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CHAPTER X.

Hesketh looked as if he were quite
surprised to see the girls, though, of
course, he had heard from Morton that
they were staying at Withycombe

“This {8 an unexpected pleasure!” he
sald, as he rode up beslde Clytie and
raised his hat. “I came out to see
one of my—our-—-workmen who met
with an accldent a short time ago.
We sent him here to convalesce.”

“That was very good of you, Mr
Carton,” said Clytte, with her ready
recognition of a kindness.

“Oh, I'm afrald the fineness of the
weather vrompted the ride,” he sald,
with an apologetic laugh. “How do
you do, Miss Mollle?" he asked, as
Mollle, looking none too well pleased,
Joined them. “A charming day for a
ride. Perhaps” - he hesitated, in hls
best manner—‘“you will let me accom-
pany you, my visit will wait.”

Even Mollle, with all her readiness,
could not have {t upon an exceuse for
& refusal, and Cly.e gave a pleasant
consent, Hesketh could talk much
better thac he could ride, and he con-
fined Lis conversation to Clytie; a
coaversation rendered rather difficult,
by the way, by the behavior of Mollie's
horse, which seemed to be more than
urually difficult to manage that morn-
ing, and which, by jostling Mr. Car-
ton’s, and by frequent starts and rear-
ings, upset the equanimity of his
steady “‘sare-going’’ steed; and, though
Mollle was continually apologizing,
there was a wicked look in her eyes,
demurely hidden under their long
lashes,

However, notwithstanding these fre-
quent interruptions, Mr. Carton strove
to bc agreeable, and proved himself
a pleasant and entertaining companion

to Clytie. They made their way up
tha valley, edged by woods of beech
and fir, to the highroad. and went
through scenery so diversified that at
one moment 1t was like a bit of Seot-
tich wide heather-clad moor; at the
next resembled a leafy lane in Kent,
and at another a sylvan pasture-land
in Surrey. And nearly all the way
there lay within sight of them the sea
shining placidly in the September sun-
ligti. Mollle would have enjoyed it—
but for Mr. Carton’s presence.

“I think we've gone far enough,
Clytie,” she sald, after a while. “I'm
beginning to crave for tea.”
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Clytle, as usual, turned at once, and
they returned toward Withycombe,
Ag they came to the narrow lane lead-
ing to Mrs. Fry's farm, Hesketh sald:

“I will say good-by here; my man
Is staying in a cottage near the beach
I'll ride on."

“Oh, I want to tell that man- what's
hia name?-Douglas to bring a sail
to-morrow, In case we want it,” said
Mollle

“We'll all ride on,” sald Clytle

As they went down the road, Mol-
lie's horse, annoyed at being turned
away from the farm, shied, and, rear-
ing blundered up against Hesketh's
horse with such force that the hack
'shied also, and started off at a sharp
Dace

Hesketh was almost unseated, but,
though he managed to keep In the sad-
1le, he lost his stirrup and was unable
to check the animal, which, with even
a quiet horse's contempt of his rider,
quickened its pace

Suddenly a child—-It was Polly—
ran out of a cottage into the road
and almost under the hoofs of Hes-
keth's horse. He tugged at it, and
sawore under his breath, but he would
certainly have run over Polly If Jack,
who had been lighting his after-tea
pipe at the gate, had not sprung for-
ward, and, after a scurry of hoofs
and general confusion, snatched the
child out of harm's way. As he did
%0, he half-unconsciously caught the
nridle, and the horse, brought to a
sudden stop by Jack's phenomenally
strong hand, deposited Hesketh in the
road

The two girls had, of course,
stopped, and looked on aghast. Mollie
was the first to recover herself, and,
pushing her horse to Jack's side, said:

“Oh! is she hurt?”

“l—1 don't think so,” said Jack,
with anxiety In his face, as he felt
over the now screaming Polly. “No,
1 think not. Hold on, Mary Mavour-
neen, there's no damage done. You're
all right.”

“No thanks to you, my man,’ sald
Hesketh, his face white, his lips aet,
and with his dark eyes glowering ang-
rily, “Why don't you take be..er care
of your brat?”

Jack eyed him calmly, almost criti-
cally; and at that moment Hesketh,
covered with dust, which he was at-
tempting to brush off with a shaking
hand, did pot avoear to advantage

“Why don't you take better care of
your horee?" retorted Jack quletly en-
ough, but with the good rider's un-
conscious scorn for the bad one show-
Ing plainly In his eyes

What!" Hesketh crimsoned and
stared at him in fierce amazemeont and
resentment You are insolent, my
man. You don’'t appear to realize that
if 1 had not succeeded in checking my
horse the child would have been run
over.”

Clytie had dropped from her saddle
and gone up to Jack

“(iive her to me,” she said very
quietly, but in a tone that did not ad-
mit of a refusal. Jack surrendered
Polly, whose screams had subsided in-
to whimperings, and Clytie carried her
into the cottage

The two mep stood confronting each
other, Hesketh with an angry and
haughty scowl, Jack with the eloquent
contempt which hitg harder and |s
worée to bear than anger; and Mollie
sat looking from one to the other,
all her sympathies with Jack, of
course

“Who are you?" demanded Hesketh,
fighting with his rage and striving to
emulate the coolness of his opponent

What has that to do with it?" re-
plied Jack, who would have repiled
politely enough, if the question had
not been put so offensively. “Who are
you?"

Hesketh glared at him speechlessly
for a moment, then he said

"l am Mr. Hesketh Carten, of
Bramley:'" He bit his llp, for he saw
how banal the reply had been, how
pompous it sounded

Jack naturally jumped at the retort.

“Well, Mr. Hesketh Carton—of
Bramley—let me advise you to give
up riding, or get a qulet horse. Not
that there's much the matter with
that one,” he added, nodding toward
the animal, which stood as stjl] as a
mouse beside Mo'lle's horse

Hesketh bit his lip; he could find no
retort; and suddenly he turned to
Moiife.

“1 hope you have not been alarmed,
Miss Mollle,” he said, with the usual-
ly effective ignoring of the other
party

“No,” said Mollie. "The childs all
right, 1 think, but you were nearly
over it, would have been quite, {f he
hadn't caught it up in time.”

“Yes, | fear s0,” said Heslmeth, “ané
I am glad the accident was averted.”
He thrust his hand ioto
took out a coln—it was half a eover-
e!gn—and held it out ;g Jack

“Here,” ha sald, sontemptuously,
“Take this. You'd better get a doctor
to see the child. And try to keep a
clvi] tongue in your head for the fu-
ture.”
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had picked up ralsed above his head
as If to strike.

Jack caught it, ewung jt up ag If he
were going to strike hie assailant,
then, with an effort at restraint, toes-
ed the thing over his shoulder. For
a4 moment he was as white as Hes-
keth, and his eyes blazed ;and there
reigned an ominous silence, during
which Mollle, feeling as if ehe were
paralyzed, kept her eyes fixed on
Jack's paesion-distorted face. It was
a terrible sight.

The hot, flerce temper, so quick to
resent an injustice, which had made
it 80 easy to meet his father half-way
in a quarrel, was all aflame in the
young man’'s eyes and quivering on
his lips; and, though it was evident to
her that he was fighting for calm,
Mollie felt that any moment he might
leap on Hesketh; and, if he did not
succeed jn keeping himeelf in hand,
the result would not be doubtful. Hes-
keth would go down like a bundle of
straw before a devastating fire. But
Jack seemed suddenly to master him-
self, and, turning, sald grimly

“Take my advice, Mr. Hesketh Car-

ton, and——" e made a significant
gesture toward desketh's horse
Hesketh eeemed Limself to be

aware of the unfavorable position
in which he had placed himself, and
with a scornful, contemptuous shrug
of the shoulders, he turned to Mollie.

“I am very sorry this—this fearful
scene should have taken place in your
presence, Miss Mollle.”

“Oh, that's all right,” she said, with
a quick breath, as if she were re-
covering from a hypnotic spell. “Do
go! There 1s no good in staylng
Please go!"

He ralsed his hat. “I take that as
a command. and I obey,” he responded,
with a futlle air of gallantry. “Sut,
indeed, you are quite righ I am no
match for a man of this cluss.”

With another lift of his hat, and
without a glance at the man standing
upright as an arrow, sternly watching
him, Hesketh mounted and rode up
the street

CHAPTER XI

Jack looked after Hesket fixedly for
a moment, then, as if he were ashamed
to have forgotten her for a second, he
sald:

“The child!"”

He hurried into the cottage, and
Mollle, dismounting and hitching the
bridle to the gate, followed him
Polly, partly undressed, and wrapped
In a shawl, was lying in Clytie's lap.
She had ceased crying, and though
still rather pale and frightened, was
smiling,

Ciytle looked up as Jack and Mollie
entered, and Jack, even at that mo-
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Jack teok the coln, then suddenly
flung it at the donor, It caught Hes-
keth oa the cheek, and stung him, and
losing all control of himself—his calm-
ness had been only apparent—he rush-
od at Jack with the riding-whip he

t, thought he had
thing more beautiful than the e
slon of her face; she seemed lom.'
living representation of Charity,
womaaly tenderness; a ministerin
:::EI. was what he mentally call

“There is nothing the matter; she
I8 not hurt,” she sald, anawering his
look of -inquiry, “I don't think the
horse can have touched her, ever so
lightly; but, of course, she was very
much frightened, weren't you, Polly?"

Polly nodded with solemn satisfac-
tion. She was beginning to enjoy the
Important part she was playing in the
scene, 3

“That's all right,” sald Jack, with a

sigh of relfef.
Her mother is out,” sald Clytle,
“We'll stay till she comes in; and I
hope she won't return till Polly's quite
herself again, or she will think all
sorts of dreadful things have happen-
ed, won't she, Polly?"

“Yes,"” assented Poily. “Muvver will
be very angry with that black man.”

Moillle laughed. “Mr. Carton would
feel flattered, wouldn't he?" she said.
“But he was rather white. By the
way, Douglas, I'm afraid you are a
very bad-tempered man,” she added,
sweeping round on Jack, who was
standing looking on with the awk-
wardness a man exhibits on such occa-
sions.

“l am afraid I am,” he eald quietly
“But it was the money that riled. No
matter!” He broke off suddenly, as
an Idea occurred to him. “The ket-
tle's still bolling; 1'll make you some
tea."

“Please don't trouble.” said Clytie;
but Mollie sank into a chalir and nod-
ded her head.

“Yes, I should like some,” ghe said
“lI wanted it very badly before; I'm
simply dying for it now. It's the ex-
citement.”

“Mr, Carton must be very much dis-
tressed,” murmured Clytie, as she put
on Polly's frock.

“He was, Indeed,” eaid Mollie, dry-
ly. “Rather lost his head—as well as
hig nerve. 1 ehould have thought that
a child, Polly, here, could have held
that placid steed of his." She got up
as she spoke and went to the dresser
where Jack was getting the tea-things
and, eeizing the cloth, laid It over the
table.

“Take care that kettle really bolls,
Douglas.”

“Of course,” he reeponded absently.
“I've made tea too ofter not to know
the importance of really bolling
water."”

“Ah, yes, in Australia,” ehe said,
casually. "They almost live on tea
there, don't they?"

“They do,” said Jack

“It must be very bad for the nerves
—and temper; {t evidently ls,” she
commented

Jack laughed. “That's one for me, I
suppose, miss,” he said, Then, as he
put the tea on the table, he added,
glancing sidewayg at Clytie, "'l behav-
ed diegracefnlly—before ladies, too.
I'm very sorry, and 1—1 hope you Wil
forgive me.”

Clytie was talking to Polly, and
showed no signs of having heard the
apology; but Mollle said

“Yes, you were very foolish; you
ought to have taken the half-sover-
eign—it wae half a sovereign, wasn't
1nr

‘I don't know,” muttered Jack

‘And bought something for Polly,
eh, Polly? But we'll forgive you,
though 1 doubt whether Mr, Carton
will."”

I don't care if he——Will you pour
out the tea, or shal} 17"

He looked at Clytle, but Mollle seat-
ed herself at the table and filled a cup
He atood in waiting, and handed the
cup and some bread and butter, which
Mollie had cut, to Clytie, just as if he
were the ordinary gentleman attend-
ing on ladies at afternoon tea In an
ordinary drawing-room; and Mollie
glanced at him under her long lashes
and then at Clytie. But Clytie took the
cup and the slice of bread and butter
from him as if she did not observe
anything worth noticing

You'd better have a cup vourself,”
sald Mollie

Thanks,” said Jack “And seme
milk and water wouldn't do Polly any
bharm.”

I've already poured it out,” she
sald; “and there are three lumps of
sugar in jt. Nothing like sugar for the
kind of thing Polly's suffering from.”

Jack took his cup and leaned ag
the mantel with his arm on the she
and his foot on the fender; and he
appeared to be perfectly self-possessed
and at his ease; there was nothing of
the shyness, the awkwardness which
a man of his class should have 5~
played uunder such circumst
the presence of the two yo
from Bramley, Indeed, he
in thought, and his eye
sently on Clytle's face as sl
Polly

So that was hig cousin, Hesk@th
ton, he was thinking; the man v
would succeed him as baronet, {he
man who had ta
Hall during his father's lif
cousin. A strange and
meeting for cousins! He
the look of cousin Hagketh at first
@ight, and liked him less after the
squabble betwcen them. And Hesketh
Carton was free to know, to be friends
with the two Mies Bramleys, to visit
them, accompany them on their walks
and rides, while he, Jack, was mae-
querading as their boatman!

For the first time & flood of resent-
ment—was it also of jealousy? aseali-
ed him, and he moved suddenly with
a sense of impatience and irritation
Ag he did so, he was consclous of a
peculiar eeneation. sometding warm
was trickling down his arm, which felt
stiff and uncomfortable up to the
shoulder. He remembered now that
Hesketh's horwe, as It plunged
about and reared, had struck him
with its bhoof; in the excitement of the
moment he had not noticed it: and it
annoyed and irked him that the hurt

never seen any-
[y
of

should disclose itself now. Ssealthily
he got out his handkerchief and beld

]

it In his left hand, so that it hid his
wrist, and he also put the hand be-
hind him, and he took Clytie's sup for
some more tea.

With the cup, Mollie handed the
bread and butter, and he was obliged
to bring forward his left hand, Her
sharp eyes noticed the handkerchief,
but she said nothing. Polly's eyea
were as sharp as hers, however, and
the child cried out: -

“Oh, Mr. Jack is hurted!
his arm!"

Jack walked quickly to the door.

“1 must go down and see after the
boat.” he sald. ‘Mrs. Westaway will
be back presently.”

But Mollle's sharp, clear voice ar-
rested his Intended flight.

“Stop!" she sald, imperiously
“Come back, please.”

Jack stopped at the threshold and
looked over his shoulder, not too am-
fably.

‘What {s the matter?’ he asked,
shortly.

“That is just what 1 was golng to
ask you,” he said “Polly says you
are hurt; and so you nre. 1 can see
the blood on the handkerchief, Clytle,
tell him to come here."”

Clytle raised her head and colored
slightly

“My dear Mollle! But are you bart?”
she asked, quickly, sympathetically.
“We none of us thought of asking if
the horse had struck you; we were all
80 absorbed in the child.”

“Hurt! Not a bit of it!” he said,
with & laugh that would have beem
one of annoyance if he had been re-
plying to Mollle; but was quite anoth-
er kind of laugh for Clytle. “It's noth-
ing to speak of, 1 assure you 1 sup-
pose the horse just caught me; any-
how, it's nothing whatever.”

(To Be Continued).
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Japan Larger Than Germany.

In the World's Work there is a
chart which shows a comparison of
Germany and the Japanese empire.
Japan 1s the greater of the two both
in territory and population. Ger-
many's area (exclusive of colonies) is
208,780 square miles, while that of the
Japanese emplre s 260,738 -quare
miles. This includes the Peninsula of
Korea, which is a part of the Japan-
ese nation, but it does not include
Manchuriam and other Aslatic terri-
tory in which Japan bhas secured
ninety-nine-year leases of ports and
reflroads as well as business advan-
tages of all orts and mining rights.
Germany's population at the beginning
of the great war was about 67,000,000.
There are now 71,000,000 people living
under the Japanese flag, and there
are also great number of them scat-
tered over the Islands of the Pacific
amd in foreign countries.

WHY BEAUTY FADES

A Condition Due Entirely to
Poor, Watery Blood.

Look at

The girl who returns home from
school or from work thoroughly tired
out will be fortunate if she escapes a
physical breakdown, because this get-
ting tred so easily is probably the
first warning symptom of a thinning
{ blood that must not Le disregarded if
| her health is to be preserved
| When the blood becomes thin and
{mpure the patient becomes thin, pale,
haggard and angular. She not only
tires out easily, but suffers from head-
aches, palpitation of the heart, dizzy
spells and a loss of appetite. This
condition will go from bad to worse,
until perhaps fatal consumption sets
fn, if prompt steps are not taken to
increase and enrich the blood supply.
To make the rich, red blood that
hrings the glow of health. no medicine
yet discovered can equal Dr. Willlams®
Pink Pills. If given a fair trial their
usze brings rosy cheeks, bright eyes, a
good appetite and ;ood cpirits. Dr.
Williams' Pink Pills have made thou-
sands of pale, languld girls active and
gtrong. On the first sign of poor, thin
blood mothers chould insist upon their
daughters taking a fair course of
these pills. They will not only restore
health, but will save further doctor
bills.

Dr. Willlams' Pink Pilis can be ob-
tained from any dealer in medicipe or

by mall at 50 esatsa box or six boxes
$250 from Dr. Willlame




