b .

PSS

il

PSP

looked serenely out® into the world. He dis-

misséd it ixamediitély, and found how easy
it really was to do so. It was a relief to
turn to Ena's sweet, dark beauty, and he
was a happier man that night when he went
home to his lomely shack than he had been
for many weary months.

The weeks slipped by so quickly that
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room, the table and the supper itself, but a
daintiest and sweetest of all was Ena Currie. him; here, they were never long enough.
That evening was an instructive as well He had plenty to do on his land and the

as a pleasant one, Mr.
young Englishman his valuable advice and
the benefit of his long experience in Can-
adian farming.
offered their assistance when he
building' his house and stables.
Mr. Norton gave them a brief outline of
his reason for trying his luck at farming
in Canada.

“I come of a good family, but am poor,
that is, I am too poor to live in the set

and style in which I was brought up and

vexed | educated,” he added, with a grim little | Sky in the shape of & letter for him from
smile. “I got tired of living on nothing the old country. He took it up the same
and doing nothing, and so 1 thought I evening to the Currie’s, his face grave and

would come out here and try and make
my fortune.”

He laughed as he spoke,
joined.

“And when you
go back to the old country and marry some
fine lady,”” Mrs. ;

He started perceptibly, crying hastily, “Oh!
no!"

He colored, meeting their surprised looks,

Stanley Norton scarcely knew how they
went. In England the days dragged with

evenings were usually spent with the Cur-
rie’s, riding or driving with Ena, and music
and coffee afterwards.

It was a dangerously sweet time for both.
Ena was gloriously happy, but did not dare
to stop to analyze that happiness.
Mr. Norton had no such scruples. It did
not take him long to discover that he loved
his pretty little neighbor with a truer, purer
love than he had ever felt for the English
girl who had played him false.

But a cloud crept up over their summer
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He got a chance, as he hoped, to speak
to Mr. Currie alone for a few moments.

“I have received a letter to-day from my
solicitors which will .compel me to leave for
England as soon as I can.”

He spoke quietly, and noticed that the
farmer's face grew anxious.

“]-have news of my uncle, Sir Philip Nor-
ton’s, death which occured quite suddenly
a few weeks ago. I am his heir, unfortu-
nately, so I am obliged to go home for a
time."”

in which they
have succeeded you will

Currie remarked.

She blushed prettily, and met his admir
ing gaze shyly |
‘So much obliged,”” she said. ‘l‘vrhupsl
you will come home and have some supper |
with us. Mother and father will be delighed, |
I am sure.”
He accepted the invitation with alac rity,
and they rode home slowly side by side.
They had many rides together in the happy
days that followed, but they mnever forgot
that first one I'he golden summer evening,
with the many scents of flowers and shrubs |
and the song of the birds. The beautifully |
rolling prairie land, the herd of fine cattle
front of them, and above all—so thought |
Stanley Norton—the pretty girl by -his side.
He had seen many beautiful women in his
time, so many that he had grown critical.
This little Canadian maiden, with her daint
poised head, her clear brown skin and
ety dark eyes, appealed to his beauly-
loving nature, 'as all the lovely women he
had met in English drawing-rooms had never |
lone In her white dress, with a bunch of
rie roses at her breast, she looked the
sonification of girlish grace and beauty.
nder he experienced a thrill of pleas- |
e whenever he looked at her
Mr. and Mrs. Currie greeted him with
Canadian hospitality, and their two
wart sons readily chummed’” up with
grown very tired of his own com
his shack, so that he fully appre-
first meal in a Canadian house
all novel and strange to him
ke. and he soon felt as if he |
W t kind family all his life !
hing -was so daintily arranged
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His one thought was “‘Ena! poor little Ena;
what will she do?”

young man went on, quietly, “1 wonder it
you will kindly look after my little crop
for me?"
Mr. Currie had brightened up, and re-
plied warmly—
“1 will do all in my power:. I guess you
will come back to sell out Sir Stanley?!"
The young man winced, then smiled, as
his friend brought out the title hesitatingly.
“Please do not,” he begged. ‘I have no
wish to be reminded that I am a wealthv
English baronet. I would rather be a Can-
adian farmer '’
Mr. Currie laughed, well pleased, and the
young man went on earnestly—
“I shall come back, but not to sell out,
sir. I have the means now to improve it,
and I will make it one of the prettiest places
in the Northwest. But, bifore I leave, |
want .to know, Mr. Currie, if you will allow
me to ask your daughter to be ‘my wife.
I love her dearly, and I will do my best
to make her happy.’
The good farmer was silent for a space,
relieved yet troubled. Relleved to find that
his pretty daughter had not thrown away
her love on a man she might never see
again; troubled to think that marriage with
an English baronet must mean separation
for them. It was only for a moment. Put-
ting all selfish thoughts on one side, he
replied—
“You have my permission and best wishes;
go and ask her.”
He could say no more, but guessing the
causge of his emotion, Sir Stanley caught his
hand and wrung it warmly,
“‘Many thanks!" he said. *“‘Do not fear.
If Ena consents to marry me, I promise you

«If I am not back before harvest,'' the >
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that we will spend three or four months
out of every year with you, I love Canade
myself,”” he added, warmly, ‘‘and I have mno
intention of giving up my home here."
ITe stayed for supper that evening, and
toward the close of the meal Mr. Currie,
who was in the best of spirits and brimful
of the news, roee to his feet and proposed
the health of Sir ‘Stanley Norton. Hxplan-
ations followed, and congratulations, but
Mrs. Currie looked anxiously at her daugh-
ter. The girl sit white and still, all her
merry fun and  chatter silenced, and pre-

sently she slipped away. Poor Mrs. Currle,
looking .very worried, was about to follow
her, when Sir Stanley went up to her and
took her ‘hand.
“T will go to her. I have a question to
agk her. Will you wish me luck?”
And the dear little woman did so, with
‘happy tears in her eyes.
He found Fna by the river, in the place
where they had often sat fishing and talking.
then quietly explained She was lying upon her face, sobs shaking
“] was engaged to a young soclety lady her slender form.
in England, but—I was not wealthy enough “Ena! Ena!” he chided, taking her to his
for her, so she threw me over. She is to breast:; “‘no ‘more tears, beloved.” s
be married’ shortly to the cldest son of ong There were a few more, however, bul
of our wealthiest peers.” happy ones, and Wwiih Der sweei iave mddsn
He had paled a little during this recital, she answered his question and gave him the
apd his eyes sought Ena’s face. ‘He was promise he desired.
amused, yet pleased, to see that it was They were married quietly when he Tre-
white and tremulous with anger, anY that turned a few months later, and it  was
her eyes were flashing indignantly. decided that they should spend their honey-
“She deserves to be miserable for the rest | moon and the winter in England at their
of her life,”” she declared, hotly. new -home, Norton Counrt. Ena was . pre-
«gpa! Ena!’ cried Mrs. Currie, reprov- sented the following spring. and was de-
ingly, yet smiling, whilst her father Jaughed | clared to be the prettiest of the young brides
indulgently that season. Her photographs were in all
After supper, music was suggested, and the windows. and illustrated papers, and
Ena and her brothers sang coon Songs to she was known in London soctety as that
the piano and banjo beautiful little Canadian, Lidy. Norton.”
Stanley Norton had shuddered inwardly They returned to Canada, however, at the
when they were mentioned; he had lively | end .of the London season and speut the
,,,4,)1.4»11{15 of coon songs sung in London. summer months in their pretty home, which
drawing-rooms—they wers always associated Mr. Currie had made as pleasant and con-
with skirt-dancing and mediocre recitations venient as love and money could make it.
all of which he loathed. -But he had never As the years went by, Ena grew to love
heard them sung as they were that even- Jier stately English home, but it never took
ing. and in all’ the pleasant evenings that the same place in her heart as her old home
followed, he was always the first to suggest in Northwest Canada.
coon songs. It was very pleasant to git - 3 e
in the gathering twilight listening. to the LR
voices bendirg harmoniously. Outside the < G 3
moscu‘toes hummed and he fire-files darted Deer in Southern Alaska.
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and for the first time gince his arrival in |

Canada he did not regret it. For a moment which stretches for hundreds of miles along
{here flashed across his mental vision, a the coast of southeastern Alaska, notwith-
nroud. beautiful face, crowned with gleam standing the fact that vast numbers are
g golden hair, and cold blue eyes that annually killed merely for. their hides.. This
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