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from me, your mother won't like it ! It
you are through with that cup, I will
take the things back,’”” and nonchalant-
ly shying the hits of the broken plate
into the bushes. he went toward the re-
freshment . tent, saying to his host, Mrs.
Jenks-Smith, who was inquiring for
Sylvia: ‘Yes, she is yonder in the
second arbour. I've taken her some
tea, for she's quite done up ; that beast-
ly overland trip home was too much
for her in the first hot weather.’’

Consequently the warm-hearted Lady
of the Bluffs was naturally prepared to
find Sylvia sick and faint, and urged
sending her home, where she could slip
in and get to bed unobserved, which
was the one thing that the girl most
desired. Also this shrewd lady was
wise enough to give no sign, even
though she drew her own conclusions,
when on turning to leave the arbour she
saw a bit of the broken plate lying on
the ground at the opposite side near
where a point of the rustic work had
torn a shred from Sylvia's mull drapery
as she had pulled herself away.
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By the time that Sylvia had geined
her room the warm twilight sky bad
been transformed to a silver lake by the
moon, but she neither enjoyed ite
beauty nor heard the music that was be-
ginning to come from the rose garden
above, as well as the tea-room below
stairs. She sat by the window, deaf
to all outside things, with only one
thought in her mind ; she would gladly
have buried the occurrence of the
arbour, if it were possible, but as it
was, she must tell her mother, as now,
that his motive was mpde plain, Monty
Bell, as a matter of course, could no
Jonger come to the house. Finally she
went to bed and slept from sheer ex-
haustion, never for a moment doubting
that her mother would take her view of
the matter. Presently the French maid
crept in and closed the blinds, wonder-
ing why Mademoiselle often seemed to
take pleasure so sadly, and appeared
older than Madame, her mother, and
then, feeling at liberty, hurried down
gayly to dance on the back porch.
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Mrs. Latham slept late the next
morning, and at eleven o’clock had only
finished looking over her mail without
yet touching her breakfast, when, with-
out waiting for an answer to her knock,
Sylvia entered. Her mother looked up
in some surprise, for she did not en-
courage rumning in and out at all
hours, or any of the usual intimacies
between a mother and grown daughter
who are companiouns. In fact she did
not even ask Sylvia to sit down, or if
she was ill, though her pallor was very
apparent, but merely rajsed questioning
eyebrows, saying, ‘‘What:is it ?2°° as she
turned her attentign to some legal-
looking documents in her lace-decked
lap.

Chilled to the heart 8ylvia seated her-
gself in a low chair by her mother, so
that she need not raise her voice, and
twisting her hands nervously, told what
bad happened in as few words as possi-
ble. much as if she had repeated them
over and over until they were learned
like a lesson.

Mrs. Datham’s cold gray eyes at first
snapped viciously, and then grew big

_ with wonder as Syl\?ia ended by saying,
%1 should never have ‘gpoken of this to

any one, and tried to forget, but you
would think it strange that Mr. Bell
should stop coming here—and—"'

“Think it strange ?"’ said Mrs.
Latham, speaking harshly and rapidly.
a thing she raroly did. “Do you know
what I think of you? That you are
the most absolute little fool I ever im-
agined. You not only refuse a man
who could make your social position
secure, but rant and get into tantrums
over the compliment he pays you, and
call it an ‘insult,” exactly as your cant-
ing grandmother Latham might have
done. I've no patience with you ; and
if you think that this nonsense of yours
shuts the door in Monty Bell’s face,
you are wholly mistaken.

“‘While we are upon this subject of
divorce that seems to shock you so, 1
may as well tell you what you will not
see for yourself. and your father appears
to have been too mealy-mouthed to ex-
plain,—we have agreed to separate. No
need of your getting tragic, there are
no public recriminations on either side,
no vulgar infidelity or common quarrel-
ling, everything quite amicable, 1 assure
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you. Bimply we find our tastes totally
different, and have done so for several
years. Mr. ILatham’s ambitions are
wholly financial, mine are social. He
repelled and ignored my best friends,
and as we were in every way indepen~
dent of each other, he has been wise
enough to avoid possible and anmoying
complications by standing out of my
way and making it easy for me to
legaflize the arrangement ang readjust
myself completely to new comditions.”’

‘““But what of Carthy and me ?'’ gasp-
ed Sylvia, in a voice so choked and
hollow that the older woman hesitated,
but for a single instant omly. ‘“Have
neither you nor father thought of us ?
Where do we belong ? Where is our
home ? Can people who have once
loved each other forget their children
and throw them off so ? Does God
allow it ? You must have cared for
father once, /for I remember when I was
a little girl you told me that you called
me Sylvia, to have my name as nearly
like father’s — Sylvester —as possible.
Have you forgotten it all, that you can
do this thing, when you say in the
same breath that father has done no
evil ?**

“Don’t be tragic, Sylvia, and rake up
things that have mnothing to do with
the matter. As to your brother, it
was your father’'s foolish severity about
a card debt, and insisting upon placing
him away from me, this is priparily re-
sponsible for the divorce, not ‘any wish
of mine to exile Carthy. And you ask
where your home is, as if I had turned
you out, when you have just refused an
offer that any unmarried society woman
who can afford it, would clutch.””

Sylvia sat silent, looking blindly be-
fore her. Her mother waited a mo-
ment, as if expecting some reply, and
then continued : ‘‘Now that the matter
is virtually settled, T suppose in a few
days the papers will save me the
trouble of announcing it. TUnder the
circumstances, I shall rent the Newport
house for the season, as I have had
several good offers, and go abroad for
two or three months on the coantinent,
so that before my return the vown
house will be re-decorated and every-
thing will be readjusted for a successful
winter. You had betbter take a few
days before deciding what to do. You
can, of course. come with me, if you
are not sick of travel, or go to your
father, who is ready to make you a
handsome allowance; though you will
find that awkward at present, as he is
moving about so much. If you choose
to feel aggrieved just now, you might
persuade your dear, prim Miss Dormean
to either stay here with you or take
that little furnished house that Is to
rent on the lower road, if you prefer
that form of discomfort’ they call
simplicity. You needn’'t decide now ;
take time,”” she added genially, as if
she was doing all that could be asked.

When she ceased speaking, Sylvia, with
bowed head, rose and quickly left the
room.

Then Mrs. Latham gave a sigh of re-
lief that the interview was over, threw
th> papers into a bureau drawer, called
to the maid, who had been all the while
listening in the dressing room, to pre-
pare to arrange her hair, and, taking
the chances that Sylvia would keep her
room, at least for some hours, wrote a
hasty note to Monty Bell, inviting him
to luncheon.

Meanwhile, Sylvia, instead of golug to
her room to cry, took her hat and
crept out into the lane that led to the
woods. She must be quite away by
herself and gain time to think. This
was a terrible sort of grief that ceuld
neither be kept secret not halved by
sympathy, but must be worn in the
full glare of day. Her heart condemned
her Mother wholly, and she understood
why her father kept the  silence of
shame,—to whom could she turn ? As
she gained the woods, and throwing her-
self down on a soft bed of hemlock
needles, closed her dry, burning eyes,
two people seemed to stand side by sids
and lookl at her pityingly,—Lavinia Dor-
man and Horace Bradford,—and mental-
ly she turned toward one and shrank
from ths other. In Miss Lavinia she
saw her only refuge, but between her-
gself ind Horace the shadow of his up-
right,; mother seemed to intervene. What
could they think of her mother playing
at Geisha girl i Her own home at the
very hour of its wreck ?

(To be continued.)

Ask yourself this question:
Why should any piano be called

“Canada’s Biggest Piano Value?”

Now think! That claim must be either true or not true. Twelve
hundred Canadian families proved its truth to their own satisfac-
tion last year. They wrote direct to us for the proofs. They
made a thorough investigation, and they satisfied
themselves, beyond any reasonable doubt, the

Sherlock - Manning
20th Century
Piano

was one of the world’s few
great instruments—by all odds
the world’s best piano at the
price. . So they endorsed our
claim in a practical manner by
bpymg 1,200 Sherlock-Manaing
pianos. If you are thinking
about buying a piano, why not
investigate our claims for your-
self? Just write, asking us to
prove two points to you: First,
Hug th:’:’ ’Sher};mk-Manrﬁng is

anada’s iggest Piano ‘
Value.” Second that the _

Sherlock-Manning is one of the world’s best pianos.

Import_ant.—-—Wg'll prove these claims true and show how you
may own this superb instrument and save $100. Write to-day. 42

SHERLOCK-MANNING PIANO CO.
LONDON (No §treet address necessary) CANADA

Sydney Basic S

The Ideal Fertilizer for Clay and
Muck Soils and Wet Sour Land.

Wherever used last season gave wonderful results. Huncreds |
of Ontario farmers will fertilize with. Sydney Basic Slag
this spring. Apply it to your wornout pastures. e
Use it on all grain crops and turnips.

DISTRICT REPRESENTATIVES .

Eastern Ontario—A. L. Smith, 220 Alfred Street, Kingston.
Western Ontario—W. T. Colwill, Centralia, Huron Co.
Niagara Peninsula—E. PLATTS, Pélham Corners, Welland Co.
Ottawa District—W. H. Dwyer Co., Ltd., Ottawa, Ont.

Who will be pleased to quote you prices.

The General Manager of the Cross Fertilizer Co., Limited,{
Mr. C. R. Walker; will be in Ontario all January and &
Febiuary for the purpose of assisting our district

representatives in arranging agencies.

The CROSS FERTILIZER CO., Limited"

Sydney, Nova: Scotia 4

INGTO
SOUPS

Eleven Delicious Flavours
— Try them !

In Symington’s Soups the true flavours
of the various fresh vegetables are
perfectly preserved, and all the Soups
are in the highest possible degree
wholesome, economical, and nourishihg.

A packet makes a quart, and there is nothihg

to do but to pour the contents into water slir,

boil, and serve. Splendid for a camping meal.
Mulligatawny, Green Pea. Lentil, Pea,
Celery. Onion, Ox Tail. Scotch Broth,
Tomaro. White Vedetabl~. Mock Turle
Can. Agts.: Messrs. F. E. Rotson & Co.,

25 Front Street East, Toronto
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