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Jack raised his soft felt hat, and
watched her graceful figure as she glided
away dowu the dim leafy vista of the
wood. lie wished that she had stayed
longer, that he might still be looking into
her glorious eyes, watching the ever
changing lights that came and went as
rapidly as scudding clouds across a sum-

mer sky. When at last a curve in the
path hid Her from view he turned again
to his work with a heavy sigh, wishing
It was already half past seven.

butter and eggs marketed, where each
month has Its duties, and where there
is no time when something does not
need attention. This 8ort of farming
comes with high-price- d land and a

dense population, but it does not np-pea- l

to the imagination like the plow-

ing of fields so large that turning a

single furrow requires a day's journey,
or the cultivation of the ground with
steam plows and harrows. The cut-

ting, threshing and sacking of grain
at a' single operation Is spectacular us
well as effective. In this respect it
resembles the range cattle business In

The Wc's Srct
OR A BITTER RECKONING

By CHARLOTTE M. BRAEMEmm James Brewerton RIcketts had
served on the Canadian border guard
and had been conspicuous In the war

with Mexico for his
gallant conduct on
the Held before he
entered the Union
army at the be-

ginning of the civil
war. His first duty
In the civil war
was the defense of
the city of Wash-
ington. Later he
was transferred to
the capture of A-
lexandria.

In the disastrous
battle of Bull Run,
on the 21st of July,

james n. KicKKTTB. 180 1, he was
wounded and captured. On that very
day he had been brevetted lieutenant
colonel and made brigadier general of
United States volunteers. He whs
held as n prisoner of war, but was
exchanged in the following year. In
June, 18(12, he was active in the opera-

tions In the valley of the Shenandoah,
and participated with Ihe Army of the
Potomac In the Maryland, the North-

ern Virginia and the Richmond cam-

paigns.
He served in the siege of Peters-

burg, Yn., In the defense of Mary-

land against the raid of Gen. Jubnl
Early, receiving the brevet of ma-

jor general for gallant conduct dur-

ing the war.
Ills bravery at the battle of Cedar

Creek was exceptionally noteworthy.
He was never out of the range of tho
Confederate fire, and was always to
bo found in the thick of the fight, even
though he himself was wounded dur-

ing the charge.

HISTORIC LONG ISLAND CHURCH.

St. George's Episcopal Church at
Hempstead, L. I., for the remodeling
of which plans are being arranged. Is

one of the historic edifices of the coun-

try. In April, 1904, the two hundredth
anniversary of Its passing Into the con-

trol of the Episcopalians was cele-

brated. The present church Is the
fourth that has stood on the site, it
possesses a royal charter presented by

(ueen Anne, and also a communion set
given by the same ruler In 1700, to-

gether with a Bible, prayer book, a

book of homilies, and silver chalices
'and patens. The interior of St. George's
Is considered to be unusually quaint.
The roof is supported by twelve huge
pillars of solid oak that extend Into (ho

basement. It boasts a (lock that has
kept time for nearly 10 years.

Llv" with C r anil Pigs.
Dr. William B. May and Detectives

'Condon and Shook, under orders from
i Health Commissioner Greene, investi-- j

gated the house of Ludwig Staronskl.
a Russian, says a Buffalo special to
the St. Louis Republic. Dr. May's re-

port Is as follows:
j "Adjoining the house is a small sum
mer kitchen. In that apartment was
a closet, In which n pig was quartered.
The Improvised sty was so narrow that
the animal was unable to turn. In the
front room, what might be termed a
parlor, was a cow.

"While we were on our tour of In-

spection two goats dropped In to see
what was going on. The stench was
unbearable. Four dogs comprise the
rest of the menagerie, not to mention
the numerous chickens which were al-

lowed to roam at will through th
house. We were Informed that eight
persons, including some small children,
lived In the small rooms, along with
the cow, the pig, the goats, the dogs
and the chickens."

Hhe Hutted In.
A nicely dressed doll faced llttlo

girl about 5 was standing on Dearborn
avenue nenr Lincoln Park. She car-

ried a flaxen haired doll which must
originally have had a face the replica
of its young owner's, but was In a sor-

ry condition from being tattered
against the wall. The little girl gave
It a resounding whack Just as an old

lady came along.
"Child," said the benignant old lady,

"why do you treat your pretty doll

so?"
The child's inrnwent blue eyes looked

Indignantly up " s,ie answered:
"I wish old women wouldn't butt In

everywhere."
"My gracious!" was all the old lady

sr.ld as she hurried away. Chicago
Inter Ocean.

A diplomat Is a man who loves bis
mother In-la- If the old lady has
money.

Some girls' ellwws actually look aa
If they bad corns on them.

Montana Is coming in for a big
share of the general prosperity of the
country, and it will only be a few
short years when she will rank with
anv of the Northwestern States in
agricultural greatness. The recent act
of the Interior Department of the
United States in setting aside $1,000,-00- 0

toward reclaiming three or four
hundred thousand acres in the Milk
River Valley is but a beginning of a
much vaster development of this sec-

tion as the needs grow apace. Al-

ready the agricultural worth of this
to be famous valley has been ade-
quately demonstrated In the results
which have followed the irrigation
works already established. It has
been successfully proven that all kinds
of agricultural products grow in great
abundance wherever irrigation is used.
The soil is naturally rich and needs
only moisture to make It yield prolific-ally- .

The Great Northern Hallway's
main line practically cuts the valley
in two. The fact that the government
has decided to begin immediate oper-

ations will prove a great incentive to
the people of that section who have
always believed in the future of their
country and will open to settlement a
vast area of rich land to the home-seeke- r

and investor.
Professor Elwood Mead, the irriga-

tion expert of the United States De-

partment of Agriculture, has borne en-

thusiastic testimony to the great capa-

bilities of the Sacramento Valley when
supplied with water, In canals and
ditches, for irrigation. He says, in an
official report, that its available water
supply should make it "the Egypt of
the Western hemisphere."

The irrigable area of the valley Is

estimated to be more than 3,000,000
acres, and calculations show that the
average annual discharge of the Sac-

ramento River at its mouth is suff-

icient to irrigate every acre of this
great area. Professor Mead, after re- -

morlHnff thf tt la a cinnl vnet to
allow so much water to flow unused
to the sea, save for purposes of navi-

gation, thus illustrates the astonlsh- -

,ing variety of the products of the
soil:

"Within .a radius of five miles In
the Sacramento Valley I saw every
product of the temperate and semi-tropic-

zones which I could call to
mind. Apples and oranges grew side
by side, as did oak and almond trees.
There were olives from the South and
cherries from the North. A date palm
seemed equally at home with an alfal-

fa meadow; figs and Tokay grapes
were apparently as much in their ele-

ment as the fields of wheat or barley
or the rows of Indian corn, some of
the stalks of which measured fifteen
feet in height. All of these could
have been grown on a single acre, and
doubtless have been."

In another report the same authori-
ty expresses a like view, as follows:

In September last I saw a part of
the Sacramento Valley In Its most un- -

i lovely aspect. One of the trips taken
was from Chlco to Willows, two towns
about thirty miles apart, but the road
thirty-fiv- e miles shrdlu cmfwyp shrd

(traveled made the distance about
thirty-fiv- e miles. We crossed what Is

potentially one of the most fertile and
promising agricultural districts on this
continent. For scores of miles the
land rises by a gentle and uniform
slope from the Sacramento River to-

ward the foothills on either side. Wa-

ter would flow over every acre of the
.country traversed without requiring
much labor in Its direction or skill In

.the location of lateral ditches. The
plains of Lombardy are not better sult-- '
ed to Irrigation, nor the soil of the
Nile Delta more fertile than were
these lands originally. For a half
century they have been devoted to the
unremitting production of cereal
crops. Each season the crop has been
harvested, the grain shipped away,
and the straw burned, and nothing
done to replace the plant food with-

drawn. A more exhaustive form of
agriculture cannot be imagined. Al-

though this surprising drain has gone
on for fifty years, it cannot continue
forever.

The absence of rainfall during the
harvest period is one of the great ad-

vantages of California, where the
needed moisture can be supplied by
irrigation. It is likewise one of the
greatest obstacles to diversified agri-

culture where dependence Is had on

rainfall alone. The natural opportu-

nities of the district traversed are
equal to, If not greater than those of
the country surrounding Riverside,
Cal., which has been appropriately
designated as the "Garden 8pot of
America," but a difference In agricul-

tural Ideas has produced n correspond-
ing difference In conditions.

The bonanza wheat farm and the
bonanza orchard were In accord with
the spirit which from the first has
dominated the Industries of Califor-
nia. It is a State of vast enterprises.
Men pride themselves on great under-
takings and doing whatever they un-

dertake on a large scale. Wheat can
be crown In this way. The man with
capacity for organization can look

(after the growing of 10,000 acres of
wheat, as easily as ten acres. It Is nn
Industry freed from detail. There Is

!a period of seed time and harvest, and
jlong Intervals of complete freedom.
It has none of the petty Incidents
which go with the management of a

'
farm where there are chickens and
pigs, where cows are to be milked, and

CHAPTER III.
"Now you are to consider yourself

quite at home, Mr. Dornton," Miss Mai-

ling fcaid, as she rose from the tabic.
"Stay and meditate here iu solitude, or

come out on the terrace, as suits your in-

clination."
The moon came out by and by, throw-

ing from behind a curtain of tender gray
clouds a soft, silvery, shimmering light
over the landscape.

After Mrs. Seftou had gone indoors,
Pauline led the conversation in a manner
that quite entranced hr companion. The
witchery of the evening, the beauty of

the woman, and the spell of her fasci-

nations wrought upon Jack's impression-

able nature, and his dreams that night
were of lovely women with golden hair
and liquid brown eyes.

A week later. Jack Dornton stood at
the breakfast room window, apparently
absorbed in the calm, radiant beauty of

the scene before him; yet his breast was

torn with conflicting passions.
Pauline Mailing was returning to town

by the midday train, and the pain that
her proposed departure had caused him

had also opened his eyes to the hateful
truth that he had beeu unfaithful to his

little Ethel's memory.
"What 'a blind fool I have been," he

told himself, wrathfully, "to stay here
day after day, and not see my own dan-

ger! Miss Mailing has been very kind

and gentle; but I dare say she looks
upon me as belonging to a very inferior
class to her own; and I, to show my

gratitude, must return her womanly
kindness by presuming to fall in love
with her! Apart from my supreme con-

ceit with regard to Miss Mailing, I have
behaved shamefully to Ethel," he went
on; and a flush of
crept over his handsome face. " I've
beeu away from her a whole week, and
only one short note have I oat her."

He seated himself at the writing table
in the window and seized a pen. He
nibbled the penholder, as if in expecta-

tion of receiving inspiration from the

act. Before he had quite made up his

mind as to the wording of his overdue
love letter he heard a rustle at the door,

and Miss Mailing entered in her elegant
traveling costume.

"How I shall miss your pleasant lit-

tle morning chats, Mr. Dornton" with a
gentle sigh "our happy sketching expe-

ditions, and our delightful evenings!"
"You canot miss them as I shall,"

Jack returned.
"You think not?" raising her eyes

slowly to his and dropping her voice
mournfully. "That shows how little you

know and appreciate your gain in pos-

sessing the hearty love and esteem of a
few true friends, instead of the monoton-
ous adulation of a horde of mere fashion-
able acquaintances. Y'ou cannot under-
stand, because you have never experi-

enced it, how the emptiness of our lives
sometimes palls upon us butterflies, and
what we would give at such times to
have a real object in life; how we long

for the affection of one disinterested
creature!"

Here Jack would have precipitated
himself bodily into the yawning chasm
she had so conveniently opened for him,
but for the entrance of Mrs. Sefton, who
proceeded to dispense the comforts of the
breakfast table in her own inimitable
manner. The carriage was at the door
before the meal was properly over.

"Good-bv- . Mr. Dornton," said Pauline,
as she stood with one dainty foot upon
the step. "I shall hope to find you here
when I return; and I fear," she contin-
ued, again lowering her voice dangerous-
ly, "I shall not be able to endure much
of Loudon's vapid society after the in-

tellectual intercourse we have enjoyed
lately. I shall be back in a fortnight.
You will not forget me in that time?"

(To be continued.)

Fickleness of Woman,
Gray Hello, Smith, old boy! And so

you are married, eh?
Smith That's what the parson told

me.
Gray And, of course, you are hap-

py?
Smith Well, I don't know about

that. To tell the plain, tin varnished
truth, I'm just a little bit disappointed.

Gray I'm sorry to hear that. What's
the trouble?

Smith Well, you see. during the
courtship stunt she used to tell me
bow strenuously she loved me, but we
had no sooner got spliced than she
pave up her $10 a week Job as type-

writer thumper. That goes to show
how much you can bank on a woman's
love.

What He Was Afraid of.
Rounder Is it true that you are en-

gaged to that young widow?
Gayboy Not at the present writing.

We were engaged, but I broke It off.
Rounder Aren't you afraid she will

take It to heart?
Gayboy No, but I'm afraid she will

take it to court.

Told in Confidence.
The Caller The man who wrote that

poem you printed yesterday didn't
know what he was writing about.

The Editor Of course not. Other-
wise it wouldn't have been poelry.

Patting Him Wise.
Her Father What are you and

young Shortleigh going to live on in
case you marry?

His Daughter Well, If you must
know, papa, go look In the mirror.

Strenuous Hint.
Husband Let me see, how long baa

It been since Uncle John was here?
Wife Oh, It must be several years.

He was here the week after I got my
last new bonnet. Detroit Tribune.

Quite Likely.
Little Willie Say. pa. what does

this paper mean by "ties of bloodf
Pa Must be a new shade of red

neckties, my son.

its best days.

Acute Indigestion.
Acute indigestion may result from

many causes, but when it follows im-

mediately upon a holiday feast, it is

usually attributable to overdistention
of the stomach, aggravated, perhaps,
by the presence of such indigestible
things as pastry and plum pudding.
It occurs a little oftener In children,
but in them it is rarely so serious in

its consequences as it Is In adults,
for nausea is more readily Induced
and more promptly yielded to, and as
soon as the stomach has got rid of

its burden, the trouble is at an end.
An adult, on the other hand, strug-

gles against the feeling of oppression,
and often intensities it while seeking

to relieve it by taking stimulating po-

tions.
In many cases the first indication of

the disturbance is loss of conscious-
ness or a violent convulsion resem-

bling an epileptic seizure. Sometimes,
indeed, it is difficult to distinguish the
attack from one of heart failure or an
apoplexy, for both these conditions
are favored by overindulgence. A dis-

tinction is Important, however, for
neglect of appropriate treatment in
either condition may favor a fatal ter-

mination.
The old advice to quit a meal before

a feeling of satiety has been obtained
Is still good; one should cease at least
before a sense of discomfort has been
produced, and room should always be
allowed for the secretion of the gastric
juice, which in an adult often amounts
to nearly a quart. When the walls of
the stomach have been distended to

their utmost capacPy by food, the
addition of so much fluid would seem
of itself enough to induce the attack;
or if the distention prevents the se-

cretion of the fluid, as it does nor-

mal muscular movements, the process
of digestion Is delayed, the food is re-

tained too long In the stomach, it un-

dergoes abnormal decomposition, in-

flammation is induced, and this ex-

tending to the small intestine may lead
to more protracted Illness.

In the treatment of acute Indiges-
tion, the production of nausea should
bo favored. When vomiting occurs, it
should not be checked until the stom-

ach has been relieved cf Its burden.
If it does not occur spontaneously, It

should generally be induced.
If unconsciousness or a convulsion

has supervened, a physician must be
called without delay, for It may be
necessary to administer nn emetic
subcutaneously.

Following this, a laxative Is gen-

erally given, and the diet for a few
days is limited to easily digestible,
unirritating food. Mlik, of course, is

the safest form of nourishment, ex-

cept for those with whom It does not
agree, and the addition to it of a little
lime-wate- r or Vichy will often remove
all objection. Youth's Companion.

Troublesome Children.
Everything is relative, after nil,

even age; yet one might suspect that
the "children" of one of Mr. Muzzey's
Men of the Revolution" might have ar-

rived at years of some discretion and
proper regard for behavior.

When I saw the old soldier, says Mr.
Mnzzey, he was the sole survivor of
those who witnessed the Battle of
Bunker Hill. At the nge of !C years
he was attending a Whig celebration
held at Boston In 1S.10, and there I met
him. He was a good looking old man
with a large, well shaped head, blue
eyes and mild expression. His whole
countenance beamed with benevolence.

I asked him If he had any children.
"Oh, yes, I have two sons," he re-

plied.
"Why did you not bring them with

you?"
The old man's smooth brow wrin-

kled Into a semblance of a frown as he
sa Id :

"I didn't want to be plagued with
those boys on an occasion of this sort."

"Why, how old are they?" I asked,
wondering If he could mean his grand-
children.

"Oh, one Is 70 and the other is 72.

But I couldn't be bothered with
them."

One or Thetr Own Met.
A party of New York brokers

caught a live-foo- t shark the other day
while out yachting. As soon as It
gave them the sign of recognition they
turned It loose. Denver News.

It Is said that a man never regrets
back to work properly tmtJl after bis
honeymoon, and he has had his sec-

ond quarrel with bis wife

wherever it could pierce the thick foli-

age above, and with a buzzing of insects
in his ears, he was weaving all sorts of
romantic fancies concerning the owner
of all the beauty surrounding him.

CHAPTER II.
From behind the bole of a large tree

Jack Dornton was being narrowly scan-
ned by a young lady, who seemed well
pleased with the inspection. She watch-
ed him at work for some minutes with a

decided look of admiration in her eyes.
She turned from her survey presently,
and stooping down, crept away slowly
among the brushwood, making a detour
with the evident intention of reaching
the spot again.

In the meantime Jack, stretching him-

self after his spell of work, noticed a

small natural mound covered with soft
velvety grass. The more he looked the
stronger became the temptation to take
ten minutes' rest. He yielded at last,
and found the mound an excellent pillow.

Hefore he had enjoyed two of the al-

lotted ten minutes' rest, his open locket,
containing a portrait of Ethel, dropped
from his hand, and a myriad of gnats
buzzed and whizzed in lmppy freedom
round his head. Jack Dornton was fast
asleep.

At that moment a woman came glid-

ing by in full view of the easel. She
was a woman of surpassing loveliness,
tall, stately, with mass of golden plaits
coiled round and round her head, full
melting brown eyes and ripe red lips, a

skin rivaling the peach in its delicate
coloring, and a carriage queenly in its
every movement. Her dainty cambric
gown, cunningly made to "more express
than hide her form," trained carelessly
among the ivy roots anil brambles be-

hind her. Her simple straw hat she car-
ried in her hand, and her whole air sug-

gested the pretty "maiden meditation
fancy free."

She gave a well-feigne- d start when she
had come well in view of Jack's easel.
It was not pleasant to watch the swift
change that came over the beautiful face
as she marked the vacant seat and
thought herself alone. It revealed un-

mistakably the defects of her character
as indicated in the cruel little curves at
the corners of the mouth, which were
generally concealed beneath the pretty
confiding smile that from long practice
had become habitual with her.

Advancing cautiously, she glanced
around, and soon discovered Jack's
whereabouts. She went quickly to the
easel, and critically examined the morn-
ing's work. Turning aside, she remarked
to herself, "With such decided talent
and such an appearance, he would be
sure to succeed if he were properly taken
up." She then walked on tip toe to
Jack, and scrutinized him quite as crit-
ically as she had scrutinized his work,
and evidently with as much approval.
Then her quick eye detected the open
locket by his side.

She looked carefully at the sleeper and
having assured herself of the soundness
of his slumbers, weut down upon her
knees by his side, the better to examine
the portrait.

She started visibly when her eyes fell
upon the sweet face smiling at her from
the tiny trinket. She rose quickly and
walked away a few yards.

"So she is this landscape painter's
'village maiden!' " she muttered vindic-
tively. "Surely there is some fatality in
his coming here! I can't be mistaken,
it is the same insipid babyishly pretty
face that Lord Summers pointed out to
me in the park the other day. And she
loves this Apollo, does she? And per-

haps he thinks he loves her. Well, we
shall see what we shall see!"

There was a significant glitter in her
line eyes, anil an instantineous tighten-
ing of the red lips seemed to tell of a
hard, cruel heart beneath the fair ex-

terior. But the expression of her face
changed as if by magic when Jack roll-

ed over on to his side and showed signs
of waking. She had posed gracefully
before the easel, and awaited him.

"I believe I've been asleep," he mur-
mured drowsily, raising himself on one
elbow, when his eyes fell upon the daz-

zling loveliness of the girl so earnestly
regarding his picture; and in the first
glimpse of Pauline Mailing, Jack's senses
and artistic perceptions were alike rous-
ed, and, springing to his feet he went
toward the easel.

"I beg your pardon for the liberty
I have taken in examining your picture,"
murmured the woodland nymph melodi-
ously. "I hope I did not disturb you.
May I be allowed to continue my inspec-
tion?"

Jack, hardly awake even yet, mut-
tered something about "too much hon-

or."
"You are Mr. Dornton, are you not?"

she continued, still looking at the pic-lur- e,

and giving Jack time to pull him-

self together. "Ixrd Summers told me
he was going to ask you to make a pic-

ture of my house."
It was Miss Mailing then, and no

woodland nymph, after all. Jack felt dis-

appointed, though he could not tell why.
"I suppose you will remain here for

some days. May I offer you a little hos-

pitality during your stay? The village
inns arc, I believe, wretchedly uncomfort-
able, and I should not like a friend of
my guardian's to be driven to their shel-

ter while I am at home. We are two
lonely women just now, and but dull com-

pany, I fear; but we will do our best to
make you comfortable for this week at
least. Next week I am off again until
the end of the season, and shall have
to leave you to the mercies of the ser-

vants. Say you will come."
"Thank you very much," Jack began

hesitatingly; "but I did not anticipate
la fact, I made no preparation "

"Is that the only difficulty ?' she In-

terrupted gently. "Pray don't let that
Etand in the way. Mrs. Sefon and I
will shut our eyes to the enormity of a
morning coat at dinner, and will promise
to think no less of you on that account.
We dine at half past seven, so that we
may have an hour or two of these lovely
lommer evenings in the gardens."

CHAPTER I.
I know how silly it is of me to fret

over this separation of a few weeks,
Jack, hut I'm suffering from that most
feminine of all feminine ailments a

presentiment. I have a horrible dread
that yon will not come back to me just
the same as you leave me."

Jack Dornton knew this was all very
foolish. He loved pretty Ethel Mallett
very dearly; so, instead of putting his
thought into words, he kissed the tearful
face and lovingly comforted her with
Vows of eternal constancy.

"You know I needn't stay down there
until the pictures are finished," he said.
"As soon as I have the sketches well

forward, I shall come back and complete
the larger pictures from them at home;
Bnd, though I shall be working very
hard, that will not prevent you from
coming every day to watch my progress
end cheer me up for an hour or so in the
afternoon."

Ethel smiled it was rather a pitiful
attempt and turned resolutely to the
breakfast table.

"It was good of yoc to think of com-

ing to breakfast with us, so that we
might see tiie last of you before start-lug,- "

she said bravely, as she busied
herself with the coffee cups. Mr. Mal-

lett came down a few moments later,
and breakfast was got through with due
decorum, in deference to "papa's dislike
to emotion."

Shortly after the meal Jack was
tramping away his portmanteau in one
hand and a portable easel in the other.
He had been engaged to Ethel Mallett
for two months, and they were to be
married as soon as he could provide a
suitable home for her. A fortnight after
he had obtained the reluctant consent of
Mr. Mallett to this arrangement, a cer-
tain Lord Summers, attracted by two
water colors of Jack's in a fashionable
gallery, had found him out and offered
him a liberal commission to execute a
aeries of six pictures, the subjects to be
elected from the immediate neighbor-

hood of his lordship's place in Exbridge-shire- .

Jack had jumped at the offer, see-
ing that it would enable him to place
little Ethel in a home of her own two
months sooner than he anticipated.

So here he was, after a two hours'
run, hard at work in the woods of Mal-
lingford, skillfully and rapidly filling in
the leading features of Mallingford
House and its surroundings. While his
fingers were thus busy, he was recalling
the conversation he had had with Lord
Bummers upon the place of his first sub-
ject.

"Would you wish me to begin with
Sumnierfield ?" Jack had asked, when
taking his final instructions from his
Lordship.

"No; I should like to be at Summer-fiel- d

myself when you are there. I think
you had better make Mallingford House
your first subject It is about ten miles
from Sumnierfield, and you can work
your way toward there. I shall be down
by the last week of July, and hope to
have the pleasure of showing you some
hospitality."

Jack bowed his thanks.
"You will be delighted with Malling-

ford," his lordship went on. "It is a
noble place, and I have a rather peculiar
Interest in the property. The late owner,
Sir Paul Mailing, was a most eccentric
man, with a very exalted notion of his
own importance as head of the house.
He had never marrie I, and was mortally
offended with his brother Geoffrey be-

cause he to.ik unto himself a wife at the
age of thirty-eigh- t without first consult-
ing him. Poor Paul! lie was a great
friend of mine; but I'm bound to confess
that he was uf a most unforgiving dispo-
sition. Would you believe it, Mr. Dorn-ton- ?

lie was so unjust, as to disinherit
Geoffrey and leave the whole of his prop-
erty to his only sister's only child, Pau-
line Lufton. liis will confirmed his rep-

utation for eccentricity, for he made even
her inheritance conditional; first, upon
her taking tiie name of Mailing, and,
secondly, upon her not marrying under
the age of twenty-liv- e without her guar-
dian's approval and consent. A very
awkward thing for the guardian. I am
that person. So. you
see, should the young lady in question
happen to fall in love with some poor
beggar of a fellow, I could not consist-
ently give my consent, and she would
have to give up either her love or her
position as owner of Mallingford, one
of the finest seats in the county."

"In which case?" Jack said, interroga
tively.

"In which case the disinherited broth
er would have his own. Hut I am glad
to say that my charming ward will be
twenty-fiv- e in September and will then
be in a position to please herself in her
choice of a husband for which I am de-

voutly thankful, as It relieves me of a
erious responsibility."

"I can quite understand that."
"I was in hopes at first that I should

be called upon to exercise my guar-
dianship at all. When Sir Taul died,
Pauline was away with her father in
Italy. He was a sad reprobate, and
spent his time chiefly in gambling bouses,
leaving his motherless girl among all
kinds of people. Well, as fate willed.
this Lufton died Just a month before
Sir Paul, and, though we made every
effort to find his daughter, we could ob-

tain no tilings of her. We traced the
father and daughter to Naples, where the
former died; but after that we could
hear nothing of her. We sent out agents.
we advertised, we did everything we
could. At last, after five months of
frattlesa inquiry, and Just as we were
losing heart, and wondering whether we
should not begin to hunt up poor Oeof
frey, she appeared suddenly at my so
licitors' offices. She looked wretchedly
111, said she had been working her heart
out as a teacher of English at a Spanish
school, and had only recently seen one
of our advertisements. She was nine-
teen then and that is nearly six years
ego."

And now, as Jack Dornton stood in the
ihady wood, with the noonday sun mak-
ing little patches of white here end there


