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The Shadow of 
the Future.

CHAPTER XVIII.
“COURAGE MOUNTETH WITH OC

CASION.*
“And I am wanting to tell all I can. 

Mr. Vaughan, did yon tell the boys 1 
meant to give them watches ?"

, "Tell them? No."
“Oh, thank you."
"Thank me? Why?”
"Because I cannot do it. I have not 

changed my mind, but things are al
tered.”

"Altered? How?"—noticing even In 
the waning light that her features wore 
a very different aspect to when he had 
last seen them.

“In this way. You remember what 
you said to me of riches----- ”

"And their flying away? Yes.”
"Well, mine flew the very moment 

their wings were fledged. And all my 
plans flew with them.”

“My poor child! Why, how----- ”
“Please ask nothing. I did use them 

as you said I ought while I had them. 
That Is all I can tell. 1 wish I could 
have let you hear the whole. But I 
cannot, though I should go away hap
pier.”

1 “do away?”
“Yes, soon—leaving so much I had 

meant to do undone! But I’m not to 
talk of it. It’s best for every one I 
should not. This much even I can only 
lay to you—my spiritual counselor.”

“And your spiritual counselor re
bate it to none,” the rector answered, 
discerning deep anxiety below the 
would-be jest. Then he lej her walk by 
him with but few words till his garden 
was regained, where she made a bad 
attempt at thanking him for years of 
kindnesses, midway in which she broke 
down Into all but speechless farewell, 
and hurried away toward home.

"Is there a ban upon my pupils?" the 
master thought, watching the slender 
figure out of sight. Then with a sigh, 
turning in-doom, "First one, and now

this other, seem to come into deep 
waters. And bqth I should have claim
ed as fit as any for the best things the 
wor’d had. I wonder how old I shall 
have to be before the truth is driven 
into me that One above knows best!”

Late in, Sydney followed her mother 
up-stairs to explain her absence.

“I have done as you wished, mam
ma—found a place where I can earn a 
living. Will you wish me to go direct
ly?”

“I wish!” exclaimed Mrs. Alwyn. 
"Have I a single wish on such an un
natural proceeding? It is no wish of 
mine, Sydney, but your obstinacy, that 
takes you away. Who are the people 
and where is the place?” leaning back, 
a fan over her eyes.

"It Is a lady to whom I wrote. I 
traveled with her last week. By accid
ent she told me she was wanting a 
companion, and now she is willing to 
let me go. I shall be paid only a little, 
but enough to get on with if I suit 
her."

“If! Yes, and if you do not! What 
then?”

“Well, then, mamma” — fighting 
bravely to keep hopeful—“I must do 
as many before me. People have had 
to trust in Providence----- ”

Mrs. Alwyn flung up her hands and 
brought her eye-brows into an acute 
angle. She had no intention of being 
blasphemous, but the contempt she 
contrived to pour into her answer was 
worthy of a stanch Agnostic.

"Providence! Sydney—Providence ! 
If I had wanted proof of your appal
ling wrong-headedness, I have it now, 
when I hear you adopting the slang of 
a canting pauper! There, go on”—fan
ning herself rapidly—“this state of 
things will drive me demented. Pray 
go wherever you choose. What is the 
name of the person who takes you?”

“It is Misa Hurst, of Wynstone, in 
Herefordshire, mamma.”

Mrs. Alwyn looked up with a start 
of angry fright.

“You remembered my injunction 
about your own name? This woman 
may be a connection of people who 
once knew us. Hursts abound in that 
part of. England. For you, Sydney 
Alwyn, to be known as living in a 
species of service might prove an in
jury to Leonora, who. is, at least, unof-
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fending. Never forget that, Sydney, un
less you desire to be malicious."

“I have not forgotten it, mother. I 
never will. Shall I leave here on Sat
urday?”

“If you are determined on going, 
yee. ..

So, daring to make no general 
adieus, with no time to spare for nurs
ing grief, Sydney made ready to go. 
On her last evening she ventured a 
brief visit to the Gate House, where 
her puzzled friends had missed her 
sorely.

“And now going out again V cried 
the doctor, after his wife’s bona fide 
improvement had been gladly vaunted 
—"Why, how restless you’ve turned! 
Pray how long are you going to neglect 
us, and what are we to do without 
you?”

■® Questions that went nigh to drown 
the phrases prearranged to quench 
curiosity. Answer died on her lips. 
Mary saw in her pallor something that 
escaped the elder folks’ notice, and 
filled the pause:

“She must come hack as much her 
usual self as mamma Is now.”

“Ah! and tell us," said Mrs. Dade, 
patting her hand, “when we are all to 
set about making wedding favors. I 
Wanted to hear that the last night we 
were at Chaddeley but her head ached 
so when she came back from Lutter- 
thorpe, she could hardly talk. But you 
will have settled all that by when you 
come home again, my dear.’’

Mary saw the girl’s face changing, 
now flushed, now white.

"Perhaps,” the doctor cried, “the 
naughty lassie means to get it all set
tled before she comes home, Molly, and 
we are to say a long good-bye to Mies 
Alwyn.”

Another word, and her self-restraint 
must have snapped asunder. She got 
up with a laugh marvelously close on 
tears.

"Right, Dr. Dacle, of course. I am 
eloping. The chaise is waiting now, so 
fare ye Well.”

But Mary, at the outer door, whis
pered, "There is something wrong, 
Sydney. But you will write about it to 
me?”

"As soon—if ever 1 can,” faltered 
Sydney, avoiding this pleading by a 
hug. “And if you don’t hear, don’t be 
frightened, or angry with me. Oh, if” 
—with a more passionate outburst of 
regret than she had ever spent on her
self—“it only I had done something 
for you all before I went!”

"We owe you too much now,” Mary 
checked her tightening her arm round 
Sydney’s waist, as they went down the 
path between gleaming patches of 
scented pink. "Can I pay hack nething 
by sharing whatever pain you have 
now? I know there is something. Am 
I to be no good to you?”

“Not fhis time, Mary; for—for the 
difficulty lies between mamma and me. 
It is”—weighing each word—“that I 
am doing something she—dislikes. And 
I—won’t give it up. Don’t name it to 
her, Mary; and ask me nothing more.”

Mary felt panic-stricken. “But you 
will write then, and give me your ad
dress ?”

Sydney hesitated. To admit herself 
going among strangers, discarding her 
full name, was impossible. There was 
only one road out of the dilemma, and 
that she took.

"I might offend doubly by giving my 
direction. So, when I write, it shall be 
through mamma, and I will ask her to 
send me your answers back. And Mary, 
if—if Mr. Drayton should come here, 
tell me directly, will you?”

Mary Dade’s touch trembled as she 
stroked the head now resting on her 
shoulder. “I will. Do you want him to 
return, then?”

Oh, I do! Badly! It only he came,
I think my troubles would half vanish. 
And when you see him, be very kind 
to him.”

“For her sake!" Mary Dacle thought, 
giving with her farewell the promise 
that for long dogged her like- a night
mare. For what could dispute with Mrs. 
Alwyn mean but rejection of Rupert 
VUllere? What that rejection but pre
ference for Richard Drayton? He 
worthy of Sydney. Sydney of him, who 
was she to come between them? Why, 
it she were not traitor to the girl who 
had brightened eo many yean, she 
must foster all chances of happiness 
for these two, and yield herself fully 
to that solitary state, never unpalatable 
till the rector’s quondam pupil had 
visited St. Clair’s. A highway of simple 
propriety lay before her. Along it the 
doctor's daughter prepared to trudge, 
through it was like Journeying from 
sunshine into night 

Next morning Sydney quitted the 
Dale and started on new seas, hori
zon limitless, ultimate haven unknown.

Quickly St Clair’s, with its wide, 
flat meadows, sleepy stream, and 
church-crowned straggling village, was 
left far behind. Dream-like the swift 
retracing of last week's expedition, 
’twixt when and now years seemed to 
have rolled. By afternoon Chaddeley 
was passed. A rose she recollected in 
bud upon the station fence waa only 
Just full blown. Why, seasons might 
have come and gone since she last saw 
it! The longer route by Stillcote she 
had chosen, Just for a eight of Jacob
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her valiant purpose should be giving 
way, she told him all was going well,

A “ Give-’Em Away”
Coats at Mars’ Warerooms.

Here is a marvellous offering of fashionable and serviceable Coats for 
Ladies and Children. There are hundreds of Coats, smartly cut, and well 
finished, many of them lined throughout, at prices that are startlingly low, 
and qualities that are remarkably good.

No need for you to go without a new Coat this coming fall and winter. 
Glance down the attached list, and you’ll be able to get exactly the coat that 
willl suit you, at exactly the price that will suit your purse.\

Women’s Coats — Wine, Dark 
3reen, Qrey and Navy Frieze, 
Plaid-lined, Inset Pockets, large 
cuffs and collars .. .. .. . .$5.90

Women’s Heavy Winter Coats 
—Navy, Wine* Brown and 
Heather Tweeds, lined half way; 
smart serviceable models. .$7.50

Women’s Fashionable Fall Coats—Navy and 
Heather Tweed, new designs, smart collars and 
cuffs, trimmed buttons...............................$10.00

Women’s Coats—Dolman and various other 
models, cape, and tailored collars, belted. In 
Navy, Brown, Purple and Heather Blanket 
Cloth .. ........................................................... $12.00

T*omen’s Stylish Coats—Grey, Purple and 
several new colors. A few samples only. .$15.00

Women’s Heavy All-Wool English Blanket 
Clcth Coats—Fancy checks and fashionable 
plain shades, very smartly cut and tail
ored • -« *- V • e ;*V -, , v, . . , , . , . $17.50

Misses’ Coats—A small selection of Manufac
turers’ Samples in Grey, Saxe, Brown, Purple
and Navy; very becoming models

Children’s Coats — Manufac
turers’ Samples in Navy, Purple, 
Brown and Grey. Only one or 
two alike. Size 27, 30, 33, 36, 39 
inches. Price $5.50, $6.00, $6.50, 
$7.00, $7.50.

Children’s Coats—Grey Tweed 
only, fieavy weight, belted, with* 
wide collars and patch pockets. 
Sizes 24* 27, 30, 33, 36, 39 inches. 
Price $3.00, $3.30, $3.60, $3.90, 
$4.20 and $4.50.

..$10.00

Terms Strictly Cash
No Exchange. No Approbation.

P. C. MARS,
Duckworth Street, Head MeMurdo’s Lane.

THE CONFERENCE.
The heavy na

tions soon will 
send their dele
gations here, tb 
thrash out 
schemes by which 
to end the pre- 

• .sent reign of 
fear. As things 
are now we’re 
all afraid that 
what may hit us 
soon; we tremble 
when a dog has 

bayed its grievance to the moon. 
Rhode Island hears a rumor fraught 
with trouble and dismay; New Jer
sey’s built another yacht, and suffers 
for a fray. Rhode Island builds her
self a barge her bulwarks to defend, 
and Jersey builds one Just as large, 
and so on, withquj end. The voters 
raise despairing y V while digging 
up long green; the money goes for 
foolish ships that should buy gaso
line. “We’ll strike,” New Jersey 
proudly cries, “until the foe expiree,” 
and socks more taxes on the guys 
who’d fain buy rubber tires. Rhode 
Island says, "Our dauntless souls de
fy these warlike boobs,” and taxes 
eat up all the rolls that should buy 
Inner tubes. And thus It Is, the world 
around; we can’t enjoy a nap, for 
every time we hear a sound we think 
it means a scrap. Through all men’s 
history there rune the same old crazy 
theme; we’re building ships and buy
ing guns, and peace le but a dream. 
And when the wise men of the world 
for peace are here convoked, may all 
the battle flags be furled, ànd all the 
swords be soaked.

A Distinguished
.Painter and Poet.

On Monday, August 19,1850, Sir Mar
tin Arthur Shoe died, having been 
born at Dublin, in 1789. Coming to 

Cheene. As the old man stood the four Loudon, he became a celebrated ar-

elected a full Royal Academician In 
1800. He produced portraits with 
amazing speed, and in 1830 was elect
ed President But hie most remark
able distinction is that he became 
celebrated as a poet, as well as an ar
tist In 1803 Ms “Rhymes on Art or 
the Remonstrance of a Painter” were 
published,’ including “Strictures on the 
State of the Arts, Criticism, and Pub
lic Taste,” and for hip second poena.

Fruits
Picked at the moment of perfect ripeness.

Fine, firm textured fruit, mellowed with the sunshine of the 
Golden West. --

■om the tree and hurried to near-by 
m rich cane-sugar syrup at the very

Picked, „ ......
Libby kitchens to be pac! 
pinnacle of their flavor.
* $■& !£tty! «. ,

^ Whether your preference is for Peaches, Apri- 
* cots, Pears, Plums or Cherries, each comes to you 

under the Libby brand with its full native flavor 
sealed in—so good that they improve the simplest 
luncheon or the most stately dinner.

. , Your grocer has Libby’s Fruits, or he can;get them for you._L.s-       . “>*Vi ■ > Ul w, - iSf ,• > t H---' .< '•

And don’t forget Libby’s Hawaiian Pineapple- 
genuine sun-ripened fruit, packed before sundown 
on the day that it is picked, preserving all its native 
flavor and lusciousness.

Buy it in half dozen or dozen lots. It will keep perfectly un
til you need it, and is always ready for ’ ’ *......s T' “
salads, and dainty fruit <"

■«■

“Elements of Art,” Lord Byron, the 
poet, included him amongst the “Eng
lish Bards and Scotch Reviewers.”
Hie third poem was “The

orstion of Sir Joshua Reynolds,” the 
great English portrait painter, to 
whom on first reaching London Shee 
was introduced. When elected Presi

dent of the Royal Academyknfghted. He was a moeteW>] 
speaker, his addresses Dwwjm 
timed and well delivered.

«loyd 
Subji 
Norn 
Dubll 
Gasp| 
ed.

THE J A

| Premier Lloyd | 
rat in the Hous 
ncerning Cent 
miers, said tbl 
sized nnanimcf 

,r illy observed I 
treat Britain durj 

I if it was righl 
mmd and say tf 
r the trouble yq 
art want you 
ire cries of “1 
ayd George dl 

mpire must
toner, but i__

fhy it should be 
preat Britain’s o 

1 at the samel 
rtt of frater 

If the
i could com!

( the Pacific, 
red, that wool J 
narantee for tl 
6 surest way tï| 
"big Disarms 

. would be 
ding on the I 
Lhopeful 

ensue as 
ngton Cor

SACMFIC

[■Debateon the ■

to Ireland 
“bly in sec 

Mr. De Va 
the was read
Government I


