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the voiumu he WL‘N

‘tongue anl went on ore

counld ¢pen his mouth. *

“an acknowledged wife sworn not to

e her marriare—our Bootles with a
—our Bootles a papa™ Oh lor!”

“Why didn’t yon manage better, Bootles?

cried another “You might have sent her

an odd fiver now and then. You bave

plentv.”

““Is she pretty, Bootles? asked a third.

“Was &oru by any chance a faw in the
IAr " inquired a fourth.

“Do you think I'm a fool?”’ asked Bootles
pleasautly. “I tell you it's a plant. 1 know
nothing about the creature.”

“Just my view,” struek in Miles
what I said last night I0s absurd, you

pect him to own it. No fellow
Besides, does Bootles look like the
of a flne bouncing baby ithat goes
chucka, chuck? It's absurd, you

w”

Even in the lang
followed, and Miles continued:

“The only thing is—and it really is awk-
ward for he extraordinary like
ness. Blué eyes, golden hair, air complex-
ion. I shoul say myself™ —looking at hus
comrade ¢r)ically—'‘that at the same age
Bootles war just such a baby as that which
turned up so mysteriously last night.”

“That's as may be. Any way, the voung-
ster is not mine,” said Bootles, emphaticaliy;
“and what to do with the little beggar I
don’t know."”

“Send it back to it's mother,” suggested
Dawson.

“But I1don't know who the mother is ™
Bootles answered, impatiently.

“Oh, no; 30 you say, Waell, then, the brat
must have growed, like Topsy. If I were
you I should send it to the police station.”

“*The police station! Oh, no; hang it all,
the poor little beggar has done nothing to
start the world in that way,” Bootles an-
swered.

“Did any one of you,” asked Miles of the
general company, “‘ever hear of a chap
called Bolomon?’ .

“J—er—did,” answered Lacy, promptly.
*‘His other name was—er—Fligg. The
erend Solomon Fligg.”

“Oh, we've all heard of Aim/ But I meant

a rather more celebrated person. There s a
story about him-—I rather think i¥'s in
vaarhl“—didﬁn* a yell of laughter.
“Not Proverbs! Well, perhaps it's in the
Bong of Solomon. It's about two mothers,
who each bad a baby, and one of them man-
aged to smother hers in the night, and find-
ing it dead when she woke upin the morning,
claimed the other baby. Of course the other
woman kicked up a row. a regular shindy,
and they came
matter settled. ‘Both claim it said he
‘Oh, chop it in half, and let each have a
share—" But vou all know the rest. How
the real mother gave up her ¢laim sooner
than see the child halved. ¥ow in this case,
you see, Bootles hasu't the heart to send the
child off to the police station, as he would
if_____"'

=

“Here’s the colonel,” said soma one af

this point, and in less than (wo seconds " he
i

“Why, Ferrers,” he said, “I've been hear-
ing a queer tale about you.” aa

“Yes, sir,” said Bootles, dismally, “and
where it will end I don't know! Here am
paddled —" ,

‘“Wall, of course you know whether the
child has any claim upon you—" the colonel
began.

“Upon my honor it has not, colonel,” said
Bootles, earnestly.

fore SBolomon to get the

|
Bootles |

i

L

b
|

advantage of your protection,
be in twenty years' time! Neither fish,
good roed berring., Far better the
perism than the distioction

h which | I can’t condemn that helpless thing to the

and that's all about it, It seoms to me,” he
went on, rubbing the end of his whip on the

l

}

back of a ¢hair, and looking at no ome, ‘‘it |

seems to me that the child's future in this
worl] and the next depends upon the course
I take now. And you may laugh at me-—I
dare say you will,” he said, quite nervously
for him, “but I shall get a proper nurse to
take charge of it, and I shall keep it myself
until some ons turns up to claim it—or-—or
for good.”

Just then officers’ call sounded, and
Bootles made a clean bolt of it leaving his

. brother officers staring amazedly at one an-

other, The first of them to make a move
was Lacy—the first, too, to speak.
“Upon my soul,” said he, “‘Bootles is a

:

| eredit to vs

devilish fine fellow; and, d—— it all,” bhe

added, getting very red, and scarcely drawl-
ing, in his intense rage of admiration, *'if
there were a few more fellows in the world
like him, it would be a vewry diffewrent

| place to what it is.”

o
CHAPTER 111

as Bootles had a spare moment he
| way to the adjutant’s quarters,
where he found Mrs. Gray playing with the
mysterious baby.

js that you, Capt. Ferrers?” she
“Come and see your waif. Bhe
little thing. Why, I do be-

ows you.”

whistled to the child, which

y made a grab at his chain, and |

he sat down on the sofa on which it
sprawling, tried very bard to get at the

badge on his collar. Shoulder badges |

not then come in.
“Mrs. Gray,” Bootles said, “she's very
well dressed, is she not?

“Oh, very,” Mrs. Gray apswered, smooth- |
ing out the child's skirt so as to display the

fine and deep embroidery.
All its clothes are of the finest and most ex-
pensive description.”

“I thought so: it doesn't look like a com-
mon child, eh¥"

‘“Not at all.® replied the lady, promptly.

“Unusually so. |

‘“Well.,” Bootles told her, “I've been most |

unmercifully chaffed, which was only to be
expected; but the colonel takss my word
about it, and of course the others don’'t mat-
ter. I can’t think, though, why the mother

'h-l ohosen me.”

“Ah, well, you see, Capt, Ferrers,” said
n:djuunt'- wife, with & smile, ‘'it Is

inconvenient sometimes to have a
sharacter for great kindness of heart. 1

“Then that, of course, settles the question,” | should say 7ou are the greatest favorite in

replied the colonel, with a frown at thegrin-
ning faces along the table. “Ishould send
the child to the workhouse immeliately.”

“The workhousef” repeated Bootles, re-
flectively.

“T'H bet any one a filver he don't,” mur-
mured Miles to his neighbors.

“Not he. Mme. la Mere knew what she
was doing when she picked out Bootles.
He'll get one of the sergeants’ wives to look
after it: see if he don't.”

After the chief had left the room Bootles
continued his breakfast in silence, consider-
ing the two suggestions for the disposal of
the child. Now, if the truth be told, Bootles
had a horror of workhouses, He had gone
deeply into the ‘‘Casual” question, and pitied
a tramp from the very inmost recesses of his
kind heart. It fairly made bim sick to
think of that bonny golden head growing
up among the shorn and unlovely locks of a
pauper brood—to think of the little soft
fingers that had twined themselves so confl-
dently about his own, and had picked at the
embroideries of his mess waistcoat, being

slapped by the matron, or set, as soon as |

they should be strong enough to do coarse
and hard word, to develop into the unnatu-
rally widened and unkempt hand of a ‘‘Mar.
chioness'’—to think of that little dainty thing
being nourished on skilly, or on whatever
hard fare pauper children are fed —to think
of that little aristoerat being brought up
among the children of thieves and vaga-
bonds!

“Ob, confound it all” he broke out, “]
ean't.”
" 1 never expected you could,” retorted
Miles. ‘It wouldn’t be natural if you did.”

This time Bootles did not laugh; on the
contrary, he looked up and regarded Miles
with a grave and searching gaze, rather dis-
concerting to that quizzical young gentle
man.

“Are you judging me out of your owp
bushell” bLe asked.

“How! What do you mean?” Miles stam-
fered

Do you happen to know anything of the
matter?’ Bootles persisted,

“It Ob, no. On my bonor I don't."

“Ab! As the colonel said just now, that
settles the question. You're a very witty
fellow, Miles, very. I shouldn’'t wonder,
alter a while, if yru ain't quite the sharp
man of the regiment. Only your jokes are
like the el wn's jokes at the circus—one gets
10 know them. They're in this kind of way:

** ‘Ever been in Paris. Mr. Landof’

" “Yes, of course, Bell'’

“ ‘Ever been in Vieona, Mr. Lando?

‘To be sure, Bell."™
‘Ever been in Geneva, Mr. Lando?

‘*Of course 1 have, Bell.’

‘‘Ever been in jail, Mr. Lando?

Y01 course 1 bave, Bell—at least—that's
to say—I1 mean—no, of course I haven't.’

‘WiWhy, Mr. Lando, I saw you thers.’

“*You saw me in jail, Bell! And what
were you doing to see mef’

“Oul' grandly, ‘I was staying with the
governor for the good of my ‘ealth.’

“*And badn't stealing a cow something to
do with it, eh, Bell?

“‘PEaabh. Who stole a wateh?

Wil ersey cow, eh, Bell?

“‘Yah, What time is it, Mr. Lando?

“Just about milking time, Bell
friend.’

“Its all very funny once, you know,
Miles,” Bootles endad, disdainfully.

my

times you don't see anything to laugh at,
somebow."

For grace's sake Miles was obliged to
laugh, for every one else roared, except
Bootles, who went on speaking very gravely:

“I know it's very amusing to make a joke
of the affaur, to say I know more about it
than 1 will confess, I have told the colonel
on my honor that the child is not mine, nor
do I know whose it is. If it were mine I
sbould not have made the utur{ publie pr

p-it's not in reason that 1should y

Ity is what to do with it. The colonel

ts the workhouse, Dawson the police

m—mm simply means the other, and I

can't bMlng me to do it,  It's an awful thing

for the child of & tramp or a thief to be

reared in a workhouse—and this is no com-

mon child. For anything | know it
may one of you.”

“That's frue enough,” observed a man
who bad not yet taken part in the discussion,

0 laugh now and then. *‘But re.
member, Bootles, if ycu saddle yourself with
the child you will have to go on with it. It
will stick to you like o burr, and though we
are all ready wmg:your word of honom
the world may not beso, If you put the
brat out to nurse in the regiment the story
Ay crop up years hence, when you
least desira or L M " Y5 1t
story —mixed :

w -~

&s the colonel

the regiment, and, naturally enough, the
officers speak of it sometimes in society.

- *Ob, Bootles is this, and Bootles is that;

‘Bootles wouldn't turn a dog from his dcory’

. ‘Bootles would share his last sixpence with

a poor chap who was down,” and soon. !

- bave heard, Capt. Forrers, of your empty-

ing your pockets to divide among three poor

 tramps who had begged no more than a pipe

uBut .
when you v» been to the circus half a dozen |

- of tobaceo, [have heard of your standing

up for'’—with a deeper smile—‘“the poor
devils of casuals; and if I hear it, why not
others?! why not the mother of this child?’

“True. But I think you all overrate my
character,” Bootles replied, modestly, ‘“You
know I don't go in for being saintly at all.”

“That is just it, If youdid you would have
no more iunfluence than Maj Allardyce,
whom every one laughs at. But you don't;
you are one of themselves, and yet you will
aiways help a man who is down; you willdo
any unfortunate creature a good turn. Oh,
I hear a good deal, though you choose to
make hght of it. And you know, Crpt
Ferrers, we are not told that the rool Sam-
aritan made a great spluttering about what
hé did; but the professional saints, the priest
and the Levite, passed by on the other s.4.."

‘“You are very complimentary,” Bootles
sald, blushing a little; “*‘much more than ]
des:rve, I'm sure. The fellows' laughing
at the remembrance, ‘‘were much less merci-
ful. Then about the child. Dawson sug-
gests sending it to the police station, the
colonel to the workhouse; and one means the
other, of course.”

Mrs. Gray caught the child toher breast
with a cry of lismay, and Bootles went on:

“Y¥es, 1 feel as you do about it. I can't
do it, and that's all about it. It would be
on my conscience all my life. Besides, some
day the mother might come back for it, and
though, of course, as the colonel says, there
is no elaim upon me, yet if for the sake of a
few pounds 1 had turned the poor little beg-
gar adrift, ruined its life—why I simply
conldn’t face her, and that's all about it
And besides that, Mrs. Gray, I bave a lurk-
ing susypicion that the letter is genuine, and
that it was not written to or intended for
me, It reads to me like the letter of a
woman who was desperate.”

“Yes, a woman must have been desperate
indeed to willingly part with such a child as
that,” said Mrs Gray, smoothing the gold
baby curls,

“So I think, for nature is nature all the
world over,” Bootles answered. ‘‘And be
sides, to tell you the honest truth, there is a
resemblance in the child to some one I
knew onoce—"

“Yes? eagerly.

“Oh no, not that! BShe is dead. She was
engaged to a fellow I knew, desperately
fond of him, and he—jilted her.”

“Mr, Kerr?"

Bootles stared, “Who told youp”

“He told me himself, I think to ease his
mind,” she answered, quietly.

“Ah! Well, it killed her., Bhe died
heart-broken, 1 saw her,” he said, rising
and going to the window, whence he stood
staring out over the square, “a few hours
after she died. That child's mother may
look like that now, and I can't and won't
turn it adrift, whatever the fellows or any
one ¢lse chooses to think or say, and that's
all about it.”

Two bright tears gathered in Mrs. Gray's

eyes, and falling, fell upon the baby's curls | hunting with the duke's hounds

of gold, two priceless diamonds from the
unfathomable and exhaustless mines of pity,
For a moment or two there was silence,

. won't.

wanted lan the habay. Ssems: to me,

Bootles,” he added, staring with aa absurd |

aly of refloctive wisdom at the infant, “as if
the face is somehow familiar (0 me. Oh |
don't mean you. It isn't a bit like you. But
there is » likness, though 1 don't know where

to plant it."”

“Capt. Ferrers,” she said, ""God will bless
you for this."

“Perhaps it will grow,” suggested Boot-
les.

“Ah! powraps it will, and pewraps it
he worst of the affair is that it is
ewreating a pwrecedent”—not for worlds
would he bave admitted to his friend that he
thought him the fine fellow he hal declared
him in the mess-room that morning—"‘and if
we are all inundated with babays | wreally
don't know,” plaintively, ‘‘what the wregil-
ment will come to.”

“Gar—ah—gzar—ah!” chuckl~d the subject
of this speech over the gold knob at the top
of Lacy's whip., ‘‘Cluck—cluck—ecluck!”

“Little beggah seems to finl it a good
joke, any way,” Lacy cried. *‘I'm agwreat
hand at nursinz. Our ad jutant’s wife in the
White Dwragoens had thwree—all at once,
[ say, Mrs. Gwray, stick something on it
and I'll take it out and show it wround.”

“Dare you?' she asked.

‘“‘Dawre 1! Just twry. By-the-bye, it's
pold this morning—vewry cold,’

Mrs. Gray therofore fetched the child’s
white coat and cap. and those other white
woolen articles, which Bootles now discov-
ared to Le leggiugs, and quickly transformed

the little woman into a sort of sunowball,
The two men watched the operation with
intense interest,

“La figlia del wreggimento,” laughed
Lacy. ‘‘1 declare, Bootles, she's quite a
I mever saw such a petile
mademoiselle,”

Bootles started, It reminded him who
had been jilted by his friend and died for
love. He had always cailed her Mademoi-
selle Mignon.

“Mademoiselle Mignon,” he sald,
lessly: “‘not a bad name for her.”

“Vewry good,” returned Lacy, preparing
to present arms.

He proved himself a much better nurse
than Bootles. He gatherad the child on his
left arm and marched off to the anteroom,
in front of which the officers were standing
about, waiting for church, They set up a
shout at the sight of him, and crowded round
to inspect the new importation. Mademoi-

le Mignon bore the fuspection calmly, con-
scious perhaps—as she was such a knowing
little person—of the effect of her big, blue,
s.ar-like eyes under the white fur of her cap.

“What a pity she ain't twenlvy years
older!” was the first comment, and it was
said in such a tone of genuine regret that all
the fellows laughed again. Miss Mignon
gobbled with satisfaction,

‘Seems a jolly little beggar,” said another.

“Chut—chut—cbut!” remarked Miss Mig-
non.

“Never saw such a jolly little beggar in
all my life,” asserted another voice,

“Pretty work she’ll make in the regiment
sixteen or seventeen years hence,” grumbled
old Garnet.

“Ah, well, nevah mind, Garnet—nevah
you mind, Maj. Garnpet, sir," cried Hartog,
““we shall all be dead by then;” but this
being an exceedingly old and threadbare
regimental joke was instantly snubbed in
the face of the new and substantial one.

“Has it any teeth? demanded Miles, the
orderly officer for the day.

“Don’t know, Open your mouth, little
one,” said Lacy, gravely,

At this point Miss Mignon made a de-

Care-

' lighted lunge. in the direction of the belt

across Miles’ breast. Lacy shouted, ““Whoa,
whoa,” and Miles immediately backed out of
reach., Miss Mignon's mouth went dismally
down, until Lacy remembered the knob of

. his whip, and held it up for delectation.

broken at last by the child’s laugh, as a ray |

of sickly winter sunshine fell upon the glit.
tering chain in its little hands. The sound
recovered Bootles, who turned from the
window,

“And so, Mrs, Gray, ' he said, carefully
avoiding the gaze of her wet eyes, ‘I have
determined to keep the little gar: but
Harkness, who's no fool, you an::. has con-
vinced me that it won't do to trust to any of

fore, if you won't mind undertakinggdt for a

“Boo—boo!" she crowed,

“By Jove! Bhe can half say Bootles al-
ready,” ejaculated Hartog. “And here he
comes,”

“Now, then,” Bootles called out, ‘‘have |

any of you fellows made up your mind to
own this lititle baggaze?

*No: none of us,” they laughed; but one |

man, Gilchrist by name, said, with a sneer,
he should rather think not, and added tweo
unnecessary words—‘‘workhbouse brat|”

But one man, Gilehrist by name, added
two unnecessary words.

Bootles turned and looked down upon him
in profoundest contempt.

“My dear chap,” he said, coolly, *‘to
charge you with being the father of that
child," pointing with his whip to the picture
in Lacy's arms, “‘would be a compliment on
your personal appearance wh.ch 1 should
never, under any circumstances, have
dreamed of paying you.”

“I'll tell you what it is" said Hartog

afterwards o Lacy, “Booes is a dashed |

good fellow-——one of the best fellows in the
world, ldou't know that there's another
I'd trust as far or as thoroughly, but all the

same, Bootles s sometimes best left alone, |

and, for my part, I think Gilchrist and
every one else had best leave him alone
about this youngster.”

“Ya—as," returned Lacy: then began to
laugh. “Obd but it was fine, though, about

‘personal appearance.’” And then he added, |

“Ugly little beast!”

—— e —

CHAPTER 1V,

It was not to be expected, and Bootles did |

not expect it, that the story of the mysteri-
ous little stranger could be confined to the
barracks., In fact, in the course of a few
hours it had flown all over the town, gain.
ing additions and alterations by the fre-
quency of its repetition, until at last Bootles

himself could hardly recognize it." A baby |
had been found in Capt Ferrers' rooms; |

no one knew woere it came from nor to
whom it belonged. Then—Capt. Ferrers
bad rescued a young baby from a brutal
father who was going to dash its brains out
against the door-pust. Then—Capt Fer-
rers had picked up a new-born infant while
Then—
errers was suffering from mental

Capt.

aberration, or, to speak plainly, was getting |

& bit eracked, and had adopted a child a
year old out of ldleminster workaouse.
Then—it was really most romantic, but
Capt. Ferrers bad been engaged to and

- Juted by a young lady long ago-—which, of

course, accounted for his being impervious
to the fascinations of the Idleminsier girls

—wWho had married, been deserted by bher
husband, and now died-—some versions of

the story said ‘‘committed suicide” —leaving

- him the charge of a baby, ete.
the barrack women to look after her. There- | - 4

~ and some people

few days, | will advertise for a respectable |

elderly nurse to take entirs charge of the
creature. I dare say I can arrange with
Bmithers for an extra room, and you'll let
me coms to you for advice now and then,
woo't you™

Mrs. Gray rose and went close to him, lay-
ing her hand upor bhis arm. ‘“‘Capt. Fer
rers,” she said, earnestly, “you will bhave
your reward. God will bless you for this.”

“Ob, please don't, Mrs. Gray,
lhlgnnml. “Really, I'd rather you'd chatf
e,

- 8t most things from

Some people told one version of the story
told another, but nobody
blamed Bootles very much. It might be
because he was so rich and so handsome and
pleasant; it might be because ldleminster

society was free from that leaven of cen- |

soriousness which causes most people to ook
the worst possible
view,

But Bootles went on his serene way, tell-
ing the true state of the case to every one
who mentioned the affair to him, ami al

| the t
Jectai

" with “the fellows.”

time

sort of and a staid and re-
widow of about fifty was soon in
A room next to Mr Gray's quar
in charge of Miss Mignon, as the child
come to be called by everybody.

ite narss in a baby-carriage
aboat the barrack square or along the rond
outside the Broad Arrow boundaries. And
w, as the weeks rolled by and wore into
months, it began
say '‘Bootles” as plain as a pike-staff.

In A the Bcarlet Lancers were moved
from
Bootles had to undergo a new experience, for
every
account of the child.

Bootles would explain.
with me! Yes; she likes it
togo
Not a Lit of it; the jolliest little woman in
creation, and as good as gold. What am |

ing todo with her when she grows up? |
Qaﬂ, Lacy says he is going to marry her, |

If he don't, somebody else will—no fear.”
Taking it all round, Miss Mignon bad a re-
markably good time of it, and seemed thor-
oughly to appreciate the pleasant places in
which her lines had fallen., It was wonder-
ful, too, what an immense favorite she was
At first she had boem
“Bootles’ brat.” but very scon that was

dropped, and by the tima she could toddle, |

' which she did in very good time, no one
. thought of mentioning ber or of speaking to

her except as ‘‘Miss Mignon.” Scarcelyany
of the officers dreamed for a moment of re-
turning after a few days' leave without

. “taking along,” as the Americans say, a box

of sweets or a bundle of toys for Miss Mig-
non. Indeed, the young lady ecame to have
greh o collection that, after a while, Mrs,
Dicso's 1etien: soul arose, and, with Capt.
Ferrers' pervussion, all the discarded ones

were distr nted among the less l[ortunate |

. children of the regiment,

. Bootles himsel r—after Bootles, Lacy.

But Miss Migucn's favorite p'aything was

Poonio

' said it was wonderful, the depth of the

'| affection between the big sold.er o1
' the little dot of a child, scarcely 2,

>0 AN
1.“F'1 1

' she adored. and where Bootles was she woull

b‘, if by F~ok or ll_\; crook she could conve
her srall person into his pressmce. One:

' she spied him turn in at the gates on the
. right hand of the colonel, when the regiment

was returning from a field day, and escaping
from her nurse's hand set off as hard as she
could run in the direction of the band, which
immediately preceded the commanding offi-
cer. Mrs. Nurse gave chase, but alas! Mrs,
Nurse was stout, and bhad the ill luck, more-
over, to come a cropper over a drain tile
lying conven ently in her way, while the
child, unconscious of danger, ran straight

for Bootles. Neither Bootles nor Lacy, who |

was on the colonel’s left, perceived her until
gshe was close upon them, waving her small

. bhands and shouting, in her shrill and joyous

. out—*“Lacy!”

child’'s voice, “‘Bootles! Bootles!™

It seemed to Bootles, as he looked past the
colonel, that the child was almost under the
boofs of Lacy's charger. ‘“Lacy!” he called
But Lacy was already on
the ground, and caught Miss Mignon out of
harm's way: but when he turned round he
saw that his friend’s face was as while as
chalk.

As for the colonel. when he saw Mnrs
Nurse gathering herself up with rueful looks
at the drain tile, he simply roarel, and Miss
Mignon chimed in as if it were the finest
joke in the world.

“That was a smash.” she remarked, from
her proud position on Laey's shoalder, **just
like Humpty Dumpty”—a comment which

. gave that estimabie person the name of

Mrs, Humpty Dumpty as long as she re-
mained with the regiment,

A few weeks afver this the annual inspec-
tion came off, and Miss Mignon, resenting
the lengthene l absence of her Bootles. again
managed to escape from her nurse, and
pattered boldly, as fast as her small feel
would carry her, right into the mess-room,
where Bootles wes sitting, just opposite the
general, at the late lunch. Miss Mignon,
pot seeing him at first, wandered coolly be-
hind the row of scarlet-clad backs, until she
spied him at the other side of the table,
Then, having no awe whatever of inspecting
officers, she wedged hersell in between his

chair and the colowel's with a triumphant |

and joyous laugh.

The general gave a great start, and the
colonel laughed. Bootles, in dismay, jumped
up, and come quickly round the table to
take her away.,

“Well, you little rogue,” said the colonel,
reaching a nectarine for her. “What do
you Fﬂ.ltf“

“And nurse falied asleep, so
I tooked French leave.” Almost the ouly
peculiarity in her speech was the bhabit of
making all verbs regular.

“And who are you, my little maid? the
general asked, in extreme amusement.

“Ohb, I'm Miss Mignon,” with dignity.

The old general fairly chuckled with de-
light, and as bé had put bhis arm round the

child, Bootles, who was standing behind, |

could not very well take her away.
“Oh, Miss Mignon—bey! And whom do

you belong tof"

‘““Why, to Bootles,” in surprise at his ig- |

noranoe,

f
|

ways ending, ‘‘And hang it, you, know, ity |

A pretty little baggar, and 1 couldn’'t send it |

to the workhouse,"”

He¢ made no secret about it at all, and on
the SBaturday fellowing the advent of the
chlld ap advertisement appeared in The
Idlemmnster Chronicle whica made

“To Bootles! And who is Bootles?

““‘Bootles is Bootles aud 1 love him.” Miss |

Mignon replied, as if that settled everything

Mignon replied

“Happy Bootles!"” cried the old soldier,

“What a lot of medals you've got!” eried
Miss Mignon, pressing closer

“I'm afraid, sir, she is
Bootles interposed at this point, but secretly
delighted with the turn atfairs had taken.

“‘No, no; let her see my medals,” replied
the general, who was as proud of his medals
as Bootles of Miss Mignon,

“Are you a ‘sir’ toof” Miss Mignon asked,
gazing at the handsome old man with more
respect.

“What does she mean?’ he cried

Bootles laughed,

“Well, sir, she hears us speak to the
colonel so, that is all”

“Dear me!
gent and a'tractive child!" exclaimed the
general, quietly. ‘‘How old is she?™

“About two, sir.”

Now it happened that the old general had

| & craze for absolute accuracy, and he caughs
' Bootles up with pleasant sharpness.

“Oh! Does that mean more or loss?™
‘1 can't say, sir, Bhe is about 2,

not know the date of her birth."”
“Then she iIs not vyoursf'

-

“I am not her father, sir, but at present

I do

' she belongs to me,” Dootles said, smiling

“I'm afrail

“*Not at all, but perhaps she had better |

go. What a charming child!” The last wa
perhaps because Miss Mignon, finding he:
time had como—and she never made a fu
on such occas.ons—pul two solc arm:« rou
his neck and gave h.m such & genui.e hu
friendship that the old man's heart wus quiui
tuken by storo.

8o Miss Mignon was carried off, looking
back to the lasc over Bootles’ ﬂhtlllhlﬂr, lllli
waving her adieu to the handsomes old man,

«.Who had such a fascinating array of clasps
and m-dals.

“1 dido't guite understand—what relation
is the child to him? he asked of the colonel.

“None whatevar, Ferrera found her late
one nig .t in his bad, with her wardrobe and
a letter from her mother, written as if Fer-
rers was the father. He, however, gave me
his word of honor that he knew nothing
about it, and some of us think the whole
affair was simplv a plant, as he is known to
be a very kind- hearted fellow. Others, how-
ever, Forrwrs emong (hem, think that not
and child were intendad tor one of the othars.
xulunlf, I‘.ln\‘i‘l‘\'ﬂl", would own to i?. anl Ft'r'
rers has kept the child ever since—I don't
suppose he wou'd part with her now for any-
thing. 1 wanted him to send her to the
workhouse, but 'tis a jolly bright little soul,
and | am glad be did not.”

“Then he is not marr ed®™

“Oh, dear-no. He pays a woman £5) a
year to look after bher, and all her meals go
from the mess. In fact, ho is bring.ng bher
up as if she were his own; and the child
adores him—simply adores hin.”

“I respect that man.,” sall the general,
warmly. *Itis an avful thing for a child
to be reared in a workhouwwe—awfyl.”

“Yes, Bootles feels very strongly on the
subject,” replind the col nel, absently.

B the time Bootles returned, the officers
Mrﬂmg.thn table, and be met the
guests senio v Jjust entering the
anteroom.
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this advertisement prodoced

dleminster to Blankhampton, where |
one there took bim for a widower on

“Take her about | .4 licht of Miss M ignon's baby character,

Always wants |
when she sees the trap. A bother? |

. was only o)e whom she did not like.

troubling you,” |

What a remarkably intellis |

- very dear friend
. #pent two winters in Italy, has suddenly ap-
- peared, with a traveling companion and two

. at least

pauper does not start the
chance. 1 have mat so often,

- of my military experi
~ bred in the Unions—1 ne
- well. No; pauperism is ground
and they are never able to .

“Well, sir, that is my opinion,”
Bootles, modestly, ‘I hope, though, yomu
won't think my little maid is often so ob-
trusive as to<day. She is really always

4o toddle about, and could | Yo' 800"

“A charming little child,” replied the

| grneral, as if he meant it, too, and then he

shook bands with Bootles again.

CHAPTER V.
There was only one blot in the sweetness

po far as the officers of the Scarlet Lancers
were coneerned., Among themn all there
She
bad degrees of love ~Bootles ranked first,
then Lacy, then two or three groups of
friends whom she liked best, botter and
well; but shoe had no degrees of dislike where
she did not love. She hatad, hated flercely
and furiously, hated with all her baby
heart and soul. There were several persons
in ber small world whom she detested thus,
absolutely declining to hold communication
or to accept over.ures from them, however
sweetly made; but there was only one of
the officers who came unler this
heael, and he was (ilchrist, the
man who bhad dubbed bher at first
workhouse brat. Miss Mignon could not
endure him, When old enough to under-
stand that a cortain box of sweeties had
come from Mr. Gilchrist, she would drop it
as if it burned her fingers, draw down the
corners of her mouth, and remark, ‘‘Miss
Mignon 1s very much obliged;” an observa-
tion which invariably sent Bootles anl Lacy
off iInto fits of laugzhter, at which the little
maid would flv opan-armed to him and cry,
“But Mignon loves Bootles,” But the fact
remmained the same, that Miss Mignon de-
tested Gilchrist, who, indeed, was not a
iavorite in the regiment. Nor, indeed, did
Gilchrist seem to like Miss Mignon any bet-
ter, though he now and then brought his
offerings of tovs and bonbons, like the rest.
in the face of Bootles' gevere snub about the
two odiong words he had applied to her, he

. was bhardly such a s'mpleton as to further

rouse or annoy the most popular man in the
regiment; yet il he conld possibly cast a slur
on Boot es or on the child he did i, Never
from his lips came the pet pame ‘‘Miss Mig-
non,”” never did his black eyes rest on her
without a sneer ora jibe; if he could by any
chance twist DBootles’ words into an almis-
gion that the child was really his, he took
care nover to lose tha opportunity.

“Oh, come, now,” Preston cried one dav,
when he had been sneering at Bootles an |
Lacy, who bad just driven away with the
child between them, “Bootles is a right
good sort—no mistake on that point. No
sneaking hypoerisy about him. It would be
well for you anl me if we were halfl as fine
chaps; but we ara not, Gilehrist, and, what
I8 more, we never shall be.”

“Oh no: but where is the mother of that
brat?”

“How sghould I know? or Bootles?! 1
ghouldn’t mind laving my life that Bootles
never did and never will cause her or anv
other woman to write such a letter as came
with the ehild that night. Jolly good thing
for this one if she was Bootles' wile, instead
of being tied up to the hound who bound her
to secrecy and deserted her. Perhaps she's
dead, poor soull Who knowsP™

“Perhaps she iw't,” Gilchrist
“Some peopls never die.”

Good paturel and not very wise Preston
stared at him, and Hartog locked from be-
hind his newspaper, aghast at the bitterness
of his tone.

“G3ood heavens, Gilehrist!” Preston eried,
‘are Yyou n*uuhlu; somabo !y to dief”

Gilchrist tried to laugh, and succeeded
very badly. He rose from his chair, knocl-
ing a few scattered cigar ashes carefully ofl
his Lraided cuff.

“Well, I confess 1 should not be sorrv to
see that prating brat of Bootles' out of the
road. We should perhaps get at the truth
then.,” And having delivered himself of this
feeling speech, he went out, bang ng the
door after him.

“Well, upon my soul!” exclaimed Preston.

“Oh, the man’s got a tile loose in his upper
gtory,” said Hartog, decidedly., *“No man
in his senses would talk such miserable rot
as that., Always thought Gilchrist a crazy

sneered,

. fool mvself, but I'm sure of it now.”

“And how he sticks to it Miss Mignon is
Bootles' own child—as if it coull be any

. gooed for him 1o sav she isn't il she is”
“I wanted Bootles, sir,” said Miss Miguon, | ® ¢ y b

. eonfidentially.

“No. I shall tell Bootles to keen an eyve
on Gilchrist, I say, what a comfort it would
be if he would only exchange!
we can't manage to dazzle him with the de-
lights of India, eh "

“Not very well,

“No such luck, It's queer, though, he
sheuld be so persistent about Bootles and
Miss Mignon. 1suppose he wants to daub
Bootles with some of his own mud. Thinks

if he only throws enough, some of it's sure |

mner
in the leas
like Gilehrist

to & ick, and so it would with most
H:ppily, however, it don’t
matter what a little cad

. chooses to say about a man like Bootles—a

jl‘ﬂ]illlh little beast ”
Neither of them said any more abogt the
matter, but Hartog took the earliest oppor-

' tunity of I'[iIH‘HLillL{' to Bootles what ““that

ass Gilchrist” had said about seeing that

| prating brat of Bootles’ out of the roa
. and in consequence a kind of watch was »
| upon tae child. Not that Bootles, thougu

he had a very poor opinion of Gilchrist and

| Gilchrist's lll'lilﬂﬂ, was afraid for a moment
that he

would give Miss Mignon poisoned

| bonbons, or run off with her and drop her
| in the river; yet he did think it not improb- |
| able that he might encourage an already

dangerous spirit of adventure, and of course
be abwolutely blameless if she could get
tramople] by a horse’s cruel hoofs, or erushad
by one of the many traps going in and out
of barracks.

When Bootles hal taken his first long

| leave after Miss Mignon's coming., he had
“ Bootles is Bostles, and I love him,"” Miss | 3 no 0 ,

left her at ldleminster in charge of her

' nurse; but when long leave came round

agamn anl she must bave been about two

and a half, he deecided to take her with him, |

One reason for this was certainly a fear of
any pranks Gilchrist might choose to play,

. another that Lacy was taking his leave at

the same time, and Bootles was afraid, in

the absence of both, Miss Mignon might fret

herself into a fever. And, besides he had

| missad the child during' a fortnight's deer-
. stalking in Seotland that autumn more than |
. he would have likel to own.

From Blankhampton, therefore,
wenl to bis place, Ferrers Court, where he
was (o entertain a rather large party for
Christmas, with a sister of his mothar's, and
Lis onlv near relative, todo the honors for
bl n, and among his guests a Mrs. Smith, a
widow, and sister to that dead girl to whom
he fancied a ressmblance in Miss Mignon,
H::‘H't:rur, at the last moment, Mrs. :SmH.h
wrote to excuse berself.

“I am very, very sorry,” she said, “but a
of mine, with whom I

maids, to pay me a long-promised visit of
two months. She is a Russian
countess—a widow, like myself, and wishes,
I fancy, to improve her English, which she
already speaks very well. Of course 1 am
dreadfuliy disappointed, but cannot help

| 16"

Now, it happéned that Bootles had a very
deep and great respect and liking for Mrs.
Smith, and not for all the widowed coun-

| lesses in Russia was he willing to upset his

plans; therefore he wrote off at once to Mrs.

. Bmith, after a five minutes' consultation

with Lady Marion, to beg her to carry out
her original intentions and bring Madame
and her retinue ‘“‘along.” Would she tele-
graph her reply!

Mrs. Smith did so, the reply being, Yes.
Moreover, she supplemented the telegram
by a letter, in which she mentioned AMong
other things that Mme Gourbolska's
traveling companion must be treated in all
WAYS as an ordinary guest,

Bo, at the tima originally appointed for
Mrs. Smith's coming, the parev of six—
three ladies and three maids—arrived.
Bootles him wlf went () the station to meet
them, He found thai Mme. Gourbolska
was young, not mor» than thirty, of the
pluvp and fair Russian type, quite fair
enough to hold her own beside Mrs Smith,
whom he regarded as the most beautiful
woman of his acquainiance, The third lady,
Miss Grace, was fair also, perhaps not 0
positively beautiful as either the English or
the HRussian lady, but fair-hairel, fair-
skinnad, with sol¢ blue-gray eyes, inte 1saly
Llue iIn som>» lights, as Bootles noticed di-
rectly, Graceful she was to a degree, and
as he walched hsar move across tha little
station he thougat how wonderfully her
name suited her.

Mrs. Bmith smiled gt him as he aelped ber
1o mount to the top of the omnibus, *‘is not
the likeness wonderful ' she said, with one
of those quick sighs wih which we speak of

| suppose |

Besides, he lost ever so
. much seniority by coming to us.”

they |

maked.

hhhpnl? for be has not
e ¥-srTean--

woman bad stood side Ly side watching a
voung life die out; bad together seen the
sacrifice of a heart, the martyr of love to
man,

“Yes, it is very great,” he said, briefly.

That dead gister of Mrs. Smith had always
been and would always be a not-to-be-hroken
bond of union between them, for the widow
knew how gladly “‘that grand Bootles,” as she
always callel him, would have tried to
make up for the love she had lost, whils to
Bootles Mrs. Smith stood out from the rest
of womankind as the sister of the omly
woman he had ever wished or asked to marry
him.

He helpad Miss Grace up to the seat beside
Mre, Smith, and took his own placs beside
the Russian lady, who entertainad him very
well during the three miles’ drive between
Eagles Station and Ferrers Court,

“Oh, but what a paradise!” she cried as
the carrage turnel into the court-yard,

“l am delighted that it pleases you,” he
answered, glancing round to see what eoffect
his ancestral home hal upon Miss Grace.

“Lovely " she murmured to Mrs Smith,

In another moment thev had drawn up at
the great Gothic door-way, and immediately
the figure of a little child dressed in white
appeared on the top of the broad steps, kiss-
ing her small bands in token of welcome.

“Go in directly ; you'll get cold, Go in, I
say,” Bootles called out. It was, indeed,
bitterly cold, and a fow flakes of snow were
faliing. But Miss Mignon had a budget of
news for her Bootles, and was not to be
done out of telling 1t.

“lal has had a letter from home.” she
piped out in ber shrill voice. Lal was her
pame for lLacy, anl home meant Blank.
hampton Barracks. *“And th» St. Bernard
has gotted two puppies—beauties—and I'm
to bave ona. Lalsays so. And Terry has
broked his leg.” Terry was one of Bootles'
grooms., “And Mal. Ally's going to be
marrie "

Boot es was so surprised that he forgot
the cold and his order that Miss Mignon
should go in.

"“What I he exclaimed, incredulously,

Just, then Lacy himself came to the top of
the steps with cpen arms, so to speak, and
carried off Mrs. Bmith into the housa. Miss
Mignon took advanta:e of the opportunity
to run down the steps just as Bootles helped
Mme, Gourbolska to 1ha ground.

*1 welcome you with much pleasure.” he
sald, cordially—‘"Miss Graca as he
gave her his hand to jump the last step. *I
am afraid vyou are ured. You are very
white,” ;

**1 am tired,” she said, in a low
looking at him, but at the child

AL 18 bitterly cold. Don't
moment. Mignon, will you go in?

M.ss Mignon skipped up the steps, and the
Russian lady caught her in her arms.

“Oh, you little angel! and wha: is yvour
namef"’

“I'm Miss Mignon. You're a very pretty
lady.,” returned Mignon, critically. .
wanted to go to the station, but Bootles
sald it was too {‘uf-l, and lLal—-

“Madame does not know what
and Lal mean,” interrupted Bootles,

**This is Bootles, and that's Lal"” Miss
Mignon informed her, ““I'm Miss Mignon,
and [ belong to Bootles.”

“Obh, you belong to Bootles. I am sure he
must be very proud of you,” Madame
ans wered,

‘“I lelieve I'm a great
Miss Mignon announced,
fact tone.

Bootles lﬂﬂ:lll*ll. *Com~ to the ﬂ"ﬂ,
madame,” he said. Then, turning to Miss
Grace, “I'm sure you are very cold—you
are as while as a ghost. 1'm sure,” sd-
dressing Lady Marion, “Aunt Marion, wins
would be much better than this tea.”

“No, no; tea,” they cried—at least the
two elder ladies, for Mis; Grace seemed to
have no ears for any one bat tha child.

“Won't you speak to mef she asked,
presently, as Miss Mignon gravely re
garded her with her big blue eyes.

Miss Mignon went close to her imme-
diately, "IDid Bootles let you drive!” she
asked, with interest,

Missi Grace shook her head, and lifted Miss
Mignon on to her knee. “Idid not ask him.”
she said.

“Oh!"

du' "

- I‘
s | =0,

volce., not
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bother to Lim."
il & nalter-of-

Then, after a pause, ‘I al—ways

“Oh, you little angel !} What's your name?”

“But not a pair?’ in surprise.

Miss Mignon nodded., ‘“*When they’'re not
too fresh. Bootles would have letted you,
iIf you'd asked him.”

“1 will another time.”

about Allardyce?”
“Hartog says so.
dwrinks like a duck.”
“Pooh"™
a great joke, and Mrs, Smith begged tn he
enlighbtened.
“Oh! don't

They say she—er—

you

with him and Mr. Lacy, who is altd very
fond of her., Do you know, he pays her
nurse fifty pounds a year. In fact, she is
Just as if she were really his own child. But
it is just like him."”

“*And they would have
workhouse "

“One or twoof them-—-not Mr. Lacy, of
course,”

Miss Grace was silent for a few moments.

sent her to the

I
i
I

i

Then she roused herself as from a brown |

study,

“Well, 1 am detaining you, Mrs. Bmith,

and shall be late myself. Thank youn very
much.” Then she went away, pdssing
softly down the corridor, and entered her
room, locking the door behind her. But

once in that safe shelter, she flung the pins |

on the table and dropped upon her knees,

burying her face in Ler hands, while the

scalding tears forced their way between her
fingers, and the great sobs shook her frame,

“ ‘Some day he might meet the mother,'" |

she sobbed, ** ‘and how should he facs har?

Oh, my child, my little child, how shall I

face him? How shall I bear it/
1 live in the same house with him without

How shall |

falling on my knees and blessing him for |

saving my little child from—God knows
what!” .

CHAPTER VL
A month had passed, and the three ladies

still remained at Ferrers Court, though ot her |

visitors had come and gone, lots of them,

Lacy was still there also, and occupied in |

making desperate love to the Russian: lady,
utterly ignoring two imporiant facts—one
that ghe oply laughed at him, the other that
she was three years his senior,

o ouiilt sboulder with an afr of protectu
and comforting dignity, equally pretty st
absurd in ono so young,

“Mignon loves Bootles,” she wh

“Will Mignon always love he
psked, '

“Always,” was the confident reply. “Mig
pon will always love Bootles.” Qﬂ!

"“Always,” was the confident reply; “Nigr
non will always love Bootles,"

And so in and because of his trouble the
little child crept clcswr and closer into his
heart, and drove out the greatest bitterness
of his disappointment, and the clasp of her
soft arms about his neck seemed to take
away the sharpest sting of defeat. The
touéh of her baby lips upon his aching fore
head—and it did ache—brought him a larger
measure of comfart than any living thing

. had power to do at that moment,

But while all this was going on, Bootles |

bhad fallen in love'at last, as men and women

only fall onee 1 their lives, and of course |
- fatey if Miss Grace would not have him, no

the lady was Mme. Gourbolska's friend, M s
Grace—hnad he but known it, the mother of
Mignon.

But Bootles never suspected that for a |

moment, True, there was a likeness so
strong as to proclaim the truth, and mary a
time Miss Grace wondered, when she caught
sightof the child’s face and her own In a
glass, that all these people did wnot see it

desperate earuestness on his side, and with

equally desperate desire to prevent it on |

hers,
But Bootlas

admired shy game, and Miss |

Grace's evident shyness made bhim only the
more earnest: and not being troubled with |

that faint heart which never won [air lady,
he had no intention of allowing Mma. Goar-
bolska to depart from beneath s roof with-
out asking Miss Grace to return to it as its
mistress. Therefore one afternoon, when he
returned from hunting in much bespattered
pink, and went into the fire-it library,
where be found Miss Grace half dreaming
by the fire, he shut the door with the inten-

Yet neither Bootles nor any one else did see | it's absarb.

it, and the game of love was played on with | You will never have such a chance again—

If only he had known that Mignon was
her child |

But Bootles was not the man to sulk with

- more was to be said. and no one but

Smith saw anything unusual between them,
But trust Mrs. Smith. She walked into
Miss Grace's room and taxed her with it—

~ taxed her in so friendly a way that the girl

began to cry miserably, Mrs. Smith fumed.

“It is absurd,” sae eried, to refuse such a
man—such a position—such—such—~ Oh!
I bave no patience with you.

never,”

“Oh, never,” she sobbad.,

“"Why, then, throw it away?! Let me go
and tall—-"

“No; tell him noth'ng. 1 have already
told him it is impossible. Oh, Mrg Smith?
she cried, passionately, ‘‘do you think any
woman in her senses would refuse him if sha
oould help it? Not I, 1 assure you."”

“1t is inexplicable,” said Mrs. Smith, but
she egted no furthsr., ,

8o ext day they left Ferrers Courty
Bootles driving them t) the staticn. But it

- was all very different now—very different.
- too, from the last time he had driven them

tion of getting it over at once. Miss Gracs |

rose with some signs of confusion.

“Don't go for a minute,” said Bootles; ‘I
waunt to speak to you.
you have grown very fond of my litile
Mignon. lIsit not so?”

Miss Grace caught at the carvings of the
oaken chimney shelf to steady herself, and
her heart began to beat hard and fast.

“Yes, | am very fond of her.,” she stam-
mered.

“I wish you would take her for your own,"
Bootles said very gently.

“For—my ownf" sharply.
you mean "’

For a moment she thought he knew all,
but his next words undeceived her.

“If she had such a mother as you, poor
little motherless waif, and if J had such a
wife, and if Ferrers Court had such a mi=
tress! Oh! don’t you understand what I
mean? taking her hand.

Miss Grace snatched the hand

“What do

away.

| “Ob, don't, don'f, DON'T!"” ghe said, turning

awWAY,
But Bootles possessed himself of it again.
“Must I tell you more! Oh, my darling,

how from the very first day I ever saw you |

| loved you with all my heart and 'soull
How, when | bade vou welcome to my
hnmw, I{‘HllltL and would if 1 had {'.I.I‘i"d,
bave taken you up to my heart and kissed
you before every one!f How——"

- Lacy was occupted in making desperale

| with feveMsh haste,

| is it impossible!

love to the Russian lady.

“Oh, tell me nothing —unothing!" she criel
“Dwen't you understand
it cannot bet It is impossible—quite ithpos-
sible.”

“Impow=sible!” he echoed, blankly, “Why

Not because you don't care,

' that I'll swear.”
‘“Lacy,” sail Bootles suddenly, *‘is it true |

But Bootles langhed as if it was |

| remember Allardyce!
He's the great military teetotal light.”

ii“'k”ll__ﬂr___hﬂ wrpﬂjl}" IS A -t‘_l”'jiul llllf- '.

fah,” remarked Miss Mignon, in so exact
and so unconscious an imitation of Lacy's
drawl that her hearers went off into fits of
laughter, and Miss Grace, clasping her close
to her breast, bent and kissed the luxuriant

. golden curls,

"“You're erying,” said Miss Mignon
promptly, scanning Miss Grace's face with
ber big eyes,

‘‘No; but you made me laugh,” she said
hastily.

She said nothing.

“Or, if thatis so, look at me and say 1
don’t love you.”

But Miss Grace did not speak, nor yet did
she look.

“Or will you tell me that there is some
one else whom you like better?’ he asked,
regaining hope.

No, Miss Grace did not seem inclined to
vouchsafe that information either.

“Or that the care of the child would be an
objection?

“No!” she burst out, in an agonized tone

““Then what do you mean by impossible/™
he asked. "It seems to me very possibie

- indeed.”

““Some people do cry when they lnugh,,"

Miss Mignon informed her. *‘Our eolonel
does. Now, Maj Garnet alwayvs chokes,
and then Bootles thumps him, I don't know
what he'll do,” she added in a tone of deep
concern, “‘if he chokes while we are away.”

“1 never saw such an original little plece
of mischiof in my life,” cried Mrs. Bmith
“*And how charmingly dressed—is she not,
madame! Bo sensivle of you to cover her
up with that warm serge up to her throat
and down to her wrists. Who put you up
to ity

“1fancy we evolved the idea among us,

You see, she runs in and out of my rooms, |

her own, and Mrs. Gray's, the adjutant’s
wife, that is.,” Bootles answered. ‘‘And
tarrack corridors are not exactly hot-
houses. Besides, our doctor kesps his eye

on her, and be blames the wrapping-up for |

her never having a day's illpes.”

“1 believe in it,” assertel Mrs. Smith.

“And l—oh! our married ladies tell me I
am quite an authority on the subject, I can
tell you we get fearfully chaffed about her,
Lacy and 1.V

“Why " Miss Grace asked.

“Well, because she goes about with us a

good deal, and people seem to find the situa- |

tion difficult to understand.” He took it for
granted that she knew all about Miss Mig-
non, and she did not press the question fur-
ther.

tapped at her door and entered,

“Could you lend me a few black pinst” she |
“Madame and 1 have both forgotten |

them."”
“Certainly, my dear—take the box.”

But Miss Grace only took a few in the |

pink palm of her hand.

“Wiat a preity child that is,” she said
carel .“HHIJ'.
was bornf

“Oh, my dear!” criel Mrs. Smith, “she is
not Capt. Fearrers' child,. No relation
whatever.”

“Nol! Whose, thent”

“Ah! That s a question.,” Then she

briefly told Miss Mignon's history, ending: |

“‘But he will never part with her now, He
is 80 fond of her, anl she adores him.”

“He is a fine fellow,” sald Miss Grace,
toying with the pins in her hand,

“A filne fellow! He is a splendid char
acter,” Mrs. S nith vried warmly., “I as
sure you I have studiel that man—and I
bave known him for vears—and I cannol
find a fault in him. Years ago, when we
were in great trouble, my mother and I, at
the time my sister diad, oh, he was so good,
so—well,” wiith a quick sigh, *‘I canno: ex-
plain it all, but he was such a comfort to
us, and she died, poor darling, under wvery
painful circumstances, espocially for me.
Oh, the.e are very few in the

But half an hour later, when Mrs, |
Smith was thinking of dressing, Miss Grace |

She looked at him, that proud, handsome,
erect man, with a smile of expectant happi-
ness on his good face—and tried to take her
hands away.

“Oh!" she sobbed out, *don't you think I
would if I could? I have not been so bappy
that I would throw away such happiness as
you could give me. Some day you may
know what it costs me to tell you that it is
quite impossible,”

*“You give me no hopef he asked in a dull
voice, and she saw that be had grown white
to his very lips.

“None,” she returned: then added bitter
ly, *‘Ob, hope and 1 have had nothing to say
to one another this long, long while,”

Bootles dropped her band listlessly. ‘“Then

' it is no use my boring you,”’' he said, turn

Y

Then, with one imploring backward look,
she went away and left him alone,

“Did the mother die when it ,

world like |

him—-not one in ten thousand. Teke his

action as arded that dear little ch.ld, for
instance. brother « ficars wanted him
to send her to the workhouse, but, as le

wrote to me, ‘Some day | may meet the

mother, and how should 1 face her? "

SBmith went on,

“It was no small for & man

ber to the
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and ran to him,
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A flerce denial rose to the girl's lps, but

' she choked it down and suffered his words

in silence, Then meekly, and with one im-
loring backward look at bis tall figure, as
stood, his bead well up in spite of his de-
feat, looking into the fire, she went away
and left him alone,

This was the end of
and wishes. This
one of his bright hopes

' would ever béf—none of his golden dreams
| would come to

pass. His wishes bad mno
weight with the woman bhe loved. He had
looked forward—like a fool, he thought bit-
terly-—and had pietured Ler in a dozen aif
ferent ways: at the head of his table, in the
bunting fleld, in the middle age, and in the
decline of life, as Mignon's mother, as his
wife. But it was all over now. When
madame's visit was over, she would go from
under his roof, never to come back to it any
more forever.

He was still standing there when tae door
opened with some difficulty, and Mis Mig-
non appeared on the threshold.

“Bootles!” she sald inquiringly,

Booties turoed round 1w hee, “WdlP be
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Miss Mignon heard thd-yh'hhm+
“Bootles got & headache?
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it seems 10 me that |
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alywhere. There was no laughter, no jok-
ing, no promise to come again. He was not
cutwardly angry, not barsh nor hard ip any
way, but he was very polite; and politeness
from him was beart-breaking,

it was soon over when they reached the
station—a few minutes of that kind of
versation which people make when ¢l
are waitng for a carriage or a train,
they said the passenger of the Lonlon m
while walking up and down quietly waiti
for theend. There was a handshaking ¢
round, the lifting of Bootles’ and Lacy's hat
a fuss over Miss Mignon, and that was
Miss Grace, on looking out of the'c
window with tear dimmed eves, saw the
they were together, the child’'s hand in his
Miss Mignon's last words were yet ringing
in her ears: *“‘Bootles has gotted such a head-
ache.”

“Then Mignon must be very kind to him,”
Miss Grace whispered.

Ay, Miss Mignon had need to bg kind, for
B ootles had *‘gotted” such a heaitache, tool

This Story to be continued. |
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