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B SYNOPSIS

Isobsl Stormont, daughter of Sir David
Stormont, & Weaithy Scotch country gen-
tleman, disappears without leaving the
slightest trace. She was a gqulet retiring

ri, with only one distinguishing feature—
aoutlml Pitian halr, which had been &
mark of the Stormont family for genera-
tions. Her fiance, Basil Conyers,
from London to &id in the search for
and finally receives intelligence that a
answering to her description has been seen
with a band of gypsies.

CHAPTER III—(Continued)

HE spoke with =&
strong Cockney ac-
cent, and was like-
ly only one of &
company of Wan-
dering vagrants
without a trace of
the old Romany
blood or dialect.
“You ¢an tell me
all I want to know
without that, al-
though here’s the
means to do It,”
sald Conyers,
showing a coin.
“lIs a—a red-
haired giri,’”” using
| the landlady’s de-
seription, “who was with you in the
village yesterday still here?' In spite
of himself, his breath came a little
quicker as he walted for the answer.
The woman peered doubtfully through
the drifting smoke at the tall figure, and
though her eyes fastened greedily on the
gleam of silver In his hand her face
settled to a look of low, doubtful cun-
ning. Men of Conyers’ stamp did not
visit a hawker's camp for nething.
What could he want?
“A ) re@-halred girl?”
consideringly.

*“Yes, the one who was with you in the
village yesterday,” said Conyers impa-
tiently. “You need not be afraid -to
speak. I'm neither a policeman nor a
health inspector. I don’t mean you any
harm. Is :she still here? Has she been
long with you? Can you tell me any-
thing about her?”

“Not much, sir. She’s a bit touched
in the ’ead, I think. We came on heér
by the roadside two or three days“ago.
Ehe was a-sittin’ lookin’ at ’er ‘ands,
as ;you would say, and when we come
up:.she hout with some lingo, but the
only “word of sense in it was ‘Dun-
cafrd.” ‘“We're for Duncaird, too,” says
I, but she sits still and falls a-starin’
again; but hafter a bit we sees 'er fol-
lerin’, and when by night she made up
with us she got the bit and Lhe sup
with the kids and a corner to lie In;
more than many would ‘a’ done, sir,
for, Gord knows, the pore gypsy ‘as lit-
tie enough to go round, aAndsshemight
’ave 'ad the fivver or the Smal and
where would we 'ave bimf®
woman readily enough,
whaodli tona-in_. the tH
voice. 'éze had shown th& char
the wret¢ched to one evem
able, but’if this fine gent 2 :
terested in the ‘“‘softy,” o,
might as well know W
done for her. ’ i

“Then, where is she?” asked
with a glance toward theutents; n
the black mouths of which, in spite of
the eddying gusts of moorland wind,
came the reek of close-packed, un-
washed humanity.

“Wish 1 gnew, sir, if if's hanythink
to you. You se2, it was this wye. She
mever said a Christian word hall the
time but Duncaird,. Was she in a "urry
there? we ast 'er; but there, it was no
good, we could make; nothink hout of
‘er, though 'er jabber was more like &
pabby tryin’ to speak than a furrin’
lingo, though Gord knows it might 'ave
been that. But this was a pore day for
trampin’, and one o' the ’'osses lame,
and one ¢ the kids sick, which it’s an
'ard life; sir, and when we didn’t take
the road she hup andihoff without a *by
your leave,’ or a ‘thank ye/’ and, o
course, we couldn’t stop ‘er.”

+And where did she go?’ asked Con-
yers, eagerly. e

He mupst see this out. Likely it was
only a case for the casual ward, but sup-
pase that Isobei had wandeéred away, or
fna in some fashion been decoyed away;
guch things had happened. She might
have béen trying to find her way home
again, and such an experience might
well rob -her. for a time of speech or
memory,save for some stray word. Then
he checked his galloping fancy by
another glance round the encampment,
and at the woman’s coarse, weather-
beaten, face. Impossible, said common-
sense Again, but this time in a less ab-
solute tone.

~Hout the road, sir, but I can’t think
she could ’ave the strength to go far—
which -I'd 'ave kep’ 'er if 1 could, sir,
but, bless yer, she was hoff, as"I says,
like a shadder, but there’'s ‘ardly "an
'ouse for miles, and wot's to "appen to
the pore thing—eah, God bless ye, sir, for
a kind 'eart and a noble gent; there's
precious -‘few think's o’ the pore gypsy.
May ye ’ave the grand fortune and hall
ye want come to ‘appen.”

The rest was lost in a rising shriek of
the gale, as, thrusting some silver into
the woman's ready hand,Conyers turned
away, and, stooping against the wind,
splashed along the road, 'which, gradu-
ally ascending the shallow glen, stretch-
ed far before him, a long, straight, yel-
Jow streak. »”

- '“All you want come to happen,” the
wind whistling by sang the words In
his.  éears. A comprehénsive -ernough
Uenediction surely. Well he must find
this girl- heyond that ‘he wounld not
look. If only she had kept to the road
it would be easy enough; any movlns
speck upon all its empty length coul
be seen a mile ff so long as the light
lasted. But if she had left it? He
cast a doubtful eye over the waste of
hog and heather, where here and there
4 sullen peaty pool glimmered wan in
the fast-fading light. The trap over-
took him, and he badée the driver go
slowly, while he keenly scanned every
clump of .tun 2d bushes on the: lee side
of some hoa.y projecting bowlder.

-1 «wThere are some houses yonder!” he
eéxclaimed after a while, with an upleap
of hope, seeing through the thickening
dusk some low gray gables on a slope
g little way above the road.

“What was hooses,” sald the driver

“Weel I mind the day

were bien folk and warm

she sald, as 11

rather grimly.
when there
fire-ends yonder, but there's neither roof
nor fire left in _Achnagole.”

A few minutes  showed that the poor
dwellings were little more than rough
heaps of stones. In one or two of them
the smoke-blackened ‘*‘cabers’’ or raf-
ters still showed gaunt and skeleton-like
dgainst the sky, and supported seme
fragments of shaggy thatch. but a
+black hut,” which seems as akin to
ghe soil as an outcropping boulder, soon
sinks back to it, {f once abandoned to
the weather.

. Stop!” sald Bas.. suddenly. “I'll go
up and take a look round.”

In a little Basil struck the rutted
frack which led to the ruined village. .
Reason, common _sense, possibility were
flung to the winds now—in spite of
them all, conviction had upmng to
fierce and sudden life, and had him in
fts grip- It was "no. longer some or
waif whom he was seeking, and whom
he would rescue, if he could; for. com-
mon humanity’s sake, but Isobel, his
little consin, who, God ‘knew why, was
wandering alone and forlorn in this
friendless wilderness, with no refuge for
her weary feet, no shelter for her fair
head from the night and storm—Isobel,
lost and bewildered, yet vainly seekin
ber home with but one pititul wo
Bpon her lips -

He set his teeth Hard as he breasted

the stéep slope. She might have hoped-

to find some shelter among these totter-
ing walls. It was the last frall chance,
and he knew it. He was among the
ruined houses now. One after another
he ' searched within and without, but
there was no sign of life, not even &
nibbling - sheep.  Netties breast high
choked the roofiess interiors, mo human
foot had crossed “their thresholds for
many a day. Despalr clutched him as
he stood amid these forsaken dwellings
—a desolation deeper than the dread
emptiness of the wide moors. He fairly
trembled to enter the last,. which stood
a little apart from the others. If it
were empty, too, if she wére not there—
the scourge of the wind, the loom of the
clouds was answer enough. Then he
vaulted the low, crumbling wall which
surrounded it, und made one stride to
the -door.

Within it seemed dark as a cave, for
the wind had not yet stripped it to the
bone — the ragged thatch still clung
about the roof-tree. On the threshold
he paused. Above the wind he heard
his heart murmur loud, and the sullen
drip, drip of the rain in the puddles on
the clay floor. With a long breath he
stepped into the foul blackness, feeling
for his matches; when suddenly the
darkness lighted. The wind had torn
a huge: rent in -the .cloud roof, and
through the gap & white wisp of a cres-
cent moon - looked downm, - Wwan and
mournful.

The pale, cheerless Iight stole in
through the broken roof, showing with
chill, unsparing- distinctness the rough
naked walls, the slimy floor, the yawn-
ing cavity ef the ¢himney, and there
on the cold hearthstone—Conyers’ hand
paused midway, his breath stopped for
a moment—was a dark heap—a reddish
gleam!

The hovel was not empty, then, like
the others; but a new dread like & lead-
en welght made his step heavy, his
brow damp, as he advanced and stooped
over the huddled figure. With unsteady
hands he gently raised the fallen head,
and parted the ruddy mass of halr,
streaming loose like sea-tangle. cast
up by the waves.,

A Hftle oval face, white as the cotton
grass waving on every bog, looked out
on him, the fixed, unseelng eyes turned,

ag If in vain, pitiful appeal to the Lank,

unheeding heavens. From the parted

biuish lips came a faint sighing breath.
“Isobel!” he cried aloud.

CHAPTER IV
THE HOME-COMING.

O HIS last consclous breath Bastl
Conyers. would

push on to Duncsl
the remaining distance ‘and. . take her
homel Amnd the thought of what that
home-coming would mean made: tt:e
-oung man’s usually cool, equanie brala
t\'ell-fxun swim. He was intoxicated by
his amazing, his impossible triumph.
kiven the stolld driver caught' fire froiwn
Basil's suppressed excitement, and sent
his horse along the climbing road at a
pace which had never been exacted from
that worthy animal betore.
A mile upon their the.katorm
leaped upon them again. The ¥y ﬂyan
one cloud, the wind raved dow‘n mmln
{he lonely hills, the rain hissed in e‘r
faces, and chur upon the "thelst
road, while CUCE Snd AEtea in biis
:preedl{l 1“ ht, ;t:d the voice of the thua-
pectral UETL aote to the flerce cry
turmoll around only
n. He could hiava
a: they &trove
shouted

LR € Ly o wet payements

services

tor who ha

her from ch

and whom Conyers
carried  off with
them, and not least
—a ‘moment to flash
the amazing news
to Stormont. In the
qulet old town the
story spread like
and

wildfire,
deserted
awoke,
opened,
sprang up,
carriage
away amid a run-
ning fire of cheers.
every ,
of the -
bring-
ing
and- nearer to that
home-coming which
Conyers . had been
picturing through
all the dark hours.
Yet from ‘the
moment ‘that the
béale of light from
the great  arched
doorway - @i
his eyes it was all
ke a dream, ‘&
dream of crowding
faces, of.  smiles
sobs, tears an
broken words, for
convention and ais-
cipline had been
forgotten for the
moment, and the
w hole household
had thronged into
the great hall to
see Miss Isobel
brought home.

As Conyers step-
ped. in from the
darkness without,
his head high, his
eyes alight, the
girl in his arms,
her slght figure
swathed in a great
erimson: wrap, her
head wupon his

‘"breast and the

warm. glory of her
hair overflowing his
shoulders, the men
broke into a cheer
and the -~younger
women burst inte
loud, hysterical cry-
ing.

Amid it all Con-
yers was consclous
thalt ‘t:omeb;).ne was
wringing hand
til, as he- found
out afterward, the
bones ached;, while
from a blur of light

face &

mo
{37 % “ea"Sat

0 -
beauty, as Lady

remember that

“Then she #lightly turned her
Bawil’s

Stormont bent over the waxen face on
‘his breast, uttering. broken, inarticulate
sounds of pity and tenderness like the.

brooding note of a mating dove, AS-.

she stooped over the still unconsclous
girl her yearning love seemed to awaken
some instinctive response, to touch ofe
of Nature’s chords which le deeper
than sense or sight, for a gulver passed
cver the pallid face, the long eyelashes,
like the delicate arching brows, a shade\
darker than her hair, slowly lifted from
the Wwan, sunken cheeks.~ She looked
-wonderingly up to the bosses and cary-
ing of the vaulted roof, and round at
the old wally hung with the portraits of
the ‘men and 'women of her race, and
decked with the armor and weapons
which long-dead Stormonts had carried
into many a well-fought fleld. Then she
slightly turned her head, and her wap-
dering gaze' met Basil's and held It
A sudden light leaped into the great
im)id eyes, a slight fremor passéd
through the slim.body ‘resting in his
arms, while through the young man's
evéry fiber there went a shock, a thrill,
so swift, so keen-edged, that he could
not have told whether it were pain or
rapture. That gaze did not last <a
breath’s length, but while 1t lasted, and
to Conyers it might have.-been years or
moments, it seemed to sunder him and

——

ing “heart. of the fire, seeing again,
that new light awakened in her trans-
parent exgq.'_'teglml again the strange,
sudden -thrill”’ of - thelr meeting glances,
while: Sir :David walked -restlessly "up
and down- the long room: :
At last, as if-he could--forbear no
longer, therelder man .paused. .
“Basil, you- don’t know what you've
done for me” he sald; “I've never
thanked you—""" SRR T

T AR L

Isobel from all the eager crowd about™ -

them, to set them more apart than even

they had been when speeding oVer tiae
hills In the black, empty night. Then
the light failed, -her head sunk: back
agaln, . &

“YWhere am 17’ she dsked faintly, but
quite distinetly. 3
~*/You are at home, my darling, sale #t
home ‘again, thank God!"' said Lady
Storment, stooping nearer and feeling
that the sight of her face would surely
dispel all wandering féars or fancies,
*At home, my own child,” she repeated
more urgently as the gray eyes gazéd
blankly into her own. ’

“Home!"” repeated the girl, as it the
word had no meaning for her. “Where
is home? Who—who are you?” gazing
blankly into the eyes beaming mother
rapture into her own.

The poor mother fell back with a faint
cry as if she had been struck.

“Isobel, darling. don’'t you know me—

‘me—your mother?”’ her voice rising to a

wail, the outward composure she had
maintained so long in the face of agony,
and, harder still_ - perhaps, ‘under the

shock of bewildering overmastering re-
llef and joy, breaking down pitifully un<
der this unlooked-for blow.

Dr. Purves hurried forward.

“My dear Lady Stormont, you've set
us all such a good example, you mustn’t
fail us now. We've causé enough to be
thankful that we have got Miss Isobel
home alive. The rest will follow all in

time—all in goed time,’’.so )

“towar

maiden bower, the aching emptiness o
which. Lady Stormont had not dared
féce for days past. doctor soon fal-
towed qun:_:

“Go and get a sleep, Mr. Conyers; you
need it: and you, too, Sir David,
{ou',!l take my  advice.
eep til the morning,
he,

he two men were

gether. They looked at each other with
a faint smile. v

Sleep!—the young' man was perhaps
dimly conscious that he was at last
only awakening. What had hap ed?
He did not understagd, did not even
realize the change whih a moment had
wrought. The train had been laid dur-
ing these long days of feverish anxiety
and suspense, of deepening pity, of
growing dread, and now the =
spark had fallen and kindled it
vaguely felt that Isobel vas no longer
only his little cousin, only
whom he was to and W L
had rescued. Beyond that he did not
yet go as he sat gazing into the glow-

.
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“With uhstéady hands he genﬂy- raised the fal]én bead.;f :
® <K

“I don’t need any thanks. It mu.ni
too much to me,” sald Conyers quietiy.
Sir Donald laughed harshly, i
“Do you think I meant to th
God, would & man
_for littin

ull,

tho'hnn
ufl
is past, th

The “ﬁh‘ R e wndde the N
~ . 4 e heavy
reddish w':.ghnd with wild excite-
ment, the fall figure was tense,
the hands-nervously working.
Suddenly he pulled himself together,
his hand over his eyves with a
long breal llke.a man awaking.
“What w I saying, Basil?. If it was
nonsense, forget it. I'll be myself again
soon. ‘Life has been a horror, a- hight-
mare these past days, but, thank God—
and thanks to )_’:&).- dt is over.” .
LT e e
0 -te e days, which still
. weighed ¥ upen: her husband,
%m from hm ¥

to
cruel lines which suspense and ang

hu.dmmwvmr Tace oo st -

EiteRea tent 1o s hande

ginit 2 Engradiance of e dcep and pure -

V.
“] came away for & moment, g&“% "
coul 6

hl.
. s
g% er ;
‘sleeping,” l‘::u:
Rhimper. 88 it an
that b to ‘dl:ltur_b
-“You must.

A wag silen
for a mighty giad-
Toit ke 8 Sreat
self a v e T A e

deeper, wider we'll get a chance of

than -our
h can’

clothes . b6 - ik

w ri
child,” sai

Laa

_remain at such al-
titudes, but must -
be helped back to a
rey ey bely s

'y 5
b S
e o e Pt Py
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~utterance broke off. J};h h

own face blanching at
p ‘Which

T-1¢

""-ei'na gﬂy 0od thi

i, a B t! . t0o, not only. .

for . the poor girl's nuk‘g:,but x}wrhnp{,'
a ‘shoot

Btarmont moor: 3

shame that nobody's hangled

ithem yet but a keeﬂer oﬂm‘ 3

bag one might make!l. There must. be:
dreds birds fairly ‘erying out to

Wa® g killed,” said a fresh, sunb:
fd,” s ~d§ ' turning over on %ﬂ.ﬁs"eﬂ hd«,‘
Blattond ther 451 sy Vo d S T ttiel

pity on me and mine.""

On the yéllowed paper was written In
a feeble, pointed Mand, ‘‘Te my dear
Elste, on_her fifth birthday, from her
mother,” with a date some five-and-
thirty years back.

Sir David caught it from her hand

with a muttéred sound between a gasp -

and an exclamation, and stood staring
at the feebly traced lines. As he did
so0, something white fluttered from be-

2.3

Ve

tween the lesves. :
instant snatch at ui but Caonyers,” at
w!so-c feet it fell, had already stooped.

ly the corner of
e g
i B

pthin 8}

tier; Marian, 1 am afraid ft
likely that this has béen lost or forgot-
ten 3pes.

long ago His hand closed tx tiy

over the worn little book, the di

Con-
fear~

he caught at -the of a chalr.
yers made & hasty:step forward,
qu! that he might fall,

ou 5>

are David;
Dr: l;axven.ﬂ' cried La tormont, her

‘it’s the:

he

Borr o

. CHAPTER V-
MR EVELYN ASHE.

oors . RS

beyond, where-the

acken burned golden in the .

Sed up, 1N ‘l_,:!x&l.t_a

can, {f

Sir David made an

envsiope.”

N r D
in a hoarse vyoice, putting both °
B e i et mennime
S aean
#‘ﬁny efp to throw some light by and -
$ though your idea is ﬂll: g'::;

cult”
ig free hand:

me send for
ht-of the
ad his, =~

7 R St 20 | 4 5508
the ‘Romance in High Life/
qﬁu Jocal papers cail it, is
‘nearly over, all save the last '
““‘chayiter and -the traditional:

edding belis. I suppose Wwe' can*call it™
‘All’s Well, That Ends Well,' or, wauld:
its time-honored varianf, ‘Much Ado-
About Nothing,” be more suitable?” said
& man’ Q_Ydt& with the 'faint flavor of a.=
8 suave tones. . e

over the..
L -rdttgn"f

{ it you ¢ " Ny

&irl to ‘away, where
fof nearly & t&-m%n:%%

‘to give any accou

was
¢ . B if you ‘like. = She’s
“memory very conveniently, it
to me. Of- - we can all

Accustomed. therefore, to rule her own
family sdcially with a rod of iron, and
having established herself as a person-
age in her own set. Miss Rudgeley re-
sented the consciousness that there
avere ‘still cértain circles in which she -
could abtain no.sure footing, Of course,
in time-honored fashion, she declared
that such soclety was stodgy, dull, be-

“hind the times, not worth the ‘trouble”

: oi’ conquering: still, the knowledge Tan=-.

was of the utmost importance to the
¥on. Evelyn Ashée—some people laid a
slightly ironical emphasis on the cour-
tesy prefix. Of the great army of those
who live by their wits, the skilled prae-
titioners devote themselves to =& special
class—the young, the old- men or women
—and it was among the last that Mr.
Ashe found his subjects, and for his
chosen walk in life he was well equip-
ped. An effectfve personality—a tall
figure, slight and graceful without be-
ing unmanly; a well-featured face, with
somewhat remarkable eyes of an opaque
slaty, gray, which could look melting or
/.moumrul or mocking as occasion re-
quired; but which wefte always, as one
of his fair friends dubbed- them, *‘in--
scrutable.” a definition which, as sup-
- Plying a touch of mystery, added gensi-
Bly to his stock in trade. That hint ot
. mystery had been judiclously heightened
by vague rumors of some -romance,
some quixotic conduct which had hin-
dered his advance in life. How such

< reports had origlnated it might be un-

v G

“ < could see the

kled, and specially so at Balachalianm,

where she was always reminded of it .

courteous, - but
evading of hep boldest nd-\

e ~not without their

- by Lady ' Etormort’s
steady,

e S
s a y know
of it—horrid, you k =
wqg right down glad to" et e
had turned up aj e
*“Of course you
you i

oulders. . B

7 can- say 1S, you men ough
.to. be _dev_outlf grateful that times
are cha: . It must have been pre-
cious . dull, when we were
brought dp. Thank odness, nc
can accuse me of that. 1 should to
have seen the mater try her al
it.’*. and jvzlauhed again as she lit her.

i . the, g!oﬂng_ tip of Mr.

RS
ask t4 ~advan-
‘check to the torrent of
!.ty::he:nly means, as

h her. “Of

broke in Vi, with a laugh, “as we saw
her picture in the crowd on Private
View day. I den't suppose you were
bt ol e B B B i
would appear mr% %@"
If Evi Ashe did not altogether rel-
ish being thus ruled out, even though
it were in the company of his hostess,
he was careful not to show it.
“have merely spoken to her. Belng
- and already engaged, they
her“ubom much,” he said,

~something of the

ed the sentence for

\ thod B¢ getting

e 3 mself
questions or statemen

ul one,
ON,.-no, of
as \

ik

blance of "~ -
course,

a very. .

charitable to Inquire; but fortunately
for Mr. Ashe, "‘hawks do not pyke oot
hawks' een,” and, though a good many
men despised him, and still mors ais-
liked him, those who knew did not take
the trouble to disclose how baseless
_these floating fictions were.
In ‘his own class he was well enough
- received because of his birth and con-
nections, while amid the great and ever.
increasing army of the *nouveaux-rich-
es” and the would-be smart he posed-gs
an authority upon the great world, and
his services were eagerly sought after
as guide and adviser In its untrodden
ways. Of course, his El Dorado was a
wealthy marriage, but rich women are
too well watched, or proved them-
selves, as Vi Rudgeley had as yet done,
much too wary and too well aware of
_the  price they could command.
’Now. as the autumn afternoon burned
away in its brief glory, his thoughts
. »were busy, though he showed his usual
excellent form as a shot, not only for
“~his own credit and pleasure,-but to pay
- for his invitation in recognized fashion
by runni:g up the total of a big bag.
¥i Rudgeley’s talk, half heedless, hxft
. malicious, had suggested what appeared
9 very profitable opening for his special
3 'h]lientlt.‘ 4 =
. He topped a long slope, and as
. wide view burst upon him he
‘Far away In the sunny distance he
at- house lording it
‘over - the: : valley, and at the
thought of all it implied he drew a deep
breath. For a moment he let his rac-
ing fancies have full play, then cool,
calculating reason pulled them up. He
. had better have something to go upon
_before he played Alnaschar; meantime
“the first thing was to get a footing
at Stormont, and then feel his way
“ﬁhb’%“ﬂrg:ﬂ"hﬁeéfg' Imost beyond
‘ rose, thot almost you
He 5 ] n?i‘d steady aim,
-it- came pitehing earthward a
of ruffied fe which had
a thing of life a oment before,
f . lips drew to & re-
a8 if Ahg brought down
8 e 5

HEN she remembers nothl;l‘

—nothing at all! It seems im-

possible. Of course, one has

: heard of such things, but I al-
ways thought it was story-book rot.””

“So did 1,” sald Lady Stormont, “but
 Dr._Purves says it is by no means un-
# ;o::w“t?::l so does Sir Hugh Weston.
. 1 d1d not write to you-that we had ha
- him here,” as Conyers started s nug
. at the niention of the t brain
: mmt. “I thought if 1 did that you
-might fancy t were much more

le‘x.'lou than ‘he them to be.”

“And what does he think?” eagerly.
ukcH:h :az- tl;ait thluhlos(: c:u!l memory,

€ the lo speech, only tempo-

rary, -and has likely been

hock, “a .

someé s caused By

e
speaks with perfect ease nov;:,“ :8 thi-t

: €8 me_ very hopeful. But even if
5 m.%mory ‘should not return for some
il i 2 Pt Tt ot véarst
t what 8he” has ‘:“‘;ne.lhou!d

fancies. I see a great chan 3
mi I.h‘uem kf;ure it will strik: :'y:{xl:“ §
o Pl B !::" no one—not even her

““That is ha p
PR rd. How does Sir David
Lady Stormont's face clouded, ;

S ‘He l_- taking it dreadfully to Hheart.

€ can’t see it, as it seems to me, that
after all it is a comparatively amall
price to pay for a great permanent
go0d. It was terribly strange at firat,
:She had to be shown her way about
the house and among her owa little
possessions as if she were the veriest
stranger. Her whole life—everything—
is a blank to her before that moment
. when she opened her-eyes-in th
but she is so grateful for kindness, for.
affection. It goes to my heart” tg:

quick tears starting to her eyes, “'E;: 5

she thanks me for a word, or a }
even, which she would never have no-
ticed before, she was so passive
poor.child, but now it {s_quite ere

- Sometimes I say to Sir David,” 1
through the. unshed t “that 1
did not know she ‘was my Isobel. I
should think it some one else In her
fikeness. Her very voice seetis & litile

18aVe_— honged, but Sir Hugh says that will
it

. she: is perfectly well.

t! &
S e s
never hin g :
I w from wanting more,” -.ﬂ:

~ soon wear off; that by some freak of
.memory she has retained the accent she
“has been hearing last, though every-
.-thing else has ne truly,” with a
shiver. “We are ully and wonder-
-fully. made; indeed, one hardly likes to
'think of the tricks our faculties can
play us." 3
. t she is better—really better?”
e th, you mean? Yes, I think
1 thought she
wotild have had some terrible illn
after all she must have suffered, but.
" she reminds me of nothing =0 much as
-4 child wi ., fresh and happy, from
W sleep. t you would like to see

L )

I may; but—but she wonit know

3% me—how shall I—what shall 1"

knows of you, at least, “t%"
*I think she will guess the
Th are other gifts besides
“you men are always so ready to
'w us,” with a la ‘“but perhaps
better. go first “ufxg' tell l‘:’u—” -
o a de

£

.

from Toronto. |

Voting on. the | 1

" their amended form
. Japuary 3rd.

Frank Ford, de;_iu
al entertained a‘ |
Juncheon at the

- da&y, the gathering

" chief solicitor

A. R. Creelman,’
for
was here for the d
ear “Barnsclifie.”
ty consisted of { (
more and the othe
bench in the city,
leading members. of

The Regina Flou
ed another  consi
strong bakers flogr]
week. . So far the
England five cars
from this years’ W
Country trade the
ten stone sacks. T
becoming popular

*markets is evide

creasing amounts
was first placed K
Regina Flour Mil
much to advertisé
land and deserve’

Mr. Jas. Miller
timers in Regind,
in the employ o(';
pensioned -by  tha
faithiul services. |
first employees of
C.P.R. to partak
of the pension §¥
has been with the
beginming. He lc4
struction. in 1880 4
beingytaken over by
partment was giye
tion at Regina i
which position he
until about 23 ¥4
three score and
with failing healf
sible for him tq
the position. For
has had charge of
depot crossing ab
whole twenty-seye!
with the company
day through illnes
until last summe
two months’ leaye
his daughter, Mrs
zie at Victoria, B

EMERSQ
INVES'

‘ )
Hon. R. WL

quiry into th
against two

Ottawa, Deci
state, Hon. R.J
te Waitgggto‘
ed States goue
the allegation
ficial, who re
adian iarmers‘\d
dary line atj X
-them to crossjin
ritory, and g kd
jail and - cdM

tempt to s
boundary. The
under protesﬁ. 3
allowed to zdt
Scott has repme
ties ap Washing
the Dakota offi
internationa]
it an invesbig
contention fof 4
the United Sta
compensate 4
they may have

WESTE
*GRAI

Liverpool B
Wheat—1
Specified.

Ottawa, Dec
department of
today, elicted
a despatch
Liverpool firni
western wheat
Toronto grai
““Under the

- tion act, one
_established, ©
below the o
The crop of
such- a large

= that at the

ern grain m
grade was av
ards board, ¢
Melady &
contract wi
the delivery
deed wheat:
Liverpool ae
showing it
insisted thaf
contract and
Toronto firm
there was b
there been,

millions
under! the




