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(hristmas at Pentarton Hall wes like
the rite of matrimony, a thing not to
be taken in hand “wantonly or unad-
visedly."” It was a fesiive season
which few who had participated in it
are ever likely to forget. In the first
place the old sguire waa not the som
of man to stand any nondemse. He in-
vited you meaning that you should
have a good time while you were with
him. He welcomed you with the same
intention. He looked after your com-
fort and amusements from ithe day
that you entered his hospitable doors
until you left thew again And if
when that =ad moment arrived you de-
parted with the opinien that Cbrist-
mas nt Pentuerton was not what it had
been described, well then you did what
no other man had been known to do
hefore you, and deserved o sufler as
guch. WWhy, the mere sight of the
squire’s joliy red face was sutticient to
make a man enjoy himself. to say no-
thing of his cheery voice and inex:
haustible fund of anecdotes, which
everyone had heard before, but which
all longed to hear again As a host be
was ohe man in a thousand, and when
vou eome to his houselkeeper and
niece, pretty Winifred Dycie, well all
Fou can say is that she is just ope in
2 million, and I den't mind who knows
my opinion, How it came about that
the squire had never married has never
been properly explained.  Between
ourselves, however, I faney there is
some mystery in the matter. There
are mnol wanting people 1m_ieed who
assert that the squire-apd hlsf.b_l-o{he?r
poth loved and wooed winifred's
mother, that the Founger wis BiCoess-
ful. and that the squire, like the '_trump
he alwaws was, and always will hf,
acted up-t.o his principles, held out his
hand to his rival and wished _]lul_'n jow.
When, five years later, Winifred's
father met his death on the field of
battle, and his wife died of & broken
heart on receiving the news, _he ﬂ?ok
the littie orphan girl to live with bim,
and pave her every BCrap of his great
heart. Xo one will ever realise ‘how
much that eouple loved each other,
but many who have stayed at Penter-
tou can hazard a very good guess. _If
you were to listen ta the old squire
you would hear the most alsund stor-
fus about hiz dorling. He would tell
vou how, when she was only a tiny
dot of five, she wuql:_] ac-
COmpany him oo his rvisils to
the kennels, and pick out old Rover
and Roysierer from fifteen cou[ﬂ? or
more, and never ery or even whimper
when the great beasts fammed about
her ahd endeavoured to put their paws
wupon her shoulders and try to lick her
face, He would tell you the most extra-
ordinary stories aboul her prowess in
the waddle, how, “By Gad, sa{'. she had
ridden his own pet hunter Nimrod on
a certain ever to be remem bered day.
when the hounds met at P]Iﬂ(_lE;:
(roree, and fairly floored the field, sir.
And if the teling happened to be at
night it is a thousaod te a sixpence
that he would order up another 'bot(le
nf port, one of the very particular,
Wy the way, and drink to the health
of the sweetest maid who ever wore &
habit. T dom't think T should be very
far wrong in saying that before she
was twenty she had ever given the
wqniTe a moment’s unhappiness. That
unfortunately was to come, f'“d it was
the coming of it that congtitutes this
atory. Needless to sV, old Squire
Dveie’s miecs was not Jikely to lark
admirers. As a matter of fact they
fincked in from ad directions until
the squire bepan 10 think that It
woulkl he wiser were he to issue orders
that no male shonld be adtpﬂtetl with-
in his pates without o written permit
from himself, They c:u:ne f"r‘?m north,
pouth, east and wesi, 4t
squire’s grest Jo¥ invariably went

to the .

away disconeolate. How were they to
know that het heart was already given
and, as is often the case, to the very
man of all others whom the equire
was least likely to approve?  Hand-
gome, devil-may-care Dick Reverley,
the Ruined Squire of Blicksford, was a
charming companion of irrepreachable
birth andd manners. As a set off, how-
ever, ugainst these advantages, it wae
well kpown that he had sguandered
his patrimomy, had been- rusticated
from Cambridge, and was in conse-
quence the horror of virtuous mothers
with marriageable daughters for many
miles around, That he should have
fallen in love with pretty Winifred
Dyecie seemed only natural, for they all
did, but that she should have recipro-
cated his affection and have promised
to be hiz wife seemed to be out of the
proper order of things. However, it
was a fact, and one that was likely to
cause a considerable amount of trouble
for all parties concerned in the neat
futuré. Ope day the young man screw-
ed up his courage and rode over to
the hall for an interview with the
squire.  The latter listened to him
patiently and then spoke his mind.

“Impossible,” he said, *‘guite im-
possihle. What you ask is out of the
guestion."”

“You mean, | suppose, thar  yom
have heard all sorts of things about
me. That I am hard up and have
been a bit wiid. I don't deny it, but if
T gave you my word that I will reform
and that I will not marry your niees
untit T have set the old place on its
feet apain. will you accept that as
sufticient proof of my love, and sane-
tion our engagement 2"

“I ¢can sanction nothing.” the Squire
answered. T can only repeat that
what yvou ask is impossible.”*

“Entreaty will not move you?”

“Nothing will move me,” the other
replied. “My mind is made up.”

Seeing thut it was useless to say
anything further, Dick bude him
good-lye, and that night, at o stalen
mweeting, in a wood behind the 1iall,
informed Winifred of what had
oveurred. at the interview. Some
meddlesome person told the Squire
of the meeting, and he spoke to his
niece upon the subject.  Bhe con-
fexsed her love, and vowed that with-
out voung HBeverley life for her would
be a blank. Then the Squire lost his
temper, awd said things for which 1
can arsure yru he wus sorry after-
wards. The result war a misunder-
standing and a tiff, which on the
Syuire’s part took the form of a letter
to the young man in quest’on, warn-
ing him to have no intercourse with
Li= niere, Winifred, under the
pain of his, the Sqguire’s. zevere dis-
plensure. In less than a month he
lid come to hate the ¥young minn as
he had never hated anyone in hix 'fe
hefore, His very name was an abomi-
nation o him. Whit waus more, he
shepherded his niece more “closely
than ever, and seldom allowed her vut
of his sight, In consequence the
lovers were not permitted to meet,
and Winifred began to look pale and
heuvy-eved, and life at the Hall was
the reverse of cheerful. There could
T no doubt that the affair wus eans-
ing the dear old Squtre nr  preat
amount of misery, He was not the
same man at all. He ha:d no desire
to be unjnst, nor. had he considered
young Beverley a wsunifable mateh.
would he have stood in the way for n
moment. As n matter of fact he did
nnt know much albout him personally.
and what little he did know was told
him by busy-bodies who doubtless
had their own ressone for desiring to
prove the young feilow a villain of
the deepest dye. On one pitiable
oceasion, he was driven into saying

- told him of

something which at any other time
he would rather have cut hia tongus
ovut than have uttered. When he lefs
the drawing-room, where the inters
view had taken place, and returned
to hia own room, tiregory, his ancient
butler, informed him that Mrs Uibba,
the housekevper, desired 1o speak to
him

“Bend her in, semd her in” said the
Squire a little sharply, for he was nat
in the humour for dowmestic worries.
Then to himeelf, he added: “What on
earth can the woman have to say to
me?"

It turned out that Mre Gibba' er-
rand was of a peculiar nature. A
domestic cricis  was imminent and
chaos reigned in the servants’ hall
P'ut into plain words it amounted to
this: the (irey Cavalier, the famouns
Penterton ghost, who was known to
pace the gquadrangle at the back of
the house when any great trouble
was shout te happen to the family,
had made his appearance on three
oceasions of late, and had heen plain-
ty seen by a footman, a lady’s maid,
and a hgusemaid., The footman had
been reduced to a state of collapse,
the females to a condition of idiocy.
According to their statements he was
standling in the moonlit gquadrungle
at the time, gazing sadly at the
house. Then, with a wave of his
hand, he had dizsappeared in the diree-
tion of the chapel, back to his tomb
behind the altar. They indignantly
denied any possibility of their harving
bheen mistaken. They had wseen his
great grey boots, his love locks, his
lnce ruffles, and his grey beaver hat.
und as a result nothing could induece
them to stay after their month wns
up, or to cross the Quadrangle after
dark.

“"Your maida are o pack of fools. and
the foorman is something worse,”
eried the irritable Sgnire, not, how-
ever, withont a thrill of satisfaction
as he thought of the story he would
now be able to tell concerning the fa-
mons Spectre. Howwever, he sent Mrs.
Gibbs about her business, and then sat
down at his writing table to pen a let-
ter to his best friend in the world. He
his diffieulty regarding
voung Reverley, of his niece's state
of health, and asked his advice. Two
days later an answer arrived. and in it
the old Celonel promised to do his best
te exorc¢ise the fatal passion that had
tuken possession of the pretty Wini-
fred, and for this reason he would
spend Christmas  at  the Hall, ana
Lring as muany of his yvoung friends
as be conld collect with him. KNow, if
the Colouel! knew one eligible young
man he knew a dozen, the respectabil-
ity. weulth and culture of whom he
was prepated to guarantee with his
lifc  What was more, he krew half
a dozen girls of transcendent beauty
uud accomplishments, wha woeuld aet
as excellent foils and wonld put Wini-
fred upon her mettle, With such «
force at his hack it would be strunge
indeed, he argued, if they were un-
able to rout Beverley, and drive him
from the field. never to return. Al-
though Winifred protested against
such un invasion, the necessary lovl
tations were despatened, and in due
course aceepted by the parties con-
cerned. Tn the meantime Deverley
wis supposed  to be in Londen, ona
Winifred’s beart wus about as sad as
it was possible for the heart of 4 mal-
den to e, Indeed, the only persen
who seemed to be enjoying the festive
season At all, was the grey ghost of Bir
Michael, who, within the previous
manth, had been twice seeu on his ac-
customed promenacde.  The result was
80 upsetting from a domestic point ot
view that, instead of venerating him
az he had been brought up to do, the
Squire began to look upon his super-
naturnl relative ax a nuixanee secand
only to Beverley limself. Though he
protested that it was all fancey, and
those who declared thui they hud seen
the apparition must bave dreont it
1 have an idea that he wuas no nore
disposesl to pay a visit to the Quad-
rungle ot night than seere the muid
servants themselves,  What was mare,
he confined his visits te the chopel to
laxlight, and anxiously locked for-
ward to the time when his visitors
shon!d arrive, and by sa deing create
u diversion,

Al lnst the great doy cume, and the
staliles found their time fully taken
up meeting  traing ool ecnnveying
pueste to the Hall. Tolly and mistle.
tae derarated the corridors, great loge
spinitered on the fiver, and all wus
aaiety and merrynmnking. The Bquire,
to nll appearances, was jollity itself.
He had o warm welcome for ench new
arrival, a joke for the men, und, welt,
if the truth must be told, s kiss faor

the girls, The seeda of some promls-
ing flirtations were nown st afternoon
tea. and by the time the dressing gong
ed for dinner, all wan as merry
arringre betl,  Indeed, it wan not
until late in the evening, just ag the
bedroom cnndlesticks made thelr ap-
penrance, that a damper wae cast nupon
the spirits of the party. ‘Then, one
younye Indy, more courngeoun than the
rext. tnened to the Squire and asked
it it were true, As her maid bad told
her, that the tirey Cavalier had been
making hin appearance rather too fre-
quently of late.

The Squirve pazed at her in amaze-
ment. The temerity of the young lady
staggered him. As a rule the Grey
Covalier was never mentioned, save
with bated breath, nod never by any
cvhance within an hour of bedtime.
He noticed nlso that Winifred's hand
tremied, and that she turned death-
ly pule. He remembered the fact that
she had always entertained a great
fear of the Spectre, and his warm old
heart went out to the girl for that rea-
aon, and, perhaps, if the truth must
he told, for still another. He was well
awiure that ghe loved young Beverley,
aud he was filled with sorrow that it
should have fallen to hia lot to have
been compelled to differ from her as
to the merits of the man of her cholee,
However, as the matter stood, it was
impossible for him to draw back, and
accordingly he was forced not only to
let her suffer, but to suffer himself at
the =ame time. He thought of thiz
when hiz guests had departed to their
various hedrooms, and he and - Wini-
fred stood at the bottom of the great
stairease, higding eacrh other good-
night. His old heart was traubled,
and it was made pone the eusrier
when Winifred clasped Ther arms

about his  neck  and saidr
“Dear old wunele, you must try
to think better of me. Youm have
been so good to me, and 1 have repuir
your kindness so poorly. You will
never know how grateful I am to you
for it all.™

“Pooh, pooch,” said the squire, “yon
mustn’t talk nonsense, little girl. Run
away t0 bed and come down to break-
fast in the morning with the roses an
your cheeks.”

He mnoticed that the girl heaved a
heavy sigh as she turned to go npstalrs,
and though he could not understand
the reason he wes even more upset
than before. He began to wonder
whether young Beverley might not,
with encoursgement, turn out better
than he expected, and if he should
give him the chance. This led nilm to
think of his dear dead brother, and of
Winifred's mother, both of whom at

that  very moment were per-
haps watching  him  and  sigh-
ing at his treatment of their

orphan child. He accordingly henved
another heavy sigh, more doleful than
the first, and accompanied old (iregoTy
on his locking up operations with an
even zadder heart than ever. He had
nat retired to his couch more than a
conple of hours, however,
sleepless couple, by the wi
when the unmistai bl elic
of an jron  latech in  the quad-
ringle below reached his ewrs=.  What
cauld it mean? He spmng  ont of
Tl and hastened to the window.
He was only just in time, for there,
erossing the open spacve, v a tall,
grey tigure, habited in the costume of
u Cavalier, It was a frosty night, and
1he moun shone =a cold and clear that
every detail of his costume was plainly
ohservatle, even to the love locks and
the lang grey Boots  For the fArst
time in hix life the squire was looking
upon the apparition whose appearunce
wis suppased to foretell death or dis-
aster to his family. Suddenly. haw-
ever. something struck him as beiong
womewhat singular, and when he had
seen the firure disappear by the smadi
dear inte the chapel on the other side.
helieeft the windnw and begun to dress.
Then, taking u enndle, he depnrted
from: his chamber and set off on o w
tour of inspection. The house was In
tatal ilarkness god as silent az a grave.
e did not hesitate, however, hut
pushed an, passed the billiarnd menn,
Jisxen his own study, nntil he reached
the door in the long corridor, which
opened into the chapel itself. Once
there he blew out the light and saftly
apened the door. Creeping in be found
the worshipping place of his anrestars
In total darknese, save where it wan
lighted by the mooenbeams which #n-
tered throngh the lancet windows on
the further side. 'The marble effigies
of hin longr departed relatives rhowed
mti®® and dark above their tombs, hut
in the centre of the uirle stood {wo
figures whom he clearly TR el
one waz the grey Cavalier; the other




