CHAPTER

v There! [ bave done what 1 could,
and 1 have told your uncle my mind
. Lat us talk of something else oy, 1
o to say that Wil has come down
._n.umnhumrw-um
‘ﬂwl.
L Will! 1 am glad”
1 "‘!Io”mnmnnlimhn
'} He will cheer you up, George"

1 “Yes; he talks as if nothing ma
much and everything was a game.

. Mﬂtﬂ have that WAy, 1
It is oot our way."

They walked away through the nar
pow lanes, holding each other by the
band like two children, s they had al-
ways done since they were childrea to-
gether, and George, who was three years
older, led little Mary by the band to
keep her from falling.

This Will that George spoke of with

" ireeverence was nonas other than myself,
the person who narrates thia true history

- of country life for your amusement and
fnstroction. I am Will Nethercots, In
fact; and though of the same surname
as Mary, am no relation to Mary. I
once endeavored, It s true, to remedy

' this accident, and proposed to establish
a very closs relationship lndeed with that
dear girl, but 1 was too late. My father
was the rector, and when I left Oxford
1 fouand 1 had no voeation for the lfv

. of the country clergyman. Therefore |
became a journalist. It Is a profeasion
which suits me well, and I suppose if
1 live another forty years and arrive at
seventy | shall have written 9,000 more
leading articles, and my countrymen will
then be saturated with wisdom. 1 did
pot walt for these young people in the
church yard. 1 walked down the lane
fo meet them.

1 declare that my heart leaped up only
to see that sweet, fond girl walking
with her lover, only to see the glow upon
her cheeks and the soft light in her eyes.
Mary greeted me with her usual kind-
ness, bearing no resentment on account
of that proposition of mine above re-
ferred to.

“And how Is George beharing, Mary?
And has the Dragon relented 1

“(George always behaves well" she
said. “But as for the Dragon——" Bhe
shook her head.

“See, now, Mary.,” I sald, *I mean to
put the case before a lawyer. 1 will
do It directly I go back. In the will your
aunt leaves you 6,000 pounds, to be paid
to you oo the day that yon marry with
your uncle’s consent. If you marry with
out his consent, It Is to go to Darvid
Well, David has gone away, no one
knows where, and perhaps he Is dead, or
will never come back. Buppose you were
to marry now without your uncle's con-
gent, who is to have the money?"

“My uncle says it will be his own"

“We shall see to that. It Is a cane
for a lawyer's advice. And I will get
that advice directly I go back.”

1 turned and walked townrd the
chureh with them, In the narrow lanes
between the high hedges. We talked
of different subjects, of what had hap-
pened since I last came down.

But that subject of which we were al!
thinking—George’s impending rulo—Iay
like a lump of lead on our hearts. And
so we walked through the darkening
lanes, our faces to the west, so that
Mary's glowed In the golden light like
an ange! face in a painted window, and
presently came to the church.
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CHAPTER VIIL

In the church the choir were already
assembled, and as soon an we arrived the
practice began. They sung, right through,
first the chants and then the hymns,
both for morning and evening, so that
the practice took an bour and more

I sat on the porch and listened, watch-
fng the fading light In the windows, and
the shadows falling nlong the alnles,
while the volees of the cholr, uplifted,
rang out clear and true and echoed
around the walls of the empty chureh,
mxdf beat about among the rafters of the
rool.

The black clonds hanging low made
the evening so dark that outside the
porch one could see nothing. Bat the
lightning began to play about, and lit
up the grave stones with sudden gleama.
Presently, looklog ont Into the black-
ness, | discovered In one of these flashes
a man in the church yard walking about
among the graves. This was a strange
thing to see—a man walking among the
graves after dark. I walted for the next
flash of lightning. When it came, I
saw the man quite clearly; he was bend-
ing over a headstone and peering Into It
as |f trying to read the name of the per-
_son burled there,

“ " Then the man left the grass, probably

% ... " becauss he could no longer read any of

iy

<! the names, and began to walk along the

gravel walk toward the porch; perhaps
because he saw the lights and heard the
singing. The cholr were just beginning
the last of their hymns:

“Lead, kindly light, amid the ineireling
gloom;
Lead thou me on.”

“That's the volce of George Bldeote,”
sald the stranger, nddressing himself.
“He always sung the tenor. I remember
bis volee well; and that's the volce of
Mary Nethereote; I remember her volee,

too, That's Harry Rabjahns, the black- | FAEs.

smith, singing bass; & very good bass he
slways sung. Ay; they are all there—

on.” he repeated these words as If

they had some peculiar significance to
him, *1 thought 1 would come here first
and see his grave—hls grave—the place
where they lald him; and [ thought 1
would read what they wrote over him—
how he died, you know—just out of eurt-
oulty, and for something to remember.”

“Lald whom?*

“I should like to think that I had seen
—actually seen—hls grave,” he went on.
“But the night has turned dark, and |
can't read the names, and haven't got &
match upon me. WIll you tell me where
they've lald him ™

“Lald whom, man? Who are you lods:
ing for?T

“I am looking for the headstone of
Daniel Leighan. Old Dan, they used to
call him. Who died six years ago, or
thereabouta.”

“You mean Mr. Leighan of Gratnor?”

“The sama, the same' [ suppose Mary
Nethercote got Gratnor when he died.
They always sald that he would leave
ber all he bad, Gratoor Farm and Fox-
worthy and Berry Down. Oh, she'd be
rich with all those lands”

“Who told you that Danlel Lelghan
was dead?™

“1 saw It." he replied, hesitating—"I
saw It In the papers. There wan some
talk about it at the time, [ belleve. A
—a—a coroner's Inquest, 1 was told; but
1 never heard the verdict. Perhaps you
remember the verdict, Will Nethercote,
and would kindly tell me? I am—yes—
I am curious to hear what the verdict
of the jury was »

“Youn are strangely misinformed.
el Lelghan is not desd.”

“There is only one Dan Leighan, and
he Is dead,” returned the strange man.

“l tell yon that old Dan Leighan I
still Miving. He Is paralyzed in his legs,
if you call that dead; but if you have
business with him you will find that he is
very much alive.”

“Not dead?' The man reeled and
caught at the pillars of the porch. “Not
dead? Do you know what you are say-
ing?

“No more dead than youn."

“Oh!" he groaned; “this Is a trick yon
are playing. What do you play tricks
for? He Is dead and buried long since.”

“] think you must be mad, whoever
you are. 1 tell you that Daniel Leighan
is alive, and now in his chalr at home,
where you may #nd him to-night If you
please to look for him.”

“Not dead! not dead!” By the fre
quent flashes of the lightning I had now
made out that he was a very rough-look-
ing man, In very ragged and tattered
dress, looking like a laboring man. “Not
dead—can it be? Then I've had all the
tronble for pothing—all the trouble for
nothing. Not dead?’ He kept on saying
this over and over again, as If the won-
der of the thing waa altogether too much
for him.

“What de you mean,” I asked, “by
your rubbish about an inquest and a
verdiet? What Inquest should there be?
And what do you mean by saying that
you saw it in the papers?’

“Not dead? Then how should his
ghost walk if he Is not dead? Are you
sure that Daniel Leighan—Old Dap—
{s allve this ' day—the same Old Dan??7"

“I suppose it ls the same Old Dan.
There never has been any other Old
Dan that 1 know of."”

“It can't be the same.
the evil one.”

“That s possible, and now you men-
tion It, 1 think he may be, and very like
Iy is. But I wouldn't say so openly if I
were you."

“Not dead!™

He turned and walked slowly away.
1 heard him stepplog over the stile, and
then the sound of his footsteps ceased,
as if he was walking over the village
green, which, In fact, was the case.

The volces of the cholr ceaned; the
candles were extingulshed; and the sing-
ers came out. We two men walked home
with Mary. I told them on the way my
little adventure with the strange mau
peering about among the tombs.

“Who could It be?' asked Mary.

“l thought I knew hils footstep, but
1 4id not know his voice. 1 cannot tell
who it was. He knew your volee, Mary:
and yours, George; and Harry, the black-
smith's—Good heavens!"—for here my
memory of the man came back suddenly
with one of the lightning flashes—*'good
heavens! how did I come not to recognise
him at once? Mary, it wesl—how could
1 have forgotten? Why, the thing may
change your whole future,”

“Will, what do you mean?”

“Your whole future, Mary. Your uncle
refuses his consent because he thinks
that David Is dead; well, then, David is
alive! For the man who prowled among
the tombs and wanted to see your uncle's
headstone was no other than David
l‘lli:'.ln himself—come home again In
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, was about half full at
o'clock this Baturday evening, whea

“I am mot a tramp” Do
hoarsely. “I have got money.

He pulled out a handful of silver. “Lat
me come in"

He shut the door and sat down at the
lowest end of the table, taking off his
hat and shaking his long halr off his
forehead. Bix years ago all the meu ln
the room would have risen out of respect
to the owner of Rerry Down. Now not
a soul reniembered him.

His eyes were full of troubls, and with
a kind of trouble which the good woman
had never soen before. Not paln of body
or grief, but yet trouble. He droppsl
his head upon his chest and began to
wmurmur aload as If no one was ln the
place but himself.

“Not dead! he is not dead!
that be? how ecan that be?*

Then he fixed his eyes upon the land-
lady's and gawed upon ber as If she
could read In them what ailed him. Be-
wilderment and amasemest which bent
upon his soul, as the old poet sald, as a
madman beats upon a drum—this was
the trouble which caused his eyes to
have that terrifylug glare and his limhe
to shake and tremble. Mrs. Exon wateh-
ol him, thioking be must have a At of
(T{TY

“The poor man Is 11" she sald, “Here,
my man, driuk thie." Bhe gave him half
a tumblerful of cordial, which he poured
down,

The dose had the effect of comp wing
him a little. His legn ceased trembling,
though his hands shook.

“Yeo," he said, “1 am L. 1 wan took
sudden just now, 1 am better now,

“Where may you have come from?™
asked one of the men,

“I've comes from Southampton, whers
1 was put ashore. ['ve come all the way
from Australia”

“And where might yon be golng next?™

“I'Il tell you that, my friend. ay soon
aa ]l know.” Ragged and rough ke look-
ed, he apoke, somehow, as If he holong-
] to somethlug better than would have
been Julged by his appearance. “If you
had asked me this moming, 1| shoule
have told you that 1 was going «» Uo
vey: now, I don't know."

Mra. Exon still looked at him with
curiosity which comes of a ha'l vueasy
recollection,

“Old Dan Lelghan, now,” he weat on;
“sun any one glve me news of him--1
mean Old Dan; him as had Gratnor Lt
and Fozworthy afterward, and then got
Berry Down, being a crafty old fox. Is
he still alive?  Somebody told me he
wan dead.”

“Qurely,” replied Mre. Exon; “he s
alive aud hearty, except for Lis lags,
poor man."

“Oh, he's alive—alive and heaty? 1|
thought, perhaps—somebody toid me—
that he died—I1 forgot how-——alt years
ago come October It was, That's what
they told me; six years come October.”

“He had an accldent just abont that
time—salx years ago. Perhaps that Is
what you are thinking of"

“How." he asked, without taking any
potice of this reply, “ean a live man
have a ghost? How can a live man
send hls own ghost to travel all round
the world? Won't ha wnot bis own
ghost for himself sometimes?”

“He's got a touch of fever,” said the
1andlady, “and it han gune to his head,
You had getter go home, my m4y, and
lle down, if you have got & bed auy-
where."

“I want ®o know thin'" he repsated,
earnestly; “did anybody ever hear of a
living man sending his ghost o4' on
errands, to keep people awake and
threaten things? It ean't be; It lsn't lo
vature,"”

Nobody ecould explain this fact, which
was new to all.

“How did be do it, then?' he wskad,
linputiently, banfing the table with his
fist: “tell me that? How did he do t?”
Then he pulled himself together and be
came natural agaln. “About bis legm,
now., What's the matter with Dan
Leighan's iegs?’

“Why, after his accident they began
to fall him,” sald Mrs. Exon, “and now
he's paralyzed, nnd never loaves his
room unless he's wheelod ont of a fine
morning. But hearty in appetite, and as
for his head, It In as clear as ever.”

' (To be continued.)
————

How an

¥

Mr. Biblets—Now, m' dear, I'll tell
you how 1 happened to get home 80
late if you'll only listen.

Mrs, Biblets—All right. Tum off
the radiator before you begin, will

you?

Mr. Biblets—Wha' for?

Mrs. Biblets—Oh, it seems S0 eX-
travagant to have steam and hot alr
both going at the same time.—Kansas
City Independent.

Practical Exercise.

“I hear that your daughter is golng
to take lessons In physical culture,”
sald the friend from town.

“Wa-all, yes," drawled Farmer Bl
lag, “an’ I've been bus, getting her
the necessary articlgs.”

“Indian clubs and dumbbells, I pre-
sume 7"

“No, a new washtub an’
ironing board”

a patent

- - -

Don't have a falling out with
your hair, Itmight leave you!
Then what? Better please it
by giving it a good hair-food—
Ayer's Hair Vigor. The hair
stops coming out, becomes
soft and smooth, and all the
deep, rich color of youth
comes back to gray hair.,

every balf minute and covk from
uight to ten minutes. It aboukd be
slightly rare, tender, julcy and well
flavored. When dished pour the sauce
round It

Crowded Out

There Is a coutractor who most
strenuously objecta to the leamsters
in his employ leaving thelr wagons
unattended outside eating houses. So
when he came across a fagrant breach
of this regulation the other day his
angry passioms rose.

With fire in his eye he rushed into
the eating house, and found bis em-
ploye placidly investigating the In-
terior mysterios of a chicken ple.

“What do you mean by U7 De
eried. “How dare you leave my horses
o the stroet! Iow came you to do
ir

The startied tenmster looked up, his
mouth full of ple crust.

‘“Well, sir.” he stammered, “there
wasn't no room for them in bere!”

Banana ®alad,

A strip of the peel of a large and
perfect banana may be turned back,
and most of the pulp carefully
scooped out. The short, thick varlety
of banana, In either red or yellow, In
the best for this purpose, Te all the
space left by the removal of the pulp
prepare a mixture of thinly sliced
banapa, shredded orange or grape
frult, seeded and peeled white grapes
and a few kernels of Engllsh waluuts
or pecans In small pleces, In thelr
season stoned cherries may be added
All wust fAirst be mixed In a  bowl
with a generous supply of dressing,
and after the yellow cases nre filled
with the salad each must be lald on
lettuce leaves. These must be pre
pared a short time before using
Elther a mayonnalse or a good bolled
dressiug way be used

fihe Waa Prepared.
Hushand—1 made $100 on a lucky
turn lo stocks to-day, and you éan now
get that new gown you have wanisd for
8o long.
Wite—Oh, I'm o glad. Here ls
bill for it, my dear.

Cream Filling,

Heat a cup of milk and stir Into it
three tablespoonfuls of four rubbed
smooth In a lttle ecold water. Boll,
stirring, for 4 minute, beating out all
lumps. Take from the fire and pour
upon four cggs beaten light with a
half cup of powdered sigar, Stir over
the fire to a thick, smooth crenin; take
from the fire, Mavor with vanllls and,
when cold, 0l the puffs.

Undoubtedly,

Green—How a physician mese & ¢
when conviseed that his dlagtesis of a
case In wrong!

Brown-—Yes; he would rather belleve
he Is right and let the paticot do the
suffering.

Mothers will find Mre, Winsiow's Boothing
Byrup the best romady 1o use for thair ehlldren
= during the eething period.

Devilled Mushroomas, o

Chop ote quart of peeled mush.
rooms, Benson with salt, pepper and
lemon julce. Mix the yolks of two
hard-bolled eggs and two raw eggs Lo
gother, and Stir in with one plat of
bread crumbs and one Inrge table
spoonful of butter, Fill little whelle
with the mixture, cover with grated
crackers and bits of Lutter. Bet In
the oven to brown.

-
Not 8o Great
Firat Excurslonist—Niagara Falla Ia
eertainly a wanderful example of na-
tare's handiwork.
Second Excursionlst—Oh, it lsn't such
a much—merely s drop of water.

Escalloped Tomatoes.

Arrange in a baking dish alternate
fayers of sliced tomatoes, from which
the skins have been removed, and
grated bread crumbs. Season with
pepper, salt and m lttle powdered cln-
namon. Dot with bits of butter, Bake,
covered, till tender; remove cover and
place on the upper gruting of the oven
to brown.

Tomntoes Au Gratin,

Cut Into pleces a half dozen (not
too ripe) tomatoes. Line a pudding
dish with eracker crumbs, cover with
a thin sprinkling of the tomato, grate
over It some American cheese, nnd so
on until the dish Is filled, having the
last layer of the cheese and the one
before It of the eracker crumba

Canned Poas,

Shell peas and lny In cold water for
an bour, then boll until tender, but not
broken, in salted water. Draln out
the peas and return to the fire. Pack
the peas in hented jars and bring the
liquid to a boll, Kill jars to overflow-
Ing with the bolling liguld, screw on
the tops, and seal,

Peach FPudding.
Fill the pudding dish with nlternate
layers of crumbs, dotted with butter
and sliced and sweetened penches,
having crumbs on top. Pour over
custard made of one pint of milk, the
yolks of two eggs, and two tablespoon-
fuls of sugar. Bteam.

Harvest Drink,

Mix with five gallons of good water
half a gallon of molasses, one quart of
vinegar, and two ounces of powdered
ginger. Keep this in a cold place, and
it will make not only & plensant béver-
age, but one highly {nvigorating and
healthful.
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CLEMENTINA GONZALES,
OF CENTRAL AMERICA,
RESTORED TO HEALTH.
PE-RU-NA THE REMEDY

Misa Olementina Gonsales, Hotel
Provincia, Guatemala, C. A,, in a re-

e

Nectar,

Squeeze the Jjulee from three
oranges and as many lemons into
a pitcher; add two tumblerfuls of
water, and sweeten to taste, Then
put in plenty of pounded ice, half a
teaspoonful of rose-water,

Ruspberry Ice.

One and one-half pints of raspber
ries, julce mixed with three-fourths of
a pint of sugar and one-half of a pint
of water, and freoze.
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Address The Peruns Medicine Co.,
of Columbus, Ohio, for instructive free

literature on catarrh,




