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(Continued.) 

He wont to tin* piano. which sbiosl at. tho 
<>(;!•*) end <>I tlu- n oni. ami opened it. 

"\\ ho taiisi'lit yi.it! musie and s.ngitig?" he 
asked. - -

"'1 he man who h:is r utirist me everything 
else, '  1 aiiswtTi'tl—"Michael Unit." 

('it (ho day belore ! had tound a hoantilul 
1 it I-t* poem. and 1 lie words had pleased ine 
MI much that I set tnem to music. J did not 
now stop to think whether tin; versos were 
suitable or not. hut sung them. 

"Whoso words are those'.'" tho Squire ask-
od. wlion I lutd jiuished. 

I told hlii:. 
"And whose music is it'?"' 
And! answered liim—oh, so proudly!— 

tIi.it tin* musie was lnino. 
"Yours?" lie questioned. ill s::;-;>i :sc. "Ton 

must ho clever! Sing something else that 
you liavo sot to music." 

Tins time tho sons was quite dilToront: it 
was a more lively air. When I linishod a 
cry of delight, toll from the Squire's lips as 
tin- Inst notes died away. 

"Excellent!" ho exclaimed. "A girl who 
can[compose such niusi« need not despair." 

Then I took courage, and, looking into his 
face, asked the question that hail been hover
ing around my hps from tho moment 1 lirst 
saw him. 

"Squire Daere," 1 said, "no one knows 
anything ol' ine; toll mo, do vou know who I 
am?" 

I saw that for one moment at least, the 
question paralysed him; but lie soon recov
ered himself. 

"If 1 could solve the mystery,he return
ed slowly, "I should not need*to ask all the 
questions I have put to you." 

To my mintl his evasion of the truth was 
painful and perceptible. If ho had answer
ed me frankly "Yes,"'I should not perhaps 
hnyedared to ask more. If ho had said 
"No," I should have believed him. As it 
was, 1 felt that he had evaded niv question. 
From that moment a strong conviction that 
the Squire know who 1 was—knew, in fact, 
my whole history—took possession of me. 

"You hope. then. Gracia, to live by your 
music?" lie asked suddenly. 

'•Yes," I answered quietly. 
"We will see what can be done. I must 

think inatteis over." lie said. "You seem to 
have read it groat deal." 

I looked round the grand old library with 
considerable pride. 

"Yes," 1 replied; "1 have read most of the 
books in this room, many of them two or 
three times." 

"We must have a chat about them some 
day," he said. "I have almost forgotten 
what books are hero—1 have been away so 
many years." lie repeated the linn! wonts 
softly to himself—"S<> mativ wars!" 

From that 1 author'd that 'I was not to be 
driven from ikron's Nest because its master 
had returned. 

"In the 1:1 aiit'me, sir. will you tell me 
what to do?'' 1 asked. "1 cannot mix with 
the servants. Find mo a place in your houst!-
hold where I shall not be forced to associate 
with them." 

llis lips quivered. 
"I will think over it." he said slowly. 

'Meanwhile be patient, Gracia, be patient 
I will see you again." 

And that, 1 knew, was an intimation that 
I might go. 1 went; but life was not the 
same tor me again—1 felt so sure t.iat the 
Squire knew niy whole history. 

C1IAITISU III. 
"Gracia, how did you got on with the 

Squire?" "Are yo i going awav?" "Does lie 
know anything about you?'' 

Such wore the questions that assailed me 
the whole of the day. from Mrs. I'aterson 
down to the lowliest handmaiden in the 
place. None of the servants resented the 
fact that I did not can; for their sociotv, and 
I could not but admit that their curiosit v was 
only natural. They all wanted to know'what 
the Squire had said when he found tuat a 
young girl had been brought up in his house
hold without his knowledge; but. I felt that 
all their interest was kindiy meant. 

It was I myself who felt so strange. I was 
sure the Squire knew something of me that 
ho would not toll: 1 hail read it in his eyi s. 
Perhaps I was the daughter of some'old 
lriond of his; but. if so. wbv all this secrocv? 
There was no need for it. My heart and niv 
liead ached more than ever with the burden 
of the question, "Who am J?" 

1 thought tho Squire would be dignilied, 
and avoid me: but, to my surpiise, on the 
lnorning following our conversation in the 
library he sent for me. This interview dif
fered from tho last; he did not look at me or 
question me so much. 

"I gathered from what you said to mo Yes
terday, (iracia, that you have been accus
tomed to use the library?" 

"Y os," 1 answered; "it was my one place 
of refuge.'" 

"And I have t:iken it from vou." 
"You are master here; it is'your right," I 

answered. 
"Then 1 will be a generous master. for I 

will give up my right to that room t.» vou." 
It was not m. rely the kindiuss'of his 

words that affected me; it was the tacit ac
knowledgment ot our social equaiitv. These 
words proved to mo that 1 was not the daugh
ter of one of his servants, lie would iiot 
have offered the use of his lihrarv to Mrs. 
Pa torso n or to any of her relatives. My 
heart beat proudly as I recognized the su
premo importance of this fact to myself. 

"I si a >u id not like your studies to be inter
fered with, (ir.icia," he went on, "especially 
if you wish to mane any progress in music. 
Let us uiak J this arrangement. 1 pa»s my 

mornings out of doors, and niy afternoons 
with my books. I will leave yon the niorn-

• ings, and you ran spend the time in the way 
you like best." 

This from the proud Squire of Heron's 
Nest! He was never proud to mo alter that. 

During the next three days 1 saw him fre
quently, and it struck me that his face always 
wore a look of anxious brooding care, lis 
though in his miud lie wore debating some 
weighty matter. 

Ah, how 1 longed to throw myself upon 
my knees at liis foot, and ask hint to solve 
the mystery that shrouded me! lie could do 
it; 1 fe!t sure lie could! 

On the evening of each of those throe days 
he sent for me to sing some of my own com
positions to him; he professed himself de-
light'-d. 

"What a gift you have, child !" he said. 
"Your name will be famous one of these 
days." 

"Do you really th'nk so?"' I asked eagerly. 
"1 am sure of it, although I mav not live to 

see that day." 
"Hut you look strong," 1 said: "you arc 

not old, though your hair is white." 
"1 have lived," he answered, "for many 

years with a rankling wound in niv heart. 
The day will come when 1 shall die of it, and 
1 care not how soon." 

There grow up a Strang;! intimacy between 
lis. We were so near together, yet so lar 
apart. At times 1 read love in his eyes, at 
others something like aversion. 

lie came into the library on the second day 
after our arrangement was made, and founil 
me engrossed in tin.' intiicaeies oi' one of 
Chopin's ditiieult nieces, lie stood for a few 
minutes behind my chair: tlcn with his own 
bands he lii'kd mine from the kevs and 
looked at them. 

* von ii: .e 0-- «i-*iin hands. urn-la,' tie 
sniil—"(,.<• v.-r. e.ai... .  ior music." lie .reli
ed at them until his eves were ill,n with 
tOIMS. 

Ii\cry time I saw htm, every hour I passed 
M ti him. deepened th;' invsterv that, lav be
tween us. One day 1 was out in the garden, 
attending to some tavonte liowors. when he 
came up to mo. '  

"'1 on like hollvhockx. Gracia?"' he said. 
"Y < s." I answert d. "verv much. I love 

those verses in winch Tennyson has enshrin
ed them." 

"Dues it ever occur to vou." he asked, 
"how exact Tenuvson is m his dcsenntion of 
a thing? How accurate that one line is— 

" 'iloavilv hangs the hol.ykock'! 
It does hang hcuvtlv. See how it bends with 
its own wen,m. Do you remember another 
line ot his— 

" \lllack as ash-buds in March'? 
] smiled to invselt when I read it. I was in 
a distant land then: but 1 remembered how 
black the ash-buds v.ere. Few other poets.to 
my mind, choose wonts so wisely or so well. 
I learned some grim lessons through him." 

Had he loved a (iuinevere or a Vivian, I 
wondered, that he should say that? 

I entered the picture-gallery one lnorning, 
and found him there. He was walking tip 
and down, his face wearing its usual expres
sion of dee)) thought and anxious considera
tion. After greeting mo, he said rather ab
ruptly— 

"(Iracia, do you like money?" 
"1 lind that a very diliiciill" question to an

swer," was niy repiy, "for the sinipie reason 
that I have never had any." 

"Tell me, dear," lie continued, laying his 
trembling hands on my shoulders, aiid seem
ing quite to forget the'diffcrenoe and the dis
tance between its, "would you like to be rich 
—to have money, houses, and land? ' 

After a moment's thought, 1 answered— 
"I would far rather have some one to love 

me than have all the riches in the world." 
"Poor child!'' said the Squire tender!v. 

"If," he wont on, alter a pause, "you could 
have your choice between wealth 'and love, 
you would choose love?4' 

"1 am sure of it!" was my quick reply. "I 
have lived in the world for seventeen years, 
amino one has loved me yet. Mv "heart 
hungers for love." 

"Poor child!" he said again; and after that 
he seemed more thought, ill than before. 

Alio her morning 1 found him in the li
brary, wriling busily, lie looked up wueu I 
entered, and smned. 

"This is a i; rriiile breach of our agree
ment,''he said. "Vou must excuse me'this 
one morning. Gracia;! have something that 
1 must do. 1 wonder,'' he added, in a dreamy 
tone, "what impels me to write it to-dav. Do 
not go," be said, as 1 turned to leave the 
room. "Vou will not disturb me; on the 
contrary. 1 ieel t.iat 1 shall write bettor for 
seeing you. S tdown to your nooks. Gracia.'' 

I did as he hade me—loo* my hooks into 
the sunny bay-window, and read, par,sing 
now and again to glance at t.ie Squire. 

My eyes, as tnougu fascinated, followed 
his movements. I saw Inn open several 
private drawers in bis i scritoire, drawers 
that were evidently known on y to himself, 
from which tie toox one or two litters. When 
lie had iniished the long epistle he was writ-
ill.*. lie looked up, and said— 

••(iracia, will yon sen I Mrs. Paterson and 
James dr..y.-tiini! to me? 1 want tiiein to 
witness tins."' Ho oio not say what * tiiis" 
was, but 1 saw a sheet oi p.,r iiuient closely 
written over. "Come haeiv w.ien thev are 

in liis hands and kissed 
ago—long ago; 

lie ra.s.-ii my lui 
niv lor. in ati. 

"A es. (i.aeia. I am going to right a great: 
\\ l eng. t snail rule over lo ilcroasd-iio at : 
oner see ii la .v\ rr . know tnei . :  men |  I 
bu.iJ 1 i . . laph to Lonuosi i»r .Mr. (.r.iii.im." 

• Tel! in.-,  1 erieii—'"have 1 anviuing to do • 
with ir." 

1 o-ii ,g . )L,"  he said. 'T shall have a sur
prise tor,, on. \\ inn 1 come homo, you nn st 
join im' in t.ie iihrarv. aiut i  win'ted you 
ill.-n alt you want. i.< ,i„ow." 

Me.i i.ie now, 1 jileaoed; "i have wailed i 
jiatnioi the know leitge! l ia\e pitv on me, -
an. I tell me now .' 1 KMC thai the color had i 
ion my lace, and my tips trembled so that 1 I 
e.iultl naiuh speak, "leil ine! ' i  entreated. 
"1 cannot live in mis suspense. '  

\ oil sii.t 11 know all to-night, (Iracia," he • 
lvtuiai o genl.'Y. •• Lucre are several matters i 
to oe set;.oit lust, anil t iniisi see it lawyer. '  i 

'  \  oil tiK'ini.-e to tell nie w ho i am, ail niv ' 
history, who my parents are:' On, ileaven, t 
how Siiail i live until nigiU'." 

"i. promise laiiiiniily," lie replied. ! 
•Again he kissed my torchcad, and stood 

for some moments looking at me with long- ! 
ing eyes. Then lie lew m ; ami so great was , 
my rapture, my fear, my agitation, that i  fell I 
upon the grass ami buri.-d uiy nice in it. 

Soon i. heard the sound ot a horse's hoofs; i 
and. looking up. i saw tnat the Squire was i  
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stable, but one of which the grooms wore alt 
somewhat afraid—a spirited animal which 
could not brook r straiiit. I waHieil rider 

disappeared among-and Itoisu until thev 
thetrcs. 

The memory of that afternoon, with its 
balmy air. its sunny warmth, its odor of au
tumn'lowers, will'remain with me instil I 
die. 

I remember how I sat upon the grass, 
weaving sweet fancies. At last: 1 s'houid 
liavt! a name, a holm', and friends! At last 
I should be its others were! 

1 coulil not go back to the house: it seemed 
to nit* as though I should not be able to 
breathe there. I felt that 1 must bo out in 
the open air. with the waving branches 
about me. My whole sou! was on lire with 
impatience. " 

Hours must pass—hours not minutes—be
fore I should seethe Squire again. I tried 
by walking to reduce the fever oi' inipatien e 
that consumed me. I went through the 
woods, and iit lust came to a white gate that 
led from ii lielil to the river. Here 1 paused, 
and saw what I imagined to be a knot of 
laboring men standing by the river-bank. 
Tuey were talking together, and busy—I 
could not see what they were doing—with' a 
rope. I waited som • little time watching the 
scone, and then walked slowly home. 

gone," he r.dded. 
it strut I *l struck nie ihi'.t, when the housekeeper 

! and the hiiticr reappear, ii, thev i ot.:i looked 
very important: but they s.iil nothing; and I 
went back to the ti..r.uy, as the tq.iire hail 
told nie. 

I remember, j :st. ;:s tho igll it had happen
ed yesterday, i_\\ry oe t .:i. oi wli.it iu,lowed. 

The Squire wns stan:'i:ig up as I re-entered. 
On t.ie table before him lay the small sheet 
oi parchment, two or three long strips of 
printed paper, and several letters, one of 
which wiis in a violet- envelope. The color 
struck ine—it was a pale failed viok't. An
other envelope was fastened with light blue 

; ribbon, a third was sealed with light, blue 
|  wax. He took all these, toget ter with the 

closely-written letter that lie hut! just linisli-
ed. and tied them together. 1 saw him write 

i s'evi nil wor is on the outside paper; but I 
!  could not toll what fhe words wore. Then 

he sat down and looked li\edly at the little 
parcel, lie had tied it with roil tape. In an 

: idle manner lie cut the ends of the tape anil 
, fastened them wdh wax. 1 remember the 
; shape or' the little parcel so well, and I also 
i remember wondering if 1 should ever see it 
j again. The writing-laoie was covered with 
I old books; a map of the county lay on it 
• wide open, with several other ilnngs. 'I went 
l on reading for a lew minutes; then, as the 
|  Squire seemed to be absorbed in thought, I 
1 le t.that I hat i belter leave him. 
! Shortly afterwards Mrs. I'aterson came to 
; me in my so.itary little room sit the top of 
j the house. 
I "Gracia," she said. looking earnestly at 
i me, "has the Squire said anything about 
I helping you." 
! For the lirst time I rebelled agair.st the 
j question so kindlj meant. I felt as though 
|  tiiere wore something between the Squire 
j and myself which was sacred, and was not! 
] to i«;! intruded upon by strangers. |  
! "Not at present, '  1'answered rather cold-
i ly; "but lie seems interested in my music."' 
1  "Now, G.iieia," said the housekeeper,"take 

my advice. Speak ir mkly to the Squire. 1 
I am sure he is a kind-hearted man. Tell liiin 
j what you want lo begin life witn. You 
I oil'.'lit to go to one of the grand music-schools 
! i ll London or Paris, and lit; would send vou 
j to one if you were to ask him.' * I 
j '  I w ill think" it over." 1 replied. j 

; "Do!' urged tue good woman. "You see, i 

i Gracia, time is (lying." 
|  When the housekeeper laid gone. 1 thought 

j long and deop.y over what sli.- had said: but 
! I  could not decide what to do. 1 lclt that be-
! twoen myself anil tho Squire there was some- i 
I thing that no one else understood. Still 1 re-
|  soived to speak to him that very evening 
I about my future. 
j The afternoon was a delightful one; there 
I Wits ii crisp coldness in the air that made it a 
l luxury to oreathe. 1 had gone into the gar-
j deii to giither some richly-ooiorotl maple-

leaves, which, with some (lowers. 1 thought 
' would form a pretty nosegay. The Squire 
|  was pacing up aid down one of the walks 

i with a thougiiiitu air: but. when he saw me, 
| his lace biigiitened, and he came quickly to 
| my side. j 
j ,  "I was just wishing that you won; here, 
i Gracia, 'he s iid. "l have been listening to 
|  the chime oi the lleronsdale beds. Wliatdo 

I you think they say lo me? They say, 'Long 
|  iigo—iojig ago;' Such a mournful cliinic; it 

lias depressed nie. The sound of your fresh 
young voice and of your merry laughter will 
be an agrooatile change. 1 want you to talk 
to mo am! make mo laugh." 

"i will do my best," 1'answered, "although 
I lind but little in lile to laugh at." 

Over the meadows came the sweet sound 
of tne bells, and, as 1 heard litem, 1 lclt some 
of the degression that had fallen upon the 
Squire, i'o me too they seemed tosajyLong 
ago—long ago!" What Wits his "long ago 
11i<e? 1 wondered, lie turned to me so sud
denly that he stariletl me. 

"Do \ou believe, Gracia," he said, "that a 
wrong can be righien'.'" 

"1 should thiiiK so, unless death inter
venes, '  1. answered: and I lit; words might 
have hoen those of a prophetess of evil. ! 

'  "liow do you mean.'' in- asked eagerly. 
"I mean that a wrong can lie righioil, un

less deatii steps in be lore it is accomplished, 
and so prevent -t it." y 

lie stood silent for a lew moments, while 
i  went on gatii. ring the pretty inap.e-leaves. 
Then he cried out lo nie—an.i his voice was 
broken  wi th  SIK S— 

"Gracia. (ir.icia, I am going to right a 
wrong! 1 lniist tin it! 1 nine a heaviness 
and a su'ange foreboding to-day. 'l oose bells 
have uiiiiened me Willi their lnijurniui "Loliir 

CITAI'TE It IV. j 
AVhen I reached the lunnor-house, I siw, ! 

to my surprise, little groups of men standing 
about on ihe la\. n. The western sky was 
all allame then, and a ruddy light l'eli upon i 
house and tret s. ; 

Swiftlv Mrs. P it r. oii came up to me. \ 
"Oil, Gracia." she > l ied, "do you know— 

have you noiird?" 
I thing my arms round the sturdy branch 

of the cedar against which I was leaning. A 
blow was coming, I felt: but I did not dream 
in what manner it won d fall. 

"Come with me quickly." she said. "I 
am sure that ins wants to "speak; but 1 can
not understand him." 

"Who wants to speak?'' 1 asked. | 
''The Squire." she replied. "Oh, Gracia, 

do you not know? Tho S inire has been 
thrown from his horse into the river, and he 
is dying!" 

Dying! Oh. Heaven! Ami with closed 
lips—lips that might never utter another 
word! 

The ruddy light, the dark branches of the 
cedar, the white laces of t.ie men, all seem
ed to mingle. and I fell forward upon the 
gr is--. Tho blow to my hopes was terrible. 
1 had expected to hear''niy story that night, 
RUII the oii'y lips that could tell it to nie wore 
ei' sing in death! 

Presently the giddiness passed off, anil I 
rose to my feet. Mrs. Pat. rsoti looked at me 
wit'j.evident disnVte-iire. j 

"T lis will not do. Gracia." she said severe-
I". "1 come to ask \ou to help me, and vou 
give way to your toolings." 

"I w s-".o shocked and startled," I answer
ed confusedly. j 

"So was I."' site said; "hut 1 did not faint. 
Yo;i must come with in-. Griein. You will 
uiideisfand tiie Squire h dt r than iriyofus 
can. We has talked m> much to you." * 

"iiut," 1 cried, seizini her hands in my 
agitation, "lie is not dy.ng—oh, surely—sure-; 
iy not dying!' ' * i 

"1 a in afraid so,"sheanswored niournfullv, ; 
I  feit stunne I. it oo.iid not be—it could ; 

not possibly be that he was dying with niv | 
story untold. Poor miserable mo!' After ail ; 
my hopes, to be so crue.ly disappointed! it ! 
was more bilter than death. Aias for niy I 
sweet fancii s! 1 should never know now' 
the elasn of a mother's anus or the sound cf :  

a lather's voice. 
Come!"' s-iid Mrs. Piterson. 

es were closed, 
w el dei.th lav over his 
s it th;:: ween 1 saw him 

•teil wiilun me? I forgot the 
I owsokoept r: 1 iorgot every-

tiiun. except that the onlv man in the worid 
w .to h id t i ei spoken 1-.:j!,11 v to me iav there 
ii\,n_. 1 knot dov, ii lw ins bedMdo, and 
biii.-t into passionate lit ot wocpuig. 
. .said t.ie housekeeper; 
"vou will d'srurb him! ' 

I lit Sqiiiie in.,si ha\e hea.tl the name, tor 
: l ie ti]it tied hi.-i e \t s. lie knew me: Insdving 
, eyes rested on my tuce with a look that must 
I haunt me iinin my own closed for ever—a 
I look of intense love and longing. 1 turned 

lay head ii way. sick it h.eart. it was a gaze 
:  hoonecould bear unmoved. 
! "He knows you." said Doctor Lvons. 
; Ah, yes. he knew mel lie tried to hold 
: out his poor feeble hands, but they dropped 

upon the coverlet. 
i "Speak to him." said the doctor, 
j "Squire," 1 said, "do you know me?" . 
I Ah, yes. there was no! a tlou.-.t of it! There 
| was a faint Hash iu his e yes: a slight tinge of 
; color came into liis face." I l ook one of his 
j bands in mine, but it was deathly cold, lie 

knew inc. for he made a terrible effort to 
j speak to mo. He tried so hard to utter one 
: word, while we. all powerless to help him, 
; stood round. 
; At last I tool: co'irage. I bent over him 
| and whispered in his oar— 
! "Squire, i.-i it of me—is it of Gracia you 
i wish to sneak?" 
i Toe poor lips p'irtod and moved, but no 
; sound came from them. 
I ou w'mt to t .li nie who I am?" I said 
! eagerly. 
j _ Again he made n desperate effort to speak; 
j it was in vain. He sank back with an air of 

exhaustion and despair. In my anguish I 
! turned to Doctor Lyons. 
j "Can you not give him anything to restore 
] his tiowcr of speech?"' 1 asked quickly. 
! "No," he answered gravely, "lit' "is quite 

conscious: but lie will never speak again." 
"It is ii great trouble to you," saiti Doctor 

Lyons, looking compassinuatly at inc. 
j "Greater than death itself,*' I ayswered. 

I know that the dying man hoard me by 
;  the pained expression that came over his 
: lace, lie matte another great effort, and 
; drew me t> him. Ah. whv. wliv did his 
j h ind seek my lace and my "bail? What, in

stinct made me kiss it, even while mv tears 
i fell fast upon it? 
! "If lie could only speak to in-!" I cried. 
1  "If he could but sp -uk! One word would 

change the whole world to me: and he meant 
; to tell nit; all to night!"' 
' Then 1 bethought myself that 1 was aliow-
| ing my great sorrow t'o make mo selti-h. I 
! was suffering perhaps the shaipest trouble 

that.any one could endure: but. nficrall. the 
:  Squirt; wiis dyiit,,—dying wit-out. kiili or kin 

near him. | 
So 1 kiss tl the nervele-s hands and 

smoothed toe wh.te h i:r. 1 laid mv face, so 
rosy witn health, near his. 1 lie.trd one oi'I 
the doctors say soit.y to the housekeep. r. 

, "W hilt is she lo liiui?" and t.ie answer was 
"Nothing." Tile Squire did not i.c. r it. He I 
lay wry still while l kne't by h tu: hut I s;iw 
tears conic into his eyes. 1  

"J!e is weeping," i said to Doelor Lvons.' 
"lie must hour and un.ieisiaiid. or t.:;u cou.d 
not haiipeii." 

Then I teit his arms close round ine. lie' 
drew my l.eatl down to bis b.-o.ist. and he 
tried to w hisper, hut • heard nothng exec; t 
it con.us.-d sound. Suddenly oe raised him- ] 
soli—it seeiiivtl to me by u sepcmuiirin < li'ort; 
his lace oi'ight netl, and in a iiiu.i voice tie 
tilt;.I. ".W uncoil!—.Mi.itcent!"' llis ey< s 
looked as tiiou^u t,;c.y were gazing upon 
some bright vt.-ioii. 'i', ,en just as suddou.y ! 
be leb ii c\ into my iiiiti. ,  to.ul; and mv la'i, 
hope dieo with him. " i 

in/ut .  
'••r. Graham remained ier some divs •;{ i'.,e 

in tiior-iioii.-e. l ie sooi:i. d to b:, • PUiiei..t 
me. and would send tor e;'to -'ing e;i : ;.> 
jday to him. One da v. cm.ioldcncd bv hs 
Kindness. I issued himwiiai wou.tl e. -.nme 
oi all the fciqiure's prnpertv ami monev. 

*M 1,. \  \>i.l goto his lit'Xt ot J\ 111, l ie l"L-
p! ;ed. 

"1 thought ho was alone in the wo,-I .'. '  I 
said, in some surprise. 

"Tti.' roiat.ves lout are loit are d sient 
enoiuh. La*n (.it\l is lus scciuet eiui.-m, 
and Sir Adrian is In*r Mm.' 

sir Atlrian Caryl!'1 saul to mvseli. 1':) 
me me sound ot Hie name Wiis iii.\\;-r ss; .v 
swe t. 

"Sir Adrian is a verv fortunate v ,;:ig 
man.' < oidililled the law\t-l". "ijeisa i" v 
very rich. Hut it seems a pdv that ii , ; .a:,i.' 
shoultU-haiige. It has aiwavs oeen D.iei-' oc 
lb ion's Nesi: now it v. id he Car1 .1." 

"\\ ill tli'-\ live In 1". '  1 asked, m • ;-
01 Illi'lit. * \  » 1,1 lllc i eo'ii ' i i  lej-o ,*> •, . . .'• 

"1 should IhUiK so. liernn 's N- <1 d 
that it conie.ins belong now to s.r A...r.n 
Caryl." 

"i"- he married?'' I ineiiired hosit.dingiv. 
"Mo. he Is no; married." rep.ied Mr. <li,i-

biViu: "hi;: 1 have heaul tin t he is miieii ai-
tacinilte a beautiful young heiress. 1j-.oy 
Annabel L 'iiii. 1 slioti'd strong! • auvis- yoii 
to stay her- Until tho Cary:s come," 

"H ill e"i": l"_. t iling lii.ieie.nn.g to the S-e r  •  
really go to him?" I asked, ".tow siring; 
it s-eems | 

"Kverything." rejitied tlielawver. "1 t!.> 
not think.'' he added musingly.' "that tie-
pour Squire's wealth i o.iel have gone t.i h 
itetier itiau. Adriiin Caryi is very cicserte ., 
and in my opinion will i o a laiin'itts m in t n" 
of t'.iese da\s. L'l iy Caryl is quite wrap ;i -.1 
iu> in linn. In t .ese ilegenerate tinn s a sou 
to be pi'.uid ot is somewhat rare." 

1 ban been so completely shut off from the 
world and knew so utile of iiaiura, affections 
that it was delightful to tne to hoar of sueii 
deep l:i->t u r.y love. 1 longed for iilm to toil 
in«! more. A,l the brightness and beauty of 
the world seemed to oe opening out to me. 

-Mr. (i.ah.mi was most, kind, and gave sue 
the benehi of liis advice. 

"Yon canr.nt make your way in the world 
alone," he said, "and the best tiling you could 
do would tie to secure the friendship of two 
ladies like Lidy C:ryl and Lady Aditlia 
Glynn. Nay hero by all means! You need 
have no lit s.tation in do'ng so, asjoit have 
iiiiyatly been here s i long." 

So it was arranged that I should remain; 
atnl. after ad. I was not sorry, for 1 lutd 
growi: to love Heron's Ne-t dearly. 

December came, and Mrs. Pe't-ersoM had 
received several letters from L niy Caryl. 
\\  lisit orders they coi.t lined ! There must 
be lues in every rooir. in lite house: Lady 
Caryl could not endure cold. Toere iiiust be 
iin itbuiiditnce of llowers: L uly C irvl could 
not- live without llowers. Her ladyship could 
not give the exact date when they would ar
rive: but they might reach Heron's Xesi 
either on the day before Christmas live or on 
that day itself. 

The coming of tho C.tryls would be the 
turning-point ot my lile; 'nothing would lie 
t.ie same aft rwr.rds. Sj 1 waited in silence 
and patience. 

ciiAi'Tr;:; v. 

1 lo'd my story to t ie doctor who had boon 
so kind to me. He s\ mo ithized v. i .h ine in 
my great, trotinle. an-.i tiid IOS I e^t to cheer 
hie. 

"It is very sul."' he said. "The pour 
Squire had evidently soni-tiling to say lo 
you, if he cou.tl h..ve spoKcn, tl;e wowd 

would probably have been very (UTerentto 
you." 

As it, w is. statiding by the Squire's death
bed. 1 kn w lhet lienc-'forwiird I should be 
nameless penui.e.-s, friendless—that the roof 
v. hii h had lii'thi rto s' oltcred me would no 
longer do so. ] should loS", besides, the few 
advantages ! had had bo!ore. Hut the great
est. keenest LIM-I of a'l was that even ir I 
had ii moth r living. 1 should never know it. 

For ;l!ittie while I had a faint hope that 
tho Squire might have reached lleronsdaie 
ai:d seen t.ie lavvv r. and that some part of 

sterv 
"How di«l it happen?" I asked, as we walk- j  !e'V. 'L  

Oil ^ owiv nn t\u* In-iuA 1 IoMim *n'.u ^ tonic 

Npaire tried to cross the river near the lord- i . •'  ln  .  
mg-stoncs instead of passlmt over tiie bridge. I i ,M>k Ir till's !  ' i i I -lo ' s ;" 
The grooms think that lilaek Prince shied' at |  i" -lim• .'r= iV non •. f'' " 
tho stones. Any way. he tiling tho master! He iiso'i e,,'e ',e n.e .V.i \'i';.. '''Vi 
there. The doctors say the Squire must have | ho s t Ml i i V I .  i e v" b -!- i i  '  
b o o n  l y i n g  t h e r e  a t  i e  s t  t w o  1  o u r s . "  f  ̂  . 4 ' '  • \  '  , '  '  , m  u c  '  

"lie foil into th" water then''' I cried ' a  • '"'I !  V'11--'" ,' f  , l ! ,' '"St o! a long 
"No. ho w!Js t 'n .W»  UJH i?,o H«MT but! "•»'•' 

the water reached him. None of us know' 
aiiytiiingof the accident, mi.il Black Prince ! 
came home w.tliout his master. Then we 
feit that something serious luul happened. 
Some of tho men-servants went out to took 
lor their master, and they met a laboring-
man running to the IIa:l "to teil us t.int the 
Squire was iyiiigon the loiding-stoin s. They 
wont there direct y. ami louiitl t nit lie was 
still alive, and they brought him home. The 
doctors lr un'Herons.lale are still with him: 
but they say they can do uot.ung. He is be
yond mortal help—the poor eqitiro!" 

Mrs. I'aterson went into the room lir-t, 
and had some conversation wit a the doctors. 
Then they both came out into t.ie corridor, 
looking very grave. 

"There is 110 hope," said one—Doctor .Uen-
soti of lierousdaie. "It is useless 1 or us to 
remain; slill we will stay if you wish it." 

'Oh, do. s.r!" soohetl'Mrs. P..lerson. "It 
seems such a sau thing for the poor gentle
man to die without Kith or kin n- ar him." 

"lias lienor, I l ives? 'asked I>.<. lor Lyons, 
who was a new-, oilier. 

"Some very distant ones—the Caryls; but 
all 1 know oi them is that, they are not iu 
England just now. 1 heard th.: Squire say 
so one day." 

"He liiis been making desperate efforts to 
tpcak," saiti Doctor yons. "1 suppose you 
Lave no idea woai he wants?" 

"Mo," the housek. eper replied. 

'  Do von know if he has made his will?" 
Was the next question. 

vYe.s." was the answr: "he made it this 
morning. I :e sent tor the but Ier and for me. 
ami asked us both to witness it." 
. '  Then I wonder what it is that he is try
ing to say."'' said the doctor. 

"1 think 1 know." I int -riiosed. "This 
alteruoou the Squ'rc told me that ho wished 
to see nie in the library to-ni.dit. for he lind 
something of importance to teil me. lie 
knows my history, stud he saiti that lie would 
toll it to nie this eveniii"." 

"Poor child!" siitl Doctor Lyons. "He 
will take th d story with him into another 
world: lie will never tell it in this." 

"Do not." I cried, "let him die until he has 
to.il me! He said that, there was a great 
wrong to be set riiht." 

"It is too kite." answered Doctor Lyons 
gravely; "he will set no wrong right now. 
W as it of vital cons ouence to vou?*' he 
as.;od. 

Hecaiise ii.s r «>; ha-1 sheltered tue. b 'i-.in.~e 
I had been ted and clothed at his txieiM', 

, because he was the only on" w ho had "sei m-
| ed to care ior me—above a.l. because he w.is 
|  the one in whoso heart my story h id lieeu 
i shrined—I stooped ami kissed the face of the 

dead man. It seemed to me t i.tt as 1 did so 
; a smile stole over it. 
j When Mr. Graham came. I told him all 

that had passed between t.ie ."squire ami my
self. lie seemed very puzz ed. 

"1 can throw no ligiit upon tho lnyi-t'ry," 
bo said: "but 1 promise you one thiiig. 

|  (iracia. All tho Squire's panels must pass 
I through my hands. ; n.l. i 1 see anvt.iing 
!  that concerns you. 1 w.ll tell you of it." 
i 1 thanked him. but f< It i  ia't it was slight 
j consolation. It did not seem \ i ry probable 
; that there wouid be much concerning me in 
I the (lead man's papers. 
i The_ Squire was buried in the old family-

vault in tne churchyard, where the D tores 
I for many gciicraiinns had slept. Alter the 
I funeral there was a great commotion in the 

bolide when it was d .-covered that there was 
i no will. It st im.ed in: redih.e. ior both 

housekeeper ami butler deeiar tl that they 
had signed one as witnesses. They wore iii-

; tcrrogiited sopaiiiteiy and together": but their 
i It stimony was aiwiiys tne -anie. The Squire 
: liiid loitl Graeia lo send ih- ui to the library, 
(  where he awaited them. He had laid before 

them a closely-written she< t of parchment, 
telling th -in it was his wtl .  and asked them 

; to witness his signature. The Squire signed 
lirst, an,I then th y wrote their nanu s. They 

' did not M-e wiiat iie had d 'lie with the parch
ment. They had been too much astonished 

; to notice anything. 
The library was s>arched.the Squire's escri

toire. every probable and improbable place, 
but without re.-Uit. 1 told Mr. Graham that 
I had seen the .Squire tie up it packet of let-
tt rs. including that whii.ti he had written 
liims df. A more vigorous search was made, 
but the little parcel could tint be lound. lit 
tht; waste-pap' r b ski t how. \vr there were 
several letters ail torn into the minutest 
shreds. Soni . Mr. (iraiiam said, were iu the 
Sqnirt''s handwriliti.;; ami. slnitige to say, 
we discovered Ir.igitieuts ot a s;ieet of i>areh-
lu i-t. 

" There can he h ;t one solution to this mys
tery." said tec lawyer to ine Vicar and the 
other getit!" men who had assisted him in the 
so; rcli. "'Ine Squire evidently made his 
wilt and wi.,ts.jiue letters, then destroyed 

1  (ii.U'Ti:i: vi. 

On the inoniin." of Christmas Eve a letter 
came to say that Sir Adrian and Lady Caryl 
would reach Heron's Nest, that evening, a lid 
that they would dine at eight. S > they were 
coming at last! What would their coining 

j bring ti'ill"'.' 
1 remember how slowly tho hours of that 

iliiy passed: and. when afternoon came, the 
colors of the earth and the sky were so beau-

, titul that 1 could stay indoors no longer. 
1 had forgotten tho coining visitors; I 

thought ."jf nothing tint the snow and the 
. star-—the mystery and beauty of Christmas, 
i j  did not heed whillier my loot steps led ine. 

until 1 lound myself close to wiiat wo called 
the postem-gato. a green door i. t into a thick 
wall covered with ivy, the ivy now being 
c- vereil with snow and forming one of tii j 

, pl'i t ticst little pictures colli" i vable, I thought, 
lis 1 stood looking at it. Tne starlight'foil 

j upon it. and it seemed to me ihat one star— 
i my Christmas star—had never shone w,tii so 

bright a light -as it did then. O beautiful 
star, whither hail you led nie? 

Pr S 'litiy. us tilings are sometimes reveal
ed in a dream, 1 saw a face glow, as it were, 
out of the ivy: and then I perceived that 
someone was standing just within the door
way. looking out iiiion t ie snow-covered 
moonlit liiudM'tipe. No cry esc. ped me: I 

;  ft* t no tear. 1 bail :ilwa\s' fancied that the 
light o: mv Christmas star would take me to 
some one whom 1 could love, and its rays 
had brought me hither. 

I looked up in admiration. Some one, de
scribing the nice of a great Saxon king, call
ed il "fair, trunk, ami Hue." Were truth 
and frankness ever more clearly written than 
on the face of the young man before me? 
lie had it noble-looking head and suiinv 
brown hair: his eyes were blue—laughing 
eyes, keen and bright, with dark strongly-
marked I,rows: his fu 'o was clean-cut jilie 
it cameo, full of power ant! pride, yet so win
ning in its fair beauty that no woman eotiitl 

: look at it unmoved. Hither the light of the 
. star had brought me. and this was what its 

rays tell upon. 1 saw a tall, maniv liguro, 
strongly built, yet with an oasv grace and 
bearing: and my heart went out to it. 

The dreams ami hopes of mv life seemed 
to have reached a crisis. 1 had alwii\s lclt 
that the Christmas star which had attracted 
me meant more for me than it did for others; 
1 had always cherished a curious drcamv 
liopo ahdut it: anil now it seemed to me Unit 
tue star itself had led me to the old p stern-
gate. And who was here waiting for m, ? 

It mattered not. Whoever it was. I had a 
strange leoiing that henceforward my life 
would be ehangeii and hound up in liis.* 

Tiie wind suddenlv stirred the ivv-leaves; 
tho soft snow fell tn'im them—fell upon him 
—and then he saw ine. lie started, and ut
tered a faint exclamation of surprise, then 
moved from the postern-gate. 

"I beg your pardon," he i-;aid. "Do vou 
want to go in?' 

• No," 1 answered shyly. 
Our eyes met. and it 'seemed to m . that in 

that moment 1 lived a lifetime. 1 could not 
movi'. and my breath cam;' with dii'tietutv. 

ho ere you'.' he asked curiously. 
"1 am Gracia. I replied, "lorgeitiug for an 

instant that I had not another name. 
"And woo is (iracia. ' l,e said iightlv— 

' (iracia. with tiie darn eyes? ' 
"1 do not know." 1 responded, as usual 

thinking to myself tin t I shott •( have known 
it'the Squire had not died so sudtienlv that 
fatal liigut. 

I saw his fai"? clear and brighten as he 
said— 

"Aw you the"—he half h-. silated here— 
"tiie young lady of whom Mr. <iraiiam spoke 
to me this morning? We eatleii upon him as 
we pass-eel t irongii London—1 did, at least." 

"i am Gracia.' 1 answered. 
'T forgot to mention it to Lady, Caryl," he 

added. "1 wiii go and see her at oiiee. So 
you are (iracia?' 

Tho light of the stars seemed to have pass
ed aito tue blue eyes tiiat still held mine. 

" i ours is a curious story." lie said tuought-
iii.iy. "I must have a long talk w ith vou 
about it. 

I felt even then that I should like him to 
jiilk Willi me for ever. The very sound of 
his voice delighted ine, it was so licli and 
musical. 

He looked round with a smiio. 
"May 1 be permitted to ask." he said, 

•wiiat Gra-ia is doing out in the coition 
Christmas live? ' 

"1 eaiiie out to look at the snow anil the 
stars, I nn-wcred; "it is sueii a beautiful 
Christinas Eve !" 

"I love Christmas live," he said slowly, 
'ami this is an ideal one. I have not seen so 

much snow for years. Do vou like the sno w, 
Gracia?" 


