pos-
sessed of by theslow patient industry of half
a century as proprictor of the chief shop or
stoy, in the town, where almost cverything
midit Le bought, from the silk for a lady’s
dress to o packet of blacklead or a child’s
rattle. It was not forgotten among the
older inhabitants that when Peter’s only
child married Robert Provant against his
express commands, he vowed that he would
never set cyes on her again, and that he
**washed his hands of her” vhen and there
for ever. Hewas known (o be an extremely
vindictive man; and that Master Will
would have to emart for his mother's dis-
obedicnce, those who knew Peter best were
most inclined to believe. ** Of course he's
been sent over tosce how the land lies and
to try and  “soap’ the old man over,” said
the quidnuncs te cach other over their
nightly grog at the King's Ifead, ** But he'll
bea rare sharp un if he contrives to throw
dust in the cycs of old Peter.”

And indeed the young fellow’s reception
by his grandfather might well have chilled
tbe heart of any one less sanguine than him-
self. **If thou'st come all this long way
thinking to get round me,and that mayhap
thowlt come in for a bit o’ brass when I'm
dead and gooe, thou mayestas well go back
to where thou camest from,” said the oldman
after a long silent scrutiny of Will through
his spectacles.  No one of thy name or breed
shall ever touch s penny of mine.  Thou can
have thy bed and victuals here for a fort-
night. ~After that, if thou choosest to stag,
thou wusl pay for them like any other lod-

er.”

Whatever Will Provant’s feclings in the

love with him. Little did they dream in
their simplicity that behind that semi-ro-
mantie exterijor, that under that manner 8o
smiling, bland, and debonair, there lurked
volcanic passions, only restrained and beld
in check by a thin crust of conventionality,
whichinight one day burst forth and astenish
all beholders.

At tho cnd of & fortnight Will Provant
left his grandfather's rool and took lodgings
in the town. People wondered and sur-
mised, but to no one did he vouchsafe an
explanation. His reasons, however, such
as they were, would not have been far to
seck. Intheficst place, even if his grand-
father would have continued to board and
lodge him for nothing, he was weary of the
restraints which a residence under the old
man’s roof imposed upon him. All his life
he haid been used to come and go ot his own
good pleasure, and he found it intolerable to
have his mcal-times fixed for him to five
minutes, and tobe told that if he were not
indoors by half-past ten he would be locked
out for tho night.

In the sccond place, he had fallen des-
perately in love with sweet Bessie Ford, who
was mdisrutubly one of the pretticest gicls
in Scargill. More than once before had
Will suttered from the samas complaint, but
all previous attacks had been like so many
mild outbreaks of nettlerash in comparison
with the ficrco fover which now consumed
him. It was nothing to the purpose that
Bessic was alrcady engaged ; that fact
merely lent an added zest to” Will's pursuit
of her. He thought far too highly of him-
sclf to doubt for one moment his ability to
run her sweetheart off and win Bessie for
his own. The fellow in question had becn
pointed out to him—a great hulking, be-

rimed engine-driver on the railway, Steve
Garside by nane.  Willsniffed disdainfully,
and ran bis fingers through bis glossy beard
at the thought of their being any puossibility
of rivalry between himself and ** Mounseer
Smokejack,"as ke dubbed Steve contemptu-
ously to himself,

Dessio Ford was a slender, blue-cyed,
yellow-haired girl of twenty, whose manners
and appearance would not have discredited
a far higher position in life than the onc she
filled ; for Bessic's father was merely the
foreman porter at the Scargill railway sta-
tion, while she herself was an assistant in o
shop. The shop in question, which called
itself an ‘‘cmporium,” was devoted to the
sale of periodicals, newspapers, statiovery,
and fancy articles of various kinds,
and had, in addition, a small cir-
culating library attached to it, in which the
newest novel was at least half-a-dozen
years old. This shop, which was kept by a
widow, and in which the only male employed
was o youlb of sixteen, began to have Will
Provant for a customer most days of the
week. It was remarkable how frequently
he found himself iv waut of note-paper, or
envelopces, or soine other of the numerous
acticles purveyed abt tho emporium. And
then he Eegau to enter on quite a course of

matter might be, he took carc to keep them™ mpvel-reading, changing his volumes as often

to himself. Noone ever heard him whispjer

asyllable derogatory to his grandfather. Ho *
“ singular what a difficult matter the choosin;

had not been a week in the little town'
before he was the most popular person init.
Therc was a sort of open-air, breezy fresh-
ness about him which most people found
very taking. Among the men he was hail-
fellow-well-met, always ready with a hearty
grip of the handand a song or a story when
ealled on in the bar parlour of the King's
lead or the Ring o’ Bells of an evening ;and
what was perhaps more to the purpose,
always scemingly wmore pleased 1o treat
others than to be treated himself ; for, to all
appearance, ho lacked wvothing in the way of
means.  As for the marriageable portion of
the other sex, they wero all but unanimous
in agrecing that ho was the handsomest
young fellow who had been secn in Scarvill
formany a day. He was tall and somewhat
gaunt,but muscular and straightasanarrow.
He had an olive complexion and thin clear
cut features. He had a smilo which cane
and weant wilth equal facility, and which
showed off Lo advantage his large white
teeth. Iis eyes were dark and Ueilliant,
somewhat overbold, it may be, when bent on
a womnin, bat he conld endue them with an
expression of pleading tenderness, or Romeo-
Jike passion, Whenever it scemed worth hia
while tode 5o, s hair, which hewore
fongz, was like his beard, a glossy black.

displayed a profusion of showy jewelrys
and it was a well-ascertained fuct that he
alwayscarried o amall revolver in n eecret
pocket.  Hisusual dress was o loose velvet
controver i vest made of the skin of some
wild animal ; while uvnder the broad turn
down callar of his fancy shirt ho wore asilk
kerchicf of some gay colour with loose flow-
ing ends. His ordinary headgear was a
Scoad-brimmed Panama hat,which, however,
he would somctimes exchunge for a Mesican
sombrero. Swall wonder that half the fool-
Lk maidens in Scargill fancied themselves in
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ag'three times o week ; and when he happen-
efl to have Bessio to wait on him, it was

of a book became. Before long he found
ont the particular half-hour when Mrs.
Fountain und the other young-lady asssis-
tant wenl up-stairs to dinner and Bessic had
the shop to herself, After that his visits
were nearly always timed accordingly.

As a matter of course, Beasie was notlong
in discovering that she herself was the mag-
net which drew Provant so often to the
shop. There was no mistaking bis glances
of admiration, which were considerably
bolder and more outspoken than anything
ghe bad been used to, nor the way in which
hetried to hold her hand for & moment
whenever she had togive him change, which
was very often,till at length she found it ex-
pedient, to place the money on the counter
and leave it for him to pick up. Bessie was
but a girl and a pretty one,and dearly ns she
lovedmdteve Garside in her heart, she could
n6t halp being flattered and pleased by the
unstinted admiration accorded her by the
liandsome dark-cyed stranger, about whom
there was a flavour of romance whichadded
not o little to his attractiveness. But Bes.
sic was o prudent girl, and when Will began
to  haunt the shop whenever she
was alone in it, shic was careful never to
emerge from bebind the safeguard of the
counter. If he wanted a book at auch times,
he had to go into the baok shop and choose
it for himsclf.  Still, she could not turn o
deaf enr to him—uor, indced, hod she any
wish to do so—when he perched himself on
enc of the stools in front of tho counter and
began to chat to her, brightly and pleasant.-
ly, about places he had boen to and people
and things he had scen, and te narrato ‘o
her romantic cpisodes of which he had been
the hero, in thet strange, faraway world
from which he bad come, almost like o vis-
itant from another sphere, and to which he

would doubtless go back ere long. It was
all very fresh and fascinating to the country-
bred girl, whoseimagination often flew away
with ber fur beyond the narrow limits of
her every-day surroundings. And then,
having discovered that she was passionately
{fond of flowers. Vill rarely failed to appear
without onc in his button-hole, of which he
made a point of begging her acceptanco—
flowers, too, of & rarer kind than Bessic had
ever scen before, whose names she did not
know, and whicl could only have been pro-
cured by some occult process from Squire
Denton’s bot-houses, where, as was well
known, the choicest flowers were grown and
sent off by 1ail to the London market.
Surely, Bessio argued with herself, even
though she was engaged to Stove, thero
could bo no harm in accepting so simple a
thing as a flower from Mr. Provant and
wearing it in her dress: and although she
might not consciously do as he sometimes
asked her todo, which was to ** think ofthe
giver,” she coald not help being aware that,
whilo in no way disloyal to her sweetheart,
he began to fill o very prominent place in
her thoughts.

Still, slie was not one whit less unfeign.
edly glad to sec Steve when he made his
usual weekly appearance at her father's
house on Sunday afternoons, nor did she
derive any less pleasure from his society
when they went for their customary walk
through the meadows by the banks of the
Windle. Steve's duties compelled him to
lodge at Figglinton, a great manufacturing
town eight miles away, where were the lo-
cal hendquarters of the railwaycompany, so
that it was only on Sunday that he could
get as far as Scargill. The engagement be-
tween the youn% people was now a couple
of years old, and 1t was merely the fact of
Steve  having had & bed-ridden
mother to keep which had delayed their
marriage for 50 long a time.  But Mrs. Gar-
side had now been dead for some months,
and Steve was putting away cvery shilling
he could epare towards furnishing o little
home for his bride. Aungust was now here,
and tho young engine-driver had won a shy
consent from Bessie to their marriage taking
place in Christmas week, Steve was a tall
muscular young fellow, with darkﬁmy,
honest-looking ecyes, a fringe of golden-
prown beard, and a by no means uncomely
presence. He was still young in years and
experience, and at the present time he was
employcd as driver of oneof the local goods-
trains : his sccret ambition was to risein his
profession till ho should one day be entrust-
¢d with the driving of one of the main-linc

reat passenger expresses.

8 Scargill railway station was a good mile
and a balf from the heart of tho town. To
those peoplo who wondered why the two
had not been brought nearer cach other, the
answer was that enginecring dfficulties had
stood in tho way, and that, as tho railway
could not be brought closer to the town,
the best thing tho latter could do was to
move itself nearer the railway which it was
proceeding to do, after a fashion, by grad.
ually stretching out an arm, which at no dis-
tant date would reach to and include the
point in question.

Bessie’s usual walk, morning and evening,
to and from buiness was along this rather
dreary stretch of road, in which more or less
of building_operations were always going
forward. But there was anothier and much
pleasanter walk along the banks of tho ean-
al, albeit a little longer, by means of which
she could get between home and business,
and during the ruminer months that was
often tho way she took. The walk was
screencd by a tringe of trecs, which shaded
it pleasantly from the sun, and gave it at
the same time au air of semi-seclusion.

Bessie hardly knew whether to be pleased
or annoyed when, onc eveniog as she wason
her way home, she encountered Will Pro-
vant lcaning over the stile which gave ad-
mission to the fot:ifath by the canal. Was
he there accidentally, oron ﬁurpose tointer-
cept her ? was the question she asked horself;
but it was onc sho was unable to answer. In
any case, he greeted her with his frank-
sceming  emile, which disll)(laycd his
gleaming teeth through the black rift of his
moustacho and beard, and turned to walk
with her, asif it were the most natural thing
in the world that he should do so. She
could sco that his eyes took note of the
flower in her belt, which he had given her
earlier in the day, and she was afraid that
he might draw certain inferences therefrom
such assshe was far from wishing him to
draw. His talk was casy and animated, as
it always was, DPresently he brought round
to & topic as to which he had hinted more
than onco already; to-day, however, he
spoke openly. Such a chacming girl as Bes-
sio was far too good—* far too rarcand pre-
cious” - tobe buriedalivein suchn “‘dog-rot”
place as Scargill, whereshe was unappreci-
ated and altogeter out of her proper sphere.
Her true home ought to be in America,

more cspecially in one of the glorious Weat.
ern States. In Kansas or Arizona, for in-
stance, she would at once be elevated to her
proper position—that ofa ¢“Society Queen”—
whatever that might be—and have all the
**chivalry” within a circuit of fifty miles
¢ worshipping at her shrino”—and soon,and
50 on, in o similar bigh-faluting strain.
Bessic listened in silence, her bosom rising
and fulling & little moro quickly than
usual, buttinding not a word to eay in re-
ply. Will doparted from her at the point
where she had to turnoff fo  home. As he
held her hand for amoment and lifted his
soft broad-brimmed hat there came s flash
iuto his eyes which coused hers to Rutter
and fall on the instant, and left her blushing
and trembling as be turned to go back by
the way he had come.

Bessie Ford was not without some of the
weakness of her sex. It was impossible to
resist deriving o species of sweet satisfaction
from the knowledge that morc than halt the
young women of the town envied her her un-
doubted conquest of the *“ handsomo Am-
erican,” as Will was called, despite the fact
of his heint a native of the place. Two
evenings later she found Will waiting at
the stile ngain, Again he kept her com.
Ezmy to within a short distance of home;

ut Bestie fele that if this sort of thing
were to go on, it could not fail to come to
her swecthcart's ears. She and Will had
been scen together by more than one person
who knew of her engagoment to Steve, and
gossip flics fast in small country towns. So
for the next few evenings she shunned the
dan%crous path by the canal, and went
by the omnibus which plied between the
King's Arms Hotel and the railway station.

A week passed without Will troubling
her in any way, and then, with the incon-
sistency of her sex, she began to long to see
him again. She missed his bright talk and
the flowers he used to bring her.  His visits
to the shop had made a plcasant little break
in the monotony of her Rl’c. and the cessa.
tion of them altected her like a loss. The
fact was, although, of course, Bessio wasun-
awareof it, that Will had been away for
four or five days attending a race meeting
in a ncighbouring county. Therecame, how-
ever, o ccrtain noon when he found his way
onco more to Mrs Fountair’s shop. [t was
during the half-hour when hoknew that, in
all probability, he should find Bessie alone.
The sparkle in her oyes and the blush that
sullused her cheeks avouched to him that
she was not displeased to sce himagain, And
how lovely she looked! Nowhere amon
all the great ladies on the grand stand hnﬁ
he seen a face which in his eyes was at all
comparable to Bessie’s, He was carryinga
boquet of choice orchid-flowera more
strange and exquisite in their tropical love.
liness than any Bessie had cver seen before.

“For you,” he said sshe touched tho flow-
erslightly with his lipsand then placed them
on the counter in frount of her.

* Oh, how lovely !” broke involuntarily
from her lips. Then amomentlater ; ““But,
indced, and indeed, Mr. Provant, I can't
accept them.”

¢« Cant ! responded Will with a lifting of
his heavy brows. ““If you have a reason, I
should like to hear it.”

Bessio hesitated, and the colour in her
cheeks deepened. How was it possible to
explain that there had suddenly come over
her n consciousness that she was in some
sort wronging the man whose promised wife
sho was in accepting flowers {from abnother
unknown to bim ? 'No such thought had
ever struck hor before.  Will was watching
her with an amused smile, under which,
however, lurked something veiled and sin-
ister. He could give & pretty good guess at
the feclings at work in her mind. ‘“Reason
or no reason,” ho went on to say, ‘I've
brought them purposcly for you ; and if you
won’t accept them, why,I'll just scrunch ’em
under my heel and—— But that's non-
scnse.  ‘Tako them, they are yours.” Then
without giviog her time for any further dis-
claimer, ﬁc said: “So, you little witch, you
have taken to going home by ’bus, eh ! One
would have thought the footpath by the
canal, with the sunlignt shining through the
leaves, was a far pleasanter road theso aut-
umn evenings.”

“I uuprose this isa frec country, and that
I ean go home whichever way I plcase,” ana-
wered Bessie with a toss of her head.

*“Ol courae you can,my hlne-eyed darling,”
responded Will composedly.  Bessicstared
athim ; he had never addressed her in ench
a strain hefore.-—“I am not so stupid as not
to know your reason for going home hy
'bus ; but you won't find it quite so easy to
get rid of inoas all that.” Mo hitched the
stool on which he was sittine a little nearer
the counter, and resting his arms on the
latter, fixed his dark glowing cyes full on
Bessic's face. ** 1 think it’s about time that
you avd 1 came to an understanding,” he
said. *‘Six weeks from now I am going back



