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A Woman with a [iistoty.
By Hurkaru.

CHAPTER I.

My tale commences a few yeatw ago,
whortly after the completion of the Cana-
din» Pucific Railway, when Calgary was
beginning to cmerge from a village, and
was rapidly growing into a thrising town.
The *““Royal ” was at that date the only
hotel in the place; there were oue or two
taverns, but these could not lay claim to
the dignified title of hotel, and oven the
* Royal ” by Montrealers or Torontonians
would be counsidered very third rate .n-
tleed. Howeyer such as it was, it was
the best Calgary could boast, and one morn-
ing in JAugust a man entered the dining
room and seating himself at one of the
tables called for breakfast. He was a
~plendidly bult fellow six feet in height,
and though dressed in an ordinary far-
mer's costume, there was an air about him
whiclh told plainly that he had not always
been in that rank of life. The head well
~et on, was held erect in military fashion,
and the handsome aquiline features with
the heavy drooping mustache all betrayed
the soldier.

1 bhave named this tale “ A Woman with
a History,” and [ find at starting thbat
mv hero, Howard Clifton, has also a past
belongmng to him which is briefly us fol-
lows. He had once been in the Guards
and had almost run through a large for-
tune by wilful and stupid extravagance.
He was going downhill very fast, when
suddenly, as he himsell would have said,
be put on the break, jammed it down, and
pulled up in the middle of his headlong
career. He left Lis regiment, and with the
residue of his fortune came out to the Cana-
dinn North "Vest. where after looking about
for a few me nths, he bonght a farm sowme
few miles from Calgary and prepared to
breed cattle.

As Clifton took his xeat on the morn-
ing in question a large bull-dog coiled him-
#elf up under his chair, and dozed and slept
olternately with the indolence of i.is hreed.
The animal was picturesque from his very
ugliness, and as he lay with his great
jow. resting on his fore paws, while his
eyes blinked lazily now and again, he
looked the image of quicscent strength,
whose teeth, which the lips could not cover
up. seemed to say ‘ Noli me tangere.” He
was the only friend who had ~tuck ita
hiis master through every vicissitude, snund
indeed was difficult to shake off when once
he had taken hold!

The waitress who brought Howard Clif-
ton his breakfast might have passed un-
noticed in a large city, but in Calgary she
arrested your attention at once. It was
not that she was wonderfully beautiful,
for she wos not, but her deep blue coyes
(the best features of her face) had a welan-
choly, far away, expression, which could
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not fail to rouse iuterest in any keen ob-
server, while her manners and pronuncia-
tion at ounco attracted the ex-guardsman
as beiug so totally different to what he
Lod hitherto met in that rough region.

After watching her ws she. placed the
various dishes he hiad ordered on the table,
and noticing the nervous glance she bes-
towed all the time upon the dog heneath
his chaiv, Howard remarked with a smile
“ You need not be afraid of Trust, he is
yperfectly  well  behaved I assure  you
Misg—-—"

Then he stopped not knowing what name -

to add.

“Thank you very much; I was u little
bit alurmed Mr.—-—"

When she too stopped.

1 My uame is Clifton,” said Howard
prowptly and in a toue as if he expected
o similar confidence in return, but he was
disappointed for the girl merely howed and
hastencd off to some other guest.

Howard Clifton's curiosity was ow
fairly excited, and quickly sinishing his
meal he sought out the landlord and en-
quirel what the latter knew about his new
waitress.

¢ Very little.,” was the reply. *‘ Her
name is Jessic Grahawm and she has been
with me about a week. I believe she came
out bere intending to find o situation ax
governeas, and when her funds were ex.
hausted she was glad enough to take the
place you see hier in. She suits pretty well,
and tbat is about all I can tell you.”

“ Jessie Graham—governess "—mused Cljf-
tou as he strolled into the town to make
some purchases. ** How the deuce did she
drift out here. Poor givl; poor girl.”

It ix a very trite and true saying that
* pity’'s akin to love,” and ouce let o young
fellow of five and tweaty begin to com-
passionate a bluc-eyed dumeel some few
years his junior, it does not require any
vast amount of wisdom to foretell the re-
sult. Howard Clifton had, what iscalled,
gone the pace in the old conntry, and hav-
ing discoveied, amfter squandering some
thirty thousamd pounds, that “ all is van-
ity,” severed himself from society and com-
ing out to his cattle ranch determined to
live the rest of his days like a hermit.
At first he bhad no difficulty in sticking
to his resolution, for hé met with no one
whose imtimacy or friendship he cared to
cultivate, and the frec life on hisy farmu
was & pleasant change after the dixsipa-
tions of London. But Jessie Graham’s sail
eyes and refined bearing upsget in an in-
stant his ealculations and he began to make
excuses for frequont journeys to Calgary.
He would linger over bis meals at the
{loxa! Hotel in order to make opports.ai-
ties for conversing with her, which coun-
versations he would carry on in French,
having found out that Jessie spoke that
language quite as well as her own. Need
1 continue ? One afternoon he persuaded her
to take a drive with him, and when they

were quito alone, away from the town,
he asked hor it she would be his wife and
share his now home.

‘* Are you sure you lovo me well cnough 7"
wsked Jossie with a certrin amount of in-
decision in her tone. ’

“I am quite certain of ryself Jessle,”
he aeplied. * But what are your feelings 2

*Oh I have no fears,” suid Jessic trombl-
ing, and then glancing at him with her
great blue eyw she added * Mr. Clifton [
wil! put your love to the test, and only
consent to marty you upon one coundition.
You must not enquire into my past life
amd trust me when I tell you that I have
done nothing dishonorable,

71 should uever have asked yau of 1
could not trust you implicity and I ygiva
yon the p.omise,” was Howard's answer.

* Happy's the wooing
That’s not long a-doing "

are old lines oft reponted and you will
casily understand that very little time was
required for Jessie tn prepare a trousseau,
~vhich sad not to te inspected by fushion-
able bridesmaids or inquiritive friends. So
before the first blas: of winter bote down
upon Calgary Jessie Graham had become
‘Mis. Clifton, and guided the indoor ar-
rangements of her husband’s farm.

CHAPTER II.

Th+ next twelve months paxsed away
without any event worth recording, save
that a baby in the shape of a fine strap
piug boy made his appearance in Cliftea’s
tiome, and the melancholy look in Jessie’s
eyes had gradually given place to o eort
of relieved and happy expression, ler musi-
cal laughter being often heard to glad-
den her husband’s heart.

Trust, the bulldog, bad tuken serious
counci) with himself, when his master was
married, as to whether his own ugly nose,
which wore the appaarance of having been
smoashed by & blunt instrument, soon after
hirth, had been put out of joint or not,
but after decp consideration, deciding in the
negative, he devoted himseclf to his new
mistress with the tenacity for which his
breed is celebrated. He evon condes-
cended to take the baby under his pro-
tection, and would station himself on
guard beside the cradle in & manner which
gratified the young mother greatly.

It was an early day in January when
after a hard frost, the chinook wind Llow-
ing from the Pacific tbrougin the rockies,
giving a brief and deceptive foretasto of
spring, that Clifton drove off to Calgary
to complete the male of some cattle, leav-
ing his wife and child practically in charge
of Trust, for the few ranchmen, bLelonging
to the farm, were employed at a distance
from the house, and the girl who helped
Mrs, Clifton did not count for much. [t
would have amused some of Howard Clif-
ton's former acquaintances to have seen the
ex-guardsman, who had been used to sli
the luxuvies of civilized life, a member of
two or three of the leading London clubs,



