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A Foolish Young Man;

. Or, the Belle of the Season.
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CHAPTER XIL “Well, miss,” replied .Tf-.s:sie.lhﬂ-.ﬁlln.~

-y tingly, and with a guestioning glance &t

T1da walked home through the rain = i  Tea

very thoughtfully: but not sadly; for h:a-r Widn't m!‘;irefi Hﬂ‘;;fﬂﬁ% f::aﬂ{if]‘ lg;‘t

though it was_ still [}E"mg in u”’ 2 EH E{ZHIHE :lhe Ihin;ﬁ at the new house was
compromising Lake ashion, =he wWas | 3o : - :

different to sending 'ém to market, and
and that vou mightn't ke it that Yon
mlight think it was not becoming.”

Ida laughed.
“That’'s pride on Jason's part; wicked

half conscious of a strange lightness of
the heart, a strange brightness In her-
gelf, and even in the raln-swept view,
which vaguely surprised and puzzled
her. The feellng was not vivid enough

battling with the sudden  fear which
poesessed her; then she stole out on to
the corridor. The old man was stand-
ing at the henad of the stairs as If about
to descend; and though she could not
gee his face, Bhe Knew that he was
asleep. EShe glided to him nolselessly
| and put her hand upon his arm softly.
| He turned his sightle=a eves upon her,
levident]ly without seeing her. and, Aght-
in against the desire fo cry out;, she
led him gently back to his room. He
woke as thevy crossed the threshold,

woke and looked at her In a stupefied
fashlion.

“"Are vou il1l, father?, Is there any-
thing yvou want?' =he aszked, as calmly
as she could,

“No,”” he replied. ‘I am quite well;

I do not want anvthing. 1 was going to
bed—why have vou callad me?"

She remalined with him for a few
| minutes, then left the room, turning the
key in the door. When she had gone
he stood listening with his head on one
slde; then he opened hils hand and look-
ed with a sunning smlle at the flve-
pound note which had been tightly
Egrasped In it

“She didn't see it:

B no, she didn't see
to be happiness but it was the nearest!),.jje, Jessie,” she said. "“If you sell |i|- he muttered;, and he went stealth-
thing to it vour butter and eggs, it can’'t very much ily to the bed and thrust it under the

And wlthout realizing It, Hh(ﬁ thought, matter whether vou s=ell them at the plllow.
all the way home, of Stafford Orme. Her | market or direct. Oh, yes: tell Jason -
life had been so secluded, so solltary {he can let them have anything we can | CHAPTER XIIIL.
and friendless, that he had come into it | gngpre The morning broke with that exquis-
As a sudden and unexpected flash - of Jessle's Tace cleared and broke into a |ite clearness which distinguishes  the
sunlight Iin a drear November day. It|gmile: she came of a race that looks af- | Lakes when a fine day follows a wet
seemed to her extraordinary that she : -

ter the pennles and loves a good ‘'deal.”

“Thank vyou, miss!” she said, as. 1If
| 1da had conferre a personal favor. “And
thev'll take al! we can let 'em have, for
they've a mortal sight of folk up there

ghould have met him so often, still more
extraordinary the offer he had made
that morning. She asked herself, as she
went with quiclk, llght step along the

hills, why he had done it; why he, Wwho lg¢ " Jirae Wood. Willlam says that
wag rich and had so many friends—no | there’'s nigh upon fifty bedrooms, and
doubt the Villa would be full of them— | that they'll all be full. Hlis sister Is
hould find any pleasure in learning to0|gone of the Kkitchen-malds—there’'s a

herd cattle and count sheep, to ride
about the dale with only a young girl
for company.

If anvone had whispered, "It is be-
cause he prefers that young girl's s0-
clety to any cther's; it Is because he
wants to be with you, not from any de-
gire to learn farming,” she would have
been more than surprised, would have
received this offer of a solution of the
mystery with a smile of incredulity;
for there had heen no candid friend 10O
tell her that she possessed the fatal gift
of beauty; that she was one of those
upon whom the eyves of man cannot look
without a stirring of the heart, and a

cook from London, gulte the gentleman,
miss, with rings on his fingers and &
piano in his own room—and Susle says
that the place ia all one mass of lvory
and gold, and that some of the rooms is
like heaven—or the queen’'s own roeoms
in Windsor Castle.”

Ida laughed.

“Susle appears to have an enviable ac-
gquaintance with the celestial regions
and the abode of rovalty, Jessie”

“Yes, miss; of course, it's only what
she've read about 'em. And she =ave
that Sir Stephen—that's the gentleman
as owns it all—is a kind of king, with
his own body servant and a—a—I1 forget

quickening of the pulse. what they call him; it's a word like =&
No; she assured herself that it WaB | hook-case.” ]

just o whim of Mr. Orme's, a passing “A secretary,” suggested lda,

fancv and caprice which would soon be “Yes, that's it, miss! But that he's

gatisfied, and that he would tire of It
after a few days., perhaps hours.

course, she was wrong to humor the
whim: but it had been hard to refuse
him, hard to seem churllsh and obstin-
ate after he had been so kind on the
night her father had frightened her by
his sleep-walking: and It had been still

quite simple and pleasant-like and that
he's as easily pleased as if he were a
mere nobodv. And Susie sayve that she
rung out after dinner and peeps into the
stables, and that it's full of horses and
that there's a dozen carrlages, some of
"em grand enough for the L.ord Mayor
of Londen; and , that there's

harder because she had been conscious | coachman and eight or nine men and
of a certain pleasure in the thought that | boys under him, I'm thinking, Miss Ida,
ehe should see him again. that the Court"—the Court was the

As she entered the hall Jessie cama in | Vayne's place—"or Bannerdale Grange

by the back door with her apron full of

ain't half so grand.”
eEES.

“I daresav,” sald Ida. “Is the lunch

“T gaw vou come in, Miss Ida, =0 I | pearly ready, Jessle?”
thought I'd juet bring yvou these to show “Yes miss; I was only waiting for you
vou; they're laying _ finely now ain't {to come In. And Busle’'s seen the young
they?" Mr. Orme, Sir Stephen's son, and she
Ida looked 7round, from where 8he |gavs that he's the handsomest gentle-

stood, going through the form of drying
her thick but small boots agalnst the
;mge log that glowed on the wide dog-
ron.

“Yes: that is a splendid Jot, Jessle!”
ghe said, with a smile. *“You will have
gome to send to market for the first time
this season.”

“Yes, miss," =sald Jessie, deftly t*n_ll-
{ng the eggs in the basket. “But 1'm
thinking there won't be any need to send
them to Bryndermere market. Jasons

man she ever saw;: and she heard Mr.
Davies tell one of the new hands that
Mr. Stafford was a very great gentleman
amongst the fashionable people in Lon-
don; and that wvery likely he'd marry
one of the great ladies that is coming
down, Mr. Davis savs that a duchess
wouldn't be too fine for him, he stands
g0 high; and yet, Susle says, he's just
as pleasant and easy as Sir Stephen, and
that he =avs “hank you' quite like =a
common person. But there, how foolish
just been telling me that the new folk8 | of me! I'm standing here chattering
up at Brae Wood have been sending all | while vou're wet through. Do 'ee run
round the place for eggs and butter and | up and change while 1 put the lunch on,
cream and fowl:, and Jason says that | Miss Jda, dear.”

he can get =0 much better prices from When Ida came down her father was
them than from Bryndermere. He wias | already at the table with his book open
thinking that he’'d put aside all the | gt his elbow, and he scarcely looked up

cream he could spare and ki1l half a doz-
en of the pullets—Iif you don't object,
Miss Ida?"

Ida's face flushed, and she looked fix-
edly at the fire. Something within her
protested against the idea of selling the
dairy produce to the new people at Brae

'as she went to her place. :

Now, as a rule, she gave him an ac-
count of her rides and walks, and told
him about the cattle and the progress
of the farm generally, of how she had
seen a kingfisher or noticed that the
trout were rising, or that she had start-

|
Wood: but she struggled agalnst the |led a covey of partridges in the young
Teeling. ~ |wheat; to all of which he seemed scarce-
“Oh, ves: why not, Jessle?' she =aid; | 1y ever to listen, nodding his head now
though she knew well enough. Ea.nﬂ again and returning often to his

book before she had finished speaking,;
but to-dav she could not tell him of her
morning walk and her meeting wlith
' Stafford Orme.

So she sat almost silent, thinking of
what Jessie had told her, and wonder-
ing why Stafford Orme should leave the

——— e

| Onece only in the course of the meal
(did her father speak. He looked up
iﬁudﬂmlh' with a quick, almo=t cunning,
' glance, and said:

] “Can you let me have some money,
. Ida? 1 want to order some books. There's
|a copv of the Percy ‘Reliques’ in the
| catalogue 1 should like to buy."”

'emiled as she said:

i already a copy of the ‘Religuea in the
 Hbrary.”

He looked confused
then he said:

“But not with
these notes!
book is cheap.”

“Verv well, dear."” she responded; and
she went to the antiaque bureau and, un-

for a moment,

these notes—not with

|| | there 1t 15, You must show me the books
| when they come: I never saw Lhe last
|}.'m.1 ordered. vou know!”
[

SK vour Home Trade Dealer
for a copy of this catalogue. |
It lists thousands of artill::lc:t .
at a great saving to you. It gives
ou the best and latest 1n every
fine and a high quality at surpris- |

of indifference ol
datisfaction in his =unken
*‘Didn’'t you?" he said. "1 must have

| forgotten. You're alwavs so busys, but
| T'11 show vou these, if vou'll remind me.
| You must be careful of the money, lda;
| ¥ou must kKeep down the expenses., Wera

A Fleam
eVves.

but with

it‘lgl}-’ low prices. because the Eﬂf’dﬂ poor Very poor you Iinsu_'«; and the cost
shi ptd ' L of llving and servanis is very great
s P ;"L'l-'l‘l‘_'.’ Ereat.”
1 " i - anderec ibrary, mut-
aclory to You He wandered off to the Jlibrary,
Direct From F L tering to himself. with his book under

and thus you save middleman’s his arm, and the five-pound note gripped

pmﬁta. | tightly in the hand which he had thruss

. | into the pocket of his dressing gown,

Your Home Trade Dealer gives and Ida. as she put on her hablt Mrlli

. y B went into the stable-yvard to have the

2 dee PERSONAL SERVICE an:'] colt saddled, sighed as she thought that
absolutely guarantees every article, | :

therefore a purchase through him |

it would be nice to have just, for once,
means COMPLETE SATISFAC-

| enough money to meet all the bllls and
| buy all the books her father coveted.

- : |  But her melancholy was not of long
TION or your money back without |}/ duration. The colt was in high spiriis,
qucsriﬂrn. and the task of impressing him with the

{ fact that he had now. reached a respon-

Give this catalogue a place 1In

home through this catalogue means
economy, absolute satisfaction to

blood leaping warmly and wildly in her
veins.

. She spent the afternoon in breaking

I I T ; bR ] .
' }?u._ﬂndﬂ-i-ﬂﬂdfd beneht to your in the colt, and succeeded in Keeplng
district. Stafford Orme out of her thoughts; bul
he slid into them again as she sat by

the
all

the drawing-room fire after dinner-

¥ i .
fhE‘]t'IS nights are often cool in the dales

E a Home il | through early summer- -and I'!tf"~'1|!-'_"‘._1!_1':-.
| Trade !t‘l'”'r.li".“'ilhﬁsf-' in his har;l'f:ﬁill‘:*.*_‘ face u..h".:

| he pleaded to be allowed to *““help her.
Store ' She sat up for some little time aller
T 1er father had gone to bed, and as uUsu-
."-.-;_'nr i:fll she paused outside his door and 11s-
You | tened. All was guiet then: but as she
| was brushing her hair she thoughl she

- ‘ heard his door open

- - - l She laid down the brush and stood

one, and, déspite her anxiety on her fa-
ther's account, Ida. as she went down-
stalrs, was consclous of that =ense of
happiness which comes from anticipa-
tion. She made her morning tour of in-
spection of the stables and the dairy.
and ordered the big chestnut to be sad-
dled directly after breakfast. When her
father came down she was relleved to
find that he seemed to be in his usual
health; and iIn answer to her question
whether he had slept well, he replled in
the affirmative, and was mildly surpris-
ed that she should inquire. Directly he
had gone off to the library she ran up-
stalrs to put on her habit.

Her father was walking up and down
the T.E_!l']‘:l{‘ﬁ xlowly a& she came out, and
he raised his head and looked at her ab-
=ently.

“I shall probably
mere, father.,” she sald. ‘'Shall 1 post
vour letters? 1 know wvou will be anx-
lous for that one to the booksellers to
go.”" she added, with a smile,

His eves dropped and he seemed dis-
concerted for a minute, then he sald:

“No, no, I'll gsend it by Jason; 1've not
written it wvet:” .and he turned away
Frnm her and resumed his pacing to and

I"On

Ida went to the stable-vard and got
on to Rupert by the ald of the stone
“mounting blocK"” from which Charles

ride into Brynder-

a head |

| gay party at the villa to ride with her. |

“You are very extravagant dear, There

Theyv're valuable, and th&l

locking it, took a five-pound note Irom

I} | & cedar box. : .
- He watched her covertly, with a pain- |

[‘ Our 1| ful eagerness.
|| "I suppose vou have a large nest egs
P-I"'! 1! there. eh, Ida?' he remarked, with a
Horne rade 'I quavering laugh.

, “No: a very little one."” she respond-
1! ed. ‘Not nearly enough 1o pPay the |
Dealer l aas t Il | quarterly bills. But never mind, dear,

He took the note with an assumption

sible age and must behave like a hOrse, |
i home. Let the Home Trade | with somethlng else bhefore hml} in Hrr? '

i = " uw L ¥ i .__'| - . _1. 4 -
Dealer make good these claims. | than kicking up his heels in the pad-
membe doll s t at dock, soon drove the thought of Lhell

1 R'E m r every oliar Pen d poverty from her mind and sent the

the Second had c¢limbed, laughlngly. to
the white horse which flgures in 30
many pletures of the Merry Monarch,
and rode out of the court-vard, watched
with pride by Jason.

: Before she had gone far he ran after
{ her,

“If vou're riding by West Hill, Miss
Ida, perhaps wvou'd better look at the
cattle shed there. Willlam sayvs2 that
the roof's falling in."”

“Veryv well,” she called back in her

clear volice,

washed out of the welr; 1'm

ought to he put back or we'll have the
| meadows above flooded this winter.”
She laughed and nodded, and put Ru-

pert to a ‘trot, for she Kknew
she was within hearing distance
would bombard her with similar
of woe. Not a slate slid from
roof of the Hall, or a sheep fell lame,
but the matter was referred to her,

|  She had resolved that she.would not
ride straight to the =tream, and she
kept up the hill-side, but her eves wan-
dered to the road expectantly now and
again: but there was no sign _of a horse-
man. and after half au hour had passed
a sense of disappointment rose within
| her, It was qulte possible that he had
‘forgotten the engagement; perhaps on

Jasnn
tales

| reflection he had seen that she was
| quite right in her objections to his
strange proposal, and he would not
come. A faint flush rose to her Tface,

over the hill where she could not see
the road. But she had no sooner got
on top than she remembered that no
time. had been mentioned, or, if it had,
that she had forgotten it. 'She tui'ned
and rode up the hill again, 2nd luoking
| down, saw Stafford riding slong the val-

llev in desperate haste, anu vel looking
Hlt;mll him uncertainly. e heart beat
| with a guleckened pulse, serndiing the de-
licate color into her face, and she puiled’
lup, and leaning fﬂ['“'HE'Iil with her chin
lin her hand, watched him dreanmily.

Hea rode the hunter; and he had
made a change in his dress; in place ol |
| the riding suit, which had smacked of
| London and Hyde Park, he wore x rough
hut light coat, thick cord .bresches and
{ brown leather gailters. She smiled as

| she knew that he had tried to mske him- |

a farmer
in the

| self look as much like
sible: but no farmer

A% pos-

ila |es

“How much is it, father?' she asked. | that pecullar air of birth and bresaing
“Oh, five pounds will do,”” he =aid | which distinguished Stafford Orme! Lhe |
| vaguely. “There are one or two other |air which his father had been so quick
books." ta detect and to be proud of. =he no-
She miade a hasty calculation: five | ttced how well he sal I*h-x greal horse,
| pounds was a large sum to her; but she ' with what ease and “"hanas lie rode

over the rough and frea herous Ir.l'l"lllﬂ'-'i-_
I agddenly he turned his head and saw
" her, and with a wave of his hand came
[==att] to her
 galloping up .
lef n]nd eladness on his ha-t]d:mnw face,
| as he spoke to the dogs, who clamored

round him. e n
«“1 was so afrald I had missead you,
he said. *1I am late. am 1 not? Some

' people Kept me after breakfast”

aXxpected vou.'

He looked at her reproachfully.
“Not expect me! But why?"

“Oh, and, Miss Ida, there's a big slonas |
thinking it !

that while |

the old |

and. she turned Rupert and rode up and |

had |

with & smile of 1e- |

“T thought vou might change your

i mind,"” she salid.

| He checked a guick response, and said
instead:

“And now, where do we go first? You
see I have got a bit heavier horse. He's
4 present, also, from my father, What
do vou think of him?"

She eved him gravely and critically.

“He's nice-looking.,” she szaid “but 1
don't like him so well as the one You
rode vesterday. Didn't I see him slip
| just now. coming up the hill?"
| “Did he?' sald Stafford. *“I didn't no-

tice. To tell vou the truth, I was s0

delighted at seeing vou that 1 don't
| think T should have noticed If he had
tumbled on his nos=e.”

“Oh, it wasn't much of a slip,” she
gsaid, quickly, to cover her slight confu-
his candld confession. ‘“Shall
we go down to the sheep first 2

“Anywhere vou like,” he assented,
brightly. “Remember, I'm your pupil.”
| She glanced at him and smiled.

X very big pupil” .

‘‘But a very humble one,” he said. "I'm
afraid vou'll add, 'a very stupld one
before long."”

fﬁﬂs thergmde down hill Stafford stole
a look at her unobserved. KEver since
| he had left her yesterday her face had
haunted him, even while Maude Falcon-
er. in all her war paint and sparkling
| with fewels, had been singing, even in
| the silent watches of the night, when—
| strange thing for him!—he had awaken-
| ed frpm a dream of her; he had recalled
the exquisitely lovely Tface with its
grave vet girlish eyes, and he felt now,
with a thrill. that she was even more
| 1ovely than she had been in his thoughts
and his dreams; that the nameless
charm avhich had haunted him Was
| sironger, more subtle, than even his

fancy had painted it He noticed the
| touch of color just below her white
slender column of a neck, and wondered
whv no other woman had ever
of wearing a crimson tie with her hablt.

“What a grand morning,’” he Fah!-.“[
don't think I ever saw a morning like
this, so clear and bright; those hilla
Itheni look as though they were gquite
neanr:

“It's the rain'' she
l spams to wash the atmosphere. My Ta-
| ther says there is only one other place
| which has this particular clearness and

| sipn at

explained, it

Lrightness after rain: and 'L!"Iﬂtﬁ Ire-
land. There are the sheep. Now, she
smiled “‘do you know how to  count
them™'

He stared at her.

“vou bhegin at number one, 1 sSup-
pose,” he aaid.

thought | husbhand.

|
A cool kitchen on ironing day is possible
with a :
| The heat is all in the burner—none in the
rooIm.
The New Perfection is cheaper than coal—and
cooks better. Broils, bakes, roasts, toasts.
In 1, 2, 3 and 4 burner sizes. Ask to see the
1914 model 4 burner, cabinet range with fireless
cooking oven. At all hardware and general stores.
Royalite Ol Gives Best Results
: THE IMPERIAL OIL CO., Limited
Toronto Quebec Halifax Mountreal
St. John Winnipeg Vancouver
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“You are not late; 1 don't think any “But where is number one?' she sald,
time was mentioned,” she responded, | with a smlle.
quickly., though her heart was beating (To be continued.)
with a strange and novel sensation ol 82 =
pleasure in his presence. "1 scarcely

Time Alone Would Tell.

Mis. Ross had a daughter who
was of the opinion that her voilce
war her fortune. The mother sent
her to & well known vocal teacher
for lessons, and after a <hort timé
called on the teacher to ascertain
his opinion.

“Do vou think,”’ she asked the
professor, ‘‘that mv daughter will
ever become a noted singer ¥’

“T gant zay, ' replied the rrofes-
sor. ‘‘She may. She dell me she
gome of a long-lived family.”

Not in the Picture.

Mr. Cyrus Green—Molly, what is
that picture called in the cata-
logue !

Mrs. Green (reading)—Cows af-
ter Rosa Bonheur.

Mr. Green—Byv Gosh! I see the

cows, but where is Rosa Bonheur?

An Unreasonable .Demand.

““T say. old man, you've never re-
turned that umbrella I lent you lasg
week.”’

““Hang it all, old man, be reason-

able - it's been raining ever since.”’
‘1 hope,’’ said one wife to an-
other. ‘‘that you never nag your

“Only when he’'s beat-
inz the rugs,”” said the second oné.’
‘‘\WWhen he is thoroughly irritated
he makes a better job of it.”’ .

Magistrate—Officer, what is this
man charged with ! Ccmstahle—-ﬂﬂ'a
a camera fiend of the worst k}ntl.
ver worship, ‘But this man
shouldn’t have been arrested sim-
plv because he has a mania for tak-
ing pictures.”” ‘It 1sn’t that, ver

worship : he takes the cameras.”

r.' _.-'.- ;.
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