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CHAPTER VHI.

and will not continue.in the day of
thy afflicticn.”

“Lydford did not ‘take his way to the
stables with more than a show of alacrity,
and even that qubsided when Sybilla Cas-
pari was out of sight. He thought his er-
xand a bore; ‘worse, a mistake. If Fau-
conberg was ruined—and of that there
could be no doubt—why trouble about him?
Why mot let him commit the one sensible
act of his iife and slide away into noth-

| ingness; » where he would be a worry
neither to himse nor to his acquaint-
apves? Mo make a point of interrupting
him in-this landable resolve seemed a pity;

but he had told this handsome girl that |

e would go, and he supposed he would
have to, if only as far as Gains’ drive

gate.
“The fair Sybille will be under an obli-

.:gation to me,” he muttered, the natural

expression of his supreme gelfishness; “‘and
that may be useful one of these days.—
Ah, Sitgrave!”

“Just the man nwe want,” said the very
smart young fellow who had come up to
him. “We are going to have a
gamble before dinner. Carsham aud th
Poodle are very keen, and with ..
noble self we can make up a pretty litic
flutter at bridge.”

ittle aniet

“I can’t come,” Lydford said; “got tu

take a country drive for my sins.”

“What?” the other laughed in incredu-
lous astonishment.

““That young ass Fauconberg talks of put-
ting a bullet through his brains, or what
stands for them, and I've got to go and
lock p the firearms out of the dear boy’s

WaY.
i “Fe'll only drown himself if you do, and

4 that will give him a much - worse time.

Better let him do as he likes, especially
as he has come to grief,” Sir Topham 8it-
grave replied with the heartlessness of a
‘@et wherein each man plays the game of
Jife for his own interests. ‘“You're mot
bothering about him, are you?” he added,
wondening whether it were possible that
he could have all along mistaken Murray

Lydford’s character.

But that gentleman’s emphatic “Not I”7
‘#peedily reassured his friend on the ques-
‘tion of an unsuspected virtue. “Only,” he
explained, “only the young fool has been
frightening a girl here, and she —

- Sitgrave burst into a Joud laugh. “Oh,
that's it!” he exclaimed scoffingly. “Don’t
-Jet him make a fool of you too, my dear

| “Murray, - Why, you don’t mean to say
. that you, of all men, think he really means
it when he goes and gases away to a girl?

You-let him alone; he’s safe enough,worse
Juck! Come, I'll lay you a hundred he’s
alive this day week. The fellow wants
sympathy, and he won’t get it from you.
Now bustle away to my room and come
and play bridge, or we shan’t have time
for a game.”’

. He put his arm through Lydford’s and
%ook him towards the house, an unresist-
ing captive, for a subduad love of gambling

“''3as the single blot on Murray Lydford’s

‘“othertwise unimpeachable reputation. ;
" «T ghall have to pretend 1 have gone,!’
he eaid. i
' %Oh, of course. We'll have a fine thrill-
‘ing story of your arriving just in the nick
of time and knocking down his arm just
as it raised the weapon to his head. You
{had better rehearse it while you are dress-

-ing. It would be quite a mew experience.

for you, Murray,” Sitgrave added between
banter and a sneer. For in the smart set
men are not so blind to each other’s na-
tures as their friendliness might lead out-
@iders to suppose.

Tn the hall they met Miss Caspari, who,
much to Sitgrave’s amusement, called Lyd-
ford aside.

“You are going?”’ she asked anxiously.

He nodded. ‘Just going to my room
for a pair of driving gloves.”

. “Give him this,” she said, slipping a
' note into his hand. “You won’t delay,
will you?”

{He assured her, and rejoined his friend.

“So it is Sybills, is it?” Sitgrave re-
marked, greatly entertained. I should
have given her credit for too much nous.
But I never pretend to understand wo-
men.” .

“You , understand bridge,” Lydford re-
marked drily, “and that pays better.”

“Slightly,” aesented Sir Topham.

The game went so much to Lydford’s

_advantage that he presently went to his

room to dress in a stabe of easy satisfac-
tion, congratulating himself that he had
mot gone off on that fool’s errand to Gains.
As he ¢mptied his pockets he came across
the letter which Sybilla Caspari had given
him for Fauconberg. He hesttated a mo-
ment, then laid it on the grate. md strik
ing a match, set fire to it. When fie fiin
ed again to see, whether it was col-.
he found that only a corner was huich
together with the flap of the enveln
which had come unfastened with the heuat.
Even the superior Mr. Murray Lydford,
who at his clubs was wont to decide poin':
of honor, or at least “form,” ex cathedrn,
was nmot above a temptation which is
nsually considered 2a stumblingblock for
housemaids. He had resisted an impulse
to break the seal; mow that the letter was
open of its own &ccord it was a different
matter. So men will juggle with their
code. He picked up the letter, knocked off
the burnt part, and read these words
scribbled im pencil— _

“Jack, 1 know now what you meant this
afternoon. But you must not think of
anything 60 mad, - For my wsake, Jack. 1
am sorry I seemed angry just mow. You
will come over tomorrow that I may tell
you so again. If you think no one cares
for you you are wrong. You might have
asked me to help® you; you would have
had a different answer from Lord D's.
Jack, I shall be wretched till you send
back word that you have abandoned what
I dare not think of. Come tomorrow and
tell me I may help you.—S.”

Lydford emiled inscrutably as he read
the hastily pencilled words; then, with
the smile still on his face, set light to the
paper and eaw this time it was burnt
completely. And his_ expression did not
suggest that the reading of the letter had

in any way altered his feeling of satis-|

faction that he had mot drivea  over to

Gains. & g

. Towards the end of dinner Sybilla, hav-
ing in fitfully preoccupied fashion run
through the conversational gamut with her
partner, turned to the neighbor on her

l}.ghj;, n.good-natm’ed yonth, :1:: of :‘ e'rid;
»53?&'»‘&‘&?"3 kb, T gousider-

WGP SR

| ation of a certain freedom in money mat- |
*Some friend is a companion at the table, ‘

ters, graciously accorded him membership, |
and asked him listlessly what he had |
thought of the country people that after-
noon.

Poodle accepted the opening with ala-
crity, and gave an account, in an amusing
tone midway between the schoolboy and
the man of the world, of several little
episodes in which he had assisted.

“They were rather amusing,” he con-
cluded, “at least, some of the women were
But 4 was precious glad when the show |
was ower.”

“Were you exhausted with your efforts
to entertain the rustics?” she asked. i

“Not quite so bad as that. :\Ithcvugh1
I’m mot in training.” {

“I thought,” she said with careless ban- |
ter, “as you did not come down to the |
billiard-room where the men played ponl,‘}
you were recruiting your cnergies and re- |
sources.”

_“Bxhausting them,” he laughed. “Wish
1 had come ‘down. I 1dst a tenner at|

bridge.” |

“You played bridge?” she asked with a ;
I show of interest. |
| “Scandalous, wasn’t it? Up in Sitgrave’s |

|

freom,
11 serves yon right that you lost.”
“<one one was bound to. We had (wo

4 men against us.”

“i it permissible to ask who they
were?”’ |

“Sitgrave and Lydford agains! Carsham |
and me. Lydford is one of the best play- |
ers in town, you know.” |

“Mr. Lydford.” She flushed for a rea-|
son he could not understand. “Was he !
playing bridge with you?”

She spoke as carelessly as she could. |

«T should think he was, or rather|
against me.”’ s

“All the time?” w;

“We had barely an hour, worse luck, |
or I might have won back. Sitgrave isn't |
2 k2]

The ladies rose. l

“You did not go,” Sybilla said to Lyd-|
ford, stopping for a moment as she passed |
him. - |

He had omitted to warn the Poodle,and |
understood that her words were an ac- |
cusation, mot a question. ‘1 sent the |
ngte,” he said, as the stream swept her |
on tq the door.

The house party was so Targe that Sy»!
billa found it easy to slip from the draw- |
ing room without being noticed. She was |
angry with hemself for being fool enough |
to confide her trouble to a man so mani- |
festly untrustwonthy as Murray Lyd‘ford.y
“I might have known he would lie to me,” |
she ftold herself bitterly. She could guess |
well enough that her note had not gone. |
“He probably read it to the bridge party,” |
she exclaimed in maddening gelf-reproach.
She was a ginl of strong character :\nd‘
will, weak only on the one side of feel-|
ing. The passionate element in her na-|
ture, strong in proportion with the rest, !
wae ever a danger, ever ready to carry her
@t headlong pace which defied tne power
of will and her usual self-control to check. 1[

Her almost recklass' feeling for Faucon- |
berg was: perhaps ‘inexplicable except on |
the ground of that peculiar affimity. which, |
often quite incomprehensibly to the world, |
will bring two human beings into sym- |
pathetic relationship without, so to speak,
the preface of even a few hours’ acquaint-
ance. Tauconberg, it is true, was a good- |
looking pleasant fellow, but then Miss Cas-
pari knew many men no less handsome or
agreeable. The fact js—and here Hes the
explanation of a host of similar predilec-
tions—she, perhaps by that affinity just
spoken of, saw more in him than the
wonld saw; she could look deeper into his
character and farther down the vista of
his possibilities. In the strenuous bustle
of life we have neither time nor inclination |
to dig beneath the surface; we take our
fellow creatures as we find them, and if,
from modesty or laziness, they do not
bring their best qualities into immediate
evidence, so much the worse for them in
our opinion. In the human mine we are
but superficial engineers, and our reportis
make no note of deep-lying strata or vol-
canic indications. Tf our neighbor doesn’t
force his wit to our notice we vote him a
dull fellow; if he waits for us to draw him
out we set him down as shallow and_pase
on to some one more obviously interest-
ing.

Desperate from apprehension and bitter-
ness at the trick she had been played,
Sybilla resolved to go over herself to Gains |
without loss of time. The determination
was quite in accordance with her char-
aoter. She ran upstairs to her room for
2 hat and cloak. The house was so large !
and full of strangers, every one 80 busy,
that ;¢ she was noticed passing out to the
+arden her appearance created no particu-

- surprise. She quickly found her \\':1)7‘

the drive, hasten ! along it, passed the
nige unobserved, aud took the voad in!
.t she imagined to be the direction of |
Gains. She was impatient now to meet
some one of whom she could ask the way;
life or death might depend on the haste |
she made- yet she might be wasting time |
by taking the wrong road. Nevertheless, |
the fever of her purpose made her too anx-|
jously restless for lingering. Presently she |
heard the sound of wheels coming up be- |
hind her. She stopped and waited in the |
shadow of the hedge. At a jog-trot pace |
the vehicle came along. When it reached |
her she saw by the lamp that it was red: |
the mail cant. She stepped out into the
road, signalled to the driver to stop, and
acked him if the road he was taking led |
to (Gains Court. {

“] pass the gate o' Gains, Miss,” the!
man answered. <Will you have a lift?|
It's pretty nigh three miles down the |
road.”

“l was going to ask you for one,” &he|
said, getting up into the cart without more
parley.

1f the three miles =cemed long to Sy-
billa, the gallant mailman probably found
them all too short. He evidently sup- |
posed his passenger to be a swell London
lady’smaid in attendance on one of thej
guests at the big house; and she on her
part found it convenient not to undeceive |
him. He showed signs of no little anxiely
to know what might be taking her to such
a place as Gains at that time of night, but
the fellow had not . the ‘courage of his
curiosity to .ask her point-blapk, or ‘per-
haps was innately wellsbred ugh-to re-
spect her evident wish not to be question- i
ed:on the subject.

“It’s a rare gloomy place, is Gains, now-
adays,” he remarked. “Young Squire
Fauconberg he'e wmostly up in London.

1

| there.

| upon his accepting a very libera

{all night.” He poured out a gass of

Maybe your folk may have met him

»

She said yes, that tley knew him in
town.

“They do tell me,” the man went on,
“that he's overshot the mark; can’t make
tongue and buckle mect, as they say. And
to my mind it looks like it from the way
the place is running to waste. I've heard
my father tell they had rare doings at
Gains in the last Squire’s time; but this
one’s different. He don’t spend his money
the same way. Gets rid of it in London
instead of in this district. Well, 1 dare

swear it won't last any longer up there |

than it would down here. This is Gains,
miss. The house is not far up the drive.”
Much to his astonishment Sybilla insisted

i fare for
the service he had rendered, and, as soon
aq.she was assured that the cart’s pulling

I up at the gate had not roused the inmates
| of the lodge, she slipped stealthily through
| and made for the house.

Soon it rose before her out of the dark-
ness, black and silent. Not a light from
ny of the windows was to be seen. The
tillness of the place, corresponding with

horror, a feeling such as in her life of en-
joyment and unconcern for at least the
tragedies of existence she had never ex-
perienced, never thought possible. To her
nervous forebodings death seemed to hang
over the great gloomy house, to be in the
very air. Why was it so dark and silent?
Surely there should be some sign, of habi-
tation: were there no servants about? She
had to stand still and wait for a while in
strenusus conflict with nerves which threat-
cned in that novel situation to get the
better of her will. But strength of char-
acter, badked by a purposeful recklessness
of consequences, since in it her heart was
concerned, rained the vietory; in a few
seconds [env ¢ast down' and she could
go forward with a bold caution to exam-
ine the house more closely.

Making her way to that side which look-
ed upon the overgrown lawn, she stepped
fapther out from the shadow of the build-
ing to scan the windows ‘for an indication
of life within. At first she could see noth-
ing. Then a faint appearance of light at
one of the farther windows on the ground
floor caught her notice. Walking silently
on the long grass, Sybilla went eagerly
forward till she came opposite the window.
Yes; there was light in the room, within;
it shone out through a gap'in the curtains
which seemed but carelessly drawn to
gether. She crossed on tiptoe the path
which ran between
house, came up close to the window and
looked in.
Then she dréw back and turned, with an

the Jlawn, and the |
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get it over while the fit lasts, and wo-rryI
no more about Grand Dukes and trades-
men’s bills.”

He raised the glass, and before putting
it to his lips took a last glance round the
great room. The portraits scemed to lim,
in the subdued Jight, to smile grimly on
his act. With a touch of bravado he raised
the glass to them.

“Good-by emaen and forefal “Liddl Gadl
X ve, gentlemen and forefathers!” | there may have been in it, T am alreudy|

{']m cried in mockery, which could not hwe
{its underlying bitterness. “The Jast of
your race, last Fauconberg of Gains, drinks
| to you the last glass in your old cellars.
I hope you are proud of the pass you
|have brought him to. At least he won’t
| diegrace you. He won’t be turned out of
| the old place by a dirty sherniff’s officer or
a damned petty-fogging lawyer’s clerk;
 he'll be carried through the door for the
|last time as you wwere, my fathers, feet
“fv()rmnnst, on six shoulders. You all lived
|as gentlemen; and mow that T can’t, 1'il
| die as one.  But you were Wwrong, my
! worthy sires; wrong in not seeing that the
{ game of life, as you chosé to play it, avas
| bound to end like this. Ah, fools! fools!
| Wihy would you all play the racket for

! her fears, filled her with an indescribable ; "
| your own hand? It has come to this. Your

glory has departed; your race is ended; |

|& few years and your very mame will be
| forgotten, swamped and sunk in the sea

30f shoddy vulgarity, enmobled hucksters,!
{and their kind. Thank heaven, or thank |

| the devil and you, my fathers, T shan’t be
| here to see it. And you, my fine fellows,
Ihow will you like to look down upon the

{ new master of Gains? To listen to talk of |

{the shop and office? What will these
‘l\mnnoy»gm}w and you have in common?
| They will appreciate you. as little.as you
| them; perhaps in time they will get used
| to your silent snubbing; even come to

illonk upon you as their own ancestors—

| and label you as such. Le Sieur de Guise-

| dale, General Hector Montimorency, once
| Moses—of Gains—that will be true en-
V‘ough.unjust gains; mame of ill-omen. Ah!”
{he oried furious as the forecasit gathered
ilbittom{‘m, “[ wyill save you from that de-
| gradation. You don’t deserve much at my
&hamds, but my last act shall be to spare
{ you that." They shall not have what can

t never belong to tthem.”

~ He sat down the glass, and, taking out
la knife, went quickly to the nearest of

| the long portraits and began to cut iti

ifmm the panel in which it was framed.
1}{1\\7.ng glit away as much as ‘was in his
reach, the mounted a chair and slashed at
| the upper part, making a long gash across
{the top of the portrait. So desperately
| engrossed was he in the work 6f destruc-

{ which from outside tthe window calied to

ratier savdonic smile. “At the svme time
it is my duty to warn you that so long &
ithe mortgage remains on ¢bhis property
you have no might to destroy, or damage
awilfully, any part of the same.”

“Thunk you,” Fauconberg replied with
the same air of proud indifference. “And
I presume that by having as I hope, total-
ly destroyed that picture, or -any value

liable to ithe pains and penalties the law
provides for sugh cases.”

“That is so,” Grisedale answerad curtly.

Tor'the "athlete. For a momept le stood
trembling irresolute, then he gunickly un-°
buttemed his coat and pulled a deed from
his breast pecket.

“Before you touch that picture just lis-
ten to thiy, Mr. Fauconberg,” he said.

The other turned. “What is that precs
jous document?? he inquired contemptu-
ously.

The lawyer had opened and was rapidly

| running through the deed. “In conse

| quence of the failures in Drewford,” he
{ said, “I have thought well {o take certain

seceurities into my n keeping. I have

Then you had bettéer put this luw in| this afternoon fetched fhis from the bank.

force the first thing tomorrow morning.

these portraits tonight.”

G lIL is the mortgage deed relating to this
For I warn you I mean to destroy ailiproperty

Keep your distance, while I
| read you the clause providing penalties for

In the practice of his peeuliar calling| damage to chattols. Here—"

| Grisedale was usoed to being defied, more
| particularly by men squeezed s dry as he
| believed this one to be. The threat in this
| case, indeed, relieved him, showing as it
| 'did, that there was no danger of Faucon-
berg's paying off the mortgage as he had
rather implied.

“1 do mot think you will, when: you
know the penalty attaching to such a wan-
! ton act.”
The younz man laughed derisively.
| “Penalty! 1f you have come here to
threaten me, Mr. Grisedale—by the way,
what is your business here?”
The lawyer threw a surly eye at the
| slashed portrait.
‘ “Business enough, as it turns out,” he
i gnarled. “As a matter of fact, I just turn-
led in as I was passing to look at the
nlace.”

“Couldn’t keep your hands off it till
mext week, eh?”’

“Perhaps not, seeing it is minc to all
intents and purposes. Anyhow, you'll
please to keep your hands off it, Mr. Fau-
| conberg; or it will be the worse for vou.”

““ ghall do as I please, Mr. Girisedale.
Have you anything more to say?”’
| It was an unmistakable dismissal, but
| the old man did not budge. He stood there
| fooking round the room with what seemed
| to the other an insolent suggestion of pro-
| prietorship. )
| “The place is mot yours yet,” Faucon-
;berg said wrathfully.” “Be good enough to

go, either one way or the other.”

(Grisedale looked at him euriously from
{ under his bushy eyebrows. Something
puzzled him. Accustomed as he was to
1vn0td the workings of the minds of men in

difficulties and to forecast their actioms,
he was here for once somewhat at a loss.
All the same he would mot, have troubled

| him very mearly.

Only for an instant or two.| > " v ho 4id not hear a mam’s voice! “You know,” he said with his usual pro-

| fessional manner of stern insistence, “that

al{noeé ltslcared look ont hleé ._face. Slhelreilh‘im G unless everything is paid off by Thursday
gained the grass as stealthily as she hat “Hi! hi!” the voice shouted angri next 1 mean to foreclose?”

i s s ek [ S ! VO ’ angrily,| " i \
left it, then set off running as fast as the | while a hand and foot banged at the m:‘i‘ Of counse,” Fauconberg answered with

dark alleys of the garden would allow her
and never stopped till she had passed the
gate and was on thd high road again.

CHAPTER IX.

“Power in the air for evil as for good,

Promptings from heaven and thell, as
the stars

Fought in their courses for a fate to be.”

Fauconberg had driven back to Gains
in that frame of mind wherein despair al-
ternates with vecklessness. The last hold
he ‘had clutched at had given way, and l}(:

For he had thereby delivered himself in
trying over to the tongue of every. quid-
pune in the county. “These pitful snobs!”
he cnied savagely, “with their mushroom
swagger and purse-proud selfishness. What
has that outsider in common with Iau-

conberg of Gains- No wonder he wouldn’®

help me. Of the two T’d rather have Rous- ,‘

field, common, art-patronizing vulgarian

though he is. The new order. of commerct-|

al nobility and gentry won’t give a fellow
something for mothing, for the sake of a
mame; mo, it takes a gentleman ito do
that. At least I ehall be well out of this
coil.”

The old place looked unspeakably dreary
and depressing after the animafion and
glaring euggestions of wealth aboui the
house he had just left. He walked moodily
into the hall; the place seemed to strike
chill now that life had grown cold to his
touch. Tokelove campe up Wwith a defer-
ential request that, if he was not particu-

larly wanted, he might go imto l)l‘mvfonll
4o see a touring theatrical company which |

was playing a poular London piece. The
suggestion was apt. Fauconberg replied
that he and all the servanis might -go. If
his dinner was put on the table he wouwid

himself take carc of the place. With the |

alacrity which servants can show wihen
their own interests ave concerned, he was
in ‘half an hour left alone in his house.
The somewhat frugal meal he had order-
ed lay untasted as the young man paced
the long dining Toom in that bitterest of
all moods, self-accusation. Then he began
to canvass the pros and coms of the hide-
ous thought that was in jhis mind, weigh-
ing ‘the pessimistic arguments and outlook
of Murray Lydford against the prompting
of his matural better judgment. But, as
our prospects take their color from our
moods, darkness in the onme scaie kept
drawing the beam still lower whenever
light in the other had had pulled it up a
little. The windows of the man’s soul were

shut oite by one ' tall al was|

night  within ~ him. At length e
iseemed to ' thave made his resolve.
lie stopped at the door, opened it,

went out and listened. The house was sil-
ent; ‘he thad been left, as ‘he wished to
be, alone. After standing 'there for a few
moments he crossed the dark hall, lighted

a candle and went upstairs, then along a|

conridor to what had been the bodroom
of his mother and that of the mothens of
the Fauconbergs from ‘time immemorial.
1it had not been occupied since the sad day
he remembered so well when she had been
carried out of it to the viilage dhwureh-
yand. He gave an almost wisstful glance at
the great richly carved four-poster where
she thad died, and thought if she had lived
he ‘would not have come to this pass. But
his resolution would not allow of thoughts
that might tend to weaken it. He turned
and went to an old-fashioned brass-bound
medicine chest. This he opened, and, from
a collection of bobtles with discolored
tabels, selected one to which the wam-
ing ‘‘Poison” was afiixed. He had known

‘of this as having been msed yeans before
by his father to give

euthanasia to a
wounded hound. Then he quickly shut up
the chest and went downstains again.

In the dining room ‘he took out the
stopper of the phial and smelt the con-

litents. “It killed poor Wedlock in a sec-

ond.” he said, half aloud; “I suppose it s

wine
and emptied the contents of the phial into
it. Then he paused.

“Thepe's no ghost of a chance for me,
s there?” he said, caciilating between de-
termunation and reluctance to face 'the
terrible unkown. “I  have never . been

staught to. work, mor to dive on next to

pothing, like some men; and \today  has
iven me @ sickening Of

e legst of the evils befme. T4 betger

{xment. Fauconberg heard the noise, stop-
| ped suddenly, turned and sprang down
from the chair, crossed the room, pushed
| back the imperfectly drawn curtain, and
i flung open the French window. Oultside,his

:f| own angry faceavas confronted by that of:

!a scowling old man.

| “Mr. Grisedale!”

| e could hardly have been, in his pleas-
| antest mood, an agieablelooking person;
{just then as he stepped brusquely into
| the room his looks by mo means belied the
| popular opinion of him; he looked the very

| hated himself for his folly in trying it-|type of a hard, grasping country solicitor,

1‘ with the usurious practice of mamy years
written in the wacompromising lines of his

Ilma‘1:n jvf forty. .

| What abominable game are you playing
{‘here, young fellow?”* he exclaimed angrily,
turning a severc eye upon
| from ‘the pidture, the upper half of which

| now hung. down away from the wall. “DPo!
you know you are westroying my Pprop-!

erty?”

“Do you know that you are tresspassing,
Mr. Grisedale?” JTuucorberg returned
shortly.

“Lucky thing I did take it into my head

stopped you in time, young, sir. I suppose
you know you've brought yourself within
the law by that.” He pointed to the dam-
aged picture. e

“I know nothing of the sort,” Faucon-
berg replied. “Neither do 1 know that it
is your property, or ever will be.”

Grisedale looked at him keenly, “Of
| course, if you arc prepared to pay off the
| mortgage and arreans, and settle all claims

in the place. But otherwise I warn

s

“When I want your adivee, M.
‘duic,”. Fauconberg interrupted haughtily,
“T will ask—and pay for it.”
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face. He was old, probably nearer eig...y
{ than seventy, yet the face, when animat-!
led by the one Pemaining passion, avarice, |
| was as keen as it could have been in the

Fauconberg |

to look round,” the other retonted. “Just: your view,”

forthwith, you may cut your pictures into'
ribbons and make a bonfire of every stick,

irise-

“Quite s0,” the lawyer returned with al

xcept in the last |
. in the Bladder, |

ilky Color of the Utine,|

! a lowering face. “I have your damned
| lawver’s letter to that effect. There is
| no need for you to stay here to remind
me.”

| Grisedale drew down the corners of his
| mouth in an ugly deprecating smile. “Per-
haps,” he comtinued with hardly a covert
sneer, “as | see in the paper you are cn-
tertaining Serenc - lHighnesses and other
grandees here on Monday, you may have
found a way out of your difticulties.”

“Perhaps I have. Anyhow, that is my
affair, and no business of yours till Thurs-
day.”

“Perhaps mnot,” the lawyer returned.
“Thit is, if 1 am to be repaid what I have
advanced. If mot, 1 have a strong opdnion
that it is a very particular business of
miice,’ .

“Indecd! Not being a Iawyer, T dog't
follow you.”

“No,” Grisedale assented drily. Then

he pointed again to the damaged piuture.[

“Is that part of your preparation for Mon-
day’s grand entertainment?”

“I am nct going to be ‘eross-examined
by you, Mr. Girisedale,” Fauconberg  re-
plied, resentfully, his temper held in check
only by his characteristic appreciation of
the odd humor of the scene. ““So long as
this house is mine I considgr 1 have a per-
fect right to do as 1 please with it.”

“You are certainly mo lawyer if that is

Grisedale retorted sarcasti-
cally. ‘‘lf, as I presume, you are not pre-
pared to determine the mortgage and pay
up all arreans mext week, you have no
right, legal or moral, to damage wantonly
any part of the property which is, vir-
tually, no lenger yours. These are merely
days of grace; you are here till Thursday
on sufferance———"

“It’s more than you are, Grisedale,”
| Fauconberg retorted with a dangerous look
in ‘his cyes, although he spoke with half-
joeular impatience; *“and unless you go at
once 1 ghall. kick you out.” ]

“You had better be careful, Mr. Fau-
conberg.,”

“No. I shall concern myself to be care-
ful no more than my grandfather did
when he once performed that operation for
[ yeu.”’
| Tor an instant the old man’s cyes blazed
{ with anger. But he was a lawyer, and re-
straint with him was second mature. 1
[ shall be happy, to go,” he replied quietly,
' “when I have your undertaking to do no
| more damage.” ]
| *1 shall certainlyt not give it you,” Fau-
i conberg returned. “«pf [ ahoose to destroy
| these pictures 1 have at least a moral right

‘to do 0. They are family portraits of the |

value or interest {o Mr. Grisedale. The
very reason 1 am cutting them out of their
| frames is to save them from your dirty,
mongy-grubbing hands, and I defy you to
sto# me.”

gXirisedale’s anger at last got ‘the better
Bt him. *You will do further injury at
your. peril. sir,” he said, his unpleasant
rasping voice becoming shrill with passion.

lk‘nuwmhor;,m and cannot possibly be of
|

fof vour dirty trade,” Faucomberg flung
| back, maliciously enjoying his enemy’s ex-
hibition of wrath, *I am not a baby or
| 4 fool to be scarcd by the logic of the law.
[ know, and you know teo, better than 1,
{ that 1 have a perfect right, so long as |
! am master here, to do what 1 choose with
the pictures.
them: cut out the heads and fix themh on
different bodies. It will be all the same
| to you and your friends—if you have any i
| 1le did not believe what he said, but, in
| his last hour of life, he was reckless, and
the bitterness made him find a keen pleas-
ure in taunting and worrying the man who
was ousting him.

And in that he had succeeded.
dale’s eyes blazed wwith anger.
[ “You have no night! Not the shadow
of a right, either in law or equity,” he
| burst out. “I can make you pay for every
farthing’s worth of damage, and if you
can’t pay Il can put you in joil. And I'll
as sure as you

|
‘
4| “You won't frighten me with the tricks
{
\

i
|

(irise-

| do it, Mr. Fauccmberg,
stand there.”

“Not vou, Gri-edale.”
| ped his fingers contemptuousiy. “That for
| your threats! and to @how you how much
| value T set on them, as yocu won't go, you
shall sec me cut my grandiather’s head off
before he falls into your hands.”, dd

He took the knife and went towards

Fauconberg snaj-

|

impulse to in 1o mlx&’h]

| about that had not the matter touched |

| am going to rearrange |,

| “l don’t want to hear it, thank you,”
| Fauconberg returned. “At least, we'll do
}tl}e damage finst and hear the penalties
| afterwards. When you have the impu-
[(lenvc to tell me to keep my distance you
| forget you are speaking to a gentleman
\:ln(l not to cme of your own sort. These,”
with a wave <f the arm he indicated the
portraits, ‘‘are gentlemen too, and they
would wish to keep their distance from
you and your {ribe. So—-"

Ile began to run the knife down the
|g-(lgc of the canvas. Gricedale with a cry
of anger sprang forward and, clutehing
his,_arm, tried to pull him away.

“P'll fetch the police,” he exclaimed,
choking with passion. “You swindler,you
thief, to destroy my property! You whall
go to prison or- it

Fauconberg flung him off. “Get out of
my house, you wretched pettifogder,” he
cried Mhotly. “Go and fetch your police.
Only don’t stay here; you shan’t pollute
the place by your presemce while [ am in
it. Out you go! Sneaking scoundrel! You
eall me a thicf, you who robbed my grand-
father, that very man of whose portrait
you are so careful. Wihat must your cur-
rish mind be likg to bear the sight of it.
He took you out of the ditch and made
you, and you mever rested till you could
bite the hand that fed you. You loath-
some, contemptible hound, coming prying
here. If you hadn’t one foot in your dis-
honorable grave already, I'd thrash you
for your pains to within an inah of your
miserable life. Out, you brute, you—-""!

(To be continued).

POLITICAL

Geo. V. McInemey, K. C, has accepted
the Comservative mnomination for the
licounty of Kent. Mr. Meclnerney’s chief
|weapon in the campaign will be strong op-
{ position to the G. T, P. He notified the
| party in Keni Truriday that he has ac-
%cepted the momination and will go there
tat once to begin iis campaign.
|
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Geo. V. MclInerney, K. C.

Arrangements have al out Leen camjpldeted
for the Conservative mass meeting in the
City Hall, Carleton, Saturday night. This
meeting will be held under the auspices
of the R. L. Borden Club. The speakers
will be . Q. Mclnerney and Milton Priee,
of the R. L. Borden Club; and J. B. M.

iel and R. L. Borden.

Mr. Borden will be on his way to his
own, constitucncy of Halifax, and thas con-
sented to stay here Saturday to be at the
meeting of the young men. After the
meeting Mr. Borden will be escorted by
a torchlight procession in which there will
be two or thred bands. .

There is to be a public meeting in the
interest of the Conservative cause in the
hall at Gondola Point at 8 o’clock Satur-
day evening. Ired M. Sproul will epeak.
| The Conservative committee have arranged
&fur another public mecting at their head-

quarters in Gilbert's Hall. Rothesay, ..on-
day evening at 8 o'clock. J. D. Hazen will
give a full account of the present political
situation. Al are cordiaily invited.

Andover, N. B., Oct.  20—(Special)-—
Judeon Manser. of this mlace, will run
in Victoria:Madawaska counties as Con-
servative standard bearer against Hon.
John Costigan.

The death of Miss Cathorine Ann Muilin
occurred at Crouchvitie Wednesday. She
was aged seventy-seven yoats Doceased
was a daughter of the late William Mullin,
at the corner of
reet many years ago.

v prominent merchi
Water and Prince
No near relatives survive.

W. H. Chariton, whese harness making
cstablichment beyond  Silver: Fails, was
burtied lo.  Ahe dienmd . the other
day, intends to rebuild immedi-
ately. The pressure  of  orders, M.
Charlton say<. reqiires the building to
be put up this fall, but they will be cnly
temporary, LIt i his dw
spring to build
largar place than

s dapre i nat a
Wetore.  The insurnee

ing to only $1.680, while

tes will amount to abow

£2,500.
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NMERSTR WD
L0 AT MONCTON.

MINISTER OF RAILWAYS
TALKS OF I. C. R.
DEFICIT

Says His Predecessor Didn’t
Raise Men’s Pay to His Satis-
faction--Predicts a Great Fu-
“ture for Moncton.

Moncton, N. B., Oct. 19 —(Special)—The
Liberal mecting addressed by Hon. H R
Emmerson and 1. J. Logan at the Opera
House tonight, was very largely attended,
The platform was filled with prominent
party men, and quite a number of ladies.
Hon. C. W. Rebmson presided, and the
speakers were given an erdhusiastic recep-
tien.

M. Logan was the first speaker, and
cecapied an hour, prineipally  comparing
e records of Liboral and Lory govern-
ments. HMe said he was a diriend of the
laboring man and had stood side by side
with Emmerson in perliament champion-
irg their causec. 1le raads a special plea
foe support of Emmerson and the Laurier
government cn its record regarding the
treatment of the men on the 1. C. R. and
labor questions gencraily. lle could not
unGerstand anybedy din Moncton voting
against the G. T. P. railway.

He claimed that Liberals had greatly in-
creased wages on the I. C. R.

Leferring to mearly $1,000,000 deficit on
the 1. C. R. last year, he said he hoped
he road wculd never pay.

Mr. Legan referred briefly to Mr. Blair's
resgnation, and said it was the last hope
cf the Tory party. Great issues were at
stake in this campaigi, which were great-
er than the personality oi apy man. The
only thing about Blair’s resignation ‘was
that Blair resigned for a better job, and
no one could blame any man for taking
a better job when?oftered.

Mr. Emmerson was given a warm recep-
tion. At the ontset he referred to the last
time he appealed “to them, saying he had
made certain promises to I. €. R. men
respeeting an increase of wages, which he
had not kept. He gave the reason for noh-
fulfitment of this promise. He had sup-
posed that the word of a minister of the
crown was sufficient to base a promise on,
but in this case it wasn’t. In consequence
of Mr. Blair not keeping his word with
him respecting his promise to the 1. C. .
wen, the relations between Mr. Blair and
himself had - been straincd. After much
pressing and much de.ay an increase of
wages was granted, but not in the way he,
Emmerson, had expected. In brief, 1im-
merson’s explanation for not fulfiling the
premise regarding an inerease «f pay to
railway . employes was «nat Biair had not
kept faith with him. The G. TR, dnd 1
(. R. were paramount issues in the cam-
paign.

He suid the I. €. R. was the idol of the
asverrment, and as minister of railways,
with a fres hand in its control, he did nct
have to apolegize for $1,000,000 deficit. The
money voted for expenditure this, year
was larger than ever before, showing what
the government was doing icr ke 1. C. R,

He predicted, if ever he appealed to peo-
ple here again, he would speal: in a city of
25.000. The meeting clesed with the na-
ticnal anthem, cheers for Lauvier, Emmer-
son and Logan.

0.6 T, DISTRICT
LODEE IN KINGS

i e,

‘Apohaqui, Oct. 20—(Special)—The I. O.
G. T. deiegaies of the different lodges in
the county of Kings met in I. O. ¥. hall
today at 2 p. m. and organized a district
lodge and elected their officers for the en-
suing term.

The district Todge decided to employ an
organizer for the county of Kings for one
month, Rev. J.°A. Cuhel.

The district lodge will meet again at
Bleomfield in January.

A public meeting was held in the even-
ing in connection with the district lodge,
which was a great success in every way.
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ASHBURN

O OO

While the Season how s waning
And October's leaves are staining
Welcome bright shincs o'er thy door
Cosy quarters—ail providing—
Genial comrades—Charles presiding—
Prithee what is wanted more?

&
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With thy pleasing mem’ries, tringing

Happy 1 . and light heart singing

To thy restful peaceful air,

Out upon thy lake arising

Beauty's hand is stretched apprising
That her gifts are scattered here.

Rounded shore and nook re ling,

Water's depths their trout cencealing,

So refreshing clear and. cool

Hills surrounding forest bearing,

Here and there some tiny clearing;
Lovely spot iu Nature's School.

~
Lo! Within the woodland stalking, »
While we saunter ,idly talkiong,

Come the moose and decr abrowsing,
Unconcerned they leave us thinking,

Leave us at the picture blinking
Warmest interest arousing.

There the woodeock and the plover
Nestle down within their cover,
While the partridge finds its tree,
and the rabbit chases rabbit

Kach and every, as their habit

Ireel that here their lives are frec.

Dreamland with its fairies , fetching
Conopy of ellaven stretching
Rainbow prisms over all;

Ashburn! Surely in thy region
Pleasure draws a countless legiow

#M\vhen it sounds a bugle call

Autumn’s mantle now descending

Covers summer’s giorious ending,
with its add to by-gone score,

nd our hearts to bygones turning,
eel the tugging heart strings yearning
IFor the comrades now no more.

11l your glasses to full measure,

Driuk to memories we treasure,

As we stand beside the door,

While the sun ito rest is sinking

Of ‘those absent ones we're thinking |
Who have crossed the other shore.

Now the world has pleasant places
And it shows some merry faces, .
Sfill there’s only one for me: :
In Utopia’'s calin retreat }
Where the charming muses meet :
Where fair Ashburn'sg crown [ sze.
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l St, Jobn, Oct, 14, 1904,
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