5 :"l'. :
T,

N s e B

1 e B |

Travellers’ Guide. . :

|

P -

.:. }{[H.H R.& I i‘“"{lr {H. & N‘ w. mw gz.r.:#-_.“ _r‘lt':.l:l I:I:? _-.: .:..tr -

GRAND .
GOING SOVUTH

‘ﬂ-,‘ﬁ' "IH'JHJ l'
v ¥ s PP M.

—

1L PACIFIC RAITLWAY
oSG BAST

v io e, m, B.15 powi.
WEST

4 p.m., 7.9 p. m,

\

(YN0

.'| L !!l. ¥

ol P H e e i '
1 { i
I.-.I )
f:- i
! b
| i iy
P R it
"_ o g
—— [
= -

s — o E

diun Champion.

EVYELY

e

The

Lana *

Il.{. .r .J]r[;l

m——
]

v

x
¥
-
r
a
L]

ioesitay Morning

|
|
!

I

o

povgv .0 HALTON, ONT.

L& PANTON, Piops.

11000
M e~

LUE ORI

.i[ i

ol

e, 11 v st ol the |

IR S et nhﬁi _
W paidd

; JTHue }-EADING jloTELIN Town

¢ Hedy ol w

e :l-r "|.'|r.-_]‘jl_‘ ,.r i,.I:

UTES O ADVERT ISIN

JOHN WALLACE, PROP.

—

-

- COMMERCIAL HoTEL,

COR. MATN AND COMMERCIAL 8TA., [

MILTON., ONIAR!?
Thebest of Wines, Lignors and C
- Good Stables and attentive Lust WP

RATES §1.00 PER DAY. {

' C. P. R. HOTE

CAMPBELLVILLE, ONT.

A. E. COLBRAN, Propriatc;:r-

Refitted and newly furnished. First-class
stubling and atteutive hostler.,  Choice-
est liquors and cigurs,
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J. A, CULITAM, Barrister, &c,
over Spectator Office, Hamilton.

CREDIT SALES

Parties requiring iny services as auctions
eer will please call at the ‘'CHAMPION office,””
Milton, where all particulars as to dates of
sales, &c., can be given. K, CHAPMAN,
' Licemsed Auctioneer for Halton, Wentworth,
and Wellington. tf,
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Collectious Promptly Made.
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' Fire, Life & Accideut Insurauce Agent. ’ -~

LAND SURVEYORS.

Civil and Mining Engineers,
Valunators, etc.
CFFICES:

Toroxro : 17T Younyg Btreet Arerada,
HasipztoNn : 42 North James Street.
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TO LOAN IN ZARM OR TOWN
PROPERTY AT 6 PER CENT.

Mertgages Lought—udvances made oun second
meortgages and tv purchase farms, Parties paying
higher rates ou notes or ortgages can procure
money from nie at above rate, and pay off their
mortgages and save noney, All di‘-ﬂ‘ing’h fair and
jﬂ!tu NO cosls far .”.,]-Iri'.l'_u,l_'iunm+ Write or call for
print&d ]lallwul.a .

E. R. REYNOLDS,
20 Adelaide St, East,
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Bank of Hamilton
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Capital '
$1,200,000 |

Reserve Fund
$600,000

IIDRCTORS S

Jobia Stusrt. President ¢ A, G, Ramsav, Vice-Pres,
Jolim Prector, Chas. Gurney, Geo Roach, A. T.
Waord, A, B. Lee(Toronte),

J. Trrspre, Cashier,
1. 8. Srevexs, Asst. Cashier,
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and sold.
Caollection« made on all poiuts,

SAVINGS BANK.

Deposita of §1 aud upwards received aud interest

allowed,
J. BUTTERFIELD,
AGENT, MiLTON.

Wlaiew, of Chieage.)

I ntversity.

4t Sonday of el tionth,

i — & —— L =

‘N, L.D.S.,

. DENTIST.

F

e

TEIE

EQUITABLE
Life Assurance
SOCIETY

STATES

swar's Dlock, Miltoao.

-

1S, L. O- &

(IAKVYILLY.

on thic tirst aud third
wch  riouth. Office,
UNITED

L= ¥ OF THE

RINARY.
JANUARY 1. 1891.

WALLACE HOUSE, | §

THECOOKSBEST FRIEND

e

P~ ——

Our Annual Illustrated Catalogue of \Vaici s
Clocks, Diamonds, Jewellery, Art Gooa-, e,
Arms-and Ammunition is now reads
will be Put on the list for a sample «
address is sent us with
wise price of Catalogue is o cents ...
copy, it wili save you money.

FRANK S. TAGGART 4 cC
80 Kina 8T. WEST,
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Scientific Americas
* Agency for

MARK
_ PATENT
For information and free Handbook write to
MUNN & CO., 361 BrROADWAY. NE REK.
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Every t taken out by us is brough
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COAL CO'Y,

INE OWNERS.)

a

(OF

CANADIAN OFFICE, HAMILTON, ONT. |

Coal in Car lots sold direct to

consumers.

No intermediate profits,
Write for Prices. |
Special Attention Given to So-

cieties and Clubs,

R. JONES,

| HARNESS & SADDLE

MANUFACTURER.
(Next door to the Thompson House,)

MAIN ST., MILTON,

Has on hand a good stock of

[larness, Saddles, ‘I'runks,
Valises, Whips, Combs,
Brushes
and all Xinds of Horse Clothing of

the very Best English Canadian
and American Manufacture.

Harness, Saddles, etc:, made to order
pvromptly and at reason-
able prices,

Repairing done with neatness and ail werk
warranted.

CARRIAGE & BLACKSMITH
WORIES
MARTIN STREET, MILTON.
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| Lady Alice.

ing upon her father's work ? He bad

BROOKE'S DAUGHTER

BY ADELINE SERGEANT,

-Anther of “NXame and Fame,” ““The Oreat Mill
Sireet Mystery, &c., &«.

CHAPTER XIV.

1 | ‘“ HOME, SWEET HOME."
-Mm. Romaine and Oliver Trent at-
| tributed Lesley's desire to see Maccles- | Walk in two by two.
-ﬁﬂld Buildings to a young girl's curios. ' bring their wives on Sundays.

| 16y, and, perhaps, to a desire for Oliver's  the bye, Lesley, I hope you don

company. They had no conception of
fhe new fancies and feelings, aims and
interests, which were developing in her
soul. Only s0o much of these were

afternoon—

thusiasm for hLer father.
be awkwark for you?

Mrs. Romaine was silent for a
moment.

perfect quietness—

** I think it will be more awkward for
: It may be rather con-
venient for us.”

And Oliyer noticed that for the rest
of the afternoon she took every oppor-
tunity of indirectly and directly prais-
ing Mr. Brooke, his works and Ways.
But he could not see that Lesley looked
pleased—perhaps Mrs. Romaino's words
bad rather an artificial ring.

Somehow, it seemed to Lesley as if
she hated the expedition on which she
came. Was it not a little too like 8pY-

Won't that

never invited her to Macclesfield Build-
ings. And he would never know the
spirit in which she came: it would
seemw to him as though she had been
brought in Mrs. Romaine’s train, per-
haps against her will, to laugh, to stare,
to criticize. She would rather have
crept in humbly, and tried to under-
stand, by berself, what he was trying
to do. What would he think of her
when he saw her there that afternoon ?
She was morbidly afraid of him and
of his opinion. Caspar Brooke would
have been as much hurt as astonished
if he knew iu what an ogre-like light she
regarded him.
Iithel joined them before they start-
ed for Macclesfield Buildizgs, and as
rain was begiuning to fall, Oliver in.
sisted that they should take a cab. It
was for his own sake, as Rosaliud re-
ruinded hin, rather thano for theirs. He
had & profonnd dislike cf dirty streets,
dirty people, unpleasant sights. and
sounds. And there were plenty of these
to be encountered in the North London
district to which they were bound that
afternoon.
The three Londoners—for such they
virtually were—could hardly refrain
from laughing when they saw Lesley's
horrified face as the cab drove up to
the block of buildings in which the club
was situated. ‘' But this is a prison—
a workhouse—a lunatic asylum ! she

MILTON, THURSDAY.

1} » ’ l
I fancy she is getting up an en-| the squalor and ugliness

Then she answered, with]ﬂ-bo"ei and on the grey walls were

FEBRUARY 15, |

“
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noticed that Mrs. Romaine and Ethel
were quite accustomed to the place.
*“ We haye often been before, youknow,"
Ethel explained. *'It's your father's
hobby, you know ; his doll's bouse, or
le.l'ﬂ Ark, or whatever you like to
cflllt—hia pet toy. I always call it
his Noah’s Ark myself. The animals

smoke.
know.

o | f“EnﬂEﬂ by her surroundings, found
{ visible as to lead Oliver to say to his, beérself in a brilliantly lightled room of

sister before they sallied forth that

exclaimed. ‘* People do not live here
—do they—in this dreary place ?"

Ah, me, and a dreary piace it was !
Three lofty blocks of bailding, all of

‘thﬂ same drab hue, with iron-railed

balconies outside the narrow windows,
and a great court-yard in which a num-
ber of children romped and howled and
shrieked in play; it was perhaps the
most depressingly ugly bit of archi.
tecture that Lesley had ever seen. 1n
vain her friends told her of the super.-
10or sanitary arrangements, the ventil.

ation, the drainage, the pure water
**laid on ;" all she could do was to clasp
her hands, and say, with positive tears
in her bright eyes, '‘ But why could it
not all have been made more beauti-
ful  And indeed it is hard to say
why not.

‘* Now we are going down into a coal
hole,” said Oliver, as he helped the
ladies to alight. ‘At least it was once
a coal-hole. Yes, it was. These four
rooms were used as storehouses for
coals aud vegetables until your father

| rented ther ; you will see what they

look ike now."
‘* Lesley is horrified,” said Ethel,

with a little laagh.

‘* Not at the coal-hole,” Lesley ans.
wered, trying also to be merry, ‘' but at
the ugliness of it all. Don’t you think
this kind of ugliness almost wicked ?”

‘““ Oliver thinks all ugliness wicked,"
said Mrs. Romaine, maliciously.

*“Then we- ought to be very good,”
said Ethel. But Oliver did not answer;
he was loeking at Lesley, whbose face

| had grown pale.

‘““Are you tired ?—are you ill "' he
asked her, in the gentlest undertones.
They were still picking their way over
the muddy stones of the court-yards,

JAMPBELL| Asséts.......$119,243,744
:: iiifiz:;;z‘;iuim&lﬂ Ll&bl]ltlBS, 4%’M
' surplus ... $23,740,447

L attended to..

he Thomypson House, . L
Income.... $35,036,683
New BHBinBBB} -$203,826,107

written in 1800.. |
} $720,602473
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and rough children ran up to them now
and then, and clamored for a penny.
« Is the sight of this place too much for
you 2 - :

“Oh,no,” said Lesley, with a sud-
den, inexplicable flush of color. *Itis
not that—itis ugly, of course ; but I do
pot mind that at all.”

| the better they will Lelp you. ;" Don’t

| moments of your lives, else they will
| forget how to feel with you, and help

Aund then Lesley, dazzled and con.

considerable size—really two ordinary
raoms thrown into one. [inmediately
of the outer
world were thrown into the background.
The walls of the room were distemper-
ed—Indian red below, warm grey

hung fine photographs of well-known
foreign buildings or of celebrated paint-
ings. In one part of the rooi~ stood a
maguificent billiard-table, n w neatly
covered with a cloth. A neat little
piano was placed at the otber eud of
the room, near a large table covered
with a scarlet cloth, atrewn with
magazines, papers, and books, and de-
corated with flowers. The chairs were
of solid make, seated with red leathor
ornamented with brass nails. In fact,
the whole place was not only comfort-
able. but cheery and pleasant to the
eye. Lesley was told that there was
also a hbrary, besides a kitchen and
pantry, whence visitors could get tea or
coffee, '‘ temperance drinks,’ and rolls
or cakes.

A few women in their *Sunday best”
were looking at the books and period-
icals, or gossiping together, but they
were not s0 numerous as the men—
respectable workicg men for the most
part; some of them smoking, some
reading or talking, without their pipes.
In one littls group Lesley recognized,
with a start, that her father was the
centre of attraction. He was ritting,
as the other men were, and he was
talking; the musical notes of his cul.
tivated voice rose clearly above the
hum of rougher and huskier voices.
Lesley gathered that some proposition
had been made which he was combat-
ing,

“No,” he said, “I won't have it.
Look here—did you open this club, or
did 12"

“You did, guv'nor,” said one of the
men.

‘**Then I'll have my say in the man-
agement. Some of you want the women
turned out, do you ? It's the curse of
modern life, the curse of English and
all other society, that you do want the
women turned out, you men, wherever
you go. And the reason is that women
are better than you are. They are
purer, nobler, more conscientious than
you, and therefore you den't want them
with yon when you take your pleasures.
Eh 2"

There was a melodious geniality
about the last monosyllable which
made the men smile in spite of them-
selves.

‘“'T'aint that,”” said one of them,
awkwardly. ‘' It's because they're apt
to neglect their 'omes if they come out
of an afternoon or an evening like we

dﬂ 1

|

| ‘*“ You here, m

The men may!different tone. “Very kind of Mrs.
Oh.‘bijuma.inﬂ. By the bye, Maurice—to
't mmd;Mr. Kenyon, who had just
The men have their pipes, you

' curiously anxious eyes at Lesley—‘‘the

‘“Not they !"” said Mr. Brooke. ‘' To
come out now and then is to make them
love their homes, man. They'll put
more heart into their work, if they
have a little rest and enjoyment now
and then, as you do. Besides—you've
got hold of a wrong principle. The
women are not your slaves and serv-
ants; they ought not to be. They are
your cowpanions, your helpers. TIhe
more they are in sympathy with you,

|

keep vour wives out of the brighter

| relieved by some broad white ribbons

you when darker moments come!"

There was a pause ; and then a man,
with rather a sullen faco—evidently
one of the malcontents—said, with a
growl,

‘* Fine talk, gov’'nor. It’ll end in our
wives leaving us, like they say yours
done."

There was an instant hiss and groan

disapproval. Se marked, indeed,
that the man rose to shounlder his way
to the door. Evidently he was not a
popular character.

“ We'll pay him out, if you like, sir,”
said a youth ; and some of the older
men half rose as it to execute the
threat.
~ «8it down; let him alone,” said Mr.
Brooke, sharply. * He's a poor fool,
and he knows it. Every man’'s a fool
that does not reverence wowen. And
if women would try to be worthy of
that reverence, the world would be
better than it is.”

He rose as he spoke, with apparent

Oliver glanced round suspiciously, as | carelessness, but those who knew him
if to discover why she had blushed. All{ best saw that the taunt bad stang him.

that he counld see was the tall figure of | And

as he moved, he canght Lesley’s

y child 2"

Lesley thrilled all over with the
novel pleasure of what seemed to her
like commendation. But she could not
answer suitably.

“Mrs. Romaine bronght me,”
said.

“Ah! Mrs. Romaine ?"—in quite a

appeared
upou the scene, and was looking with

music ought to begin now. Is Trent
ready ? And will Ethel recite some.
thing? That's all right—I suppose
Miss Bellot will be here presently.

And leaving Lesley without another
glance, he went to the piano and open-
ed it. The audience settled itsolf in its
place, and gave a little sigh of expecta-
tion. Mr. Brooke's Sunday afternoon
“recitals,” from four to five. alwavs
gave great satisfaction.

M o r il -
1 Y .

the door and spoke to
s ‘*‘1 am just showing your
niece some'of the books; Il follow in
& minuté or two with herif you'll kind-
ly walk on. It won't take me more
than a minute." -
“Then we may as well wait,” said
Oliyer's voioce.
Lesley would have been
if she bad known what hlppzl.;f:
Mr. Kenyon, by means of energetio
pantomime, conveyed to the quick per-
ceptions of Doctor Sophy a knowledge
of the fact that Lesley was a little agi-
tated and overcome, and that he was

soothing her. And that the departure

of the rest of the party would be a
blessed relief.

Aunt Sophy was good-natured, and

-

T Tl . . — -

N

NO. 3e6.

had provided for her, the hesitation and
tremulousness were set down by the
hearers as a very pretty bit of artistic
skill, which they were not at all slow

she | eye-glass and looked narrowly at the

l

.seryed. But he counld say no more, for

Oliver sang first, then Ethel recited
something; then Mr. Brooke sang, and
then Oliver played—he was a very
useful young man in his way—and then
there came a little pause.

‘“A certain Miss Bellot prowised to
come and sing, but she Las not appear-
ed,” Ethel explained to her friend.
‘ Lesley, you can sing ; I know you can,
for Isaw a lot of songs in vour portfolio
the other day.
something ?"

*“ Oh, no, I couldn't'"

“It’s not a critical audience," said
Oliver, ou her other side. *‘You might
try. The people are growing iinpatient
and your father will be disappointed if
thiugs do not go well—

Liesley flushed deeply. A week ago
she would have thought—What 1s it to
me if my father is disappointed ? But
she could not think so to-night.

‘I have no wusic herc.  Aud I can-
not sing properly when I play muy own
accompaniments.’

“Tell me something vou know and
let me see whether I can play it,"” said
Olivyer.

She paused for a moment, then, with
a smile in her cyes, shie moutioned a
namwe which made him laugh and ele-
vate his eyebrows. " Do
that ?" she said.

‘“ Rather! Is it not a tritle hack-
neyed ? Ah, well, ot for this audience,
perhaps. Yes, I will play.” Aund then,
just as Caspar Brooke, with a slight
gesture of annoyance, turned to explain
to the peoyle that a singer whown he
expected had not come, Oliver touched
him on the arm.

‘* Miss Brooke
please,” he said.
her ?"

Mr. Brooke stared hard for a inownent,
then he bowed his Lead.

“My daughter will now sing to you,”
he maid, curtly, and sat down again,
grasping his brown beard with one
hand.

Can she sing 2"’ Mrs. Romaiue said in
his ear, with an accant of veiled sur-
prise.

**T do not know in the least. I hope
it will be English, at any rate. These
good people don't care for French and

Won't vou give them

vou know

going to siug,
*“'Wul you anuounce

18

| sang 1t with great applause.

Italian things."

Mrs. Romaine saw that he looked uu-
doubtedly nervous, and just then Oliver
began the prelude to Lesley's song. It
was certainly Enpglish evough. It was
‘* Home, Sweet Home."

Every one looked up at the sound of
the familiar air. ‘" Hackneyed' as
Oliver had declared it to be, 1t is a
song which every aundience loves to
hear. And Lesley make a pretty pic.-
ture for the eyes to rest upon while she
sang. The was dressed from top to toe
in a delicate shade of grey, which suited
her fair skin admirably: the grey was

and a vest of soft white silk folas, ac-
cording to the prevailing fashion. A
wide-brimmed grey hat, trimmed with
drooping grey ostrich feathers. also be-
came her extremely well. Mrs. Romaine
noticed that Caspar Brooke looked at
bef bard for a minute or two, and then
sat with eyes fixed on the ground, his
right hand forming a pillow for his left
elbow, and his left hand engaged in
stroking his big brown beard. What
she did not potice was, that Maurice
Kenyon had withdrawn himself to a

post behind Mr. Brooke's chair, where | said. * Will you come ?

he could see and not be seen ; and that
his eyes were rivited upon the fair|
singer with an expression which be-
tokened more perplexity than admir-
ation.

As Lesley's pure, sweet notes floated
out upon the air, there was an instant
stir of approbation and interest among
the listeners. If the girl had been less
intent upon ber singing, the unmoved
and unmoving stare of these men and
women might have made her a little

‘wanbed to inspect the books. But in

pervous. It was their way of showing
attention. The men had eyen put down
their pipes. Bat Lesley did not see
them. She had chosen her song at

haphazard, as one which these people
were likely the understand

she had complete trust in Maurice Ken-
yon. |

‘““Don't stay more than a minute or
two,” she said. ‘*We'll just walk on
then—Caspar and I. Mr. Trent is, of
course, escourting your sister. Mrs.
Romaine wiil come with us, and you'll
follow 2

“I am quite ready,” said Lesley.

** All right,"” answered Maurice, easi-
ly, “I must first show you this book."’
Then be returned to the library, and
sheheard the sounds of retreatingsteps
and voices as her father and his party
left the building.

" You have nobook to show me—you
had better come at once,”” Lesley said,
severely. But Mr. Kenyon arrested her.

1 assure you 1 Lave. Look here :
the men clubbed together a little while
| agoand presented your father's works to
thelibrary, allbound, you see, in vellum.
[ need not mention that he had not
thought it worth while to give his own
' works to the club.”

But, being a keenly observant young| He showed her the volumes with
person, and also in a very sensitive pride, as if the presentation had been
state, she noticed that her father held | ;046 to & member of his own famil
aloof and did not look quite well pleas- Lesley touched the books with gantjl:L
ed. And she, remembering Ler refusal \tingers and reverent eyes. ‘I hav
to take singing lessons, felt, naturally, been reading * The Unex 'lc:red hﬂ
a little guilty. said. ) v Ce

She had not time, however, to dwell | .| knew youwould! And I knew you

upon her own feelings. Tle assembly would Jike it—T am not wiGnise ™
began to disperse, for Mr. Brooke did}) .. I like it ‘worv wideh Bﬁt it is all

pot let tl is ing " en-
1e hours of his ‘' meeting " en new to me—so new—I feel like Ione

croach ‘ ra G , .
" ﬂ:: %hu‘irzll]mi;::r?e af]ﬂ 11; “B‘; wien she first heard of the miseries of
go. cvery man, At Ehpland—I have lived in an enchanted

certainly every woman, insisted ,
ialing Yiuile, with Tesley, st of | TOTI: where everything of that sort
g e A was kept .from me; so—how could 1

thew saying, with a friendlv nod, thﬂtluuderstand” i

they hoped she'd come again. | *“I know! I kuow'—You make me

“You're Mr..Brooke's daughte n't | ,
| SR aughter, ain't | g, b1y ashamed of myself. I have lived
you, miss 2 said a tall, broad-shoulder- ! : '
T i metaphorically, in dust and ashes eyer
ed fellow, with honest eyes and a plea. since we had that talk togeth Mi
sant smile, which Leslev liked. : PEAUIEE 1R
3 Brooke, I must have seemed to you

“Yes, I am.” :
e o | the most intolerable prig! Can you
I hope you'll give us a bit of your ever forgive me for what I said?" y

sioging another Sunday. ‘Tisatreat| . g+ gaig Lesley, looking straight

to hear you, it is.” ‘ ,
(Y into his face with her clea mn ey
Yes, I shall be glad to come again," |, . _ r brown ‘.'-”} es,
If what you said was true ?——'

hala Lioaley: “ I had o right to say it."

“*That's like your father's daughter,” “ That l.m ?E‘ l . GIHﬂ}i l T' W
sald the man, heartily. ** Meaning no S6Td :; . e Pt
disrespect to you, 1miss. But Mr.| 1 bl.m turned about as thc.'ugh
Brooke's the life and soul of this place: e gld not wish to prTRne the HUb]EiCt'

" but can yon not forgive me for it ?

he's splendid —just splendid ; and we -
can't think too high of him. Soit's I.“ﬂ& un]uatlhaihly augry Iconfess; but
since I confess 1t !

right and fitting that his daught :
; N e el RS 19 Keuyon, we ought to be going

should take after him." | : -
Liesley stood confused, but pleased. e I.EEG NARESBREIE S mepisagy;
put the lights out.”

Aund then the mau lowered his voice . ] : :
“We will go home if you like—cer-

and spoke coufidentially. e 68 o L.
**There was a bit of a breeze this usn ' 55.{(1 SNUEICE. S A fone 0T rex.
ed disappointment. ** Take care of the

afternoon, just after you came in, I : b , ,
think ; but you mustu’t suppose that step—vyes, here is the {‘]Dﬂr. .I am afraid
we canuot get a cab in this neighbor-

we have trouble o' that sort every Sun-
day, or week-day either. It was just hood; but as soon as we reach a more
one low, blackguardly fellow that got | civilized locality, [ will do my best to
in and wanted to make a disturbance. hngd ons fnr‘ you.*

By this time they were in the yard.

But he won't do it again, for we'll have] _.
Night had already falleu on the city,

a meeting, and turn lnm out to-morrow. _
T would jnst Tike: vouw fo uniderstand whetber 1t had done so 1n the country
' or not. The Jamps were lighted in the

miss, that a good fcw of us in this here :
club would pretty nigh lay down our streets ; a murky fog had settled like a

lives for Mr. Brooke if he wanted them | P31l upon the roads; and in the Suu.

—for myself I would't even say ‘ pretty dg}* silence the church bells rang out
nigh," for I'd do it in a jiffy. He's help- with a mournful cadence which affect.

ed Lesley's spirits.

‘“ London is a terrible place,” she
said, with a little shiyer.

**Can you say that,” he asked,’ look.
ing at her curiously, ‘*after seeing the
good work that is being done here ? If
1t 13 a terrible place, it i1s also a noble
and 1pspiring one."

“Tkoow I am ignorant,” said Lesley
heavily. *‘It seems terrible to me.”

They were silent for a minute or two,
for they were passing out of the yard
belonging to the * model dwellings,’" as
Macclesfield Buildings were called, into
the squalid street beyond; andinavoid-
ing the group of loafers smoking the

reality she wanted a moment's silence I pipe of idleness, and enjoping the com-
and loneliness in which to get rid of thet fortable repose of sloth, Lesley and
swelling in her throat, the tears in her Mr. Kenyon were so far separated that
eves. These were caused partly by conversation hecame impossible.

excitement, partly by an expression of ““You had better take my arm," said
feeling brought to bLer by the earnest- | Maurice, shortly, almost sternly. ** You
ness of Gregson’s words, partly by must, indeed : the place is not fit for
penitence. And it was before she bad | you. I ought to have gone out and got

to appreciate. Mrs. Romaine put up

girl during the last few notes.

" Emt_jmell she sings ! ™ she murmur-
ed in Mr. Brooke's ear. Positively,
as if she felt it ! -

Caspar Brooke gave a little start, left
off handling his beard, and sat up

shrugging his shoulders. ‘A good deal
of dramatic talent; I fancy,” he ob-

the people were clapping their hands
and stamping with their feet, in their
eagernessifor another song ; and he was
obliged to be silent until the tumult
abated. |

" You must sing again 2 said Oliver.

“Must [? Really? But—shall I
sing what English people call a sacred
plece ? A Sunday piece, vou kuow ?
‘Angels eyer bright and fair'—can you
play that >~ u

Oliver could play that. And Lesley

t

ed to save some of us from worse than
death, miss, aud that's why."

‘*“ Come, Jim Gregson,” said a cheery
voice behind hini, ** vou get along home
to your tea. Time for shutting up just
now. Good-bye."

And Caspar Brooko held out his hand
for the workmau to shake. He had
only just come up, and could not there-
fore have heard what Gregson wassay-
ing ; but Lesley preferred to turn away
without meeting his eye. I‘or in truth
her own were full of tears.

She broke away fromthe little group,
and went into the library, as if she

| well got rid of themn that Maurice Ken- | & cab.”

yon put his bead into the room and| '‘Indced, I do unot need it. I can
found her there. walk quite well. What other people do,

‘“We are going now, Miss Brook," he I sappose I can do as well.”
I—I hope| ‘‘Miss Brooke, you have not forgiyen
i me.
Lesley was silent.
“What can I say? [ have no justi-

I'm not disturbing you—I

“1 am just coming,” raid Lesley,
dashivg the tears from Ler face. ‘I
am quite ready.” - |cation., I simply let my tongue and

“There i8 no hurry. You can let|my temper run away with me. I am
them go on first, if you like,"” said |cursed with a hot temper; I do not
Maurice, partly closing the door. Then | think before I speak ; but I never in-
in the short pause that followed, he |tended to hurt you, Miss Brooke, I am

adyanced a little way into the room.

+« Miss Brooke,”" he said, ‘‘ I hope you
will not mind speaking to yon again;
but I want to say that I wish—most
Lbumbly and with all my heart—to beg
your pardon. Will you forgive me?

CHAPTER XV.
MAURICE KENYON'S APOLOGY.

;. bt its Lésley stood irresolute, In the other

painful appropristeness to her own|room she heard the sonnd of voices
case, perhaps to her mother's as well, | calling her own name. *We are just

| only came home to ber as she contin-

it | ved it.
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going, Lesley,” she heard Mrs. Romaine
say. She made a hurried step towards
the door.

] can’t stop,” she said.

- s ¥
wa i e 4 BT Hﬁ:?r:;'h'-!bn:_" - T i
g P e ST e LT AT .

- o & -.!h"_ 1] 2 L4

i L e
i r )
A

o

A 4 . = el
L - - - -
J ] o ! g, TR R F

i iy S R, T * [

AT p"ﬁ,-._‘. o R N - o

'y A1 T A S ] - - I i

" i i e L e T B ®
T e L #y e R

sare of that.”
“No,” said Lesley, very quietly, “I
nderstand yon. If you had not thought
me so stupid as not to see your mean-
ing, or so callous as not to care if I did,
you would not have spoken in that way.
I don’t know that your excuse makes
matters much better, Mt. Kenyon. But
I am not offended ; you need not con-
“Then you ought to be offended,”
said Kenyon, doggedly. ‘“And I don’¢
~ "You don’t belieye me.”
“ No, indeed I don’t.”

(To Inomihud.)




