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TRANGELY WEDDED.

A Thrﬁﬁng Story of Romance and Adventure.
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CHAPTER L
EDWARD, BY DIVINE PROVIDESCE.
“We must all die, and not the old alone,

¢t Shall T lay another cover for lunch, my
lady #"'James enquired.

¢:] think not, James. We don’t know
the Bishop of Blankhampton.”

The young havenoexemption from that doon e

The +chill of death reigned over the|
Tishop's house Episcopal Palace at Blank- |
Lampton, the awe of a great change had|
fallen over the old city. For on the previous|
day, Edward, by Divine Providence, I..nnl1
Bishop of the Diocese, had been carried to!
his last long home in the Cloisters of his|

Cathedral Church, :

The townsfolk had scarce as vet begun o
wonder who wonld be the new Bishop. They
were full of the quiet scholarly graces of the
departed prelate—they had forgotten how
often they had blamed him for not having
been more prominent among them, for being

5o gentle, so full of humility and all those |

meek gualities whizh,as a kind of sop toour
vonsciences, we make a point of attributing
to Christ, and which almost universally we

forgotten all the irritations, the petty ir-
ritations of the past ; their spiritual head,
sanctified by great sufferings had become to
them & dear saint in glory, whose blameless
life among them would be a bright beacon
to guide them on that dark road which
we must all tread one day.

¢t hbut he lias been here several times., He
used to be Dr. Trevor.”

“* Dr. Trevor '"and then her.ladyship

eat down and staved at-the servant with all

her eyes —* the Bishop of Really, James,
you have surprised me. Certainly another
cover must be laid. He will probably stay
to luncheon,”

And when she was left alone, Lady Gas-
coigne knew both past and presentas clearly
as if she had been Dr. Trevor himself - she
knew why so many men who had loved her

and disappointed, she saw it all plainly en-
ough now and she went straight past the
boudoir door to her own roomand never put
in an appearance until the lunch-bell rang.

Meantimé Lady Cowstance had gone un-

utterly despise in the man ! Yes, they had jsuBpiciousiy, So/hee A MILdR and found, Jn.

stead of a portly old Bishop, an eager eyed
broad shouldered man who held out two
trembling hands and came to meet her with

| two eager words upon hislips—**My darling

—my darling,” and for answer Lady Con-
stance went to him without any pretence of
shivness, like a child to its mother.

Perhaps there isno irony so caustic as the
irony of events ! A great gpiritual lord was
leoming in the distance, the not far distance,
who would be in most things what the good
folk of Blankhampton had wished in him who
had just left them ; A big heavy-jowled man
of great dignity of bearing, pouderouns and
arrogant, a patron of Christianity rather
than o servant of Christ ; a man who would
make a rule of being prominent among his
people, whosould be their superior in things
of earth as well as in things of heaven, o man
svhio would seldom try to be affable and if he
did would invariably make all beholders

“I did not know who it was,” she said,
with o gladdening in her voice.

And ﬁ r and bye when her ladyship came
in, which she did with outstretched hand,
Lady Constance eried, ‘‘Mother, you knew!”

¢« James told me,” she answered, and then
she looked rather hard at her daughter and
held out her haud.

] am so happy, Mother,"” Lady Constance
whispered with a blush.

s Lady Gascoigne—" began the Bishop,
when she stopped him.

“You need say nothing—1I see it all,” she
said.  “Youshall talk to Lord Gascoigne
presently. Will you give me yourarm down

wish fervently that he would not, a man of F the stairs "

the world worldly, a Bishop'ef Society, not
the society of his own See but that portion
of the world which iscalled the ¢ Upper Ten
Thousand,” and is commonly spelt with a
captial S,

As yet, however, Dlankhampton was un-
troubled by the personal attributes of Bi-
shops still to come ; it mourned him who was
just gone, and over the Palace where he had
held gentle sway during nearly fifteen happy
and peaceful years there still hung the dim
shadow of his departed presence, a cloud of
wourning and woe.

It was not generally known that Bishop
Trevor, as already they had begun to call
him, had a very romantic history. The litile
world of Blankhampton kuew that he had
baen cailed early to the diguity of the Bench,
that he had married a lady of title immedi-

1t was not usnal tor them to go down with
ceremony at that hour, and Lady Gascoigne
never felt the need of an arm at any time,
but during the few steps they took together,
the Bishop understood that it was all right
and that his new honours had made the way
smooth and easy for him,

And the Bishop gave the intelligent Jumes
a couple of sovereigns hefoze he left the house,
to the further enlightenmentof that function
ary.

the bride went down to Blankhampton. 1do
not know what the good folk there had ex-
- 4 Lo
pected or desired, but Lady Constan_c Tre-
vor did not impress herself very much upon
them. Perhaps she did not try to do so,

ately on his taking up his new oflice, a lady |
who hadonce been beautiful and young but |

who was thensome five or six and thirty
years old. They had secmed very happy
together and after twoyears Lady Constance
bore her lord ason, andin giving birth to
{he child her own meek and gentle life had
slipped away,

The child flourished, and throve apace ;
thie nurse who had charge of him was in
time succceded by a geverness and the gov-
erness by a tutor, and when Jack Tre.
vor was a little over twelve years old
the Dishop, after many months of intense
suffering, died, and no other mistres: haud
ever come to take the place of the jentle
middle-aged bride who had eome htme to
the IPalace nearly fifteen years before.

So much did Blankhampton know of the
matter. but no more. They did not kuow
that many and many ayear ago a.son of the
then Lord Trevor had married for love and
in defiance of his fatlier, and that their Bis-
Liop was the only child of that marringe-—-
that e lived in poverty and educated his
only son no oune knew how ; that Fdward
Trevor had won scholarships asa boy, had
worked Dimself throngh a "Varsity career
without costing his father a’ peuny beyond
hia modest tailor’s bill,thathehad workedon
from point to peint, until ke became head
master of a grext public school, and that as
a young man he had. met and worshipped
hor who afterwards beeame his wife, and
dared not ask her to maryy him, partly be-
cause he had his own -parenta to support in
tlieir older years and partly because Lady
Constance’s people were such as would not
willingly hear of their loveliest daughter
marrying into what for her position would

Anyway, itis certain that when she slipped
quietly out of life mobody seemed to l&linl-'.
that an irreparable logs had fallen upon the
Bishop—they thought it was o pity that the
baby, poor Little thing, had not gone too, and
they made sure that the bereaved husband
would marry again when the yzar was over,
and if they did not say it, they most of them
thought that it was to be hoped he would
marry a more energetic woman next time,

Dut they knew nothing of a terrible hour
when the gentle Bishop had knelt beside his
dying wife's bed, when ke had watched the
life that was all the world to him, quickly
cbbing away,  Conty, Conty,” —he had al-
ways called her Conty—* don’t leave me—
don’t leave me,” he cried,

¢ Dear - Eddy,” she anawered, “I think
I have to go'—it was, oh! such a faint,
faint voice—** Dut I'll wait in Heaven for
vou and—and—you'll have the child.”

¢ T'Il come as you leave me, Conty,” cried
the poor Bishop in an agony of grief, with
the tears streaming down his face,

¢« That is in your hands, darling,” she said
tenderly.

It was soon over after that, and Blank-
hampton waited and waited for a new inis-
tress to reign at the Palace, waited and
waited in vain 3 no other woman ever came
to supplant the love cf his youth, the dear
wife of his days of sucecess, and Edward,
Lord Bishop of Blankhampten, as ke had
promised went, when his time came, toseek
his Conty in the other world, asshe had left
him in this one.

CHAPTER IL ~
GIRL AND BOY.

“ A boy's will is the wind's wiil.?

Le dive poverly.
Yet Lady Uonstance had given all her)
heart to the straight-limbed gentle-eyed |

young paraon, who had never set eyes on the |
hoad of hishouse ot seen the home of his
encestors, and ona gay or lordly lover ufter
anotherwent sadiyaway with“‘zo” foranan-
wer,and ali the best vears of her life went by |

comic 1O Jass,

seem o the outer world both uummrm-]‘-lui:ai

Tune | {
: | back to her.

and uneventfnl, It happenedone fal
morning that Lady Constance had been driv-
ing with her mother. They had been to see
her youngest married sister they were all

married except Constance-—and my lady, the |
Countess, had been expatiating on the sin- |

gularity of Uonstance remaining 8o long
HPEH.HI:I'. ] cannot tell how it is, Connie,"”
she said, “youmust have been hard to please
—Margaret will not compare with you
for an instant and she never was hall so
agreeable or so sweet tempered, and yot she
is the Marchioness of Urmsby and you
are Constance Gascoigne yet."

] suppose I was hard to please, dear

Mother,"” answered Lady Constance, smiling, |

softly asher heart flew toa great llt:'iﬂi::-i:"th.'.:'ﬂ
which =he had never seen--where he ruled
supreme.

“‘Not but that I should miss yon dread.
fully, Connie,” my lady went on tenderly;

«hut I don't like to see Margaret's little |
|. ¥

airs and graces and

“Never mind, dear Mother,”
other smiling broadly now.

They reached home o moment later, a
Lhandsame house in Grosveror Square, and a
tall servant in livery eame to mest thiem.

“‘There is o gentleman, my lady,” he said

gald the

—*‘the Bishop of Blankhampton—he asked |

for Lady Constance.™
#1 will go to him~—"' said Lady Constance.
I darcsay it is about the Home of Rest.
You'll come, won't you, Mother?”
““Presently dear. . Carry my books into
the library, James.”™
The daughter went upstairs and the
mother weat into the library,

e

Sunday came and went! An immense
congresation gathered in the Pavish—as the

L 4

ton—to do the last honours to the dead
3ishop, end to listen to the address of enlogy
whicit was given by the Dean.

1n one corner of the Palace pew sat Lady

| Cathedral is familiarly called in Blankhamp-

L1 . ! - : ' Cascoirne—the . Countess Dowage OW-—
Wit II]:'_;: for wiab ﬁllt.' ll{ltl 110 :1.L:|'11!'! I'l'-ll‘_._,'lﬂ. ayveanr { wee ::-;;_b:“:-.n ”:l-::: -I_L-uurls 11[?11;'11 uut_E{:rfr ::nuirlc
Dear, dear, 'what tender | Vet PG COPITLE Js ¢ g g

romances there are somoetimes in lives that |

affoetion for him who was gone as for the
paninl remembrances of lier dear lost
daughter which the past week had brought
And in the other corner--his
accustomed place—sat young (ascoigne
Trevor, more commonly known as ¢“ Jack.”

That service was a terrible ordeal for the
' Tav! He was only thirteen yearsold, and the
|1+ % upportioned to the Palace was like the
carresponding one belonging to the Deanery,

| so prominently placed ‘that its occupants

| wore the observed of all observers. Every
sab that eseaped his grandmother’s 1i s tore
' his heart afresh with an agony that was
| almost past bearing. But onbothsides he Lad
| come of a proud stock; Lie had'inherited the
| blood which can go to the stake with s smile
and will accept triumph or rnin without so
' much as the quiver of a single muscle. He
| could not keep back the tears which wonld
' force their way from under his unwilling
eve.lids, but he would have died before he
would . have . lifted a hand to 'wipe them
away !

And when all was over he had to face the
ordeal of passing down the crowded nave

!I one seeming more anxious than another to
L et oo goodd look at.tne Countess and the
1 Bishop’s only son.  What do you say, my
' Reader? That vou don’t beligve that any
| one would linger at such a time to gaze at
'F the fresh grief of the newly bereaved! Well,
| all [ can say is that young Jack Trevor

knew Blankhampton better than you do!
: e, voor boy, re-called clearly enough, the
| time two years: before: when the old Dean

 had -.ii-_--i,i.i-'hcn the people in their anxiety

1 Lo miss nothing of such ¢ raree-show as three

| heart-broken girls, had not hesitated to

« Pardon me, my lady;" James answered;

iunigne the week before his death.

beautiful daughter had ridden away hopeless,

Well in due time they were married and

between the ranks of eager spectators, cach |

climb the three steps which led to the
Deanery pew and hang on to the door soas
to get o really satisfying lock at the sobbing
crape-shrouded figures still kneeling with
their faces hidden in their hands!

So Jack knew well enongh that there was
no escape for him, and he gave his slight
young arm to his grandmother and passed
| steadily through the throng of people, his
face pale as death, lhis eyes dimmed with
tears, yet with his head yrell up in air, 2
boyv with'tiic heart.of a man ! :

The Bishop had left his son to the gunardian-
shipof* his unele,” Lord Gascoigné, coupled
with o wish that he should spend as much
time with his gnll_]'tlnmt'lu:r. Lady Gascoigne,
as that ‘lady and Jack himself should wish.

] should like him to be asmitch with
-you as possible,” he had said to Lad :.'}lfhuf
L L] l:. 1:_'
a good boy, very brave and truthful, and |
don’t think vou will find him much trouble.”

“«Tdward,” said the old Countess steadily
< Jack is the very- light of iy old age—my
Connie’s boy whom she hardly saw. As you
say, heis brave ana  tru 1ful ; but if he
were not—if he werehorrid, as many boys
of his age are, I would still carry ‘out al!
your wishes if only out of my gratitude to
you for having heen the best of husbands
to my girl and for naver havingput another

! ywoman in her place.”

“I never thought of it,” he said.

“But,” persisted the old lady, ““miny
men would have thought of it, mest men
would have thought of it, for after a wife
like Connie, you must have beenoften lonely
and wretched,  Many a man would have
‘married again because the empty. life was
too grievous to bear.™

] never thought of it,"” repeated the

her of that last sad promise he had made
his Conty ; that wasa thing hetween him
and_her too sacred to repeat even to her
mother,

Well, Lady Gascoigne and Jack went back
te the Palaceand tried to eat a miserable
real, which ended in tho'old Countess
going off to her own room to keep quict until
time for the afternoon service at the Parish,
and Jack forlorn and wretched, not liking
to o tothe stables; as was usual with him
after luncheon on Sundays, found himself
somehow walking slowly and aimlessly
through the West Garden.

Now the West Garden was one of the

. prettiest hits about the Palace ! Jack’s mo-

ther had loved it, and the Bishophad been ac-
customed to spend many hours pacing slowly
up and down its neatly-kept pathways think-
ing out his sermons and his addresses to the
young-—thinking often too of her who had
so often walked there hand in hand with
him. So Jack, hallowed by thoughts of him
for whom his grief was yet fresh, found
himself walking among the  bright-hued
flower beds towards the bank of the river.
iﬁml as he walkeda voice calledto him soft-
oy

o Jack,” it said—** Jack.”

heard it. ** Is it you, Fthel " he answered.

The garden at this point ended in & nar-
row shubbery, which in its turn led into a
strip of meadow-land which ran to the bank
of the river. A little wooden gate led from
this shirubbery to the meadow, and at this
aate when Jack, reached it he found the
owner of the voice standing.

Ol ! Jack dear,” she cried, T wanted
so to sce vou—I did write. We arve so sorvy,
Jack, go sorry all of us. And'Il was in the

wrish this morning; Jack, and I eried
all the time.” P

“ Let’s go and sit on the bank, Ethel,”
said Jack holding out his hand.:

So together they went, Jack and his friend
Fthel, and sat down on the river's bank in
the bright August sunshine, and as Jack sat
with his hand in her's-—not because they
were by way of being sweet-hearts or.in the
habit of showing endearments towards cne
another, but only and solely beecause Jack
was in trouble—he began in some indefinable
way to be comforted.  His grandmother

wil tried with all her heart to comfort him,

it is true, but with indiifercnt -suecess, for
every tear and sob that escaped her Jady-
ship had only scemed torive the heart of the
boy meore cruelly. - Lady Gascoigne was big,
and so—so sloppy, ves, I know it'sa vulgar
word, yet nothing else scems to express her
so well. Ter tears were 86 ready to {low,
her tongue was incessant, her reminiscences
agonising, Fthel was different, she was so
gentle and go- pretty, she had known the
Bishop everso much better than his mother-
in-law ‘had done,  8he: mourned for him
with all her true and tender childish heart,
yet tears<did not have the effect.of flurrying
her whole face as. always happened with
Lady Cascoigne—tears only made her eyes
look like forget-me-nots after a shower of
ain.

¢ Mother says, Jack,” seid Ethel present-
ly ““ that yon will be going away from the
Palace now."”

“Yes. I am going to live with my grand-
mother,” he answered.

“Jn London %"

Y en, "

“\Vill younever come back to Blankhamy-
ton again &

“0Oh ! yes, some day.” It was a subject on
which just then Jack wasvery loth toenter;
but if the very young are good comforters,
sometimesthey prove themselves unconscious
inguisitors of the first degree.. All uncon-
gciously Ethel went on, '

“When do you think, Jack %"

“I don't know, I shall come back when I
have a chance. I should have had to go next
month in any case.”

“Yes,"” Ethel sighed—*‘Boys do have to go
to school—but I missed you awfully last
vear : and I shall miss you now, I know.”

f " ¢You will have Mary Bamfylde " he
;
!

i began.
“Yes—but Mary Damfylde likes dolls.”

} with contemptuous emphasis on the word,
i ¢and she  sereams if-she " seea arat, and a
i wisp sends her out of hermind. " She doean't
" know hasw. to bait a fish-hook nor climba
- tree nor—nor anvthing 1"
| ¢l L well, Mary is a duifer, there’s no

doubt about it,” Jack gaid in a tone of quiet
| conviction—*"There's Dolly Tennent—she’s
ho wood, she’s such o thean little thing ; and
* there is Luey Vivian, she isn’tmuch better,
i Well really, Ethel, unless you can put up
' with the Lawrences, 1 don't see what yon

will do.™ :
i ¢ can't bear the Lawrences,”
* Ethiel.
{. *They'll he betier than nothing,” said
! Jack-—and when I get my holidays perhaps
! Mrs. Mordaunt will ask me do sn here—and
I tell . you what Rl «doy Ethel, I'll ask

cried

T Granhy to invite you'to stay with us in Lon-

Udon or wherever we ird. "™

i “Will youn, Jack!? Oh! that will be
lovely. I know Mother will ask you down
here—1I'll get, her to ask Lady Gascoigne be-
cwrdt iha ones. 1 know aha will™

L

Bishop simply, and even then he did not tell

thing of that kine

carriare ot the door and Lady. Gascoigne
k [ =] o |

Taree and so hot in her veoluminous erape-

Jack I'revor quickened his footsteps as he |

| always declared that his veal boyhooid end-

“Sg in hushed yet eager voices, the two
children laid their plans for the future, and
presently a ‘servant came in, scargh of
Ethel. ;U - :
«Miss Ethel,” he said, breaKing in upon
their talk—*‘the mistress has gonaito get

=

ready for service.” b
“Yes.

:onl, whom the servants .u.tt the Chiffe
worshipped., *‘Are you going o servies,
Joek ¥ she asked as James turned away.

“Qh! yes.”

15 Lady.Gascoigne.caing 2

«'{"os—at least I believe s0.”
.-Ftliel pressed a little nearer 10
s Jaek,” she said in anawed voice
it arrful this mormng-3% .

Jack could not help-shivering in spite of
the bright sunshine which was streaming
down upon them. ** Yes, it was—horrible,”
he answered, '

«“ People think it interesting to sce any
ane in trouble,! said Ethel; with unconscious
ireny—*“and instead of looking the othey
way, as they ought to, they stare as if 1t
was a peep-show.”

2. X esy s said.Jacke . _

There was a moment's silence—already
they were walking along the pathway run.
ning throngh the shrubbery which divided
the Palace grounds from the gardens of the
(liffe, and as they readhed the little gate
thirough which Jpymes had just passed, Jack
tnrned to his little friemd.” “* Ethel,” he
said—** look here—I'm going to leave you

11l come in James, thank you,”|seli from
Ethel answered—she was a very polite little pa et

$ver !
him. |
“Wasn't |

my bull-pup.” _

The ready tears began to fill the child’s
lovely evea. ‘“Oh! Jack,” she eried—ihen
by u sudden impulse she flung her arms
whout him and held up her sweet little face
to his. ¢ Dear, dear Jack,” she sad-—"‘but-
won't you “want him  dreadiully ifot your
self ¥ :

¢t Yes. Idaresay I shall,” Jack answered
with a boy’s delightful csndour—** but
Crummles is very fond of you and he'll be
happier down lhere than he would be in
London.” '

«Jack,” said Bthel, I will take care of
Crumanles for ever,”

1f Ja=k Trevor had been ten years older
he would have had a tender little remark to}
make then—*Happy Crummles” or some-

l: as it was he rather rough-
ly—for him—disengaged himself from the
tender elusp of the clinging arms, and tore
Limself away withall a boy's aversion to any-
thing approaching to a scene.

“Oh! ]I daresay Crummles won’t mind, he'll
get o very good time,” he said grefily, then
went baclk to the Palace throngh the shrub-
bery and the West Garden, winking hard to
keep the tears which would come into nis

eyes, from falling.
When he reached the house he found-the

just coming down the stairs, looking oh ! so

laden garments that the bay’s heart fairly
sank within him at the prospect, of sitting
through another service au the Pavish.

However, happily the afternoonservice at
the Parish is not a very long one—just the
evensong and an anthem, and while his
grandmother was settling hersell in the car-
riage, Jack had time to run upstairs and
dash some coldd water into his wash-basin,
into which he plunged his quivering face. A
good rub with a rough towel made him look
almost himse!f again, and in two minutes
he had Lrushed his fair hair into a smooth
wave across lis head and was downstairs
agatn. .

And the Parish was fuller than it had been
in the morning even 3 men and women were
standing three deep inthe broad centre aisle,
and in groups about the corners of the state-
ly old pews, and as soon as Lady Gascoigne
and Jack were seated, o verger came to ask
in an agonized whisper whether he might fill
up the remaining stalls in their pew as usial?
Lady Gascoigne nssented, of course—she had
a hieavy crape veil behind which to  hide
her tears—and imunediately three smart
voung soldiers were'put  between hier and
Jaek,  Jack was thankful:  He knew them
all, had seen them at his father's table several
times and he kiew thnt they would not store
at him unmercifuliyv <« three women would
have done,

However, the service pagsed ofl hetter than
mirht have been expected.  Lady Gascoigne
did not begin toweep until theanthem begas;
even then she only wept softly and noiseless-
Ly
*Phre =omls of the righteous are in the hands of

Giod S

Ana wnere shall no torment touch then.

In the zizht of the unwise they seem'to die; .

And their departure is taken for misery, but

they are Eu nencee,”

Then followed Spolir's “Blest are the de-

arted,” and then the congregation subsid-
¢d into their seat: while the ofiertory was |
collected. In less than len minutes after
that Jack was leading his grandmothes
through the ecrowid once more ,;and the
dreadful day'of public suflering was over.

Looking back in after years, Jack Trevor

ed on that dey, that- hesthen beeiine a man
in reality although he luud bnt the form of a
boy. In truth at that time he was Lis
grandmother’s chief stay andvomfert, And
it was well that it was so 3 for Lier son, Lond
Gascoigne, being laid up with a bud attack
of gout, had not heen able to go down to
Jankliampton cven for,the fuunepal, and,
necessarily, it was impemtivefor the execu-
tors to losene fime in arrangingthe Gishop's
affairs and in deciding which of his belong- |
ingswere tobe keptfor hissonand whichwere |
to be sold, as he had directed, Ly auction,

But at the end of a week Lady Gascoigne |
had arranged.alinest everything, had separ-!

shining with the palish of vedrs, which be-|
longed ta the Palace, she, Ll sel aside all |
the most valuable of her davizhter's wedding |
resents and all her jewellevy, and these had |
een packed ready to betaken to ber house |
in London, 'l"ﬁn horses were all' delivere:d

over to the tender mercies of a local dealer
and were to be sold during the dollowing
week, with the exéeption 6f a- particularly
handsome grey cobwhich haid been for several
vears a great fayvorite of the Bishop's and |

able for Jack to ride.  And Jast Lut certain- |
ly not least, the cvemidg before Joek end
Lady Gascoigne were to leave the lalace, |
thé boy went over to the Cliffe to  tale
Crummles, the ball-pup to "his new home
and mistress, - ;

“You know, Jack,” said Ethel's mother, |
dog for a little girl of ten years old—but
suppose ] must give in.’

“Oh ! yes, Mother,” cried Ethel.

“Oh ! yes, Mrs. Mordaunt,” eclioed Jac

wistfully.

which Lady Gascoiguethoughtwould besuit- |

ated the pretty modern furniture which E
the dead Bishop and Conty had bought, from |
the stately suites of carved oal, bluck and]

4] feally dldn’t-think @ bull-pupy is queste the |

have his parting gift to his‘ald rx.-.g.-ft-,\;’
and friend regarded in the light of a person-

al favour towards him ratherthan from him.
e had given Ethel his dearest possession,
w bull-pup of the true Matgham strain, he
bad offered it after a fierce struggle with
Himself, and bad with diffienlty i-'t;.;pt, hign-

oing back on his word, giving as
sis- doubi-that -Crmnmles would
settle m 1 new home or the coachman’s fear
that the dog was not.yetover the distemper,
And then to have hisprecipus pup received
as if he were being given a grudging home
ont of charity to him and Kindpess to the
=Ivell, it was hard, and that is
where grown-up people are oftan so stupid
and- so unsedigy. - If Mrs, @-Inrﬂmmb had
realized  the depth of uuselfishness and
nobility which kad their home within young
Javk I'revor's -bosom, her-line of action
from that day would have been so different
that this story probably could never have
been written for the simple reason that it
would not have been there to write. As it
was she had yielded to FEthel’s entreaties
and understood nothing that was going cn
in the boy's'heart. Ethel did, but at that
moment -Etliel hardly ecounted, Jack:only
knew that she was the pluckiest little chum
he had ever had,

“He's & nico boy,"" said Mrs, Mordaunt to
her husband a little later—**but really I am
not altogetherserry that he ds going away,
although it is true that we shall never get
such a neighbour as the dear DBishop again,
But Ethel is- getting. us wild as a hawi,
more like a boy than a girl,”

“She might be worse,” remarked Major
Mordaunt, who had always been a great
friend of Jack Trevor's—“the boy is as
honest es the day and as plucky as——"

“Olh ! yes, yves,” his wita broke in—=¢*but
there are other things to consider in a girl's
training than those.” .

“H,” muttered the Major—**1 don’t
know ‘so much abotii that—honesty and
pluek ake a very decent ground work-—ve
—ry decent, my dear.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

-

 QUR EXPERIMENTAL FARMS.

— =T

A VYaluable @alunion on Tihaelr Praciienl
’ Eiillty.

Mr. Henry F. Moore, of the Mark Lane
Express, Bell's Weeliy Messenyer, Farmers'
Magazine and agricultural writer for the
London 7'imnes, the other day called upon the
Minister of Agrienlture at Ottawa who sub-
sequently conducted him to theexperimental
farm.

Speaking of his visit Mr, Moore said he
was amazed ab the extent and value of the
improvements that had been made at the
farm sinee he visited it two yeara ago.
 Then,” he said, **it was as rough as a
person would wish to see ; to-day I found it
had been brought to wonderful order and is
now in such a good state of tilth that in
this respect as well as in general appear-
ance it wonld 'be no diseredit to the older
model farma of England.  There is, besides,
some niagnificent stock on the farm, There
is bound to result from the establishment
of these experimental farms an hmmense
deal of good to the country. You will be
able to test by experiments the moet suitable
kinds of new vegetables and cereals for this
country, thus giving the farmers additional
eyes and brains for the business in which
they are engaged., The great benefit of
expariments ecomes from the fact that they
are made on the spot, for the lesson of ex-
periment is only vuluable when learned in
the locality in which it is to be put in prac-
tice,” Mr. Moore gave a number of reasens

to support his belief in a higher price for
wheat this season, among them the shortage
of the American and European harvests aund
the failure of the potato crop in tae DBrit-
ish Islands, Speaking of the live cattle
trade, he hoped, he said, that the people of
Canada wounld be prepared to support the
policy of the. Government in maintaining
the strinzency of the regulations in vegurd
to the wdmission of U, S, eattle, In no
other way could the advantages now enjoy-
ed by Canadian cattle exporters in England
be maintained. The Dritish farmers are
favorable to the importation of Canadian
enttle, which are landed alive and fattened
on Fuglish pastures with the aid of English
vapital.

Azkedif the substitntion of Lndoga, or
any carlier ripening variety of wheat, would
deprecinte the superior price now obtained
for Manitoba wheat in Longland, Me. Moore
said not. Canadian wheat is valued for its
Lardness, That quality is not found in the
same red fyfe wheat grown in England, but
is given to it by the peenliar soil and cli-
mate conditions of the North-west country
and of course any other varicty woutld ae-
auire in Manitoba that valuable quality of
Il'u'lhluhn, ; j-‘llEL as Lhe red f}‘fﬂ has done.
The Ladogs, or a new variety-—the Arglo-
Canadian—the latter recently obtained iu
England by experiment, would attain under
the conditions that obtain in Canada the
hardness that makes your wheat invaluable
to English millers since the introduction of
the roller process,

Only Four Phonographs in England.

In Encland, T am told, there are only
four phonographs, meluding the one in the

pOzsession of Mr. and  Mra. Staniey ; hut

they manage things better than this insuch
laces as Mexico, There a’phonograph is to
be placed in each principal post office, and
those people who can neither read nor
write, or are too lazy to do so, simply de-
liver their message into the phonograph, the
evlinder is forwarded to its destination, and
due notice having been given him that bis
presence is required, the receiver of the
message attends the office at the other end,
and the words are spoken off to bim. 1
dare say, if all goes well, we may start the
z-ruﬂlf- convenience in England about 1900
A, D, .

.
. Unfeeling Man.

 When you ask your husband for money
and hie refuses, yon what do you do t”

] go without.”

e I saw.in the papews the other day that
when siniles and t.':l.julri.‘}' fatlerd to move &
hushand téars 'would, and 1 tried that
metivod,”

o \With what suceess "

“ He told me to dry up.”

i al—

e m————

De. Carver, the shooter and **Wild Amer-
ica” proprictor, beat his bwn record at Ler-

: L - | lin, Germany, by 4 minntes and 20 soconds
Ethel has set her heart, npon Crumimnles so 1 by ln-'f:.:.i.;ing'l 000 glauss balls with a rifle e

exactly ‘34 wminutes. 'The, shooting . took

y | place in the presepce of 30,000 people.

Money by any other name would go as

It was perhaps & little bard on Lim to fast




