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i CHAPTER XI. (Continued).

| *‘All—for those: few months. I give you|
my word, though, I did not know it the|
pther afternoon.” !

e T Vo i o

E‘ He could not avoid:the  half apologyt he remembered he had not even given her
£ avhigh: he feli . was due torher. She on her}:_f{"&‘l"‘l of :h‘:mk,\\, ]"lt] wa; kxx\(]ll ;\I 3:\‘11.
RIS L . | Sybilla; vou knoow I ‘take.the will Tor tae
£ oot did notad s ig- | e nin

E > . d‘ i _'m to misnnderstand co ig deed. T wish I could tell you adequately
i nope: 4k mearing. DBut her manner was| o touched I amn.”

i méither ‘offtnrivd mor sympathetic as she| She brighteoed with - pleasure, and gav.!
amnéd, “Mp. Lydford sthinks you vhaveihi"l a grateful look. When the issue:
E : 5 . 5 % 2 ilve i he-’ nee oul
¥ “making fools of yonr friends.” ”mnga in the. balance uf doubt, how little
i “So R iit takes for the heart to persuade the
B So long as they don't think I have been | yost skilful eye into secing the scale

making a fool of myself—-"
“How should they?” i
“I am inclined to think I have.” {
He spoke thoughtlessly, uttering the
words which naturally came to his lips.
Not so0 carelessly, though, but that he was
conscious of a swift change in Sybilla's
face, and he knew that he lad spoken
“ai least tactléssly. So he added quickly,
. #bat.it will probably be all the same by
- this day mext year.”
She «hook her head reprovingly.

R TS T

“You

i e

peist e cay that. The madness is past.”
“Blown over: for the time.’ b siid.
» ¥Don’t tell Murray Lydford, timusi, tiat

* droop!

| speeches
i {leir <antg and the procession. started off.

ford, would not, your message?
he observed. :

“I found out when tco late ihat he had
preferred to play bridge.”

“All ¥ight,” my charming Murray!” Then

br.ng me

They were within a few yards
now of the departing company.

fore we leave?” Sygbilla asked.

“I have to go to town tomorrow on busi-
ness,” Fauconberg answered.

The animation went from her face, as
she turned away almdst impatiently to
Lydiord who was ready with her dust-
cloak. Wiih a flourish of complimentary
the distinguished paniy took

leaving Faucouberg alone standing bare-
headed before his door. Sybilla was in the
last phieten. Perhaps it was self-repreach
bas nesde inm keep his eyes fixed on her

14l a turn in the drive tock her from his

1 hoid my eanitg on so short a lewe’
“Do you think it likely that [ shotud?
“Lydford did not show himsclf in

attractive coiors the other day,” h

tiuued, witheut turning aside

.‘- her gfiestion, “And now if the

think’ 1 am a ‘millionaire, I shan’t set

right.”

*Nor will L” she rejoined. 'Then sud-
denly spoke with more carnestness. ‘‘Jack
you dins wind confiding in me the other

"
vers
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“duy. |44t -trie, that you have found your-
“gelf Bt 2o joor as you thought? You may.
ftrust me.” Wt at

STrge Lencuen” - he - answered “alittler
s grudidagl, o bcfcand some sproperty: put
away By smy aveat-grandfather, “against a
rainy d no :doibt., Andhis object has
“feeria  fdalled. © Almost romantice,

iy

=ight.

OHAPTER XII.

“Phat’s all we may expect of man this
sude

' )
| I'he grave his good is—knowing he is bad.”

‘ Fauconberg’s announcement of his inten-
tion to return forthwith to London was
genuine enough. He was mot just then
particularly happy at Gains; as was, under
ithe cireumstances, only natural; and the
old place was, at least, dull to a man of his
 fabits and temperament: A few days after
fyis- arrival in town he shook himself free
for an afternoon® from the distragtions of
Maytfair and sought out Paul Hascombe in
his Hoatel’ in' the northeastern -district.
Hé knew his friend rvas glad to’ sée him;

Bnipoaty
aproper plwce for romance.”
o7 SHe was-a little hurt at the way in!
~tvhich he avoided: the recurrence of am'i

Bul theft the old liouse iz the

_#énderness between them. The few niin-
utes dhey had been talking together bad
given ample opportunity, had he caved to
take i, for a sign of renewal of the ferms |
. gn which they had last parted. But she,
‘4pgs “woman of the world enough to =zeel
thet he was pulling away. When he hini-
od he had made a fool of hiinself, the
words slipped from his tongue too easily
- Mot to be the index of his thoughts. She
§ Jooked at him steadily, as though to leu

no sign of evasion escape her.
#You really mean what ‘you say?”’ she
demended. * “Phis--what we' have seen to-.

gy, I meam—is real?” . faie

3 - Heé laughed. < “Actually genuine, and ab-
b . gelutely going b6 be-paid for. Although'
: it will make a‘shocking hole in old Christ-
epher’s hoard.” y ‘

e
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she. -returned.

was -accustcmed 16 in the West had no
place in that earnest un-snobbish commun-
ity.

“T have done as much as I any afraid is
mood for me today,” Paul said wearily;
“and. wae thinking of going to my den.
Ceme’” | ?

Hodtel. It was furnished with a disregard
for anything like luxury that made Fau-
conberg mentally shiver. At the same time
the bareness of the room was taken off by
its lining of book shelves, plain enough, but
well filled with volumes, for mo ope of
~#hich- a  cultivated ‘man would havé felt
wpbitodetie. Paul’ drew forward for his
‘gitest the oife comfortable chair in' ihe
| room, and - asked the smiling Matron to

ysend them tea.

SoonY ¢

aws indeed” glad to see you, my dear
Jack,” he,said, “‘and mome the less that
you:look to -have shaken off - the demon
that seemed the other day at Gaine to have
you it s chiteh. ¥ hope Tm’ right?”

. Fauconberg: laughed. - “Oh, yes, you are
right-enough. ¥ve shaken: him off for the
time; ‘ghould be a fool if I badn’t. The
fapt"i8, Paul, T éuddenly found I wasn’t
quite at the end of my-tether. Yes” he
pursued in answer to thg other’s expres-
- sion’ of interest; “there was another bit of

rope which had got caught round+some-

thing. - It gave me a yard or,fwo more be-

¢ . ST am w0 ghd)” £y
. eouldn’t bear to -think of your being re- .
4 .idiiced’ to the state you- told me of. . You
-don’t 'believe it; of course, or that any
g oF s have hearts. We are all Mubrray
£ * Lydfords.” :
£ “1 . fervently trust mot,” he ex¢iaimead
2 with a vehemenee not complimentary to
A his late friend and adviser.
53 “He never gave you my message, did
i s m?n 3
; | Fauccnberg wondered for ‘an instant,
i fthen answered, “No.”
E ~“And yet you would have classed us to-
9 gether,” she comimented provocatively.
He hiad no alternaiive but to rise to the
‘bait. ‘1 don’t- understand-—what mes

sage”’”’

. She:gave a withholding shake of the

head. ‘It doesn’t mattcr now that the
prespect is brighter for vou,?

He would have been glud to leave the

- ~question -alor- and

et felt it woldd be mean.to de so.

LR U e
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coinky dseume. - L PHE
o] hate you to think,” shereplicd, “4hat

remain-in ignorance, |

rme g, widdh o -h' interest. as he |’ : o St
i B ol - | Nothing, but -enjoy ~ liimself while the |

fore the tug comes. In plain English, T've
got tavo or three thousand, by 2 windfall,
to mun through before I go out.”

He was young cnough to feel ashamed at
the idea of cowardice as suggested by the
fact that he was yet alive. Hascombe’s
face, which had been radiant with wel-

subject until the tea had been brought in
and they were free irom inflerruption,

“What, really, are you going to do, Jaok?
Don’t think me inquisitive.”

“Not I. But how do you mean?”

“Your plani of life.”

“What can a fellow in my position do?

means Jast.” v

. every e was ‘as indifferent about: your
‘o fate as Mr. Lydford-deemed to-be. Iliask-
ed him “to drive after yourand it
f “And-say whnt?” Thuconberg was genu-

inely eurious: 50 Knowy although he had a
- /Nagpe idea what- the -message must have

g

“I° don’t know fvhy T should not tell
- you,” - Sybilla said; “if Mr: Lydford had
. %ept his promise you would have kuown.
I wanied him to tell you that, if you
were contemplating any mad  step. you
aight think better of it if you kuew tuat
&4 far as my poor little fortune went, 1
should. only be too glad to be your
banker.”

Fauconberg flushed a little, peviage s
much at the awkwardness o !
situation as in a half-shamed
of the girl's gonerosity. “It’was

; you,”’ he ared, wishing he. hind not
-#aken her i~ confidencc!
She ik o head.

e et
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and wha
mared avith any man’s life, et alone that
ofr#ne in whom we tak: an interest?”
_fihe wsizhi of the Scotwick carriages
drivine up for his guests’ departure was
weleeine 1o him at.that moment. It was
natural tlat he should make a move to-
weards the hadivloor.

dear friend, Murray Lyd-

Do .you kvnow this
Mr. Cheesemalier
urd is 8 most import-

required, sprea

depth in the , and ap-
¢ plythe Salt &enly, stirring

the curd.

A e .

“Don't say that.,
One does dittle enough good in the world, !
+ 3¢ 85 much wre iched money ecm- |

;+ Hascombe looked up at fhe emoke from

his pipe. “Haven'lt you had: a lésson?”’ he.

asked at length, very gently;”
= “Yes,” ;Fauconberg answered, uneasily:
“Now ['ve'got a re'[il‘i'lev'e‘; but mdy punish-
ment is only postponied. ' A ‘few months
will see me a beggar again; or married tor
money. Neither a pleasant prospect.”
“I am none the less you friend,” Has-
combe commented, “for saying I would in-
finitely prefer to see you a beggar.”
“Yes. I don't fancy myself having to
ask a woman for my pocket money like =
| ydhoolhoy. By the way, Paul, a curious
| thing has happened. (Grisedale, the mort-
]gugee of Gains, is deuwd, and the mortgage
| deed eanuot he found.”
Mis Gricnd looked at him inquiringly, al-

' | mest apprehensively. “Yes?”

“(Of course, as a gentleman, I can’t think
,* repudiating it, although my lawyer haif
Lat Grisedale’s rapacity and sharp
practice would almost justify it.”

“No,” said Hascombe very decidedly.
“You can’t do that.” -

“I dont’ mean to,” Fauconberg assured
| him hastily. “Only, of course, it makes
| things easier for me. I mean they can't
| attempt to put the screw on.”
| “Naturally. Well, under those mor
iiu\'omble circumstances, would it mot be
| possible, with strict economy, to keep up
the mortgage interest?”

Fauconberg threw back
| laughed.

his head and

| life.” i i
|  “Yga have mever tried,” the other re- !
}“tur d. “Now’s your time.”
| wish I could.”

“You don’t—or you won't—make an
cffort.”

“Foonomise!”  Fauconberg  exclaimed.

{ “How can I economize? How on earth
‘ean 1 spend less than I do? Everyone
_tells me my- rooms in Charles street are
dirt cheap. I must eat and drink: where
can I do it eheaper than at my clubs? And
I dine three times out of four at the Nel-

be worse; I bar Sandown and don’t mcan

to let any swvoman make a fool of me again. |

wd, the tailor, almost wept at the
¢-: [ the order I gave him yester-

P

\lv dear man, what more can I do?

$Htr

| day.

His protest was neither convincing mor |

| genuine, as he knew well. But, clinging to
| the old life, he was well aware that his
' only protection was in hali-earnest banter;

“You are coming over to Secotwick bhe-

“the merely muscular smiles of weléorge he -

He led the way up to his room in the|

come, became grave. But he put aside the |

o

: |

! once he began to dizcuss the question with | your present life aside for a monh, and
| (his friend in sober seriousness he would be | come and dwell. among us. | promise you
disarmed oii his excuse and forced to ‘eon-| you shan't repent i ;

fess that, o long as he could help it, he!  “It had botter be as an inmate of your

did met want to live the other’s life. Hostel, nat as a worker,”” Faucouberg re-

llascombe did not answer at once. He -turned with a self-condemnatory SAYooam
was conaidering the best line of argument | which was half in carnest. “ ‘s a guide
ifor his purpose. ! ’ 0 and example my position would be false]
I don’t euppese,” he observed at length, | enough.” ;

Yl iEn reduce your expenses without |  Hascombe swmiled rather more hopefuily.

altering your mode of life.” “You neéd fear no falss pesition,” he said,

1t is only what 1 have been born and’ «\ill cou.come?”

brought up Fanconberg  said- half . i

apologetically. *‘How can I change?”’

“ls it, honestly, a cess ¥’

I don't pretend it is. On the contrary, | will he too strong for yon.”

it has been a failure, or, at least, T have.. «xy» Fanconberg asstired him as he
But in judging a life, my dear Paul, )'O“;rosc; Yo m}:\ Jo o n"]‘ H‘m e .‘l~ vill
must in justice consider the man who leads | . £ NS _I?. e
) | weigh the matter fairly.

“Up to a certain point,” Hascombe re- | Hn_scmn-bz- sighed. “l'n} afraid the aus-
plied, “that is true enough. Pushed tooi“ﬁ' 15 a loregone conelusion. At apy rate
far, it is a terribly enervating, mra‘lyzingll hope it will not prevent your coming to
doctrine, since it means that mo man has %€ us here often,” he added pleadingly.
in himeeli the power and faculty for bet-| “You will always be welcome.”
ter. In short, I have a far higher opinion | Eangonberg promised, glad 1o be relieved
of ‘you than the low one you hold of your-| of the stress:of .persnasion and ungraecious
self. The cmly difference in men’s poa;si-i refusal. Hascombe walked with him a
 bilities for good is that the amount of | little way, then had to turn back to keep
effort required vavies. Which is only say-{an engagement.
ing that our matures are dissimilar in de-| Fauconberg strolled on. to the nearest
 tail.” | point. where he would be likely to. g2t a
“You know,” IFauconberg remarked | hansom, trying to imagine himself spend:
- gloomily, “my Golly is inherited.” {ing his days in that beggarly, struggling
 “Granted,” his friend veturned. “That | locality, wondering what manner of g od.
| simply means mnecessity for a greater { according o Hascombe's fancy, he could
struggle. After all, you must realize that | possibly do. At a street corner his cye
the difficulty Jies in ourselves: it does not | was caught. by the name. of his friendy
exist outside. And just because the pro- | Hestel printed.gver a sort. ot heoded siall

pensity ®o the evil of, at least, ommission | where coffee, soup, and certain faripicesus

is so strong within us we mnever dream | eatables were sold at or under cost price
that to do good, to live unselfishly, is the'in cuder that the working man might find
natural thing, the only life thal would | 4 ineal which was net merely a make-
,occur fo a sane mind unhampered by | weight added to strong drink. [e was
' worlldliness and an evil kink, inherited or  beginning to draw a parallel between him-
acouired.” : self and the working man. and the at-
<1t we could only take life objectively | tempts made to draw each by simple amd
instead of subjectively,” Fauconberg as- \hglesome allurements from fiercer and
sented. “But ~who can? “Who ever did?” | jpore enthralling pleasures, hen he be-
i “No: cme, of course, bUb.("hWi‘t- Still, | came conscions that behind the counter cf
though the proporition varies with every |, siall was the prettiest face he had
e fin a degree too inﬁni.tt‘%'imla.l to valeu- | over seen, The girl's eyes met his for a
i late, there is some amount of obgectwrtyv]‘n: moingnt; then she tutned away, B il
{us all, And every one can ICrease WS | her cups and plates,  1é passed on. The
! pa;r.'twuhr proportion if he will only try." | yopiation  was too strong to resist; he
?fm‘ekég:’e fi‘:mf:;‘ﬁ?ed’ how m.n)l(‘tull,——:\re went, back. to the stall and asked for a
i : cup of coffee.

For a moment, the girl seemed to hesi-
tate, then, .without a werd or further mes
fice of him, she gave him:iwhatwhe had
asked for. : s e

“A halfpenny,” she replied as: hie, asked
! s:the price. She did nut:leak.ar hip, and
“Well, you seem to be in danger Uff{i‘er: ‘mamv;e?‘.manifaisted‘a»u_? offended re-
throwing away as directeand significant a| Serve.. Ut‘t}‘llm_vlw WiS CONSCious. the more
| dhance as ever a man was vouchsifed. At |50 88 he fel it was ebu.t natural. \ man
| Gains the other might your soul nvas dark | 10 his position had no right to be drinking
| as Saul’'s. The devil was in you; at least,” | a .ha;]fp‘eun.v cup of coffee at.a street stall,
| Hascosabe smiled disarmingly, ¢ if L may| particuiarly < he-knew he. did . not wane
say so ‘without maligning your friend who'! it, All the same h'e did not mean to stand
! joined us, his emissary had your ear. Sud- “’f_‘fc and sip in silence. o
| denly and unexpectedly, as you #ell me, “I have just come from the Hostei,” he
light has broken through the darkness. | said:

iy *? e i 5 . el
o, ‘Give me tite to think it over.
“That means yeu won't join us. If vou

|

i “No. .Remember it is mot the wvictory |
Ibut the struggle that purifies a man’s char- |
tacter, May I, without offence;—ior 1 don’t]
| suppose you came out fhere’ to be preached |
| to—may' I show you how, from mj ou tsideh
| point of observatien, you stand?” |,
“0Of course you may.”

. “Mz. Hascombeis an old friend of

Providence, or as most menl would call it, m{T}e-” ! - -

| fate, gives you another chance. Is the| The girl was polishing a cup— rather a
| lesson to go for nothing? Are you set to work of superercgation, he thought; and
un- then he noticed: how white and well-shapad

| play the wretched game of ruin and
| availing repentance over again I know it | her _h:mds were. :
|is hard in these material days to make al “Yes?? wak all she ‘replied. = . .
| man see the Divine hand in anything that | «I thought,? he remarked apologetically,;
| happens to him, however obvious its bear- | feeling an explanation was due; “that as
ing upon -his life may . be, Still, leaving | I ‘take ap infefesi in the Hoslel and its:
that view aside:for.ihe moment, surely, my | wark I:should like to—" try a cup cf its
dear Jack, it is sheer madmess to go baclk| cofiee, -he: was: going ta say, but stop bed as
(deliberately to ‘the “state’ from which you' he felt it’ wad" illégical bathos.
have just escaped. I wish T could persuade | The gr finish 4’ the sentenc¢e for him as.
you -that the chance has mot been given he ‘pausedi. r i v = :
vou te fritter away, but as an opportunity  “To patronize cne of its - coffec-stalls,”
; ; ¢ o she said, s.ill looking away from him: “It

“tor 'good.”’ v

‘Hé epoke With restraint, Knowing'well | is very good cf you; only as everything i3,
that vehemence would not commend his | sold under chst price, while the work and
argument to Faticonbeig’s mind with iis | attendande ate’given for nothing, they are
[ wonventional ” training:’, ‘Nevertheless, his | hardlyi intended for the benefit of throse
pale face glowed with a thrill of hoveful ' to whom every halipenny is not an ob-
{'enthusiasm as he pleaded. - Fauconberg felt | jbpt 7 Mo g e . :
his. friend was Unanswerably in the right,  ..She .spoke,n a manner which deepened
| yet with inward shame: coniessed he.wish- | Fauconberg's interest; in short, like a|
ed he. could think him wrong. «  lady: Bt she made a point cf never even
i “What good can I do?”’ he returned glancing at Rim. !

almost impasiently. “It is easier lalked! “I am sorry,” he said, a litile set-back
about than done, at least by a man like by her rather snubbing mauner. “Oaly 1

me.” ; thought I Tight interest people up West
| “0f course it is,” Hascombe replied. in Mr. Hascombe’s work, and there, would

be'no harm in being able to say that. 1
had tasted a cup of his excellent. cofee.
Perhaps ycu will let me give you some-
thing morg than the cost pri i

lf‘Nuthing in the svorld is harder, especially
to a man who is the slave of habits that
| do not make for good. But L give you my |
word it is quite possible. And the start |
is the hardest of all. Will you make it?| He held out a coin. The girl gave a
Won't you try?” he added with desperate | half glance at his hand, but made no move-
earnestness. { ment to take it.
Fauconberg hesitated, more with respect “No, thank you,”
to his answer than- his resolve.  Fo him, but with decision. *
possibly #rom Jiereditary trend of mind as; . “Please let. me. atone for. my mistake
well as from, his Dringipg up and ihe greove by paying a faney . prices) e bl
in which -his life had hitherto run, the! .For'a motent:she returnéd mno-answer.
prospéct”of an existence such7iay Has""Then she 'indicated a collceting-box, which
combe . Jed, had absolutelf.. ng-atlractive was attached to the side of the stall.
side.for him. So far from ity andeed;:that  *You may put it in there if you like,”
he did not even regret sueh wasy mot the 'she said. “but I cannot take it.”
fact. A solitary good action, except one He acted upon the suggesfion; ‘then sip-
that appealed to his manlins such as ped his coffeee “I dare not ask for a bis:
riskifig his life -to save Hascombe's, he was cuit,” the said with a diffidence which was
doubtful about. But a sustained effort in perhaps only half assumed.
good works amang:unlovely surroundings ' She-set @ plate before him; he took a
and people with whom he had ncibing in ' bisenit and paid for it at the same rate

\
she returned simply
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think it over in Mayfair your eavivonment | i

“My dear fellow, whom are you!
| talking to of strict economy? You know |
| T could never even pretend to that in my |

{gon because at the -Lincoln, though the|
fond is better, they rook like an hotel: |
{ 1y given up cards, though my luck might |

comon, seemed fo him impessible, ab-
surd. He shook his head.
“I couldn’t even pretend to do this werk

|in a tone of conviction.  “It is very kind
i.and touching of you to wish.it; I know
| it is all meant for my good, but indeed-ycu
| have got hold of the wrong man. It is
{ out of the question.”

| Hascombe's face clounded o with disap-

| pointment that his friend was sorry he

| had beaten down his efforts thus rath-
| bessly. .

“Pon’t think me a brute, Paul,”” he said
remorsefully. **‘But really I feel I should
! do more harm than good. . A failure
| worse than no attempt.”

“No. mno.” the other cried vehemently.
{+You won't try.- You won't give me a
l‘(-ha.nce of repaying you. 1 would not use
| that argument if you were not set against
_every other. Jack, my dear friend, throw

I8

it taking from
he whiteness.
Lvery woman
who takes pride
in her dainty
white goods
should ask her
grocer for

Cellulorvd Starch
‘Never Sticks. Requires no Cooking

The Brantford Starch Works, Limited, Brantford, Canada ||

|

1L

of yours, Hascombe,” he said at leng.h |

| as the coffee. A man, suddenly appearing
| as it seemed, from mowhere, slouched up
and throwiiig down a copper on the glazed
cloth-covered counter, gave an order in a
language which Fauconberg did mot under-
gtand. He was a man whose appearance
wiould be quite inadequately described by
the old-fashioned term shabby genteel, hav-
ing that peculiar- mouldy, sodden, decayed
look ~which s characteristic of denizens of
the poorer outskirts of the city, and which
makes @ stranger wonder why such a
wretched travesity of respectability should
be clung to in place of a frankly working
garh.

Possibly the advent of this dimgy cus-
tomer was not unwelcome tto the girl, since
it gave her an excuse for ignoring the
other. . When ghe thad given the newcomer
h's refreshmerits she opened a sympathetic
conversatioh mith him, which gave all the
'~1t0 her reserve ‘with Famcon-
#the same time it afforded him
Ftimity of looking at her more un-
Medly than, but for the third per-
Phis breeding would have allowed. And
wore he looked the more imiterested
he become. Not only om account of
gitl's hewtr. i seemed so strange,
ubicrly peyond  his  experigpee
or dwagingtion to find a human being so
i peculinrly out of place as this-dainty girl
with the grey-blue eyes, (the perfectly
| shaped face and exquisite complexion,
{ dressed with marked taste yet absolute
plainness, staniding there amid such vulgar
| surroundings smiling upon: a repulsive, gin-
sodden member of the submerged ‘tenth,
and all as casually as though there were
nothing incongmuous about if. That the
girl nwas superior to her employment was
| abvious,but: Fauconberg’s knowledge of the
| ways of the slums was not sufficient tp
tell him how unusual or how common
| this might be. Nevertheless, beinz a gen-
tlemen, he instinctively divined that the
attention ¢f @ man sudh as himself was not
| nwhat the girl sought; he simply made her
| position a false one, 'which was” not fair.

| the

=0

bidding her “Good afternoon,” and in-
gtinotively raising his hat. She gave him
a elight bow and a “Thank you, Bir
return, but avith no more of a glance than
manners demanded, and- he passed: on.

He felt olad now Ghat he had made
THascombe the promise he had only: vague-
v mént to keep; and began to speculate
how soon he could, without raising the
suspicion of an ulterior motive, revisit the
Hostel again and learn something about
the fair stall-attendant. Eerly in the next
week, he settled.

That same night, Faucouberg, alter din-
2 avith Sir Topham Sitgrave at his club,
went in rather bored mood to a dance in
Belgrave Square. Having fought his way
ap the packed staircase, wondering at each
difficult wtep whether it would look very
Wad form if he turned and pushed his way
down again, giving up the unprofitable
stiuggle to go home to bed, he at last
found himself within two arms’ length of

bare shoulder, gave him her hand: to touch.
This fommality over, the owner of the

looked Tound with a smiling show of ecur-
josity. Then Faucomberg nvas, glad tnat he
had - not turned back, for his eyes met
those of the girl who that afternioon had
gerved him with -the cup of coffee.

CHAPTER XIIL

“He has danced in gaiety of: heart, i’ the
main

The right step through the maze we bid
him foot,

But if his heart had prompted him break
loose

And mar ‘the measure?”’

Her look wag not quite as pleased as his.
Indeed, the smile which was on her face
wlien she turned it faded away with un-
flattering suddenmess.Fauconberg gave a
slight bow wihidh might have mecant recog-
nition or mere apology for the incommod-
ing ‘handshake, and the girl with her
partner moved off through the doorway.
Thus enabled to get closer to his hostess,
he asked: who the gizl was,

“Qh, that is, Barbara Kvandale,” she
told  hims .‘Such a' dear girl, we are S0
fond of her.  She is: comparatively mew 0
town, 0. I’m.mot surprised you .don’t
know ‘her;. but: ter people are quite some-
bodies . in their own. part of sthe .ivorld,
Derbyshire, L, think; but. T so . abupid
at’ names;of - places; and. always maddie
up my counties. [Old:;Sir Harry Evandade
was. ‘of, ccounse . unexceptionable, . although

vemempery last year, and she is practical-
1y his.heivess. - He had no children .of his
awn,” ! '

“She is nobt his daughter, then?”
“No, niece. Of coumse, I ought to have
told you. ITe adopted her amd left her
everything, more or less; and she, dear
girl, has most decided ideas of doing good
with -her money. But I itell her she is too
pretty wo be her own almoner, and will
only make 'a fool of herself. Shall I in-
troduce you? Of course, the question is
quite superfluous.”

With that pzculiar cravimg for diseuss-

.|ing oup feelings, mental and bodj’y, of the

heart as. of 4he-head, Fauconberg had told,
Sitgrave. g dinmer the story of the coffee-
stall, carefully misleading his friend, how-
ever, as o the locality in which the dis-
covery had been made. i
“Nothing extraordinary in that,” Sit-

ladies goin for it, although the fit does

& rule among the mest lovely of ibheir. sex.
The .girl who: slums is wsually one with

denly into other pursuits is a durious proof
of ithe keenness with which she has, up to
the. tumn, hunted. for a husband. They
mever: have, much over for amything esc
mwhile the game lasts.”

“This girl was lovely,” Fauconberg said,
restraining any greater show of enthus-
fasm. “And style enough for a duchess.
Mhoroughbred, one could see that.”

“She’s an exception, then,” his host
assented. “Of course, you can’t 'tell.
may be doing it for a bit of delivery, or
perhaps she is after some parson down in
those parts.” |

As they went up to smoke, Sitgrav
took an opportunity of making a note om
thiis* cuff of the locality where ithis paragon
was to be seen. But from the cause al-
ready given, his subsequent, search for

1 beauty on the wrong side of the Thames

Tesulted, in nothing but, weariness. of ‘body.
and''disgust’ of spirit;
had the effect of somewhat lessening the
surprise Fayconbetg would otherw:se have
felt at meeting the fair stallkeeper at
a Belgravian dance.

*Won't you let me try and remove what
I am sure is a bad impression of me?” he
asked when- the

ly pointed out the absurdity of even try-
ing to dance. “l mean,” he added in' re-
sponse  fo her ridther chilling look of in-
quiry, “in connection with my unfortunate
cup of coffee thigq afternoon.”
“Wasn't it good?” She was not
girl to pretend to forget all about it.

“Indeed it was,” he laughed as they
found two vacant seats. ‘“Delicious. Only
I‘ have had an uncomfortable feeling ever
béli’(e that I ought not to have asked for
it \

“I explained to you why at the time,”
she said impassively.

“Yes, 1 know, and of course

the

T under-

for the likes of me, any more than hos-
pitals and—so on. Only I really don't
quite see what great harm I did.”

“No actual harm.”

‘“]l]il:‘ :}.};mugﬁnt 80; you sugg«l;sted i

“Well, for one thing, your manner show-
ed I had offended you. You would not
speak to me or even look at me.”

*‘As you expected I would when you ask-
ed for the coffee.”

For the first time she looked him full
in the face, and before her eyes his fell.
He rather wished he had not heen so cager
to revert to the afternoon’s meeting. But
disingenousness formed no part of his
character, and it was easy for him to make
the best possible answer under the cir-
cumstances.

“Yes, 1 rather expected yon would.”

For a mcment she was silent and he
theught her irretrievably offended. Then
she said, “Now you see, Mr. Fauconberg,
the cbjection there is to men of one class
taking what is intended for those of an-
other.” .

The sting in the reprcof was sharpened
by the gentleness with which it was utter-
ed. The strength of character behind the’
werds was enough to dispense with the
cutting manner by which a meaner woman
would have emphasized her fancied superi-
ority. Miss Evandale had uo need to
point out that the monthly wrecks of hu-

iSvo he finished his coffee and walked olf,

he never cared for socicty. Ie died, you:

Howvever, his knowing friend’s remarks

introduction had been
made and Miss Evandale had rather cold-

stand that these things are not intended

manity and rough workers who came L_ok
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her stall came for bodily refreshment, not
flirtation; it was implied and tacitly un-
derstoed. il

“[ am very sorry,” Fauconberg said with

his hostess, who, over a would-be dancer’s: a little genuine shame. “Is it too much;

| to hope that you will forgive me?”’
“Qf course,” she laughed, and her tone

shouwlder across which it had taken place became lighter. “There is nothing much

. to forgive. It is so easy for one of us to
put another in a false position.”

“You see,” he explained rather weakly,
“I had mo idea who you were,; and —"

“No*” She turned to him laughing frank-
ly this time. ‘1 won't:lead you on; you
will only make the matter worse. And so
vou and Mr. Hascombe are friends?”
¢ *Paul is one of my best friends,” Fau-
conberg replied with a consciousness of
more sincerity than perhaps his cofapanion
gave him, credit for.  ‘We were at Os-
ford together.”

She looked at him with curiosity. “Are
vou helping him with his work at the
Hastel? N2 .

“He wants me to. Butd think with you
that it is not much in my lire.”

“With me?”’

“You answercd your own question with

| ‘no,”” he explained. “Evidently you con-

e ne . = g

“Perfiaps. But what does it malier so
long as we are satisfied? This ix the age
; off self-delusion;- every man forms his Vi
estimate of lis friends’ actions as of his
own value, and we are too busy and too
i seMish to contradiet him.”
. *“Not a very =atisfactory world, oure,”
he commented. “It almost reconciles me to
leaving 1it.”

(To be continued.)

-
| Pretty Wedding at Portland, Me,

|

1‘ Portland, O¢t. 27—Oue of the¢ most brilli
| weddings witnessed iw this city for some
;tuok place last evening at % o'clock at &
| residence of the* Hop. Wesley William Mer-
I rill; 15 Veranda® Strcet, whén his youngest
idaughter, Margaret Merrill, was united in
i marriage to Roscoe Dana Ashe, of Lisbhon (N.
| H.), Dr. Gerhing presided at the piano and
{ the company -marched through the hall into
| the drawing room to the strains of the wed-
| ding march. The ccremony. was performed
| by the Rev. J. H. E. Rickard, pastor of the
| Washington Avenue Methodist church, who
' used the double ring service. The bride was
given away by her father. She wore a white
‘vrepe de chine gown with a deep yoke of
! chitfon. applique. Her bouquet was of
bride’'s roses. She was attended by her sis-
ter, Mrs. Ralph Merrill, of Soco, who was
matron of honor. Her gown was pink silk
{muslin and she cafried white chrysanthe-

]

| sidered it unlikely.” | legsh Th({?].ribbon girls were Misses Frances

Her face suddenly grew sevious. * | A. Sc ofield, Orie L. Knight, Annie A.
Jhextd Be worbr 1s bt éﬁ” [l'he“ '“il 1 | Knight, Annie '‘A. Cutler, Ina Saunders,
i d 01Ty 1o put you, olf a good re- | glizabeth Moody, of Limerick, Imma B.
solve,” she said. Clough,, of North Sebago, and Mary A.

. ~“You have dbne your best in that ve-
| spect today,” he rejoined, not quite ingen-
| lously.

“Oh, then I am eorry,” she said quick
i1y. “But I could have had no idea that
"such . was your infention.”

“1 don’t, quite say it was,’
| avith a return of frankness. |
| fitted for that work, and

as little suited for jt as you.”

suggest

e,
I don’t feel

=

| said, with a touch of selfreproach,

“No. ' Our appaling mistakes should con-
vince us on that. If'any one had suggest-
ed to me the8 afterncon that I should meet

| down as a madman.” ¢

“Like this? I. would have been les:
fetehed to have imagimed me handing: you
coffee downstairs.”

“No, no,” he protessed.
that. [ cculd see you were a lady.”

“Ah,” she said reflectively, “that is such
a vague term now a days. No, please
| don’t try to narrow it We are getting
| back on to the dangerous ground. You
! have not made up your mmd about joining
Mr. Hoseombe?” -opsd b Tl

“I did not mean

| particular unfitness; but Fauconberg could
not helpthinking that*the-girl had no

| great opinipn-.ef his, sincerity in_ bhe mat-

I ter. Yet so far as the decision went, it

grave commented with a man-of-theworld | was setfled’in his mind to give Hascombe |
‘| @ir @s he sipped his champagne.. “Liots of : fels

| a favorable answer. £ s
. “You see,” he replied doubtfully, “it is

[an entire change of life’? ' i
|+ *Tt.would,”’ she agreed—‘in a man.”

girl's.” ' ) 7 ; -

19163 il Sty by
| “We, most of us, stop short-iat frivol-
iy

| leave off.”

“The emptiness, the idleness,” she said,
“are common to both; for men the life
has less excuse and more wickedness.”

Ile had never heard a pretty girl, let

She! alone a fascinating one, talk like this be- ' tracting attention. le

{ fore. And the same words from the lips
of , two. women may sound as different as
the same tune on a tin whistle or a cathe-
dral orgam. |

“So that,” he returned, his interest in |
the girl becoming intensified -every mo- |
i ment, “if I, a man, say Yes to Paul Has-|
combe I must ever say No to Lady Ren- |
eagle’s invitations?” < L
" “It is not for me to tedach you youv}
dity,” she returned.” “Bit I should say—" |
¢ “Yas?” f oSl A |

“Jf you have nothing worse on your
conscience than a dance where swaltzing !
is imposaible, theré will not- be anything
to give up.” :

“I'hat is rather Delphic,” he suggested
"with a smile which scarcely liid an arriere
! pensee. S

“Was I too oracular?’ she rejoined.|
“Anyhow, you should be ablé to unriddle.
! my meaning. You should know better
than I how much you have to give up. But
a ballroom is not the best place for dis-
cussing so serious a subject.”

She rz=se.

“Perhaps not,” ‘he replied. “Still, one
may come to a momentous decision on a
frivolous ground.’ 1 have settled to join,
Paul Hascombe.”

If she had an idea of what had led him
o his decision she was careful not to seem
conscious of it. I am sure he will be
glad,” she cbserved simply. j

Another partner came up, as they moved |
away, and claimed Miss BEvandale. When |
i she had left him Fauconberg. let himself;
: drift with the slowly circulating crowd,
I and before Jong his drifting brought him |

face to face with Sybilla Caspari, |

“I am half stitled,” she said. ““Are you
"trying to dance, or will you take pity and
pilot me out of this?”’ | ‘

He gave her his arm, and by dint of a
judicious sezing of opportunities they pres-
ently got into a less crowded room. ‘

“‘Have you been here long?” he inquired,
as they sat down. !

“Hours, I think. And you?” t

“Not long.” , |
“Happy man! The time has seemed Nhul"”
o youl

“Not particularly.”

“I fancied it might. Aiter all, oecupa- |
tion, not the dlcek, is the measuve of tune. |
Who was your fair friend?” {

He did not expect this sudden questi'm,‘[
and his parry, correctly made, was lmrdlyl
prompt enough to be effectual. }

“A \hss IKvandale. Never set eyes on|
her bofore—today. Our hostess is very !
interested in her.” i

“Interested in her future from a matri-|
monial peint of view?” i ‘

“Pessibly. Her cenfidence to me did not
reach that lenzth.” ‘ '

“Are not confidences rather superfluous
in these days when we have learnt to keep
our wite sharpensd and form our own con-
clusizns?”’ M A !

“As often as not hideously wrong ones.” |

i

ed
suppose L look |

“We ought not fo judge by Jooks,” he|Judge and Mrs. Bonny,-George Merrill;

vou here like this I 'should have set himw

Pethaps it was consciousness’bf his owi,

‘And we,”’ -he la{ug‘vhed,',“‘begin where you1

| Wright, of Brocton. Four of the ribton
| girls were dressed in pink and four in white.
{"T'he ring bearer was the bride’s neice, Miss
’Helep F. Merrill, of Soco. Frank M, 'As'el,
of Lishon, was the best man, and the ushers
were 'Eben G. Russell, Ralph L. Merrill, of
ngco':,(‘.,eox-ge M. Brigham,-of Lisbon,..and
| William ' I, Merrill, of "Boston. e

The” home was .beautifully ~decorated  for
;lhe asion; the drawing room was in green
and white trimmings, and the library. was
iin green ;and. red, while the dining room
{wag .pink.. - The :out-of-town -guests -were
of
| Messrs, - Davis of “Boston; Miss Wright, of
1 Brocton; - Miss Moody, of Limingon, - and
?(?aptnin and Mrs. Lathweight, while many of
| the bride’'s class mates were there from
| Globy College, as the bride was a graduate
{ of that instituticm.
-One remarkable fact was that there were
{ present the four generations, one each side
i of the bride’s house and all enjoying the best
to‘f health. The presents were unusually beau-
[ tiful and costly. A large reception was held
!at the close of the ceremony and the bride
and bridal party were assisted in receiving

i by the matron of honor, the bride’s parents

and the groom's parents, Mr. and Mrs. L. F.
| Ashe, of Lisbon (N.H.). The refreshmenis
| were in charge of Mrs. Gerhing, Mrs. Arthur
Merrill and Mrs. Geo. il. Brigham, of Lis-
bon, assisted hy the ribbon girls. Mr. and
Mrs. Ashe left on a,wedding trip, atter which
they will be at home at Lisbon (N.H.). The
pride has relatives in New Brunswick.

DIVORCE GRANTED
[ Y GAGETOWN MAN

st

Fredericton, Oct. 29—In the divoree
gount this. morning, Judge- liregory deliver-

: |ed judgment in the case of Herbert L.
mot aften; last- long. . But they are mot as| not a thing to take up lightly. It involves| Quinn vs. Mary E. Quinn, granting a de.
| cress of  divorce to plaintifi.

i The parties
| belong ito Gagetowm, Queens county, and

whom. tthe., odds against matrimony .are! - “Because,” she explained, “‘a man’s life | the divorce was asked for by the huspand
rapidly. growving ﬂomger-‘l‘ue. energy with | here—I'. mean in  this-end of:town—his | on theground of infidelity and unfaithful-
which ‘. woman , will -throw herself sud-| life of pleasure; is very..different from a|ness to the marriage vows. At the trial

(i July Japt it was ehown that the dc-

4 féndant was an'inmaite of a house of ques-

I . 2

:lt ionable repute on the Woodstock road.
i J.. B. M. Baxter was proetor for the plain-
tiff, and tthe case was undefended.

| Novel Method of Selling Milk.

i An enterprising milkman in K
(Eng.), has hit upin a novel way ot
and his ¢
armed with a milking stocl, ma
| round of a populir neighborhocid driving
befora them a herd of five or six cows.
Arriving at a conveiient spot, they com-
menece milking the cows, and sell the liquid
siraight to the amused aund interested
crawd which always gathers around them.
—Tit-Bits. -
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