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which I BuppoBO you will deem odd and uncalled for.

However, I must insist that you grant it, as it is a

doty which I owe to myself as well as others."

She paused, and the old trapper, surprised at the

sudden change in the girl's manner, and the cold,

grating tone of her voice, said

" Speak it out Reckon there ain't much that my

ole woman an' me can do for ye that we wouldn't is

thar, ole woman? " he added, turning to his wife.

"OoPBsnot. She knows that well enough; at

leaBt, she orter."

Dobs required no further assurance, and she said:

" I want you to keep the news of my return a secret.

Not a soul at Oak Dale must know that I yet live.

They believe me dead, and it is better that they should

continue to think so. I shall write a letter to my dear

brother, tellicg him all, and requesting him to have

a home in readiness for me. In less than two weeks

I shall join him. Till then I must beg you to afford

me a shelter, and to keep my concealment a close se-

cret" She looked up as she spoke, a strange, pitia-

ble expression in her brown eyes, that the old trapper
and his wife were grieved to witness.

" Dobb, if you knowed how much my ole woman

an' me loves you, you'd not try to deceive us," Mr.

Kingston said, as he advanced to the side of his little

friend, and, etoopingdown, gazed searchingly into the

depth of her sad, brown eyes. " Tell me the truth,
for I can read it plain enough in your purty face, an

confess that you love Mortimer Gray better 'n any
livin' soul-be- tter 'n your own brother, better n all

the world."

If there was one virtue that Dess Watson loved

more than another, it was that of truthfulness. Frank-

ly and unhesitatingly she made her confession, with-

out a quaver in her low, gentle voice.
" You have guessed the truth," she said. " I am

not ashamed to admit that I loved Mortimer Gray-t- hat

1 love him yet lie loved me once, and we were

betrothed. I do not blame him for loving Mabel, or
for marrying her. She is worthy of him, and I love
them both."
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