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- *“Of course mot;” he said apologetically.
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_ the lady -thinks of him,

For pain is far ?mu-‘to congeal than plea-

_ it from afiy
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' . CHAPTER XVI—(Cofitinued)
*Hesn’t he done so effectually?” she re:

‘ . because it happens to be quite out-
ide your comprehension.” Lydford made
4 baw of acquiéscence at the last avords.

1

| know nothing of that,” he answered, “ex- |

least tcok in his words.
asked r—
““Did Mr. Fatconberg aleo commission

his -affectinn ¥’

He saw the pertinence of the question
from a seman’s jealous heart; and in its
very inconsequence it saddened him. *1

Presently ahe!
| ycu to tell me that the lady with whomlf
| he anncunces himself to be in love returns |

|

|

icapt, ag I have already told you, I believe |

l

1

Murned, fencifg: with the subject wihich, «Apmm you do not kno,” she went dn’l

Aear her heart 4s it wag, from this man|« ;
she rather dreaded. ‘“He bhas pit the L.
whole widthy, of Londan between himselt

¢ dowh.”
and ‘'you. I am sure to Mayfair, Hackney

is-a§ far off a8 Corawall.”” .. .
. Lydford was impetturbably patient. “I
dmeant out of the womd altogether, not
our pleasant little strip of it.” - . :
. ‘“Would it be iwrong to put down this
abandonment of that idea to the fact that
He Temoved himself to a distance from
Mr, Murray Lydford’s aphere of influence?”’
‘He laughed, hot too pleasantly. My
dear lady, you don’t know what u serious
socusation that is. With all my faults,
do I deserve quite so bad a mame?”’ ;
Sybilla lamghed téo, and with as. little
heart. “I am eorvry if 1 have maligned
yOu:, But .1 canmot forget that at Scot-
wick: you were not, particularly anxious to
suve ‘him from the fate he threatened him-|'he is aneering.”
i with” . Sbo g ' | “I have met Mr. Lydford before,” Paul
L “Thredtened wién live-fong,” he' returned, | replied, “and was. quite prepared for his—
with an off-hand putting aside of the| tone.” :
question; “even, perhaps I might say, par-|' ‘““You have come to let me know how I
ficalarly, when the menace comes from|can be of use to you, in spite of what we
themselves. Bit do tell me who hasjhave just heard?” ghe asked, with a smile
mrought  this wonderful change, genuine| as she poured; out a cup of tea.
or otheérwise, in our friend? Not you,| - They talked for a while of the next en-
by any <hance?’ L tertainment at which Sybilla was to sing;
“He was looking keenly, quizzically at lier! | then, fearing an interruption, Hascombe
Bat Sybilla was ready for him, and gave hastened to the real object of his visit and
o ¢ign of embarrassment as ¢he ' ans- chéracteristically went at once to the point.
whered, “Not that I am aware of.” Sybilla had asked after Fauconberg. “He
#“And yet,” he pursued, “I hedr ‘there| never comes to see me,” she remarked,
& a lady in the case.”, . . |and Hascombe, although sensitively alert,
XL s : 1 conld not' gauge the depth of deeling in her
U “Yes ‘T thonght T kiew better thin | tone. : :
#ié -quidnuncs, ‘but Four ‘denidl makes my! ° aticonberg,” he eaid, “is working hard,
wonjeoture ‘wrong, end ‘their' nomingtiow| and, in epite of Mr. Murray 'Lydford,
#ight” =« ; i -{ am' sure conscientiously. Besides that, he
{ “You may both be wrong.” s

i & mpied and rworried.”
! “Hardly. 'The prima fadle eviderice '8

didouss it without fear of criticism.”

“We don’t mind healthy criticiam, do
we, Mr. Hascombe?’ Sybilla laughed, as
she shook liands, in no small relief at the
eign of departure. :
. “By ' healthy is usually meant favorable
'ctiticiem;” was Lydford’s parting shot as
'hé turned to the door. Hascombe had
{walked to the farther end of the.room,
‘and at the distance the men merely ex-
ichatiged -bows.

“I am sorry, Mr. Hascombe,” Sybilla
said when they were alope. “But perhaps
.you know what a provokingly cynical per-
son:Mr. Lydford is. Never happy unless

‘:I;w is that, uﬁl::d i mot dn ix;f%creét
0 - She ‘is just the eombination | guéstion?” she a | and the- halfcon-
2::- m&: &‘M‘ of.? mﬁ:i . | ceglled anxiety in -her manner gave him a
: E‘?ddﬁft know that it is a escret,” Patl
answered steadily.” “Anyhow, he has riever
treated it as one, and d fancy it is guessed
'"ny)a gréat many people. . I mean that he
is in love with Miss Evandale.”

He. could not bring himself to look at
Sybilla as he delivered the stab, i such
it were. And not daring to look, he had
to wait for her -mext words to know
|whether or not the blow had reached her

heart. J

For a moment or. two. she did not. speak.
'I‘hez.;pexﬂmpe»when ghe could trust her
voice,
gO8&ip

“pnegmd_ e U S
4 “Of'eourse you have Heand &:e gossip.
Well, ‘now,” candidly, ‘whet do'ydu think?”
1 “That there is no truth in it;” she ans-
wered.. composedly.  “Mr. - Fauconberg told
me. 8o himself.” Y :
. Lydford eeemed genuinely:ewnprised. “Do
you mean it?’ he: asked seirchingly.

- “Why should 1 eay so if it 8 not true?”’
she returned, with @ touch of defiance.

“] did not mean that. - Only it rather sur-
priced me.” . :
- “Why should 2"

y she said: *Ch, but that is mere
L éidmthi&mhemquitem‘

ggip, -It is not true. Mr: Fauconberg
told me so himse}.”

3
3 ‘fool” : : L C
s ) : . There was a despairin interrogation in

b Tty Prinie g0t the | Cone although the. words _took the

S it Um(&'&mim!e. HHen. | fopm - of a vehement assértion. Hascomb

chance w.‘e@tb‘ﬂ!m,ghg”m the |\ dowing. now,. well'.. énough that. be..
,‘,’;I“’e‘, G ue AT ONe T O o g, ATV the knife.to.her heart, felt sick that
% Nol = v A vabitned. -rather|y . fad now to turn it in the wound.

pleased -t _having fiter iriko vele“lni. x virye % hetnssuned her with grave

mence. :*Only ‘if Paor.Fauconberg MW§M@Q, R freccdl B

Talf a. dhanes tberes e Would e worse | Te'lh;thhe s in Jove with Bafbara Evan-

dale?” She made a brave effort to hide
‘the misery that lay beneath her tonme of
ineredulity;, but he knew it was there, and
his task seemed more hateful than ever.
4¥es% he dnswered, “I know it. You

than a fool not to eeize it. ' The feuwow
has come to hie last chilling, and—" .~
“No,” ghe interrupted. “Hig affairs are
16t so hopelew 88 he thought. He need
nét’ part with Gains.’* = - o
Lydford .ehook his hesd, “He may be

alble to han, 9‘. there ,fgx:“g year or two |apokeiief it to me for a long time past,

Tonger, bub'he cam uo mora pay off the}and Iam thankful to sey. that it is her in-
mortgagd Pl he tan perkugde o Jew to| fhuphak, the idea of bei worthy of hef,
"‘ﬁe'ﬁmx‘; v Sovérefgns. No: T don’t thatHas caused him to change his mode of
¥now how 'he Etends with the fady, but if |Je” L

I know anythifig of Magter John, he must| . A silence. Then, as with parched tongue,

be quite wware that it i wbout his last| Sybilla spake.

dhm#i’ o c . “But she? Miss Evandale is not in love
“Perhaps,” !ﬁ@h said, “he is conbent | with him ¥’

with what he has” =~ .~ “Phere is mo actual engagement, but T

Lyaford lanched cynically, ‘Miss Cas- believe something of an understanding be-
pani, your theories would upset all -that| tween them.”
experience has faucht us of human nature| “Ah, yes.”, Now that the first shock
in general and Fauconherg in, particular.) fas over, Sybilla was regaining the mas-
We have not, of course,” he added insinu- fory of herself. “I can hardly believe it.
atingly, “gone into’ the quesfion of what | Thére is a report that Miss Evandale is
Aud, after all,| gditig to marry Lord Reneagle.”
that would be a éertain factor in me| I bad nol:ld heanil{ bha.tl;l,” Paul sa.:'ldd sim-
dhances. how. onr faseinating, friend | ply:. He could look at her now, & was
would Mﬁw@ :‘Q.k :::r They say| $l6d to see that the first sharp sting of
Rendsdle i madly saitten with the Evan-| pain was over, and scarcely a trace of its
dale_girl.” e effect left visible. “And I am sorry to

Mistress of herself ‘as Svbilla was, ehe| heéar it, although I doubt its truth, for it
could ‘not hide fromi hér’ ¥isitor every sign would but add to our f.riend’s worries.
of the satisfaction for which "he loofed. Théte.is no doubt that he is deeply in love
o y conioe with. Miss Evandale.” :

“3¥ith her money,” Sybilla was stung
inpé saying.

“No, no; with herself.”

“f think you are wrong,” she protested
aimoat defiantly. “You, Mr. Hascombe,
atre accustomed to take a charitable view
of séverything, to believe that every man
spaiks the truth until he is proved a liar.
The affair i most improbable, at least on
one: side”

“The lady’s? I cannot answer for her;
bt about John Faucomberg I am abso-

sure,

"Lbi‘d .?"

Before she could héar more the door
opened, and Paul Hascombe was an-
nounced. _

The interruption was not altogether dis-
pleasing to Sybilla. Longing as dhe was
$o learn how. far the affair had gone be-
tween Lord Reneagle and Barbara Evan-
dale, ehe yet felt ehe would rather heer

otie &oondr tham Lydford.

Putting aside his uncomfortably inquisi-| | 4 oo

3 Hry i Pt y certain.
?aﬂ . 1';%-9’{‘1@ mo confidence i7 ~.rhat he is really and truly in love with
the man's truthfulness. If by e lie he| L% ghe demanded, with an incredulous
could draw *her into ﬁ‘:m admission, he| naiy
would not be abiove tHat method of dis'| " affe told me so himself ladt night.”
comfiting her. So ehe welcomed Has-| gGhe seemed to wwince, but asked again
eomibe with a warmth that was quite gen| gigh o emile: “Does that prove it? He
uine. , Lydford’s greeting was off-hand,and, | ;a0 Have had a motive in telling you.”
considering their elight ecquaintance, in-| <He had.”
golently familiar. =~ . ~ | \#“AR!”  The smile had faded now, and

“The wise man from the East, or. rather, | the eyes were hungry with anxiety. “What
the Northeast, to be correct. You cam| motive?”’
give us news of our poor lost friend Fau- ‘“He wished me to tell you.”
conberg. We were just speaking of him.” | * Kt this second blow, the annihilation of

“He.i8 well, if that is what you mean,” | deibt and her desperate hope, Sybilla
Hascombe replied. with a calmness which| gtarted up impetuously from her chair.
it cost him an effort to maintain in face| “To ell me? Mr. Fauconberg wished you
of the other man’s provocative manner. |t tell me?’ she exclaimed, her voice
_“Well and happy; we may lake that for| trembling, her eyes ablaze.
granted. Men who fly off at a tangent| Hascombe gave an affirmative bow. “He
from their proper orbits never admit they | thigtght it right for certain reasons, that
are anything dse.” | you should know the truth.”
 “When they are mot,” Hascombe re-| “And he “asked you to come and tell
plied, “it is easy for them to return to | me?” ) g
their old round. The centrifugal force| It was hard to say whether she repeated
being exhausted, the centripetal attraction the question mechanically or in sheer in-
naturally reasserts itself.”” ability to comprehend his action.

“Wou'ld not that mean,” Sybilla said, “Yes,” Hascombe answered gently. “And
¢rying éo keep the tone from becoming ag- | believe me it has been a very hard and
gressive, “that the body upon “which the ungracions task.”
one force has ceased to act would be Twice she checked the words that rcse
drawn in too mear to the eun, and so| to hier lips. :
scorched wn?”’ ‘It is extraordinary; I do not understand
_“T am afraid,” eaid Paul, “that would it,” ehe eaid at last, taking refuge in vague-
be the effert. T.et us hope it will not ness, :
hanpen to Fauneonberg.” “T hope at least,” he ll.)egged, ‘fmhut you

“We may make our minds easy on that will scquit me cf any idea of infrusive
score,” Lydford ohserved, with his irre- ness., You know the| reiation in 'wluch‘l
pressible sneer. “The attractions of omr gtand to John Fauconberg. That is partly
life here cannot pretend to vie with the why I am here now, perhaps in a false
chastened jove of the Hackney Hostel.” | position. But in this world we must some:
_ %They shouw'd mot, at any rate,” Has- times 'help to bear a brother’s burden, and
comhs returned quite seriously. it is as Jack’s brother that you must lock

Svbilla forced a laugh. “Mr. Lydford, | upon me.”’ . :
it is ]too bad of !ougto make tux):dof a 1t was doubtful if she heard him, or at

vt -have misunderstood him. ~He has

i
|

there is no engagement between them.”
Her manner was rapidly changing now.

“It is as well to know that,” she eaid

quite composedly. “‘One hears so much

goseip; and it is desirable sometimes to be |

in a position to &et it right. No doubt
that is what Mr. Fauconberg wishes, since

much intetésted in Mr. A ;
. g e o A he himself is oub of the world and hears
Hascombe's work, and won’t hear it TuD| nothing T am not surprised that he has

no news to éend of an actual engagement.

Lydford came forwdrd and held out his | T fancy that will come from another quar-
dand. “You shan’t. I will leave you to | ter, so perhaps it would do no harm if you
i gave -him a hint.”

Her tone Hardly deceived him, althiough |

he #wds miore taker in and relieved by it
than would have been the case had he
khown her and hex world better. But he
had the tact to see that the soomer his
visit camé to an end the better, now that
his message was given. So, after a few
words on othér matters, he rose.

“Then we may rely on you for the 17th?”
he said, as they shook hands.

«Wtihout fail. I have already made 2
note.of it.” .

There was a curious expression in her
mamner which pained him, and made him
hesitate before turning away. The hand
he touched was cold; it seemed to give the
lie to the smile on her face.

“I hope,” he spoke diffidently now that
his duty was accomplished, “I have said
nothing to offend you.”

“Offend me?. Mr. Hascombe, no. I am
very glad you told me.” Her face was
less convincing than her tome, but the
effort was so well ‘sustained that he could
not be sure how great it was. Perhaps he
had a supreme reason for hoping it .was
not needed. .

“That is well,” he said simply, having no
other words at command.

«T don’t know why Mr. Fauconberg
could 1ot have come and told me himself,”
dhe said, burning a little away. “Except,
perhaps; that he remembered hoving denied
it to. me the other day.} - ‘

“That may have beer hiq\‘r;ehéon,’,’ Has-
combe .agreed. Then after an: irregolute
pause -he bade her “Good-bye;”and went
out. i NhpAtety

OHAPTER XVIL .
“They say best men are m(mlded out of
., fults, S

‘And; for the most, become tmuch more the

better - -
For being ‘a little bad.”

Many of the coincidences of real life are
too daring for fiction; one that befel Fau-
conberg at this stage of his history stands
midway, perhaps, between those common-
place and trivial surprises which by the
laws of chiance must regularly happen, and
the amazing accidents wihich tempt us to
seek their explanation at the-hands of the
unseen POWers.

Simple or not, the circumstances, arising
from mere chance, struck its blow with
treméndous effect 1 John Fauconberg’s
life. It was as though he had been quietly
drifting and ‘had suddenly been carried by
the ‘cal stredm, over: 4 fall beneath awhich
18y the Tooks and: seetiaing Whiripoo's, .

On' thd.very-evening of Hascombe’s visit
to Sybilla, Fauconberg on his way home
turned oit of the gaTishly-lighted wain
street” into one which:led -to the Hostel.
The cormer shop was'a pawnbroker’s, and
hs 5ié pagsed it the figure of o girl stand-
ing by he side window caught, his -atiten-

ing v

tiom. "For:ehe seemed distinct both in face
and dréss from the ordinary class of yomng
women .o the disteict, Not that thete

was ahybhing remarkakle about either; she:

was 'falvly”pebid-dooking; clean, which was
more of:.a distinction; and ther . dress,
though shabby,: was of a. fashion whiph

had certainly up to that time not reached
that end of the town. Her attitude was
one which told its own pitiful story. - She
was standing there not really looking into
the window, which was filled with an as-
sontment of elestro-plate ehabby musical

instrumets, boxes of cigars, a few ‘billiard | gertain..

balls and a row of vulgar umbrellas, but
rather while she made up her mind to go
in, not to buy but to pawn, and to pawn
not with affrontery of the ‘habitual money-
raiser, but as ome in whom timidity,
shame and perhaps pride make the trans-
aetion painful.

- Faucotiberg by this'time was no stramger
t6 thé many-sided misenies he had former-

ly ignored;: but accustomed as he tvas to| 5
such gights, this foudied him rpainﬁuily.[end as you may say.’

When he hid gone d Tittle way ‘down the
street he crossed. over in order that he
might have an opportunity of -looking
back, naturally without an appearance of
watching the girl. As he did g0, he saw
her leave the window and .go into the
shop, not- by the eutramce to’ the little
shop, not by the entrance to the little
private compartments, but by the princi-
pal door at the street corner. He waked
back quickly and looked through the win-
dow. The girl was in the shop,
through

shirt-sleeves was examining

1.

|
|

i

|
|
|
|
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upstairs.
“Who is that” he asked.
here?”’ Wi

“Yes;” thé “woman , answered. “Dhey. but:you're not him. Any relation to Fau:
come last. Manday week,. and took a room |
o1 the' first  floor. - Céme from up
and béén. ugéd ¢6 something

thie; amy onecan see that.

and: as- T ey, “Mr. T
it makes'

i with her, and he isn’t much
this world, or I'm mugh mistaken.
give my poor husibanid" longer than him,
and that’s pot eaying much.”
My Hadcontbs khow,” Fau-| songe of inj

., #We may be able o e'of| jusy..

ta
conberg eaid, .
some comfort to them.”

e AW i ip PapE you: may!

can "say.

bottle. 3 for 81
druggistd or.
st b fi2

tions are entirely gone, and I
better and stronger

oe ik

““A newcomer | himself and etared at his visitor. “I know |

Fauconberg, - the drink!
Jall eqtal,’ It's her father that
longer for

1 Bt they are ;i
mo' comjforts,to ms over ‘our 'heads, that lisexves Mduconberg of Gains.
Q' -nights Mr. Greysdale he do! gippose they know they

take on’'awful, and that—"

“wGreysdale”” The name struck

| he said what he could to soothe the dying
)| man, and lead him to ‘view
‘lin -its proper light.
' | well, sir,” Grisedale replied, with an ef-

.| pretending it grew different. T've grown
" 4 . as I chose, shooting out in wrong airec-
creeping ‘paralysis. Fauconberg took them |y o voun name, ir.”
in, but the man rwas asleep, B0 le&ving1 "Fhe 2
them he turned quietly to go out a.ga.-in,grprise
saying he would call next day. t
poor invalid’s wife was showing him to| i & e

the door, it opened and, to Fauconberg's | mili):rggzlcrl% asking, sir.
surprise, the girl whom he had seen in| ¢ you to come in like this, and [ have | Ploasant Feature of the Anniver-
the pawnbroker’s came in, and, With' a5 Gall to know your name.” :
half-startled glance at him, .went quickly |

As the‘; taking the cause, said with a half-drunken

West, |

better than | : - “
Tip thie drink, | replied steadily: 1

| a8 comforts go, I .fear ave have very few,|unworthy or temporizing expedient sug-
gest itself. His uppermost feeling was one
of bitter self-reproach, the Test was a
strenuous, straightforward resolve to'right
the wrong at once. And by the time he
had reached the Hostel his determination
had taken practical shape. .

ful to feel we have friendly meighbors to
look to in this dreary place.”

"I'he suspicion, the fear in Fauconberg's
mind, was growing to certainty. xet the
chance seemed too &trange to be possible.
He longed to clear up his doubt, yet in-
quisitiveriess at that first interview seem-
ed almost as repulsive to- him) as it would
surely be to the girl.

“I'hen you will let me tell our warden,
Mr. Haecombe?” he said. “Your name, 1|
think, is Greysdale?” |

She corrected him. “Grisedale.” And
at the word a guilty tremor ran through
him. ;

A cry sotinded from the room within.
Quickly Miss Grisedale opened the door
answering, ‘‘Yes, father?” and went in.
Kauconberg lingered a few moments, and
just as he was about to go down the stairs
the girl came out again.

“Would you mind coniing in to see my
father?”’ she said. “He is very depressed,
and perhaps a few minutes’ talk with a
T “may do him good.”

taaonberg nodded and followed her in.
Qpfthe untidy bed, half dressed, lay the

ck of a anan, and the cause of his cast-
ing away was easy to see. A stale odor
of brandy filled the room, rendering futile
the girl’s hasty concealment of the more
material signs of drink.

“Pleased to see you, sir,’ Grisedale ex-
claimed, in a voice which had lost its full
power of vibration: ‘‘Very good of you to
call.” He stretched out a hot hand, which
| Fauconberg took with a few words of hope-
| ful inquiry.

Grisedale shook his head and let it fall
back on the coarse pillow. ‘‘Nearing the
Judge’s box, sir,” he said, almcst in a|to the disappearance of the deed. It's all
whine. “lI’ve made the pace hot enough, | very fine from a lawyer’s point of view,
[ but don’t fancy I'm the winner. Disquali- but from yours and mine it is rob‘bery.l
fied, disqualified will be the verdict. I|And I, in my abominable selfishness, have |
haven’t mun straight—according, ‘that is, to | connived at it, and brought these people |
the Judge’s rules. Well, welll my only|to aplace I wouldn’t keep a dog in. Paul,” |
consolation is I shall find many a betler |he continued, his voice ;
| one to keep me company.”’ shame and the desire to expel it, I want

He spoke loudly, with a sort of ag- you to go round to these people at once.
grieved defiance; the eordid excuse of a1 have told them 1 am Fauconberg of
bad man forced to own that his life had| Gains, but they, finding me here in this
been utterly unprofitable, that the game | syork, will not believe it. Take them all
hias not paid in the long run. Fanconberg | the money I have, and tell them I am
felt that Paul Hascombe was the man t0 | really the man who has allowed them to
be there rather than himself; nevertheless | pe morally defraunded.

have tcld her,” he said, when Fauconberg
and he were alone.

For the moment the other had aimost
torgotten his friend’s mission.

“Ah! How did she take it?”

“Better than I expected.”

“phen it is all right,” Fauconberg sug-
gested, with a relieved face. ‘The affair
had not gone too far?”

“[ wouldn’t be too sure of that,” Paul
replied gravely. ‘“The girl has pluck, and
does not necessarily show that she is hard
hit. Perhaps had you told her, not I; the
écene might have been different.”

Fauconberg had moved restlessly across
the room. He mnow turned suddenly.
“pPaul,” he cried, with a vehemence which '
startled his friend, *“I think I am the most
unlucky wrong-dcing brute on the face of
this earth.”

“You are paying for having ignored con-
sequences,” Hascombe observed quietly.

“Phat’s just it. I am being made to
pay—a terrible: price. It’s more than you
think,” he exclaimed, in answer to the
other’s look of pained inquiry. ‘“What do
you think has just happened to me?’

He told him of his discovery of the
Grisedales and their wretchéd situation.
“It is old Grisedale*s good-for-nothing '
nephaw and his daughter,” he explained. |
“Though who am I to call another man]
good-for-nothing? You know Padwick, the
lawyer, won’t let me pay the mortgage !
interest while it can’t be enforced owing

his situation
“Ah, it’s all very|._and it will—why, a beggar I must be” |

('L'o be continued)

fort at bravado to cover his despondency,
“hut as the tree falls, so must it lie, and
when it’s on the ground, there is no use

tions, 1 daresay; grown as crooked as ycu
like; and now you see Mr—— I don’t

question took Fauconberg by sur- |
and he .hesitated. Grisedale, mis-
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