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- and rare wine, Cyril—the boyisn,
e ﬂelr 0i and light-hearted Cyril of old—put
: : one arm round each of the ladies, and
R0 e dene cried, laughingly:

“Come along! I'll show you how a
The Game-Keeper’s Hut

keeper can eat!”

CHAPTER XXXI.
HER GRACE'S VERDICT.

breakfast was still on the table, there
was a little bustle in the hall, and a

CHAPTER XXIX.
IN THE GAMEKEEPER'S HUT.

%Ah, yes, that horrible, horrible
mbney!” murmured Edna, drooping
»n his loved bosom. -“It was you who
jat in the room below us at Mr. Bur-
fon's—you were Sir Cyril More, my
Ansband! And you have been in pov-
prty and danger all this time, when
youn were really rich, when Yyou
might have had it all! Oh, Cyril, I
Jen't deserve to have you back—no,
I §o not deserve this happiness!”

Cyril looked at her with a half-
Juszled smile.

*Happiness!—Edna, I can't believe
~4t seems so strange that you should
pare for such a worthless, useless
prenture!”

“Isn’t it strange!” she smiled, put-
Mag her white hands upon his great
phoulders, and holding him back while
Ms looked at him, with a quaint, bud-
NMag affectation of disparagement. “Oh, you wicked, good-for-nothing
sguch & great, awkward, clumsy child!” she exclaimed; “they have
monmster, in an old shooting jacket, nearly frightened me out of my life
and great, heavy boots—for all the | between them! Mrs. Weston, why
world like .a gamekeeper! No,  on don’t you beat her? She deserves to
seeond thought, I don’t think I can|be shut up in a dark cupboard on
bring myself to endure you!” bread and water! Let me sit down;

“Qh, oh!” he cried, with a great, the stories I have heard since six
pind laugh, as he caught her to him. o’clock this morning, for that girl cf
“Who was it that wanted to share the mine, of course, came to me at once,
hmekeeper'g hut, and make his tea, and nearly killed me W\lth the shock!
ind fill his pipe? Here, Aunt Mar- She would have it that you had 'run
hat” he called, over his shoulders, |aWay with one of the keepers, that
ty 8 movement of Edna’s told him|Yyou had not only elvped with him,
Mot the old lady had re-entered, “the | but that he had the audacity to mar-
mgler keeper doesn’t give satisfac- | ry you!”

Mon! I shall get the sack mext, I Edna blushed and laughed.
sxpect!” “You laugh—you heartless girl! It

»you'd better have something to
®g}: I've had supper put on in the
breakfast room.”

*Supper!—the very thing! I'm as
Bupngry as a hunter! Come along!”
gud much to the delight of the state- | wouldn’t wait a moment, not even for
¥ butler, who tripped about one vast breakfast, but came on directly. Ot
smile, and who, being under the im- | course, you laugh and say that I
Cyril must have | might have known it was false, but.

citement for “Miss Weston.”

“Miss Weston,” if there was such a
person, was at that moment sitting
on the arm of a great easy-chair,

buried in the deep recesses of the
chair, was prolonging the meal for
the mere wanton pleasure of adoring
his beautiful and adored slave—will-
ing slave—near him; “and  before

slave could change their positions,
the door opened, and the duchess was
announced.

Edna sprang to her feet, to the im-
minent peril of the coffee, and Cyril
followed suit, in time to see his dar-
ling caught in her grace’s motherly
embrace.

of it! and what is more, they will |
have it that that ne’er-do-well favor-
ite of mine, Cyril More, is back! I

pression that Sir

boen half straved, longed for the mo- | they were all 50 full of it and so cer- | | Zealander?”

pient when he should get him in a|tain, that I was convinced against my
ghair and stuff him with rich meals will ‘that there was something  in it.'

NEXT morning, while the Rosedene

lady’s maid inquiring with some ex-!
! Cyril, haven't you brought a wife of

holding a cup of coffee for handsoms, |

indolent, “wicked” Sir Cyril, who, !
"said the duchess. “I warn you,”

efther the lord and master or the’

is all very well for you—but, I tell tea cup.
you, every soul about the place is full ]

! mine marry you?”

And now I find there 1sn't. o dis-
charge that hussy of mine! The im-
pudent minx declared that the bells
were going to be rung—why, what’s
that?” she broke off, as the bells sud-
denly pealed out hilariously.

Edna was too startled and over-
whelmed to speak, but Aunt Martha

feat were possible for her.

“You needn’t discharge your excel-
lent mraid, my dear grace!” Cyril said.

“Eh! what! who's that?” exclaimed
her grace, swinging round and star-
ing at Cyril, whom she had not noticed
in her excitement.‘ “Why! can I be-
lieve my ears? Who are you, sir?”

“Your grace has mnecessarily for-
gotten a scapegrace not worthy to be
remembered,” said Cyril, coming for-
ward, his stalwart figure looking al-
most as Saxon and herculean in his
tweed morning suit as it had done in
the keeper’s cords.

“What, Cyril More!” exclaimed the
duchess. “Is it possible! And they
said you were dead! Dead! I never
saw anyone look more thoroughly
alive in my life! Come nearer, you
monster. Why,” turning from one to
the other, “what are you doing here;
why don’t you go home, to the park,
I mean? Ah, there’s Edward—poor
Edward; not that I pity him, I' never
liked him, and as for his wife—why,

your own?”

Cyril smiled exasperatingly.

“I've got one here already,” he said,
with his old laugh.

“Oh, you have, Mr. Impudence,”

swinging round to Mrs. Weston, “this
is the wickedest creature you ever
met. He was the wickedest boy 1
ever knew—used to poach his father’s
preserves—not to speak of the castle
ones, and join in every bit of mischief
for miles around. And so you've got
a wife, have vou; and where is she,
pray’?—some Indian girl, I suppose,
or a New Zealander, perhaps. Where
is she?—you must let me see her, sir;
they used to say that you set up for
a connoisseur.”

Cyril laughed his short laugh of
keen enjoyment, and leaned against
Edna’s
scarlet face and enjoy the scene.

“And so that's what th/ey were ring-

the mantelpiece to watch

ing the bells about, not because you
had eloped with the under keeper, my
dear. Well, I.yow I'll have a cup of
tea”—Cyril came forward to set it
for her—“for I'm terribly confused
and upset. What could have set thair
tongues wagging to this tune? W'hV
let me look at you, child. Ah!”
' And her grace suddenly clutched
Edna’s left hand and stared at it.

“What is that ring?”

Edna covered her face with her
hand, as Cyril came forward with the

“This ring—and—"
“Cyril here; why, child, you've nev-
er been and let that scapegrace of

“That’s just it!” cried Cyril, glee-
‘fully. “There’s no going back on
| that, as the Americans say. Which is
1t your grace—Indian squaw or New

“Neither, Mr. Impudence!” retorted
her grace, 11ugging Edna. “They are
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| beyond which were the Abbey farms

what you duem, but yon’vo got an
angel.”

(To be Continued.)

The 0ld Marquis ;

smiled and almost chuckled, ‘if such a Th e Gil‘l 0[ th e CIOiSterS

CHAPTER I
IN THE SUNLIGHT.

OUR forefathers, those extremely
wise forefathers who are always held
up to us foolish ones as examples and
shining lights, had a custom of in-
scribing over the dooré, or the fire-
places of their principal rooms, some
ingcription from the philosophers or

them that man is mortal, and that
honesty is the best policy.

sessor of other titles too. numerous
and lengthy to mention, had foJlowed
this more or less useful custom, he
might have inscribed tn letters of
black on every room of Fane Abbey |
the well known lines:

“The gods are just, and of our pless-

ant vices
Make instruments to scourge us.”

had not been guilty.
old age, scourged him with melancho-

pleasant disease which
term “remorse,” but which, alas for
the moralists, is too often nothing
more dignified than chronic indiges-
tion!

My lord, the marquis, lived for the

occasionally, say for a week or two in
the height of the season, he went up
to town and stayed at the great house
in Park Lane, but the greater part of
the twelve months he lived like a
hermit, shut up in the four walls of
the Abbey, dwelling on the past, curs-
ing the present, and like all men of
his type, dreading the future.

Now, if any one has drawn a men-
tal picture of the grea= marquis as a

4.decrepit, wizen-faced old ogre, al-

ways attired in a dingy dressing gown
and buried in the depths of an arm-
chair, that mental picture is a totally
erroneous one.

The marquis was very little over
gixty; he was tall and straight, and
notwithstanding his white hair, hand-
some. His smile was particularly
sweet, and his voice soft and musical;
and he was always, when dressed, at-
tired with the greatest neatness. It
may safely be affirmed that he would
no more have thought of appearing in
his dressing-gown than in a suit of
tar and feathers. To complete the'
picture, I may add that his hands'
were as small and as white as a wo-
man’s, and that one foot was equally
shapely; the other was too often hid-

manded by the tyrant gout.

In his youth Lord Farintosh had
been one of the most charming and
fascinating of men, and the habit had
clung to him in his age, and it was
only those whose duty compellad
them.to be near him svho knew how
bitter and hard and,fierce a devil pos-
sessed him—a devil that smiled and
smiled, and spoke softly as a‘rule, and
only- occasionally broke bounds and
leaped out roaring-and spitting fire.
The Abbey was a fitting abode for
so great a man. It was a long, irre-
gular pile which had sheltered many
a holy man and gentle Sister of Char-
it'y?i}ntﬂ dear, good King Henry the
Pighth, who Was as pious a man as
he' au devoted and faithful a hus-
baﬂ, drove the nuns'out and bestow-
etg,}"t‘ho +Abbey on a Farintosh, long
since dead and gone.

! It lay in a pleasang little valley of
the Berkshire hills, just within com~
fortable distance of London, and amid
gcenery which is not'to be beaten for
sylvan prettiness if one travels the
whole world over.

In front of the long, straggling,
red-bricked house stretched a red-
tiled terrace, from which one. de-
scended to wide reaches of velvety
lawns, that faded away into a park,

and the ﬂllm ot Fanehurst.
The marquis was a king in this
part of the country; his will was su-

reverence, thongh. or perhaps he-
cause, it was 80 loldo;n ‘visible to his
tenants and w)orcn. For when the

mmhanowmm&bbqho

moralists |
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invariably traveled in a cloaé car-

poets which was 'uppo‘“ to remind ! riage, which whirled him through the

village and up the drive to the house,

If my Lord Farintosh, Marquis of | ® hearse, and he in a coffin inside it.

Farintosh, and Earl of Fane, and pos- |
i the Abbey ever saw or held speech og?

Very few even of the servants at

their master, for the apartments in

which ‘he dwelt were divided frond the*

rest of the building by doors of
| which he and his valet alone kept the
keys. His meals were served” in"a
small sitting-room adjoining hig dress-
Iing-room. and attended only by the
| valet and butler, an old man whe had

For my lord, the marquis, had beenfbeen in the Fane service since the
an exceedingly bad man. There was E present marquis was a boy. ;
scarcely any pleasant vice in the | No woman was ever allowed to
dark catalogue of vices of which he, penetrate into these apartments; for'

| women his lordship held in abhor-

Consequently the gods, now in lxis’

:youth he had done them homage and'
lia, and with that particularly un-|

best part of the year at Fane Abbey; |

den in the thick flannel bindings de- |gtride out upon tne terrace and

preme, aad M-.nry .person ‘held in| N

rence, notwithstanding that in his

won their love.

Beyond these privdte apartments,

and shut off from them by the huge
double doors, were the state rooms
and a me;gniﬁcent library. The do-
mestic offices were situated in a
wing of comparatively recent date.
The library was on the ground
floor, opening on to the terrace. It
was a handsome room, not lofty, and
not over-well lighted, but filled with
choice, and, in some cases, unique
volumes, and having some master-
pieces of the old masters. Leading
from the library was a smaller room,
three sides of which were hung with

| tapestry, the fourth had an arrange-

ment of old and costly china and
pieces of ancient armor, which had
been worn by the Fanes of the middle
ages. This smaller room was called
the china-room; into neither of these
rooms did the marquis ever come,
There were some admirable horses
in the stables, and well-appointed
carriages in the coach houses, but the
lord and master thereof never used
them save when he was coming to or
going from the Abbey.
hosts of house-
maids, footmen, grooms, and stable-
helps, but they were apparently re-
tained to wait upon one another, and

servants—cooks,

as the marquis never complained,
they were perfectly satisfied.

One fine June morning the sun
streamed down upon the front of the
grand old place, lighting up the dark
corners, and causing the peacocks 1o

spread their many-colored tails; it
peered into the shaded windows of tae
marquis’ apartments, and at last glid-
ed round to the tall windows of the
library, and, piercing the sun-blinds,
threw broad patches upon the carpet
of velvet pile. :

One of its golden beams fell upon
the figure of a young girl, who, stand-,
ing there lighting up the center of
the solemn silence, looked like a viu-
jon of one of the poets on the book-
shelvés. In simple truth, she might
well have served as the heroine of 'n.
poem, for she was wondrously:beaus
tiful. Longfellow, for mstance, might

have had her in mind when he wrote

of the maid standing on the brink
that divides girlhood from woman-

veiling him as completely as if it were

There were. §f
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Special Offering in

Men's Top Shirts.

MEN’S GREY UNION SHIRTS.
Reg. Price $2.60. Sale Price .. .. .. ..$2.39

MEN’S FANCY STRIPE WOOL SHIRTS.
Reg. Price $2.75. Sale Price .. .. .. ..$249

MEN’S DARK STRIPE WOOL SHIRTS
Reg. Price $3.25. Sale Price .. .. .. ..$2.89

MEN’S GREY FLANNEL SHIRTS.
Reg. Price $3.50. Sale Price .. .. .. ..$3.19

MEN’S KHAKI DRILL SHIRTS.
Reg. Price $1.65. Sale Price .. .. .. ..$1.49

NOTE.—The above Shirts are all well made
with Sateen neckbands and -detachable collars,
ang are specially priced for this week.
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REPARATION CLAIMS.

PARIS, March B4
rther information regarding
bnference here yesterday be.
emiers Lloyd George and Cl¢
a and President Wilson be
lable to-day. Concerning ti
fon of the Allied repar
laims against Germany to abouf
mlllon dollars, it was learned
p-proposal was to spread the
ent over forty years. On this
principle with interest
Mount to eighty billion dollar
e utmost that can be expecte
brious division of opinion exists
allotment of damages AmON§
lied Powers. The French
ority for the destruction of
il regions, while the British
i an allotment on the basis o0f]
psts. It is generally concedec
ance has suffered the largest
brial loss, while Great Britain §
hposed the largest burden of
on on her people. The United
g put in a maximum claim fo
life and property during the
sgregating a little less than a
ollars.
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Also full range of BOYS’ UNION SHIRTS,
sizes 12, 1214, 13, 13V4. Reg. Price $1.15.
Sale Price 95c¢. up
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PEACE IN A MONTH.
PARIS, March
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ised womanhood.
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