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@ . CHAPTER VI—(Continued).

Perhaps had Fauconberg been a man of
greater experience in the world and know-
Jedge of the springs of motive which in-|

i » 4 e T o P .
. fluence men’s actions he would not have | a5 room for a touch of satisfaction that |

® overlooked one potent factor which was
! bsmnd to go far.towards frustrating his
. desperate attempt at enlisting Lord Daven- 1
% ham’s ‘sympathy and help. It was this,
:Vl‘-he time honored wposition and tenure of
‘:the Fauconbergs was a standing reproach
40 .the mushroom peer with His recently |

purchased -estate. Fine as it all ‘was, and |
% compelled as the country families were tu‘
ga@ept the man who, with considerable
gfecla't, had 'come among them, and whom,
& for the sake of his enterprising hospitality,
*' they could not afford to ignore, yet they
‘> all, great and small, felt in their hearts a

contempt twhich they dared ndt show. For:

men with sporting sons and marriageable
. daughters are forced to do many things of

which without those restless incentives
- they would not dream: few are so short-

sighted as to let a prejudice stand in the
, light of an enjoyable present and a pos-
- sibly brilliant ‘future. And if men are so

mentally dyspeptic, why, they have ever a

wholesome corrective in their wives. But
““ avhen, among themselves, the worthy
“ gettlers in the country found an opportun-
ity of relieving their feelings with regard
. to the lord of Scotwick, it was vo Faucon-
-berg of Gains that they pointed in spite-
" fully triumphant contrast. Iord laven-
ham, of course, knew thgtehhi . must be go
~¥Yat plain Fauconberg of Gains was
+ thought more of, even in ‘this age of up-

.. start pretentiousness Hpd!” Eqs worahip,

and held a higher prythan his own
! Right Honorable and . m eg,self This
# Fauconberg was one f s&veral thorns in

i his flesh, thorns which hjs; thigk. skin did

% not prevent from pricking him. That' this

one was going to fall out of its own ac-

d "as & ehtisfactioncto WY Bad that

.view - oecurred--to - Fauconbeng - he- would

scarcely have asked the sufferer to victim-
jze himself by pushing it in again.

eyt
CHAPTER VIL

. “Tll no more of these good things;
There’s a crack Somewhere, something
- that’s unsound I’ ‘the rattle!”

Fauconberg walked out of the house
with a mind full of bitterness, such bit-
térness as he would not, a few days be-
fore, have believed himself capable of. If
only he had had prescience of what his
punishment would be! But now it was too

. He went off towards the stables with

s interttion of leaving+the party, for he
was too sick at heatt to 8tay Jonger. He
ssw bigman loungipg in the Xard and told
iy ¥ put to. Then he remdmbered his
appeinfment with¥ Sybilla Caspari, and
went off moodily to the lower and com-
paratively deserted’garden where hie was to
meet ‘hér.. dIn half an hour he had said.
He had no idea whether the time was past,

A

| waiting for him or not. But there she

was, sitting on a rustic bench just off the
winding path. In the curious struggle be-

tween. recklessness and a sense of desola: |

tion that was going on within him, there
one person, at Jeast, did feel interest and
sympathy for-him, however futile it might
be. ¢ y -

“I need not ask you,” she said as he
stood before her. ‘‘Yom have not suc-
ceeded.” * i

He forced a laugh. “I“was an utter fool
ever to.expect I might.”

She .rose, and. the action brought. her
close toihim. “Poor fellow,” she said, in
a tone:little above a murmur, “I am so
sdvryéfor you—so sorry.”

. The situation and the mood were both
dangerous; there is no shorter cut to felly
thah  recklessness piloted by sympathy.

He looked away, halting between im-
pulse and indifference.

R4 s very goad of you,” he said almost
Ixiec]lanical]y. “f'm afraid, though, there
4s not much’use in troubling about a fei-
low like me.”

“But .what are you going to do?’ she
asked. “You are not going to let your-
self drift to—"

“To the unmentionable?” he supplied,
with a laugh. “What else? Swimming is
no use now that I am fairly in the down-
ward current. Look here, Miss Caspari,
it’s very good of you, but you really must
not bother any more about me.”

She turned with a little gesture of con-
cern and took a step away from him. “Oh,
but it ie terrible,” she said, “‘to see you
so helpless, and all the worse that one
can’t help you. Is there no chance?”’

- He laughed again. “‘Yes, there is, at least
so Murray [Lydford tells me. You can
guess?”’

Perhaps she could, but she shook ‘her
head @ little apprehensively.

said.

“ARh!” She had come near again, but
now drew back a little. “I understand
nvhat you mean,” she said jmpassively.

She was looking full into his eyes, and
under the serutiny he felt, to his credit, 4
little ashamed. It is Lydford’s idea, not
mine,” he insisted. “It does not particu-
larly appeal to me.”

«I think it a very good one,” she observ-
ed, with a dead absence of enthusiasm.
“But why need you look for your salva-
tion among the Philistines?”

He had a notion that she resented the
idea, and it amused him to tease her.
“The Philistines have all the money now-
adays. But I did not say T was going to
try the plan.” ;

“Why not?” She was put out; he could
see that. | .

“T have another.”

She lookéd suddenly up into his face.
“Yes?’ :

“Yet more éffectual,” he added.

“Your own or Mr. Liydford’s?”

; .“qnld was careless ‘whether she might be

s

_ S The daughters of the Philistines are not |
always fair, but they are often rich,” he|

| never had an idea worth speaking of.”

| “Then this is one. Tell me.” ;
| He shook his head. “Not even you, Mis
+ Caepari.”

His manner was thawing again now.
| “] am sorry,” she said, *‘you don’t con-
| sider my interest in you warrants thiat.”

“Oh, yes, I do,” he returned -hastily.
| “Only 1 cannot tell yon this, and you
would not thank me if I did.”
| She was puzzled and her face hardened
| again. *I suppose 1 must not ask Mr.
| Liydford?” she inquired with affected cure-
| lessness.
| “I advise you not to.”
“Very well,”” ehe replied, though not
| very convincingly. “We had Dbetter be
| strolling back.”
| Fauconberg asked himseif whether it did
| not look as though he had rather snubbed
| her, at least whether he must not appea
| vilely ungrateful in her eyes. With the
| blank in front of him, his future seeming

to be bounded now at the distance of a few |

| hours, the things of the world took extra-
| ordinary aspects; proportion and signifi-
| cance were, so to speak, in abeyance; notli-
ing seemed to matter much, for the end
| was at hand to put all things right again,
l‘:md consequences could be .of no account.

|

| “Qh, his, of coiirse,” he answered. “I|lived, was now rapidly ebbing. I am |
sorry,” he said, gently, “If T have made

; . i |
you do anything for which you can re- |
proach -yourself.” !

“I ghall,”” she returned vehemently, “re:
proach myself to my dying day.”

“My dear Sybilla! ~ A kiss?” i

¢ . . .y . . |

“It is nothing to you,” she said impetu- |
ougiy. “You had no right to take advant-
age of my interest in you to make me hate
myself.”

“Had 1 thought it meant that, I certain- !
ly wouldn’t,” he replied almest naively.

“]t was hatefully wrong and quite un-
justifiable,” she persisted.

ITe was surprised at her vehemence and
the obviously suppressed excitement with |
which she spoke. It was far from what
he would have expected, and he could not

| understand it. The girl had akmost made |

1

ove to him, and a Kkiss, although, of
ourse, wrong enough, did not seem such
a terrible matter.

“It was unjustifiable,” he assented 2
little eontritely. “But you can’t trust me.
There is no man in the world from whom|

| you have less to fear. Don’t be annoyed |

| out his hand and touched hers gently.|

|

He laid his hand on the girl’s arm as she |

moved away.

thrown away upon me, it is not my fault;
1 mean, it is hardly my fault that it is
not more effectual.” She had stopped,
and now, after a glance at his face, stood
looking away from him. “There is not
much left,” he went on, “but to say gcod-
bye; and then when I'm gone .you must
not think any more of me—I mean, to
worry about what neither of us can help.
T’ve had a good time, I've got to pay the

as part friends. If T am to be just a mem-
ory, don’t let me be an unpleasant one.
May it not be so?” :

She looked mp at him now, putting her
hand on his, ‘which still touched her arm.
“Of course,” she answered in a low voice.
“I hoped—"

“What?”?

She gave a little sigh, a slight shiver.

hopeless.”

“I never had a chance,” he said. “The
folly was that I didn’t see it.. Goeod-bye,
tiybilla. We'd better say it here.” -

Their hands were clasped now. “Good-
bye, Jack.”

Their eyes met; then by a common im-
pulse their faces drew each a little nearer
the other, then the space that remained
hetween them was extinguished as by a
common impulse their lips rushed together
and 8o stayed in a kiss, which to him
seemed no more than the last taste of the
joy of life; to her—perhaps something very
different. &

Suddenly sheMdrew away and pushed
him from her. “Jack,” she protested re-

e go back. You know——"

“Why wrong?”’ he asked caressingly.

“You know it is,” she replied impetu-
ously. ;

“I don’t,” he rejoined in the self-decept-
ive mood of a passion’s momentary_ flush.

“You dont’ care for.me.”

“Qybilla!”

She shook her head as she &tdod there
slightly trembling. ““You had no right; it
was cowardly to make me forgef myself,”
| she ' exélaimed almost passionately.

The surge of feeling awithin him, short-

bill, and musn’t whine about it. Only let |

“Miss Caspari—Sybilky, don’t think me |
horribly ungrateful: if your interest is |

|

about it, dear,” he continued, as he pntI

Don't gridge me the last kiss but cne 11
shall ever have this side of the veil.” i

She looked into his face swiftly and
seatchingly: “What do you mean?”’ ‘

3ut he avould not explain. “It (]orsn‘ti
matter now; you will know soon enough; |
and then you won’t reproach yourself fm‘l
having given me the last joy I may ever)
have in life.” |

“Jack,” she said carnestly, “you shall|

| ibell me. What are you going to do?”

“Never mind,” she murmured, “since it is |

{

pentantly, “this is fearfully wrong. Let“‘h"’m“g at intervals behind; the s

l

1
|

\

i

“I can’t tell you. I hardly know myself |
—at least, it doesn’t bear thinking of. L
can't justify our folly, Sybilla,” he went,
on, as though ihurrying from the othe-r‘»
and less pleasant subject. “You know I!
can’t marry you,” !
“No,” she said with a little hardening
of the voice. “Of .course that would be |
madness. I 4m a poor girl, from your
point .of _view, mob. .a daughfer of “the
Philistines either by breeding or income.”|
“Ah, if you only were!” he cried with
genuine regret.
“You want so much,” she said softly.
“I must have it,” he replied gloomily, |
“or none at all.” 1
“ Jaek’—she almost asked imploring y— |
“e}]l me what your plan is, for I know

{ you lave omne.”

“My.plan!” he laughed. “No, no; &on’tl
ask. You would’t: like to hear it.”

“You are going to marry?”

«“My marriage,” he answered, “must be
a very .desperate one, and to a very com-
mon bride. But onee I am hers, you will
never fear for what has passed betiween
us today.”

“Jack!”

Before a word more could be said a
party of guests making a tour of the gar-
dens broke in upon them. Others nvere

|
|
|

of the place was effectually disturbed.

Fauconberg and  Sybilla ‘turned off to-|more troublesome if Tather less drastic|sented it.

wards the approaching group.

“We shall have to part now,” he said
hurriedly while ’they tere yet out of |
carshot. “Whether we .are fatal to meed|
again or mot, you‘may be certain of this.|
Thie' Fauconbergs’ have sometimes been|
foos, but they have always been. men of'|
honor. I am_ forgiven?” |

He held out: hig hand for the farewell.|
Hers gave him the answer.

“Are you  off;? Fauconherg?” Murm.\';

I pated. smile. “He said that, did he? And you|

| last. Can I do anything for you?”

| ¢You mean you hope you won’t, MT. | Office mext to it.”

| about himself?” he asked with a char-
| actenistically jealous eneer, grudging the

fitude| “Yes, I think it was mentioned, but our | lying suspicion of mockery, and at anyi Oancer It:

i

Lydfo:d, called to him as he made his!|tion, that a qua i-indifference might get!other mesenger,
way towavds the crowd of carriages in the | more from him than an exhibition  of 0Bt of the qustion. “Lell thim —
S0 | e fockitg. - | :‘ 'jrom you?" ‘he haif sneered. L

“¥ei Good bye.” “f a d and hiaba = 'le'om,‘nm that be must do nothing

Tvdford saw that his lips were set and | & sl .puz, and lidte Sulijes,” sl 15 | foolish. l,h“t ’f})l wx']] Canc 1"@“_t- That 1t
there ava: a peculiar expression on his plied, with a change of tone. “Mr. Fau-;no b g .w1ll help hlm', I will \PFO.VMS
fnoe: e Jook of a man whose horizon is| conberg spoke so setrangely that it has;enc,'“@‘; to tide him over his difficulties.
e S e Lv_y:(-luor‘d's un.ﬂympa/thetuc smile deepened.
shutting in worried me 8 ge out oI My | «wpi)) he has time to turn round and

“Auy sews® Any luckf mind till Thave a light o what he réaky | pickk up a presentablelooking heiress

”

g IO, B D £ & ¢ i : :
Lydn?‘}v‘d .lf\u} JEL\[ qome from a (‘dshl‘l?::}“ncant. # ; . % |whose father does mot put his knife in
chat with }I'Ih th:t, \\hq, knomtlg he &' | “What did he say? Anything about mar- | his mouth, €h? Miss Caspari is superbly
a&pent the previous night at Gains, had rage?’ 5 | Msinterested.” :

.1?1“:11 him in shaking a s‘,"“ﬁ‘*“' head over . jnst he declared he would not marry | His words gave her a stab. as he prob-

tae downfall, and had incidentally ‘hmter% a daughter of the Philistines, then that | ably intended they should, but she let

that Fauconberg - had come over to beg 0f| ;g hmde was to be a common one who ! no sign of it appear.

i, g would not tempt him tto tell secrets.” | «\What does momey count against a
S5 the impatient head shake .was antici-| Lydford’s mouth drew back in an ugiy‘i man’s life?”’ she réturned. ‘“Oh, don’t
lose time, Mr. Lydford. You will go at
“Phen I suppose it is good-bye,” Lyd- | don’t really undenstand?” once, won't you?”’

ford said with refined calloveness. “Ab,| “Am I very stupid ¥ “It will put both Fauconberg and you

weil,” he added, with something in his| <If you were a man I might wonder. | in an awkwanrd position,” he objected.

mouth betiween a yawn and a sigh, “the| T fancy the plain English of our friend’s| 4If 1 don’t mind, meed he or you?" she

| mem I've had to #ay ‘Adiew’ to in MY | acrostic is that — He paused, trying| entreated. “I shall he wretohed till I hear

time! I donm’t suppose you will be thel to foresee how she would take the ex-|that he has thrcwn off this madness.”
| nlication. He glanced at her flushed face in
“In what way?”’ {  “Yenin grudging admiration. In this mood at least
“[ mean give any message, I suppose| “Well,” he said slowly: svatching herq|she was not a profitable object for a cyn-
we shan’t see you again.” curiously as he spoke. “I fancy the alki- ic’s ¢hbeervation.
The man’s callousness stung even ance he contemplates is one that will in-| “All right,” he sail.
through  Fauconberg's apathetic mood. | yvolve not the Marriage Service but the| Lady Davenham came toward them.
L «“We are al’ going indoors,Miss Caspari,”
Murray Lydford,” he retorted dryly. “You| TFor a moment she did not realize what |she said. #It is getting chilly.”
need mot be afraid that I shall trouble | he meant. Then it came to her in a flash,| . “You will . go—now? “Shyilla asked liyd-
you. At least fate will put a bar between E “Oh, mo, not that, Mr. Lydford. Not | ford in an undertone.
me and such devoted friends as you Te| that!” she almost pleaded. “You don’t| “I'll ask to have a horse put to at once,”
he amswered.

present.” ! mean that.” |
(To be continued.)

He whipped up his horses; they plunged | “He does, though,” he returned dryly.
forward, and in a few steps had rounded|  “He is mever going to—oh, Mr. Lyd-
thewcorner of the drive, taking Faucon- | ford, it is dreadful#tt is shocking. You
berg out of sight—for ever, as Lydford ‘ never let him go in that mind?”

hoped, the quasi friend who had beggedi She was terribly in earnest noivy show- Chatham, N. B., Oct. 17.—(Special)—
his hospitality but a few hours later. LuCk'\ing a depth of féeling that even he,with | Rev. Henry T. Joymer, parish priest, who
of heart will not prevent a man, other-|his knack of worldly insight, had mever |is about to be transferred to Grand Falls,
wise suitably equipped, from being the |suspected in her, Her mood interested |was presented yesterday after benedic-
most popular in tonwn. _ tham, for a aritical study, far more than|tion with a goxd watch from the C. M. B.
“)Mr. Lydford,” Sybilla Caspari said, | John Fauconberg’s fate. | A.. of which he is president and chaplain,
coming up to him a few minutes later, “L| “I don't see what else there is for him | a ’g\\)]d neaded cane from the R. C. T. Al
have been looking for you.” . to do, poor feliow,” he replied, observing | of which he is chaplain, and a purse of
“Not for long,” he suggested. | her avith the attentive curlosity of 4| two hundred dollans from the congrega-
She ignored the insinuation, “I want | vivisectionist. “He actually tried just now | tion, accompanied with addresses express-
you ta tell me about Mr. Fauconberg.” | to borrow a thousand or two of our host. | ing esteem and regret at his departure.
“Don’t you give him time to tell you|He must be pretty desperate.” | Father Joyner appropriately expressed
| M. Lydford, it is not true; it is a his surprise and appreciation. He will
trick; you are laughing at me.” | Jeave tomorrow for his new field of labcr.
“Was Fauconberg?” H)uring hie ‘twenty-one years here he has
that had. lighted up his last glimpse of | “Do you mean to say,” she dema.ndedl become very popular with all denomina-
life’s Jandscape. | svith intensity, “that the man who 'Was| tiors.
4 “I can’t make him out,” she answered, ( here just mow with us thas gone away to!
{00 concerned about Fanconberg’s fate to|kill himself?” = | “'Mrs. De Bangs—‘What makes you think
Liotice this man’s tone. “He spoke o enig- | “My dear Miss Caspari, why anicipateJ you will inherit all of papa’s property?”’
matically, and seemed in such a reckless, | anything so unpleasant? Shall we come in? | Mr. De E%?_ngs;“‘ hﬁve be"l" rlaying poker
desperate state of mind. «“Mr. Lydford,| The mob seem to be trundling ‘th.etmseives!l wf}'f,achég.' (in I;;eaﬁﬁ,g iﬂ;gg)'—“.mhnny spell
you were with him last night. Tel. me, | off to their dinners.” | ‘fatl.”
what is he going to do? Is it to munrryi But she did not move, “Mr. Lydford,” | ,‘{.gggg’é_—_'.‘}y;‘f“'g;;l.t Sl o
some dreadful pemson?” | she eaid earnestly, ‘“will you do me a,word? Why not?’ b
Lydford looked at her sharply. “Did he| favour?”’ | “Johnny—‘Cause you told me there was 1o
say 0% “Of course.” | such wonrd as fail.”—New Yorker
“] could not understand nvhat he] “A great favor—to your own inconveni-
meant. He would not speak piainly. You | ence?”’
advised him to marry, didn’t you?” [ “Don’t I live to serve you? His tone|
«19 Did 1?77’ Lydford almost drawled.|was unpleasantly tender, with an under-|

Presentation to Father Joyner.

man who had gone under even the sun

simple

he

|

i i

| Man wants_ but little here below, b
| isn't willing to pay cas e it

friend rejected the expedient as being | other time she would have actively re-
than the other aitornative.” | “Go after Mr. Fauconberg and prevent | 2% 0
. “What wes that?” | this horrer,” » i '
«Miss Caspari, I must mot tell you. Is|, He laughed. “Wil you come with me?”
it worth taking- so seriously? The fe}lo»‘.vi “How ‘tan 1?” She ignored the sugges- thd
Las gone, for gool I fancy; lex him go.” [tion in his tome. is & peculiar,
She. 4urned and faced him. “Mr. Lyd-| ‘“True” he replied coolly. ‘Perhaps it| favors the ofif
ford, you must tell me. Why do you re-lwould be compromising, even with me.” this condit]
fuse? What are you afraid of?” ; | “Wiil you go?” \ f
He looked at her searchingly. “You are| “Can I do otherwise if you command | tle if any hoDe
very interested.” | me? What message am I to give him?” |6 cts. for full p
Sheisaw, with a woman’s quick percep-| She wished she could havensent any & Jury, Dowi
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. The People Find That it is More Profitable to
Purchase Flour Made From Manitoba VWheat
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Is the Best Flour Made From Manitoba Wheat
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NITOBA FLOUR

Been Steadily Increasing in the Maritime Provinces
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