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CHAPTER XIII. (Continued.)

She illustrated her description by mis-
¢aking his meaning. “Mr. Fauconberg!”
sha exclaimed, half in reproach, half in
fear.

He saw her error, turned and laughed.
“Oh, I don’t mean in that way, as 1 meant
it at Scotwick the other day. All T am
going to say goodibye to is this stupid
fashionable world "of ours. This!”” He
swept his hand round to indicate the chat-
tering crowd.

“To live at Gains?”

“No. I am going to work with a
friend of mine who has a Hostel for
broken-down loafers over Hackney way.”

She looked at him incredulously. *‘You
don’t mean it, Jack?”’

“I do, on my honor. I was 'there this
afternoon, and have quite decided.”

“Are you.so disgusted with life and
your friends in these parts?’ |

She was looking setraight in front of
her mow, across .the moom at a fatuous
couple whose attempts at ilirtation were
obviously hampered by publicity. T'hey

were doubtless too busy to notice Sybillals
face of disappointment and vexation. Fau-
conberg did not see it either, for he too

nvas preoccupied.

“Not that,” he amswered slowly.
one ought to try to do something for one’s
fellow creatures. I've not done much,

Heaven knows; you know,” he added with
en uneasy laugh, “what my life has been.”
. Now she could hardly tell whether to
“be glad or sorry. Certainly the life he had
“Jed up to that time had not tended, ex-
“ eept for ome crmitical half-hour, to bring
And the ever-present
«'. memory of that peep through the window
;. @t Gains suggested a motive for this sur-

*'him to her side.

pniging resolve, Sybilla brightened.

[
i

¢ “I think you are might,”” she replied in

ive weapons; amd of course every true
‘ friend will wish you happiness and success
But are yon really going to

—as I do. {
. turn your back on—all of ms?”

“No, no, I hope mot,” he protested with

_uhua’h.

“T must eay it rather looks like it,”” she
" pursued half banteringly, yet with a sug-
i “You mpromised
«. last time we met to come and eee us, but

i gestion of seriousness.

" wou have mever been.”

“I have had a lot of business with my
.hw'yersincelgotbacktomwn,”heex-
' plained.

" She recognized the mbter inadequacy of
" kthe excuse, but was too clever mot to ac-
“And mow,” she said with a re-
gretful emile, “you will have less time

J-WH.

than ever to visit old friends.”

&n

o He felt that he had not treated her well.
% fMhe spectre of that, after all, unjustifiable

kiss in the garden a't Scotwick rose to tell
: ) t. It mat-
‘tered- little- that he'had mean't 110 “harth
-~ im §t; that the circumstances had “been ex-
weptionsl. The conseguence remained and
shirking #%. With an impulse of
self-reproach, the laid his hand upon her
gloved wrist. The touch was nothing less
tthan & caress, although he only meant it

%ifhim he was playing o 1

tio emphasize his promise,

“I will find time to come and see you,

- 2

‘-Inthedu&eym'ﬁhwtmdtﬂ:isvwasa
light which he did mot care 'to see there.
For he feit he could call up none to an-

swer it.

Tt was late mow, and Fauconberg soon
had an exouse for taking his leave as Lord
[Renagle—their hostess was a widow—came
up and suggesbted to Sybilla that the crowd
baving thinmed, there was room to dance.
Fauconberg having satisfied himself that
Miss Evandale had gone, put himself into
8 handsome and drove home in a state of
mind wherein the delight of meeting Bar-
bara Evandale again was corrected by an:

“Only

moyamce of the false position with Sybilla,
Caspari into which his folly had led him.]

Meanwhile Sybilla was waltzing with
She would ‘have preferved
the man who had just left hery but after
all, her thought of him was not exactly
as a dance partner; Fauconberg had mot
seemed in a waltzing mood, and Renagle’s

iLord Renegle.

step was perfection.

"“What a pretty girl Miss Evandale is?”
she casually observed to her partner as

they swung round.

Lord Renagle had been thinking the
“Yes; isn’t
“My mother thinks mo
end of her. -Not because of her looks, but
because she is rather different from most
girls. Although I must say I think it's a
As if there
were mot plenty of plain women to do that

same thing all the evening.
she?”’ the replied.

pity; clear waste, I call it.

3 »”

sort of

‘“What sort of thing?”’ Sybilla asked as

they stopped.”
“Oh,” he wanswered,

ming, or good works, or whatever they
calll it. Absurd in her, isn’t it? Goes oft

" every day to Hoxton or Hackney or some
such awful place. Shall we have another

turn?”’

“No, ‘thank you,” Sybilla answered in a
tome of decision that the masterful young
viscount was a stranger to. ‘“My aunt is
waiting for me; will you take me as far

as the stairs?”

Her face as she went down to get her

cloak was hardly that of a girl whio had

just danced with one of the greatest

catches of the day.

“What a fool—what a fool I am!” ehe

cried half aloud, careless as to who might
hear her.

CHAPTBER XIV.

“When I see the most enchanting beau-
ties that earth can show me, I yet think
there is something far more glotious; me-
thinks T see a kind of higher perfection
peeping through the frailty of a face.”

Paul Hascombe was maturally delighted
at his friend’s almost unhoped for deci-
gion, and had Fauconberg been the Savon-
arola of the mission world he could hardly
have had a 'wammer welcome than that
whicdh met him on going into residence at
the Hostel.

He did mot like it; he knew that on ac-
count meither of his capabilities nor his

motive did he deserve it, and his manitest |

deprecation of the open-armed reception
was eet down by Hascombe and his col-

“I thought you
knew. Why, she has gone in for slum-

|
|

=1}
Fauconberg, if proof were needed, that the |
work was distasteful to him. To a man
of his temperament, with
jonging for pleasure, his knack of Spm“i'l
ing money mecklessly, his impatience of |
dullness and monotony, the work, the lri*fe,\
the environment promised soon to become
more irksome than he even cared to anti-
cipate. Was it to be wondered at? 'Ihe
tastes and habits, mental as well as bod-|
ily, of generations of a family who have|
all lived pretty much the same life amd |
had the same ideas, are not 'to be uproot- |
ed and swept away casually for a whim |
or a wish. A man’s counsel or a woman’s
face is mot the harlequin’s wand that can
transform an easy-going, pleasure-loving
mind into one burning and hungering with
the fierce desire to altruism, welcoming
fatigue and frugality and damger to
health, mot in a spirit of bravado or a
craving for novelty, but from a convic-
tion lof fitness and equipment for a work |
as strenuous as it is moble; because the
desire for the work precludes, in its very
essence, ‘the love of ease and soft living.
The sensual earth-man must be killed, be-
yond all chance of reviving, before the
i!"an after the divine pattern and will can
ive. .

And this was why John Fauconberg was
as sure of failure in his half-hearted,
wrongly conceived attempt to change the
way of his life as that sunrise should fol-
low night. He was in the main a good
fellow; according to his lights, and those
shed down on him from his forefathers, a
gentleman. But the world nwas. strong
‘wiithin him, and his world, compreh nding
as it did a certain proportion of the flesh
and the devil, was not to 'hé beaten
under hig feet simply by living in a «coit
o‘f good workers which included a pretty
girl with whom he was in love. True; he
told himself—for he mow had more ftime
than usual for dintrospection—he was do-
ing the right thing and tried hard to per-
suade himself that he liked it. But there
was no depth or wmeality in his forced
moods. He might fortify the citadel as
strongly as he would—and this will could
be strong occasionally—against those three
enemies in the Litany, but there was al-
ways the subterranean passage, leading
‘from.l outside into the very heart of the ob-
jective, left open awaiting the first ememy
who should light upon it. Could he have
cut himself off from all desire of commu-
mication, all fellowship with the world,
'he. hiad been safe; as it was, he could not
bring his heart to comsent to that, and
so might held out merely on sufferance.

He had, not very willingly,
promised visit o Sybilla, who lived with
'h_er aunt in Bryanston Place. To his re-
lief he found his reception less embarrass-
ing than he anticipated. Sybilla never for
a3 moment seemed inclined to revert to
the position which on that mnlucky after-
noon had been suggested, if not establish-
e@, between them. She was interestad in
‘i, worlk.aé the Hostel; and-# his obvious-
ly forced .enthusiasm .on - the subject con-
ﬁrmgd her worst fears as to his motive,
she gave noé sign of mot taking him serious-
Iy. He spoke of a goncert which was pro-
mbe’d_fa- take place ‘in a popular moble-
man’s house dn aid of their funds, and she
hoped he Would give her a place in the
programme. This he could hardly refuse
to do, and presently left the house well
pleased that the wisit hiad gone off without
the fuss he had dreaded. For there is
nothing a man hates more than ithe living
ghost of a dead love affair—dead, that is,
so far s he is concerned. Among thé
}mverr orders, where men’s feelings have
“ess training in restraint, this troubling
spectre frequently has to be laid tirrough
the .medmm of a cheap revolver, such a
Dellaﬂm% b;i’ybear does it become.

. Yauconberg’s work brought hi

intended it should, a goodugclealhi;mi’ih:swgsv
of Barbara Evandale, She came out to the
Hostel three or four days a week, and on
those alternate days he was a different
man from the Fauconberg of the interven-
ing ones. Yet to him she, although friend-
ly enough, was always cold, inexplicably
cold, compared, that is, with what he
would have had her to be. Any attempt
at tenderness on his part was gently but
decidedly checked by the girl whose strong
character and eelf-possession were always
enough to meutralize the dangers to which
her looks might expose her. Fauconberg
lovedAher on that first evening of their
acquaintance; now by a rather slower but
none the less certain process, he learned
to respect her as, in his self-indulgent iife
among scoffing and cynical companions, he
had never respected,or thought to respect,
a woman. His conduct in the episode
w.hrxch made their first meeting now filled
him with shame; not that there was any
actug.l wrong in it, but the motive, the
manifest easy-going freedom of his act,
must, he knew, lower him perhaps for all
time in her regard. And the worst of it
was he could not help feeling certain that
she, clever as he knew her to be, with
that clear penetration which instinctively
sees through shams and false profession,
must see through him, his slackness in the
work, his spurious enthusiasm, his half-
hearted zeal, could but see the difference
between him, coated over with the film
of earnestness, and a man, a real worker, |
like Paul Hascombe—single-minded, honest
devoted, never sparing, but killing himself
in the strenuous effort of duty.

He knew this, and came near to despising
himself for it. But what could he do? The |
grip of the world was on him; he couldl
only hope that Barbara Evandale might not |
think so badly of him as his oonscience1
told him he deserved.

Coming in late one evening he found
her alone having tea in the common room

paid’ his| od
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here,” he insisted, letting the words have
their full significance now.

She kept her eyes averted from his. “If | which Barbara Evandale had left them.

12}

I understand you rightly,
“1 am very sorry to hear it.”

he repeated. “Why?”

she returned,
“Sorry!”’

work from an unworthy motive.”

“Unworthy!” he protested. “No one|was,” his friend replied gently.

else would say that.”
“Any._one,” she retorted, “who was in

throw off if we would set ourselves to this
work in earnest.”

She spoke calmly, with mo more feeling
than if she had been one of a party discuss-
ing the ethics of the undentaking. And her
coldness made him desperate.

“It is unkind of you,” he said, “to think
me selfish. You might at least forgive my
motive. You must know that I have come
here to be near you.”

He put out his hand to hers, but at the
touch she drew gquickly away and rose.

“If that is the truth,” ehe eaid, “the
sooner you let amother man take your
place heré the better.”

“Barbara” he cried, pleadingly.

“No, no!” She drew away and seemed
to give ‘a little shiver as he came close.
“You must not speak to me like that. You
must not stay here—or I must go.”

“You are too kind and just fo condemn
and dismiss me like this. I have confess-
ed my motive to you; it can never seem
wrong to me. I have loved you ever since
the day e first met. I saw no “wrong

”

in trying to be near you, in —

looked him in the face.

“No wrong!”. she broke in—“no wrong
in taking the place of a man who would
work for Christ’s sake, not for the famcy
of a girl’s face? Are you not keeping away
another who would succeed where you
fail, simply because the guiding spring of
his work would be of Heaven, while yours
i of earth?’

“T know,” he said humbly, “I have been
wrong; but not so wrong, I hope, as to
earn the contempt, the dislike of the wo-
man I love. Barbara, will you forgive
me? ’

She had turned away. ‘“The offence is
not against me,” she said.

“No. But can you mot have pity on a
man who has not your high ideals or your
singleness of purpose to seek them?” Fau-
conberg had never dreamt he would have
to ask a woman’s pity. ‘Barbara—"

She made a forbidding gesture. “No.
You may not speak like that.”

“Miss Evandale, then,” he went on;
“am I to think that you do mot, care for
me—that you never can?”’

She said nothing.

“Will you give e an answer?” he ask-
A i

She raised her eyes for a moment to
his face; the suspense was making him
draw his breath quickly, and his eyes to
ghine with the unsteady gleam of a hope
which the next instant may quench in the
waters of despair. She saw this and hesi-
tated yet another moment, less for her
answer than for the words in which to
clethe it.

“J can never care for John Fauconberg
as he is today,” she said.

The light in his eyes leaped like the
flame in a crucible. {

“Ah, then I have hope?”’ he cried, mak-
ing a step nearer.

She put out ‘her hands to keep him
away, as she retreated. “No, mo,” she
said, “not that!”

Something in her face made him stop,
not her words. |

“You. must mot speak to me of love,”
she said, with a cabeh of her breath.

He looked at her as though mot knowing

“Perhaps never.”

“Bar—Miss Evandale,
mean?”’

“I had better tell you,” she answered.
“Tt is right you should know, after~what
you have said. You don’t perhaps under-
stand me when I say that, if ever I could
care for you as you think you care for me
it could not be as you are now.”

“Because,” he bunst out, “you look upon
me as a aypocrite in coming here. I am
not quite that.” /

«I don’t eay you aré,” she rejoined quiet-
ly. “But—your won’t mind’ my “speak-
ing plainly, as 1 must—do you imagine,
Mr. Fauconberg, that your life has been
one to commend you to a woman's respect,
And if you are satisfied to have Jove with-
out respect, I canmot give it.”

“] have mever, done anything dishonor-
able,” he protested warmly.

Then the burnt mortgage deed came to
his mind, as such things inexorably will,
and he added, “At least, mot wittingly.
Nothing that should prevent my asking
you to be my wife.”

“T don’t suppose you have,” she replied,
“hecause the esence of honor and dishonor
are questions of definition. 1 have never

what do you

secondary consideration.”
“And you cannot?” he asked

wards.
gwered,

make for respect.
fast, extravagant life, have been a gam-

your patrimony, the home of your fathers
for many generations, was slipping from

Was this quite worthy of you—of a man

England?”’

of the Hostel. He fetched a cup and ask- |
ed if he might join her., When she had |
poured it out they talked for a while of
the details of their work. Presently he
said—

“My own record here is not exactly a!
brilliant one. I seem to be the dead|
weight of the community, and often won- |
der whether it would not be better for meJl
to give up and let a better man take my |
place.” |

“If you don't succeed,” she remarked,
quietly, “it is perhape because your heart |

{ is not in the avork.” |

{
|

He knew that she was right in the best{
sense, but he took it in another. !
“My heart is very much*in the work,”

he protested warmly.
1f she understood, she ignored his mean-

Jeagnes as a favorable sign; it showed | inz.

modesty, they agreed. and earnestness of
purpose. But the wish was T
ihe “.‘,t'-,n"h;.."''.z&.:'t i*'x !.: el

father to|!

-“] am glad to hear it,” she replied simp-
Y-
“q% jg my, beart; thet has brought mere l

is done; 1 have met you too late. And if
T ah so low in veur opinion, what hope
ig there for me?”

¢ cannot tell,” she answered. ‘It is

me?”’

“How can T say that,” she returned.
“At least you know I take an interest in
you or I should not have spoken of what
seems to me your faulis.”

That was all the satisfaction he could
get. Paul Hascombe came in, cheery in
spite ¢f his manifest fatigue, and Barbara
Fvandale soon left them to return hame.

“You leok worried, Jack.”. Paul - ve-
marled when they were alone.

Feuconberg was gazing goomily into fhe
five.

“Every day, he
iittle good 1 am likely to do here.”

Hascombe looked ‘at him steadily.
isn’t altogethey that,” hg gheerved.

said, “proves to me
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| TFauccnberg raised his head.
He leant for-!you mean?”
ward, resting his clbows on the table and| «yoy don’t suppose | haven’t seen your

I he Eleventh Hour It(}:‘nlxmﬁlon»h:;dﬁ?:e» “You must know | jiking for her?”. Hascombe answered, jerk-
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. : | “Perhaps ycu have likewise noticed that
“That you should have taken up a noble | it is not reciprocated?”

| “She won’t look at me.”
his reshlesa,‘- the habit of looking at actions from a'! : ;
right point of view would say it. Selfish-|of genuine surprise.
| ness is the first encumbrance we must |

“Will you listen to me?” he begged. She!
shook her head, but said nothing. “You%
might hear what I have to say,” he urged. |

She turned quickly and for the first time

heard even a whisper against you of dis-|fer a higher, a purer onc.
honor as you and your et would define it. ‘ of honest purpose come into your
But I presume you would wish the woman and let your work be as full and real as
you make your wife to respect you. Even | i was sham and empty. Do yuu not owe|
if she were rich, respeot could hardly be a | it to yourself to show Barbara Evandale

u ; gloomily, | capable cf something nobler than she gives
wincing a little under the sting of her last 1 you credit for? As her life and work are

“I have heard t}?»ingls 'Of you,” #he an-| jamand a worthy life and a sense of duty
“told mot in spite but rather as|i, the man who asits her to be his wife?

“You are right,” he confessced. “But it !

i not for me to dictate your course of life.” |
“If it were different y:u could care for|

>

“What do

ing his head back towards the docr by

Fauconberg’s eyes fell.
have,”

“I daresay .you
he admitted with a short laugh.

“1 should have said, if anything, thav it
Fauconberg shook his head impatiently

“Why not?’ Paul asked with a touch
“Qh, for yvery good reasons,” Faucon-
berg answered self-reproachfully. “You
know that I am not fit to ask a girl like
that to marry, much less expect her to be
in lcve with me. At the same time, it
hadn’t quite occurred to me till half an
hour ago. Women— do women—do care
for scamps sometimes. I'm a bad lot, a
wastrel, a mauvais sujet, anything you
like; above a, a thyprocite, fer comifg
down here undor false pretentes. And she
doesn’t respect me. That’s all.”

Hascombe looked grave for a moment.

Then ha said, “You are unjustifiably hard
upon yourself, Jack. No onec has accused
you of false pretences in being with us.
Surely Miss Evandale has not suggsted
that.”
‘ “It +is true enough. anyhow,” Faucon-
5bcrg blurted qut in an access of passionate
| self-convietion. ‘1 am here under false
| pretences. I should never -have joined you
had it not been for Barbara Kvandale.”

Hascombe looked away to hide vhe pain
and disappointment in his face. After a
few moments of silence he spoke in a low
voice.

“That may have been your motive in
deciding to come to us. I have half sus-
pected it. But that hardly detracts from
the fact that your work has been veal and,
I hope, profitable.”

Fauconberg rcse abruptly and took a
turn across the room. He knew well
enough that what his friend suggested was
not the case. $till, with the avowal-on
his lips, he could hardly bring himself to
eonfess the utter hollowness of his pro-
fession there.

“I don’t think it has been prefitable.”
he said at length, restrained perhaps from
a more direct disclaimer by the thought cf
Paul’s disappointment. ‘“Not to me, at
any rate, and if not to me, then assuredly
not to others.”

“I am sorry to hear it,”’ Hascombe re-
turned, looking at his friend’s remorseful.
handsome . face with an unmistakable
yearning. “But I th.unk,” he continued
gently. “the rebuff you have just suffered
may have spread a dark cloud over your
mind, and so given a gloomy aspect to
everything connected with your life here.
It will pass away.”

Fauconberg came near and stocd over

him. “Paul,” he said, with the intensity
of the self-accusation wrung from him. “I
am not fit for this work, not fit to bz with
you. I am a‘broken reed, a humbug.”
. Hascombe rose and faced him, looking at
him steadily:with eyes alight with a pity.
and sympathy which iwére almost divine.
“If you have been that,” he said, fyou
can be so no more.” .

“I ‘will not,” Tauconberg returned. I
will go.” S :

Hascombe Jaid his hand on his friend’s
arm. “No;istay. Let this be thz real
turning-peint of your life. S.ay, and stail
afresh.” w

“It is useless, hdépeless.”

“Nothing is hopeless. - Nothing that
makes for good. Every cffort of servige
for Ged is full of hope; more, of the cer-
tainty of fulfilment if persevered in.
Stay.”

Still Faucotiberg shook his head.
if I were like you, Paul!”

“You may go much farther than 1. Am
I not a man, like yourself? With per-
haps, were hearts but known. still greater
cause than yours for sclf-reproach. Stay.
Jack, and win back your good nwne.”

Fauconberg was still unresponsive. The
life and work of the Hostel, never con-
genial, secemed just then utterly unsatisfy-
ing and inadequate to provide the distrac-
tion for which the blow he had received
now made him hunger. Perhaps Has
combe realized the dangerous crisis in his
friend’s soul, for he laid both hands cn
him and pleaded mcre insistently.

“You must stay with us. Jack. You
cannot look back ¢r give up now. It would
be madness, ruin £o body and soul.”

The force of Hascombe's character - was
working its effect on Fauconberg.  Most
of us thardly realize the subtle power
given to a man by a good life bravely
lived. But the worldling struggled vet.

“But if my life and work are sham?
Paul, let me go, and free myself from this

s
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on his second effort to throw himself with |
renuine devotion and tenacity of purpesc |
into the werk of the Hostel. That this |
was so, hig friend feit sure, since, what- |
ever Fauconbergs failings were, studied
duplicity was quite foreign to his nature,
of which, as may perhaps have been
shown, frankness was a salient character-|
istic. |

The wcrk was there to his hand, néver
ending, nor to be wholly grappled with,
and Fauconberg, at last, it secmed, th.r-!
oughly roused from the apathy of pleas-
ure, set to it with a will, never sparing|
himself, and vieing with the hardest cl
the devoted workers. Not one of the least |
of Paul Hascombe's causes for rejoicing |
was the percep'tion that his friend nad |
surely broken the threads which had been |
wont, after a spell of spasmodic work, to |
draw him back to the gayer end of the|
town. He went but little away from the |
divtrict now, .and even when he did jour-!
ney to the West-end it was often in the!
cause of the work, to enlist sympathy and |
help, or to organize means for replenish-
ing its coffers.

Of Barbara Evandele he saw compara- |
tively little. She was not one of the regu- |
lar workers, and was much away from |
London; but whenever she did visit tlxc‘;
Hostel Paul Hascomoe, loyal and grateful,
never failed to put in a word in praise of |
his friend, taking care that the girl should |
know the genuine change that. had come |
over him. For Fauconberg Limself never |
alluded to what had passed between them; |
he knew that if he was to ‘win Burbara |
it must be done graduaily; ‘the old re-

casions would ever give him assurance that
her opinion was changing, her respect in-
creasing. It was this that spurred him on
and kept him to the werk when at tiines,
in spite of resoludon, liz would grow un-
utterably weary of it. The. memory of
her voice, the touch of her hand, the look
of enccuraging approval = and sympathy
which® he so longed and vowed to ‘turn
into love, all this was ever wilh himh,
glorifying the mean surroundings, sweet-

| ening. many a distasteful 1ask, for he had

got into the way of imagining always that
Barbara was looking on; Banbara his god-
dess, for whem he lived. for whose ap-
proving ncd he would, if need be, go'to
his death, whcse love he hardly dared
pow to hope to win. And he had once
asked her for it so glibly. He felt hot
with shame when he recalled his temerity;
what a conceited madman he must have
been! And how right she had been in her
unhesitating refusal. Ah, the thing he
was then! What right had he to thrust
himself into her life, and make that amaz-
ingly audacious proposal. Then her re-
jection, he ‘thought, had been so exquisite-
ly tactful; she had not evaded the real
reason, but had told him straightforward-
ly of the mistake he bLad wade in suppos-
ing she could lcve 1'm 2s he was then.
Her voice had been so kind; she might
have snubbed him, and her contempt, he
felt, would have eent him ‘to perdition.
But shé had treated him with a sympathy
and gentleness which, he now felt, he had
Lad little r'ght to expeet. For had not
his propesal, to- a being so far above him
as she was, been alinost a piece of impu-
dence? 1e ‘thought of Miss Rousfield, the
pushing centractor's daughter, and shud-
dered at the diffcience. Supptsing the had
méarried such a girl as that and afterwards
met Barbara Evandale? The contrast of
his lot with what might have been mus.
Lave driven him tu a State of desperate
repining.

But in h's dream of hope and with the
satisfacticn of strenuous cndeaver ‘there
winged from outside an element cf ever-
renewed -mor.ilcation and self-reproach.
It arcee from ‘his entanglement with Sy-
billa Caspari, and was kept alive by 'the
knowledge, of .which she tock care he
sheuld have ro doubt, that she was in love
with him. 1lle had hoped and expected
that with his absence and jndifference,any
feeling ¢f the scrt which he had aroused
in her would have died away. He had
meant nothing, and, mandike, could not
understand why she could not take that
unfortunate love passage.at Lord Daven-
ham’s party as episcdically as he. But that
Sybilla did not do so he was very insist-
ently reminded, and in a way which threat-
ened to force the matter unpleasantly up
on his attention.’

For Sybilla had appeared at the Tlcstel,
and seemed likely to become a frequent

part ina concert given in aid of its funds,
and from that hid promised to sing in the
weekly cntertainments given during the
winter at ‘the Hestel itself. Paul Has-
combe eagerly accepted her offer of help,

hypocrisy.”

But the loving hands held him fast. |

“No, no. You shall stay and free ycur-
self from it here. The canker must be
cut out, not covcred over. Jack, don’t |

be a coward; stay. Don’t run from the
fight. Dcn’t go back to that empty life.
Would I entreat you like this to stay if |
I were not certain that it is your great|
chance of salvation? You came here, you |
say, -for an unworthy motive; stay now |
Let the light)

heart, |

| that you can avin her respect, that you are |

| good and pure, has she not the right to

! redounding to your creit which do not! y .1 + Al stay®”
That );ou have lived ai R Jou wE A

He had touched the right chord at last.
“Yes,” Fauccnberg answered. “I will

bler, a spendthrift, and the knowledge that e
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you was not_enough to check this—folly. " “White shall not neutralize the black, nor

[ good

who bears one of the oldest mames in| Compensate bad in man, absolve him so:

Life's business being just the terrible

cheice.”

It spoke hopefully, Hascombe thought,
for the flexibility and unprobed depth of
Fauconberg’s character that he was able

the

‘ geanny oredsy s
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little dreaming of the feeling which exist-
ad between her and Pauconberg. And so
he Hestel beman 'ty sce a good deal of
Sybilla.  Faucenbers avcided  her when
possible. but was friendly encugh when

they did meet; Sybilla on her side, al- |

though keenly on the alert for. the slight-
est expressicn of tenderness on ‘his part,
was yet 'tco clever to force him to a
declaration one way or another. She told
herse'f that she must play a waiting game

land prefit by the absence of her rival, and

in the meantime sha appeared to be more
interested in Paul Hascombe than in Fau-
conberg.

However, with a nature so ardent
Sybilla’s the game of patience was only
practicable so long as nothing cceurred to
rouse her jealousy. And with Darbara

as

| Evandale’s return to town and to the work

of the Hostel a crisis in the affair became
imminent.

At one of the entertainments given in a
schoolroom, hired for the purpcse, Sybilla
hiad been snging, and as Hascombe hand-
ed her down the steps from the platform
TFauconberg came up and the two men
«poke a fow avords of congratulation on her
performance, which had been mest appre-
ciated and rapturcusly =~ applauded. She
was looking her handsomest that evening,
in a black demi-toilette dress with a spray
of flowers at her breast. Iler face was
flushed with the excitement of the un-
stinted applpuse, so different from that of
a famiongMle concert-room. She kuesv she
straight to these pecple’s hearts;
\e asked herself. should John Fau-

s Fauconberg joined them, she turned
radiant; his approach had not
deepened the flush on her face—she was
too much a woman of the world to let her-
seif b'ush like a schoclgimi—but ‘the light.
the lovelight. in her eyes was unmisiak-
able.  Sha scemed new hardly ti nctice
Hase mie’s conrpliments, and yet to an
tsider they weuld have rung more truly,
wyre spontamecusly  than  the somewhat
forced congratulations cf the other man.

She opencd her fan. “It is so hot here,”
she said. “Can't we go and sit in that
further room?”

She was looking at Fauconberg, who in |je thinks you didn’'t see him.”
turn glanced ay Hascombe, and om his | Barlow~"Fuapy be should

proach wou'd bave to be removed by sin- | block every Japanese advance, and then
cere devoted work and an amended life. !
But he loved to hear that she had spcken | Jap:inese with i & kind. Latterly, since the
of him to Paul, and his friend on such cc-| Japanese began running parallels and trav-

visitor ‘there. ‘She had taken a prominent |

argains

e Y Parlor Suits,

Fancy Rockers, new

 large, well finished,
$6.90 and upwards.

prices.

in Furniture

solid walnut frame, uphol-
stered in velour, 5 pieces,

wards; Lounges, strong and durable,

$3.50 and upwards; Parlor Tables, all shapes
and sizes. from $1.50 upwards;

In fact all our goods are sold at Bargain

N. A. HORNBROOK & CO.
O'Regan’s New Building, 15 Mill Street

$18 and upwards;
- at $2.25 up-

designs, 2
at &

Bureau,
bevel edge glass, at

TERRIFIC FIGHTING
AT PORT ARTHUR

'Almost One Continued Series of Desperate Japanese At-

tacks and Russian Sorties--Great Damage Done
to Fortifications.

‘L'okio, Nov. 2, 7 a. m.—The official re-
ports of the Port Arthur operaticns since
August 1 form a recital of almost con-
tinuous fighting of a desperate nature. The
| Rusesians first struggled desperately to

met the concentrated artillery fire of the

| erses and extending mines, the Russians
i have been co:s.antly making sorties. They
rushed into the Japancse trenches and en-
| gagzed in ferccious struggles with the en-
| gineers and pionecers. With desperate cour-
| age the Japanese continued to clese in up-
{ on the foriress, progressing stage by stage.
| The Japanese infantry never failed to re-
| épond when asked to make an assault on
| almost impossible positions, and- when the
| troaps gained a foothold they generally
! held it with unflinching determination.
The reports commencing August 1 record
| the assault and capture of Taku mountain,
|a general advance following, and then a
| general bombardment opened August 19,
{and on August 20 an attack on Panlung
| Mount. Wire entanzlements protected the |
latter positicn. i
The Japanese artillery finst shelled the |
| Pantung fortification and then on August
| 21 the Japancse dnfantry charged and we:e
| beaten back owing to the deadly fire from
| the Russian machine guns and the insuffi-
| ciency of the preliminary destruction of
| the wire entanglements. The Japanese
| were also forced to abandon a fort south-
| east of Keekwan Mountain, which was
| captured after desperate fighting, owing to
| the enfilading fire of the neighbsring forls. |
i During the morning of August 22, the|
{ Japanese troops forming the centre army |
| changed the east fort on Panlung Moun- |
tain and by moon had ‘captured two-thirds |
| of it. The Russians who continued to hold
the keep resisted desperately, aided by the
fire 'of the west fort, and forced the Jap-
anese to abanden thé positions occupied.
The Jppanese centre i.uediately re-form- |
| ed, stqrmed, captured and held the west |
fort, forced the abandonment by the Rus-
sians of the east fort and mastered the en-
tire pesition. 1 :
On the might of August 23, the Japanese |
centre, with the right co-cperating, attack-
| ed the heights northwest of Wanz Tai, and
| the morth fort east of Keekwin mountain,
but the troops were forced to abandon the
attack on account of the heavy losses sus-
tained from machine gun fire from every
direction. On the morning of August 27,
the Russians concentrated their artillery |
fire, attacked the left Japanese line, and |
were repulsed. i
Until the end of the month and the first
week - in October 'the Russians continued
to attack and shell Pallung mountain.
' They managed to seriously damage the new |
| Japanese works there and to hamper the
| operations of the Japanese miners. By
August 29, the Japanese mines had reach-
ed within about forty yards of Fort Kuro-
| patkin, and about two hundred yards east
' of the northern forts on Keekwan nioun-
| tain and some fifty yards from Fort Suis-
| hiying. i
August 12. the Japanese discovered (l'mt:
the Rosssank were endeavoring to mine|
| Panlung Mountain. The aftiernoon of Aug-
Uust 19, the Japaiese, using sivge and naval
| guns, opened a general bombardment, and

{

at 6 o’clock in the evening made assaults
on forts Suishiying and Kuropatkin .'1}1(1’
|on a Russian pesition on 203 metre hill.
{ ‘The attack was continued at dawn, Aug.
{20, with the result that the Japanese oc-
cupied Fort Kuropatkin in the foremoon |

of that day. They also captured four ad-|

friend’s pale fiee he nctiead:a momentary |
. contraction ¢f pain. i
“Will you take Miss Caspari, Jack? T}
fear it is but rough accommodation, butl}
no doubt you will find it cooler in there.” |
He turned away almost abruptly, un(li
went back to the concert room. . Faucon-,
berg and Sybilla walked through to an-
other of the bare class-rcoms, neither |
speaking.
“What a good fellew Mr.
Sybilla ctserved at last. I
Perhaps they were both conscious of the |
same thought. fer Fauconberg replied— |
“Yos: the best, the truest and most un- |
selfish that ever breathed. G od fellow |

encugh to deserve the best of luck and 'to |

Hascombe is,” |

get—the womst.”

She glanecd quickly it him as though to
be sure ©f his meaning.. Then she sat
dewn in the bare wocden armchair he
brought forward.

“Tt is a pity,” she said, “that the nvorld
is madz 'to run & perversely.”

“Yes,” he agreed, ‘“but we must be
{hankful for these few things that do go
right. Your singing, for instance.”

She looked down with the suggestion of
a sigh. “Even there it may have been
more apperent than veal” ghe said in a
low voice.

He did not mean ‘that. and fell annoyed
at her for so 'turning hix simp’e remark:
annoyed, too [that he was left there with
her. Sentiment never bores so much as
when we hoar it from those in whom we
ought to welcome it and cannot.

He wendered what -safe topic he cou.d
find 'to talk on till released by his com-
panion’s next scng. found cne for
{him, ‘though far frotn safeiy.

(To be coutinued).

She

8¢ Joseph'sy 8 U. N. B, 3,

St. Joserh's, N. B., Nov. 1—(Special)—In
the presence c{ an enthusiastic crowd of |
spectators iSt. Joseph's won its first game to- |
day over the U. N, R.., ddfeating the latter

|
8 to . |

Harris—‘Jenk:ns says you didn’t speak'
to him when you and he met last evening.

think that.* =

ditional forts south of Suishiying mountain
and two forts southeast of 174 Metre Hill,
inflicting serious casualties on the retreai-
ing Russians. The Japanese attacked 203
Metre Hill from the east, north and west
dwing the night, and a, company of the
Japanese manaiged to veach and secure a
foothold on the northwest point of the
summit of the hill, which the Japanese
prepared as a base for further operations,
and then endeavored 'to capture the entire
position. The Russians, however, were re-
inforced and desperate fighting followed.
The gallant little company of Japanese,
without food or water, managed to hold
the pcsition throughout August 21, and
until the night of August 22, when they
retreated. During the fight the Japanese
threw bombs and stones at the Russians.

August 25 the Russians centred their tire
upon the Japanese trenches leading 1o
Rihlung Mountain. A detachment of one
hundred Russians then advanced and at-
tacked the Japanese miners. Thirty Rus-
sians charged into the trenches and twenty
were killed before the survivors retired.

August 27. the Russians, again shglled
the Japanese miners and twenty {Ruasu'ms
charged the  Japamese, twice throwing
bombs into the trenches.

During August 28 the Japanese bombard-
ed the Russian fleet. Seven or eight shells
struck Russian warships. - August 30, the
battleships Peresviet and Pobieda were
each hit five times. The night of October
2, the Russians desperately attacked the
Japanese miners and also the Japanese
siege line, but were repulsed after a fierce
battle. The Japanese continued to shell
the Russian fleet and hit the Poltava, Pet-
resviet and Pobieda.

During the night of Oct. 4, the Japancse
surpnised the Russiaus and destroyed two
guis on Yenchaang Hill. The Russian at-
tacks cn the Japameie miners and the
Japanese shelling of the forts, city and
fleot continued throughout the early part
of Qctober, the Russians, varying the rou-
tine October 10 with a night attack, in
which they used dynamite against the west
fort on Panlung Mountain. They were re-
pulsed.

On_ October 11, the Japanese captured

the railroad bridge south of Yungtung, and |

October 12 and 13 Japanase shells set fire
to the Peresviet apparently disabling her.
They also set fire to another warzhip, name
unkn2wn.

October 16.the Jupanese centre taking
advantage of a bombardment stormed and
captured a fort-in the centre of Rihlung
Mountain, after a desperate struggle. The
Russians left behind them a hundred dead,
one field gun, one small gun and two
machine guns. Despemte fighting also
took place around Sunshu mountain and
203 Metre Hill.

Oatober 18 the Japanese captured some
Ruseian prisoners who said that the fall
of Port Arthur was near at hand, that
the food supplies were insufficient and that
the Russian battalions were greatly reduc-
ed numerically. They added that (Giemeral
Stoessel was offering rewards in money

| and medals for 409 volunteers .to make a

sortie and destroy the Japanese guns.
From Ovtober 18 the Japanese continued

| to drive their trenches forward, the Rus-

sians desperately resisting.

On October 24 the Russians ran a trav-
erse from east of Keekwan Mountain and
dynamited the Japanese traverse. A con-
flagration raged at Port Arthur during the
afternoon of October 24.

On October 25 the Japanese guns sank
a thousand ton steamer anchored at the
end of the harbor.

SUCCESSFUL AIRSHIP

P

Went Up 1600 Feet and Came
Down in the Same Spot it
Started From.

EEmEEE

St. Louis, Nov. 1—A second successful
flight of the Baldwin airship was made at
the World's Fair today under the guidance
of A. R. Knabenshue, of Toledo, Ohio, who
manoesuvred the ‘‘California Arrow’’ at will
high above the westérn pcrticn of the ex-
position grounds and descended in the Sta-
dium adjoining the aerial concourse, amid
cheering thousands, after a flight of 36 min-
utes. Yesterday K the ship went up 0 an
altitude of 2,000 feet and circling around dc-
scended in the aerial concourse within 109
feet of his starting point. Today Kanben-

lshue went up to an altitude of about 1,600

feet and descended on the exact spot -upon
which he had decided to land. Owing to ithe
large crowd gatherel within the concourse
enclosure, the inventor, T. S. baldwin, ‘ad-
monishcd Knabenshue at the start mot to
attempt ‘o land in the concourse enclosure,
but to chcose some spct without, and near-
by, where he would not be indanger’ of stiik-
ing spectators. Knabcnshue chose the sta-

|dium enclosure and came down just as he

intended to do.

Satisfied with the demonstrations of the
airship over ithe short c during thesa
two trials, Inventor Baldwin announced at
tho conclusion of the flight that Knabenshue
will tomorrow undertake a fifteen mile flight
over a designated course the
course to be left to n¢
flight to be made regardl
ditions.
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