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Two montbe later ( ok Dale was ma mondnnonfly
quiet s sosal. To the weary wayfarer, who, having
ssckond of 1he din and confusion of the many bois-
wrous misiog oampe in the varrounding country, it
had alwaye appeared like an ossls in & vast desert.
This comtrast waa partly doe bo the quiet, peacelul
dioprnitaon of tbowe who bad chanoed to be thrown
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Mortimer Grey aod Mabel Raodall sl epjoyed
{hett g ramblos over the green, grasey plain, and
sonstonally, for & change, they would avail them.
selves of & borsebnok ride ap the valley rosd past the
puinn of the obd Jog bt 1o which Dessie Wateon had
wel ber ond Inde  Mortimer never passed the place
without & sigh for e girl whom be bhad learned to
love 1o #o short & Lme, while Mabel's bloe eyes would
£1) with toars ae ber thoughts went back (o that sum.
wet o evening whes ahe rode beaide George Wateon
for Whe oot and ot tume, and had witnessed the si.
lest griel which stirred bis manly breast
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h some signs of "Pmt!::;:l:hmmng
"~ pioh his pame had been associat Mabel,
l::;; gl::lling it considerable length on the unfavor.
sble position in which she was plmled, all through
this innocent flirtation which they evidently so much
epjoyed. We will not venture to uuort whether
Harry did right or wrong, but we will say that he
was prompted by nO other motive than that of his
sister's wellare. .

Mortimer was struck with astonishment. All the
aftention he had ever bestowed upon Mabel had been
solely for her own amusement, and in consideration
of the debt of gratitude he justly owed her. What
must be say—what must he do? He remembered,
then, what George Watson had told him only a short
time before his departure—that Mabel loved him,
Perhaps George was right, after all; if o, he could
see no reason why he should not marry her, especial.
ly since people had made themselves busy with the
matter. He sat silent and with bowed head while
these thoughts were revolving themselves in his mind
Buddenly rising from his chair, while a bewildered
FIpression Was visible on his handsome face, he said—

« It shall be as your sister prefers, Harry. If she
thinks she can love me well enough to become my
wile, it shall be so,” and with that he took his hat

olluding, Wit

b | and left the room.

Harry lost no time in hastening to his father with
this piece of intelligence, after which Mabel was soon
summoned to their presence. It may be as well o
sdd here that the old man Randall had an eye ever
open to pecuniary advantages, in which he fancied he
ssw Mortimer Giray a desirable parfi, while at the
same time he did not fail to take into consideration
the youth, education and genial disposition of the
young man whom he ha1 already selected for his son-
in-law. Motioning his daughter to a seat beside him,
he said -

“ Mabel, are you aware that your name is being
freely used in connection with that of Mortimer
Gray? 1f yon are not, 1 can assure you that such is
the fact. Well, to be as brief as possible, Mortimer
loves you, and wishes to make you his wife.”

“Ob, father! You are surely not in earnest! He
carea litlle or nothing for me. His love died with
Dessie Wateon—every one knows that,” Mabel eaid,
evidently much surprised.

~“That's all bosh, child! A good-looking fello¥
like Mortimer is not going to spend his life in senti
wental grieving for s girl who has passed to another
sphere of existence, however muoh he may have |
her. Itrests with you, Mabel, to say whether yo8
will be his wife or pot.”

“ Much as | esteem Mortimer Gray, it would be
vroug for me to marry him,” the girl said, thi




