s

: entrented the other.  **My right
uselese, and what would ‘become of

if those wretches were to return ? [
e& be murdered. Don't leave me
. ';'l!'q ‘wilh. me ‘:li‘dt someone -imll TR

b (§77 V3 ikely that anyone pass
oD M,rz:?u such an hour. Do you

onldpa?’qqto walk it you

gyt mto rise but sank
ck with a groan o s
. I no use.” beeaid, *I must have
sprained my avkle when I fell, for I csn’t
stand,  You'll have to leave me, Orton.”
#No, I'll stay with you, though I can'
be ot much use.”
. %T'ske back your coat, then.”

*Not so. You need it, I can do without”
said Ortor, decisively. *‘How did this

peén P How came those scamps to at
P" he atked, after & pause.

“They rushed out vpon me from behind
that tree, and demended my mouey aud
my watch, Of course 1 resisted; and 1
had just knocked ome down when the
other s'abbed me in the ara. I don't re-
member anything after that until I fcund

m."

There was silence lﬁun

The gamekceper leaned with folded
aims agawst a tree, and Lord Oscar lay
:n the ground with his head resticg on his

and.
and intently regarded bim.

‘Orton,’ be suid, at last, ‘you must think

me an ungratetul dog not to bave thacked

ou ; but, to tell you the honest truth, I
Ll 20 ashamed of myeelf, I don't know
what to say.’

‘You certainly needn’t trouble to sy
anything in the way of thipks. I don't
know how I could have done less thanl
bave done.’

‘You have bad a grsnd opportuvity ot
returning good for wvil,’ went on Lurd
Oscar, ‘but I wonder whether you'd have
done s much for me it you'd known what
was my errand in the town to-nigh! P’

*I shculd bave done my duty, 1 hope,’
aaid the gamekeeper, bri. fly.

Orton, mine was an unwortby errand,
and retribution bas attended it. 1 owe it
to you to tell you what tbat errand was.
Yo}lpv:ere partly the cause ot it.’

‘Yes, you. When ycu spoke to me
about Miss Forrester, you roused sll the
evil in my nature— roused it all the more
effectuslly because, in my beart I knew
that ever word you zaid was true. When
you left me I vowed that I would have my
revenge. Can you gurss what I intended
doing P’

‘Perhaps I could, but I don't choose to
try,’ was the calm ¥ joinder.

‘Well, ther, I must tell you; T meant to
strike at you through Miss Forrester. I
guessed you loved her, and I determined
to try to win h.r away from you. Ire-
membered that tomorrow is Valentine’s
Day, and 1 sent her s present by way of a
valentine. Don't reproach me, Ortor—
don't tell me I'm a scouedrel ! I feel it
strongly enougb without you telling me.’

“And.you Lave sert this preseat P”

*Yes. It was a mean, cowardly action,
and I repent it with all my heart. Will
you forgive me, Orton P”

‘°¥\;hy sheuld you sek me to forgive

ou
7 *‘B.cause the injury was directed sgainst
you. If it had not been for my rage
agiost you, I should never have sent that
sent—should never bave thougnt of
s:ribenu»ly trying to_win the girl's affec-
tions. You maddened me and I wanted to
make you suffer. But I hope there’s some
little decency left in me; and, it I never
felt uhmg in my lite before, I feel
ashamed tonight.”

““Tell me one thing,” eaid John Orton,
who had listened to this contession in grave
ead silence. ‘Do you love Mand For
———————————————————————————
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Jobn Orton, muasingly.

“He left bis poniu’an by the tree and

| began so pace up and dow: the road in the

moenlight.

grmtly he stopped short before Lord
scar.

“My lord, "n'VV I bave done you a
service "tonight. Will you do something
for me P

¢ Whatever you like to ask.”

*S.mply this; promise me, upon your
bonour, to give vp all attempts to win the
affections ot Maude Forrester.’

“I'h.ve already vowed that to my own
beart.” said" Liord Oscar, very carnestly;
“blut”I will gladly promise it to you as
well.

*¢ Thavk you, l:l lord. You are right in
thinking I love Maude Forrester; I love
hr better than my lite, and I hold her
honour as dearly as my own. I love her

80 much that, were I a lord, I should still
feel proud to marry her. As it is, [ shall
try with all my power to induce her to be
my wife.”

Lord Oucar regarded his late gamekeep-
er intently for & moment or two; then he
bulldr.ilud himeelt, and stretched out his
band. :

‘Orton, you're a good fellow—the most
true and generous I've cver known. Peo
ple think me a haughty young tool, I dare-
say; but at any rate, 'm not too proud to
think it an honor to be allowed to shake
bands with a man like you. Will you take
my band, Octon, in token that you don’c
altogether depise me P’

Jobn Orton took that white, aristocratic
hand in his own sun browned ome, and
clas it cordially,

*I don’c despire you now, my lord,’ he
said, ‘though I tcll you frankly, I despis-
ed you enough, in all conscitnce, a few
bours ago. But itisn’c everyone in your
rank ot lite who would confess his wrong-
doing to one in mine, and I honor you with
all my beait or ths confession.’

‘Don’t mention rark,’ exclsimed Lord
Oscar, with energy. ‘As you rightly re-
minded me this atternoon, it would be a
disgrace to me to remember it. Youv have
saved my life tonight Orton. It it badn't
been for you I might bave been murdered
by those fellows or leit there'to frecze to
death  You shan’t find me §ngrateful. I
won't ask you to return to your old posi-
tior, for you are above fit. "I am not your
master and never shall be again; but you
shall find me your sincere tri nd.’

Before Orton could reply, tLere was a
sound of voices and spproaching footsteps
and in 8 few Uminutes (hree ycung men
from the town came in sigtt.

Willing enough they were to lend assis-
tvnoe, and in less than an hour Lord Oscar
was safe in his own home.

‘Where is Octon P’ be asked, as his ser-
vants were assisting him upstairs.

The ex-gamekeeper emerged from the
shadow ot one of the doorways, and step-
ptd up to him,

‘Give me ycur hsnd sgain,” said Lor .
Oscer, heartily. ‘Come to me: tomorrow
and I will try to thenk you better than I
can thank you now.’

CHAPTER VI.
8T. VALENTINE'S DAY,

8t, Valentine's dsy dawned very bright-
ly ; the sky was blue and clear; the birds
were singing merrily, almost deceived into
the notion that spring bad reslly come,
and that it was therefore time for them to
think about their own litile love s fiairs.

Before the morning was halt ever, Orton
was on his way to the Hall Farm, anxious
—painfully anxious—to know what fate bis
letter was likely to receive.

The thought of the present Lord Oscar
bad sert was makiog bim feel that he could
not endure suspense—tbat he must know
whether there was any answering love to
;upond to that which he bad himselt con-
0886. .

No .wonder that his heart beat quickly
s be approached the old farmhouse.

He entered the kitchen, where one of
the maids was busy cooking.

*Master’s out,’ she told bim, ‘and Miss
Forrester is upstairs. If you'il go into the
sitting-room, I'll tell her you're here.’
Into the sitting-room he went, feeling
anxious and ili at-ease now that the mo-
mbnt which would decide his fate was no
near at hand.

Bat ss minute after minute llipg:d by,
he gréw impatient, and max-like, he took
up tte poker, and gave vent to his im-
patience by poking the fire most vigor-
" aFhe did this

did this a scrap of charred paper,
the fragment of a letter, attracted kis sf-
N D sl b

t was 8 tiny scrap, but it was quite
2ﬂ;oint lot»_Joth;. Orgollan—lme:ant groot
the reception bis wooing 6 expeot,
for be knew the which had becr 80
‘rutblessly com to the flames was
none other than the letter in which he bad
made his avowal of love.
‘And .:nd that m".:: treats it—with
b con » he muttered, very
m‘"ul 1 ;un'iulnund.h. 1

‘but you know very
would never do to make

t such things have been, said

‘enough;s ’%‘:&:ﬁjmhﬂhu;ﬁuh ’
| bered he bad to right to read the letter,
and he § t it from bim with & flushed.check .

E D Tl o, b ke it 3o 4
‘Ab ! this, is sets upon
ber. D ohtlinkitlﬁﬁuou.h,l
he muttered, very bitterly.
hile his hand was still on the letter,
the door opened and Maude entered.
Her cheeks were ligh;lz‘ flashed, ber
mpwduirwmhllnl‘&" ki
Jobn Orton noticed
be knew the oause.
A ogrresponding—nay, an evin fnﬁ-
er—pride awoke in his own beart, and his
voice was supremely baughty, as well as
frigidly cold, as uttered a formal saulta-
tion. :

, and thought

She returned his greeting, casting mean-
while, an anxious perturbed glance at the
letter on the table. J
i He noticed tbis, and said, with ni:‘:iel
scorn—*‘! owe you a coufession, Miss For-
rester. You seem concerned about this
letter’—touching it contemp:uonsly with
his finger—‘and it is only f.ir to tell you
that I, not dréaming of its importance,
bave presumed to look at ft. I have seen
its enclosure, and csn guess from whom it
came. May I, without adding very great-
ly to my presumption, say one word of
waroivg P~ Just this—return that bank-
note, Miss Forrester.’

‘On the contrary, I shall keep it,’ she re-
torted, ‘and you will, perhaps, allow me (o
add that I am in no need ot advice,. and
most certainly can dispense with yours.’
He gtz d at the proud, beautitul tace in
sileace.

Many emotions were contending in his
breast, and reflecting on his face something
of that inward conflict.

Love, anger, jealousy, and disappoint
ment—these were the passions felt by Jobn
Orton as he stood there in silence.

At length he took up his bat, ssymng—
‘Good morniog, Miss Forrester. I don't
suppose you and Iwill ever mect sgain,
but I shall nln{n remember yon as & proot
how great a fool a man may be made by a
womau’s besuty.’

And with thie bitter epeech, he bowed,
and quitted the room.

‘He is jealous I" thought Maude, as she
stood by the window and watched bim
striding firmly down the garden. ‘He is
jealous, and no wonder, poor fellow I’

sbe emiled a hittle sadly and took up the
letter.

‘He was too honest to read it, I sup-
pose ;’but I wonder whom he thinks it came
from

(N
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two without replymg.

Then he said, with sudden decision—

‘Show Farmer Grey up; I will see bim.’

The serv:nt departed, wondering not a
little, and Lord Oscar turned uneasily on
his couch.

‘Heng it! I won't be a coward, even
though I bave come very near being »
scoundrel,’ he muttered. - ‘He has a right
to see me, snd [ won'c sbirk him. He'll be
s tough customer though.’

‘Farmer Grey " announced the servant,
a8 he softly opened the door, snd Lord Ose
oar looked up, to find his ‘tough customer’
beside bim

There was certainly something rather
awe inspiriog in the stern countenance ot
the old tarmer as be fixed his eyes on the
young lord—fixed them sternly upon bis
face first, and then, ratber contemptuously,
on bis splendid dressing gown.

Lord Oscar stirred uneasily beneath that
geze. :

It was a relief to him when the farmcr
broke the silence, by saying—

¢ ‘A guilty conscience needs no accuser,’
my lord, so I suppose you can guess my
errand here this morning P’

*Yes; 1 think I can,’ broke forth Lord
Oscar, impetuously. *You've come to tell
me that I'm a false hearted scoundrel, who
deserves nothi. g better from you than a
horse whipping, ~ Say it out, farme-; you
can’t say a word that’s too bad for me.’

Farmer Grey was somswhat taken aback
by this most unexhected rec: ption ; his face
rele xed slightly, but bardened sgain in s

‘A g per,’ she r d, witha
hslf sigh ; ‘only a gamekeeper. And yet I
almost wish be had been bold enough to
try to win me s month ago, s week ego,
or eved a day ago, #0 that it bad been ve-
fore I knew what I know now. Bat it is
too late—yes ; it is too Jate !' :

CHAPTER VII.
LORD OECAR AND FARMER GREY.

Lord Oscar had passed a restless night

Pain was @ new sensation to him, and
his sprained ankle and wounded arm had
brought him into & state of feverishness
which the bent of his thoughts did not tend
to suppress.

As he lay on a couch and sipped & cup
of cocos, he was r« flicting very seriously
on the events of the preceding evening,

thinking of his own se.fishness, and con-
trasting it with the nobly generous conduct
of bis late gamekeeper.

A flush of shame crossed his cheek, and,
frankly enough, he owned his own unwor-
thiness.

His musings were broken in upon by a
tap at the door, followed by the entrance
of & servant, who announced, with some
hesitation—

‘It you please, my lord, there's Mr. Grey
—Farmer Grey of the Hall Farm—down-
stairs, and he wants to know it you will see
him. I told him your lordship was ill ; but
be kept -on saying he must see you—that
his business was most important. What
shall I say to him it you please, my lord P
A hot flush mantled Lord Oscar's cheek,
snd he looked into the fire for a moment or
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t, as he said, coldly—

‘Keep your protestatiors for those who
will belicve them ; no doubt they have some
base porpose to serve ; I have not come to
call you names, Lord O:car, for I don't
think i. worth while to use such larguage
as your conduct des-rves. I have simply
come to bring you back the gewgsy jou
sent my granddaughter.’

He laid a sealed packsge on the table as
he spoke.

‘Grey I' exclaimed Lord Oscar, very
earnestly, ‘I suppose you won't believe
me—1 can’c expect thet yon should—but
all through the night I’ve been reproaching
myselt for my folly, and imperitence, and
wickedness, in baving dered to send that
bracelet to Miss Forrester. I've felt as
though I would have given my right hand
almost to have been able to recall it. Be-
lieve me or believe me not, I never meant
any serious harm by it. I sent it in a
moment of pique, because,—well, because
someone had amnoyed me; but I never
thought of it doinf‘ soy real barm. Iam
ashsmed ot myselt jor baving dsred do
such a thing at all, but I swear it was not
mesnt 1 the way of temptation.’

‘T mptation ! repeated the farmer, with
8 balt-angry, half-scornful look. ‘I hope
you didu’t imagine my girl o&t:.ld be tempt-
ed by such trumpery as this P and be
touched the packet contemptuously. *As
& matter of fact, she has not seen it—has
no suspicion of your baving sent it.

‘Had she seen it, her feeli s would have
been like mine—nothing deeper then con-
tempt. No, my lord; @ comes of a
stock as famous for its women's /virtue as
for the honesty of its men. No map, least
of all a Shirley,’ concluded the 'old msn,
proudly, and not without a touch of emo-
tion, “could ever say & word w ‘t' the
Greys of the Hall Farm. this re-
minds me ol the rest of my| dhere. I
have come to give you notipe to! quit.’

‘Quit the farm ! exolaimed Lord Oscar,
in dismay. ‘Wby, Grey, it's bedn in your
family for centuries.’ { {

‘Yer, my lord, I know that, and I'd

hg:dtholdatookn t continue there | bu
[

ng as ever the and mortar held
together. But the Hall Ferm is no place
for me now. I've known the Bhir:ys, |
father. and son, snd 'g.nndnn, and honor-
ed and respected them all; but whens
Bhirley comes sending diamond ' bracelets
to my grand , there's an end to &l
respect or kindly feeling. So I'd better
leave the farm, my lord, for I tell you
plainly I don't choose topn{ rent to, or

till the ground for a man that I can neither | lord
mgm nor forgive,’
‘Forgive us our trepssses,’ said Lord

Oscar, 1o 8 low, carnest voice ; ‘that's what
you repeat in church every Sunday. Grey,
won't you forgive me mine P’
.l'l:m %r;.y was amazed, dumfounded
ost, by this appeal.
He bi:’nl(wu # religious man,although

R s St Pt
‘ on from
g8y young um:. wgo.: if the

be told, be had been

sinner.

‘Grey, only listen for a moment,” went
on Lord Oscar, ‘and I'll try and make yow
belicve me. I won't ittempt to excuse ‘my
impertinence in sending that trinket to
Miss Korrester ; 1 must have been mad, as
well a9 wicked, wken I thought of such a
thing. I was m:d, but I've come to my
senscs now. The irjury to my foot and
aim came on me as a judgment, I verily
belicve, and the man who saved my life al-
most at the risk of bis own, and all this in
spite_of the fact that I bad both insulted
aud ipjured him, who returned me good
tor evil, until I telt ready to sink into the
earth with shsme—this man, Grey, made
me see my own meanness as 1 had never
seen it before.’

‘And who is ke P questioned the farmer,
curiously. ;

‘A young fellow who recently ¢ntered
my eervice as under gamekeeper. . His
name is Orton.’

*Orton !

A sudden cloud, & shade of disappoint-
ment, of confusion even, rose o the tarm-
er’s brow but he made no ccmment.

‘Yes. Grey; and I swore to him [ would
never go a step lurther in my folly, even
should Miss Forrester accept my gitt. Nay
I bad almost made up my mind to send for
you, and tell you what a stupid fool 1'd
been, and to atk your pardon ss well as
Miss Forrester's. I suppose its hard tor
you to belicve this; b t I swear ii's true
ll:ylev’erytbingg man can hold good and

cly.

The farmer looked keenly at his young
landlord for a moment or two.

Agplrently there was something in those
bright vlue eyes which inspired him coxfi-
dence, for his own' face lost its look of
sternness, and he said briefly—

*Lord Oscar, I believe you.”

‘And forgive me—say that, too, farmer,’
urged the young man.

‘Ay, and forgive you.’

‘Giive me your hand upon it then. And
Grey, just one thing more, and you'll set
my mind at rest. Promise me you won't
leave the farm.’ :

*‘Not I, for I love it too well, my lord.
And now 1'll tell you somethiog thas I'm
glad I didn’t tell you till I'd seen for my-
sclt you weren't the man I thought you.
It will surprise you not a little, and not s
soul in this place knows it but Maude and
myselt.’

‘What on earth is it P

‘Why my lord, my granddsughter is the
daughter of a baronet—her father is Sir
Alfred Forrester.

*‘What! exclaimed Lord Oscar, in amaze-
ment. ‘Is this true, Grey P’

‘As true-as the gospel, my lord. I've
never talked much about Maude's father,
or let ber talk much about him, either;
but of course, I knew be was a gentleman,
and bighly connected ‘i though very poor.
His consin was Sir Willism Forrester ; but
it was never thought he would come in for
the estates. However, Sir Willsm was
drowned, s few weeks ago, and bis éon died
last Fridsy, as I daressy you know; and
Maude's tather is the beir.

*‘He came over trom America as soon as
he heard of Sir William’s death and he
would be down here now if he were well
enough ; but he ie confined to his house in
.Lou‘yon by &' severe cold. However, I
have seen vand I brought back with
me last night a fifty pound note tor Maude
by way of a valentine. ;

‘Aund so now, Lora Oscar, you will uan-
dt:.t;tnd why'sl!hc;l:.ht it h?’t :’:ty to in-

capt your valentine to her morning.
1t was not that I feared its effects on ber,
nt I wished to hand her over to her tather
with & mind perfectly tree from even ro-
mantio fancies.' She has been the very
spple of my eye for all these years, and no -
lord’s daugbter could bave been more oare--

Mfs,:' from barm.’

sure of that, Grey. And now

ise Forrester know of my folly in send.
ing her that valentine.
'Bl'u sball never know from me, my

At this moment the doctor was ‘an-
| pounced, and Farmer Grey took his depar-
‘ture,\leaving bis landlord to muse on - the
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