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A Tale of 19th Century England, Full of the Thrills of Adventure and Spirit of Romance o
R . By JEFFERY FARNOL T o
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"Yer," 1 nodded, "It s sometimes »
bleaning to remember that.”

1 must nesdn  contrast
g happy fuuture with my dreary
and fall bittarly to euraing myself;
sitting on the Anclent's stool in
torner, 1 covered my fuce, and my
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air, and also that some one had an-
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“Ah, to be sure!” he nodded, “our Ay
have lain widely separate hitherto—you,
A mcholar, treading the Aiffieult path of
learning: 1—oh, egnd! a terrible fallow!
R mauvals sufet! a sad, sad dog! BPut
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o stood, a pleture of cool, gentlemanly
e, tapping his boot lightly with
‘whip. But as his eys met mine the
whip grew suddenly still; his
expreasion vanished, he cams a
slep Tmearar and bent his [(koe
my own—a lark face, handrome
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{ jaw and dominating eyes and
face (nay, a mank rather) that
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pame, sir,” I answered, rising.
most worthy cousin, I salute
% and he removed hin hat, bowin
an lronle grace, “Pelleve me,
frequently desired to soe that para-
of ail the virtues whose dutiful re-
our reversd uncle r-wa’il'dad with
proverblal shilling. Egad!" he went
examining me through his glasa with
t show of Interest, “‘had you been
pther than that same virtuous
Peter, whose graces and perfec-
were forever being thrown at my
could have sympathized with
positively—if only on socount of
most obnoxious coat and beicher,
ihe grime and sootineas of things In
. Poof!” he exclaimed, pressing
‘perfumed handkerchlef to his nos-
s “faugh! how damnably sulphur-
matony you do Keep yourself,
, gadl"
ou would certainly find It much
outside,” sald I, beginning to
up the fire.
then, Cousin Peter, outside one
become & target for the yokel eye,
1 deteat being stared at by the un-
who, naturally, lack appréecia-
On the whole, 1 prefer the amoke,
gh It chokes one most infsernally.
may one venture to ait here™ 1
him the stool, but he shook his
.and, crossing to the anvil, ficked
dantily with his handkerchisf and
n, dangling his leg.
my soul!” sald he, eyelng me
through hias glass again, " 'pon
soul! you are damnably like me, you

, in felllnlrel.' must know—" He prused to flick a | Puts me in mind o' what I were myself 25)* ¢
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" ssld he, swinging hia spurred

to and fro, “led me to supposs that
meet a person here—a black-

3 fellow—""

*Your man Parks informed you oor-

W 1 nodded, “what can I do for

devil!” exclalmed Bir Maurice,
his head, “but no—you nre, as |
, Bomewhat ecoentrie, bul aven you
never taka such a desperate step

come 6 Ulacksmith fellow?* 1
n.
hely !t
; Bir Maurice, 1 blush to say that
than hecome an unprincipled ad-
r living on my wits, or & mean-
hanger-on fawning upon ac-
for a livellhood, or doing
rather than soll my hands with
toll, T became a biacksmith [fel-
Kme four or five months ago."
it s most distresning to ob-
| to what deptha virtus may drag
you are a wvery monster of
" and  rectitude!” exclaimed Sir
“Indeed I am astonished! You
not anly shoocking bad judg-
. but & most deplorable lack of
ivirtue Is damnably #deifish as &
, It 18 quite disconcerting to
solf first cousin to & black-

1" 1 added.

WI" nodded Sir Maurice, "Oh the
: think of my worthy cousin re-
10 the necessity of laboring with

and spw—:*"

& saw,"” 1 put im.

say chisel then—a Vibart with
and chisel—deuce take me! Most

! and, you will purdon my aay-
you do not seem o thrive on
and chisels; no one could pay
blooming or even fourishing
young bay tree (which is, 1

an Ewstern expression).’

sald I, “may 1 remind you that

A work to do?*

Interesting place though,

Ba smiled, staring round imper-

through his gless; so—er—dey-
and smutty apnd gritty—quite
of too. D'ye know,

1 never batore remarked what a

®f holes there are In a horseshos

and lgarm!" Here he paused

A pinch of suuff, very daintily,

 Jweled box, “It is & strange

“ha pursued, sa he dusted his fin-

his bandkerchlef, “a very strange

belng mg’nl. v: have never

1 an I have heard
much t you”

8id I, “pray, how should you

one Ao vary Inslgnificant as

guld, smiling became & devil | i s 1 will, my leddy!' smys I “I'hank

- of good Cousin Peter | with viclous eyes and evil, wnarling | (og1” says she, smilln' again, an ‘oldin’
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softly, but still he could not hide the
quiver of his nowstrils. or the gleam of
the eyes beneath thelr languld lids,

"RBo—-it was—you?!" he murmured, with
A pause between the worda. “Oh, was
ever anything so damnably contrary! To
think that I should hunt her into your
very armal To think that of all men in
tha world It should be you to play the
rquire of dames!” And he laughed agaln,
but, as he did &0, the stout riding-whip
snapped in his hands lIKke a straw. He
glanced down at the broken pleces, and
from them to me. “You see, I am rather
strong In the hands, cousin,” he sald,
shaking his head, “but 1 was not—quite
strong enough, last time we met, though,
to be sure, as you say, It was very dark.
Had 1 known It was worthy Cousin
Peter's throat I grasped, I think 1 might
have squeezed It just—a little—tighter.”

“8ir," sald 1, shaking my head, *'I
really don't think you could have done
T

“Yes," he sighed, tossing his broken
whip into n corner. *Yea, 1 think so—
you nmee, 1 mistook you for merely an
interfering country bumphkin="'

“Yeu," 1 nodded, "while I, on the other
hand, took you for a fne gentleman
nobly intent on the ruiln of an unfortu-
nate, friendless girl, whose poverty would
seem to make her an easy vietim-—''

“In which it appears you were as much
mistaken as 1, Cousin Peter.” Here he
Elanced at me with a sudden keenness.

“Indeed ™"

“Why, surely.,” sald he, "surely you

“WVery little beside her nmne.*

“Ah! she told you her name, then?'

“Yen, ahe told me her name."

“Well, cousin?"

“Well wir? We has both risen, and
now fronited each other mcross the anvil,
Bir Maurice debonalr and smiling, while
I stood frowning and gloomy.

“Come,” eald I at last, “lst us under-
stund cach other once for all. You tell
me that you have always looked upon
me as your rival for our uncle's good
graces—l never was. You have decelved
yvourself Inte belleving that bacause 1
was his ward that alone augmented my
chances of becoming the helr; It never
did. He saw me as seldom as poss'ble,
and, If he ever troubled his head about
either of us, It would seem that he fa-
vored you. I tell you I never was your
rival in the past, and never shall be In
the future.”

“"Meaning, coustn?

“"Meaning, sir, in regard to either the
legacy or the Lady BSophia Befton. I
was never fond enough of money to
marry for it. I have never seen this
lady, nor do I propoas to, thus, so far
as | am concerned, you are fres to win
her and the fortune as soon as you will;
1. ns you see, profer horseshoes.'

“And what." sald Sir Maurice, flicking
u speck of soot from his cuff, and im-
mediately looking at me again, “what of
Charmian?

“1 don't know," 1 answered, ‘‘nor should
1 be likely to tell you, If I did; wherevaer
she may be she Is safe, 1 trukt, and be-
yvond your peach——"

“No," ha broke in. "she will never be
beyond my reach until she s dead—or
1 am—perhaps not even then, and I ahall
find her agaln, sooner or later, depend
upon it—yes, you may depend upon that!"

“Cousin Maurice,” sald I, reaching out
my hand to him, "wherever ahe may ba
she is alone and unprotected—pursue haer
no tarther. Go back to London, marry
your Lady Befton, inherit your fortuns,
but teave Charmion Hrown in pesce ™

“And pray.” sald ha. frowning wsud-
denly, “whence this solicitude on her he-
hulft What s she to you—that Char-
mian Brown?"

“Nothing,” 1 answered hurriedly,
“nothing at all, God knows—nor ever can
be—""' Bir Maurice leaned suddenly for-
ward, and, estehingd me by the shoulder,
peersd Into my face.

“By Heaven!" he sxclaimed, “the fel-
low—actually lovea har!"

TWallT" sald I,

more."

" “Ye wee, Poter, 1 tried so ‘ard to kil

®e, An' you said yourself m

For i i y 8 T come nigh
“But then, you 4idn't quite manage It."

I cried, harahly—"would to Ood you had;

aa it is, I am allve, and there "I
gt re's an end

“'"Tware & woundy blow I give ‘en
that last one' Tl pever forget the laok
o' your face am you went down Oh,
Peter! you've never been the same since
v—-llt‘ be all my doin'—I know I, I know !
1" and, sinking upon the Anclent's stool
in the corner, Black George covered his |
face,

"Never think aof it, George,” 1 lnld,‘
laying my arm across his heaving |
shoulders; "“that Ia all over and done|
with, dear fellow, and 1 would not have
It otherwise, =since |t galned yme your
friendahip. 1 am all vight, well “and |
strong. It s only slesp that 1 peed,
George, only sleep,'

Upon the =il evening air rome the
sharp tap, tap of the Anctent's nstiek,
whereat up started the smith, and, com-
ing to the forge, began raking out the
fire with great dust and clatter, as the
old man hobbled up, saluting us cheerily
ag he came.

"Lord™ he exclaimed, pausing in the
doorway to lean upon his atick and glonce
from one¢ to the other of us with his
quick, bright eyes. "Lord' theer bean't
two other wuch fine. upstandin’ lkely-
lookin® chaps In all the Houth Country
an you two chaps he—no, nor such smiths! |
It du warm my old 'eart to look at ‘ee. |

wider. ah, a sight wider in the shoulder, |
an’ mo strong as—four bulls' an' wi' eyes |
bix un’ sharp an’' plerein’—like Pelers
only TPeter's bean't quite so sharp, no
nor yst so plercin‘—an’' that minds me as
I've mot noos for ‘ee, Peter.

“What newa?" sald 1, turning.

"8'prisin’ noos it be—ah! an' ‘stonishin’
tu, But first of all, Peter, I want to ax
‘ee a auesation.'

“Whnat i I, Anclent?

“"Why, It be this, Peter,” sald the
old man, hobblng nearer, und peering up
into my face, “‘evar since the time ans 1
went an’' found ye, I've thought as theer
wiks summ’at strange about ‘ee, what wi'
your woft v8ice an' gentle woays; an' it
came on m# all at once—about three o' the
clock ‘A arternoon, as you might be a
dook—in diagulse, Peter. Come now, bha
yo mn dook or bean't ye—yed or no,
Peoter? and he fxed me with his aye,

“No, Anclent.” I answered, smiling;
“I'm no duke.*

"Ah welll—a sarl, then?

“Nor an sarl."

“A barrynet, p'r'apat

"“Not even a baronel.'

“AR!" sald the old man, eysing me
doubtfully, “I've often thought as you
might be gne or t'other of 'em—'apecially
since ‘bout three o' the clock ‘s arter-
noon."

“Why so?*

“Why, that's the p'Int—that's the very
noos an I've got to tell ‘ee.’ chuckled tha
Anclent, as he seated himself in the cor-
ner. “You must know, then,” ha began,
with an impressive rap on the lid of his
snuftbox, " 'bout (hree o'clock 'm arter-
noon [ were sittin' on the stile by Bimon's
five-acre flald when along the road comes
& lady, 'an‘some an' proud-iooking, an'
as fine a5 fine could be, n-ridin' of & ‘ores,
an’ wi' a servant ridin' another ‘orss
be'ind ‘er. As she comes up she gives me |
a look out o' 'er eyes, soft they was, an'
dark, an' up | gels to touch my ‘at. All
at once she samilea st me, an' ‘er smils
were as sweat an’ gentle as "er syes; an'
she phulls up “er ‘orse. W'y, you must
be the Anclent!” says shea. 'W'y, a0
Peter calls me, my leddy.” says I. ‘An’
"ow is Peter? ahe saye, quick-like; ' ‘ow
is Poter? says she. ‘Fine an' ‘earty,’'
says I; '‘euts wall an’ sleeps sound,” says
1; ""is arms Ia strong an' 'la Jegs s
strong, an’ ¢ aren’'t afeard o nobody—
like & young lion be Peter.,” say 1. Now,
while I'm a-sayin' this, she looks at me,
soft an' thoughtful-like, an' takes out
a lttle book an' begine o write In It
s-wrinklin’ ‘er pretly black hrowa over
i an' aahakin' "er ‘ead to "erself. An'
presantly she tears out what she's been
a-writip' an' gives It to me. 'Will you
give this to Peter for meT™ says she.

my 40 dreadnoughta” }
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"Say, Tirpits, you walt Uil I've got

Wise

“Say, there's something the matier |
with that horse you sold me yvester-
What

"Yes, uir,

nt college

would you advise me to do?""
“Ball him, mister. Sell him as guick

Egbert Says Fashion Is Just an Excuse to Be Crazy

I've had s tough life! Even
took the stiffeat course In
the curriculum."

“And what

“The embalming course.”

was that?t

“Do you know, I find that & glass of wWine s good for my nerves.'

*“You must have a nervous brealkdown

~—AND THE WORST IS YET TO COME

NOT WHAT HE BARGAINED FOR
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