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I V&it. £1 ““• ,!"“
nev^r had an idea worth apeakm* of. ”°"y’do',for which you can re- drive. ; true feeling. '£

? v ,, x,. proach .yourself” 1 "\W Good bye.” -I a,„ puzzled and hate riddle*," ehe rè-

He shook his hea . . o even jo», - „j. ej,e returned vehemently, ‘‘re- 1-ydford saw that has lips were set and * a change of tone. “Mr. Fan- no one „

i'n*.««*, »h "... n£Sïttsr Ï5ÏF" IS* «*• - ™iîSS.
■™. „ I fc- I. "“SS* “îJ'SÜS; Æ W ' . . » K<~™to* *»-",!« ’™ j;1

Only a cannot tell you this, and > n°vse|f' <-h.it .with hiis host, who, knowing he had “What did he say? Anything abolit mar- his mouth, eh. Ma* Canpan re super j >
"she was Uzzlcd and her face hardened “Had!“pU^dm^t naively"1'! j yhrd him ^Ihaking feelM^head over he declared he would not marry ; ^ll^wordf'gave her a stab, as he prob-

again. "I suppose I must nota» k Mr. ly wotdn 1, tewl* »«* quite'un- 'e downfall, and had incidentally hinted a dauy;lter o( the Philistines, then that Uly ««tended they should, but sue let 
Lydford?” she inquired with affected care- Fauconberg had come over to beg of ^ Jde waB to be a common one who no sign of it appear.

6“I tdvise you not to.” He was’ surprised *t her vehemence and ; him. tici I "TydfoMV‘moutlTdrew baeWnan ug"y 'man's”^ife^shr^etm-ned'" “Oh?" don’t

“Very well,” she replied, though not thc obviously suppressed excitement with S, the impatient head snake was antoci Lydfo^s moutn drew back an ^ ■ Lydford. You will go at
very convincingly... “We had better be which ehe Bpoke. It was far from what paled. ««’«• nt^JTZiv. - oTe won’t you?”

he would have expected, and he ooidd not “Then I suppose it is good-bye, d °" "f # stupid’” “It will put both Faueonberg and you

—- *■ ”« szn a-t suts S.-Ï ; i-m r*■“ rtStSYS-A*M tSrJsrtl&’Zli, T , smvnoBe you will be the to foresee how she would 'take the ex- thait he has t.irown off tins • 
was unjustifiable,” he assented a time! I don t suppose Y™ J,e ™. ™ He glanced at her flushed face m

little coin tritely. “Blit you can’t Anw* me. last. Can I do any.tumg for y u. . - grudging admiration. In this mood at least
There is no man in the world from whom “In whet ™y- “Well,” he said slowly* watching her «he was not a plofitatte dbject for a cyn-
you .have less to fear. Don’t be annoyed * PP ^ M he ke- .ff‘fancy- «he alii- dc’s .qjfacrvation.
about it, dear,” he eontmnesl, as he put we shan t pee y ^ ,t even ance be contemplates is one that will in- “All right,” be said,
out bis hand and touched hem gently. Tne yau0Qnbcrgs apathetic” mood- volve not the Marriage Service but the Lady Davenham came 
Don*it ©nidge me the last kies font one 1 t.rrou^ * P office next to it ” " “We are at. going intioore/MisR Oa^p.m,
ska'll ever We thiié Me of veil." ^°u mean you „y y moment she did not realize Vhat she said. “It is getting chilly.”

She looked into bis face «wift j «u.d ,^t l 8hlk trouble he meant. Then it came to her in a flash, “You will go-nowV ‘«by,«a asked M-

searchingly: “Want dl> >;,u ' ,. ,, Ï t fate will put a bar between “Oil, no, not that, Hr. Lydford. Nut fowl in an undertone.
But he -would not exp.a,n. ‘It docen t you At least M Put a b ^ pleaded. “You don't “111 ask to have a horse put to at once,

matter now; you will know soon enough; me and «on devoted friends ^ you he answered.
and then you won’t reproach yourse f or presen . horses- they plunged “He does, though," he returned dryly,
having given^ine the last joy I may ever thj Pj  ̂ jg ,nEver going t : Mr. Lyd-

have in life. . .v«-i fWflnmr of ' the drive taking Faucon- ford, it 'is dreadful,is shocking. You“Jack,” she Bald earnestly, “you^shadj the-oorner■<* thejarure^tak.J dford new^ Jet him go in that mind?” ....
11 me. Whet are you going to do. .,e 6 friend who bad begged She was terribly in earnest now# show- Chatham, N. B, Oct. 17. (Speaa 1
-r can’t tell von. I hardly know ™y?el , but a f^w houre later. Lack ing a depth of filing that even -he,with Rev. Henry T. Joyner, parish priest, who

—at least, it doesn’t bear thinking of. Ifhos . psp . otheir- his knack of worldlv insight, had never js about to be transfen-ed to Grand balls,
can’t justify our folly, W’ he went eff hear mil the in her. Her mood interested was presented yesterday after benedne-

«« though hurrying from the other wise smteb.> equwed, f.om being sup ^ ^ ^ faT more than tio„ with a gold watch from the C M. B.
and lew pleasant subject. You know I most p g ^ Caspari said. Jdin Fauconbergs fate. A., of which he is pree.den* and ch^lann,
can’t marry you., , . • . * „ ’v:.m „ fA.v m;nfll4.pa later. “I “I don’t see what else there k for ham a gold -ueaded cane from the it. v. i. -

“No,” she said with a little hardening comang P „ ’ to do> ipoor fellow,” he repUed, observing of which he is chaplain, and a purse ot
of the voice. “Of -course that would bc,.ia\_ • 1 • „ ke suggested. her with the attentive curiosity of I ! two hundred dollars from the oongr^a-
madness. I am a poor girl, from your | - ignored "the insinuation, “I want viviseefionist. “He actually tried just now tion, accompajued with ttddreæes e-xprem-
point of vie*,, net a dang liter of the Faueonberg.” to borrow a thoiiBand or two of our host, j mg esteem and regret at fa* depart, -.
Philistines either by breeding or »eome. , ^ X W to tell you He must be pretty desperate.” | Father Joyner appropria ely er^

“Ah, if you only were! he erred with. D J « .wMl a char- “.Mr. Lydford, it is not true; it is a,,Iris surprise and appreciation He will
genuine regret. "actenbsti/cally jealous sneer grudging the trick; you are 'laughing at me.” leave .tomorrow for his new fie.d.or aho .

“You want so much,” she said softly. aetenisticauy jearo snee , g k b Fauconber»»” During his twenty-one ye.iis nere he
“1 must have_it,” he replied gloomily, j man who todjone «d^e ^ ^ yQu mean ” 6ay/. fihe demanded become veiy popular with all denomi.mv

“or none at alii. . i_____  witk intensity, “that the man who was ti-ors.

6 other mesenger, but that was manifestly,
out of the question. “Tull .him ------ ”

"Prom you?” lie half sneered.
“From me that he must do nothing 

foolish. That all will come right. That if 
else will help Mm, I will provide

___ . a quaei-indiffereuce might get
from him than an exhibition ofmore

:?
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: not. But there alie 
rustic bench just off the

waiting for him or 
was, sitting on a
winding path. In the curious struggle be
tween. recklessness and a sense of desola
tion that was going on within him, there 
was room for a touch of satisfaction that 
one person, at least, did feel interest and 
sympathy fdr him, however futile it might j her, at least whether he must not appear

vilely ungrateful in her eyes. With the 
blank in front of him, hLs future seeming 
to be bounded now at the distance of a few 
hours, the things of the 
ordinary aspects; proportion and signifi
cance were, so to speak, in abeyance; noth
ing seemed, to matter much, for thc end 

at hand to put all tilings right again, 
could be .of no account.

U OBAOTHR VI.—(Continued). .

IPterhaips had Faueonberg been a man of 
greater experience in the world and know
ledge of the springs of motive which in- 
fluence men’s actions he would not have 

$ overlooked
bound to go far towards frustrating his 
desperate attempt at enlisting .Lord Daven- 

^ ham’s sympathy and help. It was this,
The time honored .position and tenure of etoM i))8tore i,er. 
the Fauconbeigs was a standing reproach (.eeje(j •>

‘to the mushroom peer with Ms recently He forded a ]augh. .“I "was an utter fool 
B purchased estate. Fine as it all was. and t.vel. to expect :L might." 
j# compelled as the country families were to K|ie j.0se, and the action .brought her 
7t accept the man who, with considerable rl()se t($, hjm -ipoor fellow," she said, in 
W eclat, had come among them, and whom, a toQe dittle ^ve a murmur, I 

, for the sake of his enterprising hospitality, ^ >for yoa_60 farry." 
they could not afford to ignore, yet they . ^ situation and the mood were both 
all, great and small, felt in their hearts a (dangBrolls; there is no shorter cut to fully 
contempt Which they dared lilt shew, ror ^^ rccklessne.# .piloted by sympatliy. 
men with sporting sons and marriageable ^ ]ookf,d awiy> halting between mi- 
daughters are forced to do many things ol and indifference.
which without those restless incentives , good 0f you,” he said almost
they would not dream: few are so short- 'èc)iaaiealiy “j>m afraid, though, there 
sighted as to let a prejudice stand in the much.,use in troubling about a fei-

. light of an enjoyable present and a pos- ]qw )ike me „ 
sftily brilliant future. And if men are »o ,.gut wkat afre you going 
mentally dyspeptic, why, they have ever a asked ..you are not going to let your- 
wbolesmne corrective in their wives. But 
when, among themselves, the worthy 
settlers in the country found an opportun- 

• ity of relieving their feelings with regard 
to the lord of Scotwick, it was u> Faucon- 
herg of Gains that they pointed in spite
fully triumphant contrast. lord J>aven- 

of course, knew ttyfj^fci^must be so 
t plain Faueonberg of G 

fhouglrt more of, even in this age of up- 
. start pretentiousness ï^^'IEljltUB worship, 

and held a higher poetic n» than his own 
' Right Honorable ,and àcfcl» self. This 

Faueonberg was one df séveTal thorns m 
I hie flesh, thorns which h*s»9tiek skin did 
‘ not prevent from pricking him. That this 
.one was going to fall out of its own ac- 

was * estiefaetteh-'to ihfet? Had that 
view occurred to Faueonberg he- would 
scarcely hare asked the sufferer to victim
ize himself by pushing it in again.

I Th

etrollincr back.”
Faueonberg asked him seif whether it did 

not look as though he had ratifier snubbedpotent factor which was love to him, and
wrong enough, did noit aeem

aone
coui«e, 
a terrible matter.

“I need not-"ask you,” she said as lie 
“Yon have not suc-

“It

world took extra-

towartl them.
was
and consequences 
He laid his hand on the girl’s arm as she

“I am «so

I A moved away.
“Misa Caspari—Sybil la, don’t think me 

interesthorribly ungrateful: if your 
thrown away upon me, it i« not my fault; 
I mean, it is hardly any fault that it is 
not more effectual. ’ fcihe 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- 

when I’m gone ,you must

(To be comtinued.)
,y

Presentation to Father Joyner.

bye ; and then 
not think any more of me—I mean, to 
worry about what neither of us can help. 
I’ve had a good time, I’ve got to pay the 
bill, and anusn’t whine about it. Only let 

part friends. If I am to be just a mem- 
don’t let me be an unpleasant one.

to do?” she

self drift to------ ” . ,
“To the unmentionable V 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 is 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
You cun

on,

ary,
May it not be so?”

She looked up 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 sigli, a slight shiver.

“Never mind,” she murmured, “since it is 
hopeless.”

“I never had a chance,” lie said. "1 he “Jack”—flhe almost asked imploring".y—
folly was that I didn’t see it. Good-bye, “j.,q] m£, w),at your plan is, for I know 
Hybilla. 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 
between them was extinguished as by a 

impulse their lips rushed together 
i a kies, which to him 
than the last taste of the

bain,
Mfha ains was

k has

eo Murray lLyifford tells
guess??’

.Perhaps she could, but 
head a little apprehensively.

“The daughters of the Phrlietmes are not 
always fair, but they are often rich, he 

said.
“Ah’” She had come near again, but 

now drew back a little. T understand 
what you mean,” she said impassively.

She was looking full into hie eyes, and common 
under the scrutiny he felt, to his credit, a and so stayed in 
little ashamed. “It is Ivydford’s idea, not seemed no more
mine,” he insisted. “It does not partira- joy of life; to hero-perliaps something very 
larly appeal to me.” different. .

I “I think it a very good one,” she observ- Suddenly slie^d , ,
ed with a dead absence of enthusiasm, him from her. “Jack, she protested re-
“But why need you look for your salva- pentantly “this is fearfully wrong. Let ^ ^ wa3
tion among the Philistines?” me go back. You know— Faueonberg and SybiUa turned off to-

He had a notion that she resented the “Why wrong.' he asked caressingly. the approaching group,
idea, and it amused him to tease her. “You know it is, she replied impe u- ^ ej,aR Q,ave to part now,” he said 

“The Philistines hawe all the money now- djusly.. ie , . hmrriedlv while they Were yet out ofadays. (But I did not say I was going to “I don’t,” he XhoSf “WhetliS- we . are fatal to meet
try the plan.” ''’e mood of a pass on s momentary. flus.i. ^ yo.Lmay be certain of this.

“Why not?” She -was put out; he could You (Jont care for me. The Fauconbergtv have sometime! been
She shook her head as sl.e stood there fools, but they have ^ways been men of“• ‘S’iir’Æ- «- tt. <«"»-

-Hers gave him bhc answer.

llfe: ran^malie .him out,” she answered, here just now with us has gone away to 

too concerned about Fanconlberg’s fate to kill h-imse.f.' 
notice this man’s tone. “He spoke so enig- ‘nr~ J"’“

“Ishe shook her Mrs De Bangs—“What makes you think 
YOU will Inherit aJl ot imipa’s properiyr’

Mr. De Bangs—“I have been itaying |»ker 
with him.”—Chicago Journal.

Teacher (in spelling class)—“Johnny spell 
•fail.’ ”

Teacher—-‘Yo0!?11 can’t spell thait simple 
■word? Why 

Johnny—“Cause you 
such ward as fail.”—

you liaive one.”
“My.plan!” he laughed; “No, no; 

ask. You would’* like to hear it.”
“You are going to marry?”
“My imarriage,” he answered, “must be 
vei-y vdesperate one, and ’to a very

bride. But once I am hers, you will 
fear for what has parsed between

notice this man’s tone. “He spoke so enig- “My dear Mia? Caspari, why amcipate. 
mix tic-ally, and seemed dn such a reckless, anything so unpleasant? Snail we come m.

state of mind. “Mr. Lydford, The mob seem to (be trundling ’themse.ves 
with him last night. Tel:", m-e, off to their dinners. „

But she did not move. Mr. Lydford, 
she said earnestly, “will you do one a 
favour?”

“Of course.”
“A great favor—to your 

enee?”
“Don’t I live to serve you? His

unpleasantly ’tender, with an under-

don" t

desperate;
you were
what is he going to do? Is it to many 
some dreadful person?”

Lydford looked at her sharply. “Did he 
say so?”

“I J____  , .■
meant. He would not speak plainly, 
advised him ’to marry, didn’t you?”

“I? Did I?” Lydford almost drawled.
“Yes, I think it was mentioned, but our 
friend rejected the expedient as being

troublesome if rather less drastic 1 sen’bed it.
“Go after Mr. Faueonberg and prevent

fc&huS- “Wiiil you come with me?”

‘‘How tan I?” She ignored the sugges- Jf

“"True,” he’Replied coolly. “Perhaps it favors tJrejMt’h of tfr 

would be compromising, even with me.” this con 
“Willi von ffo‘"” tional treat«»t suaws ours
“Can I do otherwise if you command «e if any ,h^ o^^manent cure. Send 

! me? What message am I to give him?” 8 cts. for Ml ypulars Dept. 6, StOvt 

She wished she could have'.sent any «k- Jur^, Jxnvm^ViHe, Ont.

not?”a told me there was no *** 
New YorkerCHAPTER, VU.

“I’ll no more of these good things ; 
There’s à crack somewhere, something 

that’s unsound 1’ the rattle! ”

mon
never 
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 were 
strolling at intervals behind; the solitude 

effectually disturbed.

?■
own inconveni- Man wants bu't little here below, but he , 

isn't willing to pay cas^ga it. Æf

Oance^It^Tyi
Jkndftywe

could not understand avhat he
YouI i

tone
Faueonberg walked out of the house 

with a mind full of bitterness, such bit
terness 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 
fate. He iwent off towards the stables with 
iSe intention of leaving-the party, for he 
was too sick at heart to stay Jonger. He 
saw hie Juan lounging in the sard and told 
■him to put to." Then he remâribered his 
appointment with. Sybil la Caspari, and 
went off moodily to the lower and com
paratively drterteiFgaraen where he was to 
meet her. In half an hour he had said.

away and pushed was
lying suspicion df mockery, and at any 
other time she would bate actively re-

rew

F 'I ' ' Oimore
than the other alternative.”

“Wha’t was that?”
“Miss Caspari, I must not tell you. Is 

•it worth taking so seriously? The feilo-.v 
has gone, for goo.11 fancy; Içi him go.”

SIm turned ‘and faced him. “Mr. Lyd
ford, you must tell me. Why do you re
fuse? What are you afraid of?”

He looked at her eearchingly. “You are 
very interested.”

Siie saw. with a

studied 
t there 

lcod wiiich 
lease and until 
by a constitu- 

there is lit-see that.
“I have another.”
She looked suddenly upr ' was

she exclahned almost passionately.“Yes?”- added. penoep-
I
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The surge of“Yopr own or Mr. Jjydiord’s?”anil was careless whether ehe might be
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