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CHAPTER 1.
“How shall a man escape from his ances
tors, or draw off from this veins the

black drop which he drew from his
father’s or this mother’s life?”

“Yes. The end has come at last. = The
glcry of the Fauconbergs has been growing
dimmer and dimmer, till now its last
flicker is reached. And so—the end. Lei
us drink to King Finis. May he crown the:
work, at leest .plea.s'alx.x’cly.”, /

The gloom of the great mediaeval din
ing hall; wyith its shabby, faded curtaim
and furmiture, aptly illustrated and em-
hasized the young man’s words. Such
light as was. given by the fow shaded
candles at the end of the long table, where
he and his companion sat, suggested the
mglected ‘decayed state of the apartment;

ré showaﬁ ‘the pearest of ‘the dull por

“tréiits in the panels, the mest stretching

away into obscurity beyond, as their or
iginals did ‘not that of Stuart, if not Tu-
dor, times; ‘it showed the faded, thread-
bare tapestry of the high-backed chairs
that lingd the wall beneath the effigies of
those w. ‘weight in life perhaps thev
had oftén borne, standing like a file of
stntinels before ‘the bygone eilent glories
and traditions of the house. The light fell,
too, upon the young man, curicsity favor-
ing by this feature or that more than
one of the grim portraits which = stared
through ‘dust and cobwebs down upon
him, lounging back in bis chair and
viising the glasg to his lips with a touch
of thd. meck heroie, half humorous, half
roeful, A . good-looking face, marred only
by, a slight, a very slight suggestion of
the viveur, for the acid into which the
weets of pl ! turn had not yet had
‘ﬁ.’m to bite in deeply. The grey eyes were
still, in gpité of the world, frank and
bright, the mouth cynical only by affec-
ation, mot by nature or cven habit. For
original good ever fights long and stub-
bornly with acquired evil before she will

haul doyn her flag and let the enemy’s be
Tun up. .

“You won’t accept the toast, Paul?” he
laughed, as he get down his glass. :

His companion kept silence for a mo-
ment, then, aa though suddenly changing
his intention, ‘he answered with.a smile—
“Yes. 1 drink to the end of your mis-
faken life, my ‘dear Jack, and to the new
existence with which T hope King Finis
will crown'it.” )
" He just éipped his wine, then set down
and ‘away the glass.
~ His host 'ldtighed; not very happy; it
was_the self-reproachful laugh of a man
between thé devil of ruin and dissipation
and the sea of mothingness.

<% All very easy to say, my dear Paul;

ipat the doing.is hard, an-impossibility.”
~“No, no’ Al e

¢ gay yes. You and I are—happily for
no doubt—made of different stuff.

, ?o:x don't wealize-how absurd it would be

& :
- perhaps.

for me ito Ary-to start a new life—like
yours, for - insanee.”’ o

Paul Hascombe’s face -had the look of
a man’s who braces himself to a desper-
ate task with -little -hope -of suecess, but
strenuously from a sense of duty.

#Jack,” the said, leaning forward and
speaking:. with great earpestness, “you
know why, I am,here tonight. You must
listen to-me—to me, the man whom you
snatehed from death in Thamesford Lash-
er this day, seven vears age. I know you
think nothing of it; you were mever an
egoist, #0d. you take it now, as you took
it at the supreme. moment, as the most
ordinary-act of duty in the world. But you
can’t expech, me to.look at it in that way.
What would you think of me if, now that
you are styuggling in the waters of perdi-
tion, T should calmly stand on the bank
abd let you drown?”

. Fauconperg heard him to'the end, smok-
ing quietly as “though in a reéverie.

“The  cagds areé different,” he said.
“Yours was merely & question of a little
dash and nerve; to an athlete iike myseif
it was nothing. New my state is hopeless.
My own fault, I admit, my own madness,
‘ I am not wholly responsible for
"But the strongest man can’t help
me. I am at the end of my tether. Perhaps
% 4 a@ well. T pulled you out of the
Lasher for good. I any man could rescue
me, it would -only be to see me plunge
again, and so go through the horror of
drowning twice.” He gave a little shudder.
“Onee is- enough. So the best thing I can
do-is to cry Ichabod! and then—"" He
finished the sentence with a shrug.

“And them?”- : j
. The -laugh jarred.
“At least,” he said, ”you are too gen

Hﬂkou%e’s gravity -

.erous ‘to maintain that the greatest of

- gl}Hervides which yoir rendered me. gives
. you the might to refuse to: listen now.”’

' his hand acrcss the

' for ' good - works,
certy . a8

o

Fauconberg impulsively streiched out
table. “My dear
Pault’ he protésted. “Should-I be such a
brute as to’shut. up perhaps the one real
friend T Aiave in- the world? Only, before

+ wa go’any farther, it would e a8 well as

you should cleafly realize the stae to which
iy own' folly hassbrought me.”
“You ave ruined—from a wordly pcint
of view?” % 4 f
“I suppose,” “the ‘other returned, “that
dees not seem much to you who go in
and® embrace pov-
I don’t under-

a - bride. -

‘stand it; ouly. this much, that you

are a good fellow, and when I look at

¥ you I“rk;a.v“e some faint idea of thow virtue

iy its' own reéward. But I am bad. Has-
combe, bad; and ja bad man can’t stand
poverty. “It' is le “torture. to him.
"The Hest argument I know in faver of good
versus evil is; that with the ome poverty
can scarcely make a man unhappy, with
the other it drives him at heart into a
de¥il ‘incarnate.” :

Hascombe’s face was brightening.

“Is good out of your veach?’ he asked.

“One would think the wine was out of
yours,” Fauconberg returned, evading the
question, “You must keep me company.
T'm’ afraid it is the last bottle we shall
ever drink together under this roof.”

‘Something in 'his host’s voice made Has-
combe reach forward and take the decan-
ter o avoid looking in his face.-

“You know I allow .myself ‘mno strong
drink as a rule,” he obeerved, as he pour-
ed a little into his glass.
 “Yes,” Fauconberg continued, filling his
own. “I tell yoi,lﬂbeendoénbeatmdxed

for centuries.

traits—"“Captain

hardly worth considering.”

value.”
“Ah!

himeelf into motice. No.

ing was over.”

his

dous art patron,

not be so great.”
Hascombe had misen.

ed to exhale goodness.

of regret. .
At ithe sound
turned his thead.

served.

ed, till at last—"

Time—"

ford it, my dear Paul.”
dusty portraits.
ancestors as a guide.
right?’

“The old colonel.
who ever breathed.”
position?”’
in it.

day.”

enthusiasm, . “‘think  that

Alured. Listen to their
through the generations.
nolt him.”

“Then purge him out of

For a few

“What can I go?”
It is dhe true happiness.”

i
Hascombe bent forward.

near its close.

o forther, By, thig day Oy woek (b
soitbinas i

o

i

It all depends on the stone.
Fauconbergs were never diamonds or
pearis; we none of us ever made much stir
in the world outside our own park walls.
Some of these old fellows did their duty,
‘and fought for their king and country, but
that doesn’t go for much unless a man has
the self-advertizing instindt and can push
Faucon-
bergs just came back home when ithe fight-

before

“What would he have done

Hascombe reburned to his seat.
lie said earnestly, with a itouch of latent
family
boasts of better, nobler men than Captain

voices down
Emulate them,

old place will have passed away from me,
the last of a line whose home it Las been
You can give me a meas-
ure of good advice, Paul; no man better;
but,you can’t give me back the acres what
I and my fathers have squandered on our
pleasures; you can’t soften the heart: of
the Shylcck who is impatient ' for his
pound of flesh. No; folly must pay. The
inherited strain of cxtravagance bequath--
ed by some focl of my line—that fine fel:
jow, I fancy, began it—" he kissed. his
hand towards one of the Georgian por:
Alured = Fauconberg,
hope, my gallant forbear,” you see and ap-
preciate your glorious work!" Well, there
it is,” he added quickly, as though o dis-
miss a subject he dared not speak of seri-
ously. “Men are like jewels; most of us
are dependent upon our setting!
vhat is gone, the stone is of fittle account

“Yet really comprising the intrinsic

The

“And played Cincinnatus.”

“Yes. That's why we have always been
undistinguished, so far as rank goes.
the game, our family is a better one tpan
half the big names in Debrett. That’s the
sting of the business. Take 'the man at
Scotwick, Lord Davenhm, who is going
to bring the Grand Duke of Schwedhurz-
Falkenstein there on. Monday.
peerage to his money, and his ‘money
to’ the fact that his father’s shop was on
the right ide of Bond street. Look aft the
pompous vuigarian, Mr. Samuel Rousfield,
M. 'P., prospective peer, and tremen-
whom the
whole Royal Academy grovels, although
there i mot one of them who does not
| know that the fellow has mo more real
knowledge of art than the man who takes
charge of your umbrella at the door of
Burlington House. It is men such as these
who oust us, and fling their vulgar trail
over all we have held sacred. If only we
might belsucceeded by gentlemen, ever 8o
humble, “but genitlemen, the wrench would

He took ome of
the candles from the table and held it so
as o throw its light on, ithe self-indulgent
face of Captain Alured Fauconberg.
he stood there examining the portrait his
thost eat looking no less attentively at his
friend’s pale, strenuous face, framed in
its setting of dark hair; and as he looked
fie told himself that when he ftook that
desperate plunge into Thamesford Lasher
he hiad done the best day’s work of his
purposeless existéence in saving that life,
for ithe quiet mobility of his presence seem-

“If only I could have left myself in his
place!” he murmured, with a fresh “access

of his voice Hascombe

“So it is alt this man’s door you lay the
blame of your present position
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“The scientific folk would say so,” Fau-
conberg replied. “He certainly was the
first of our line who went the pace, and
slept with his fathers at fortty-two. Since
him we have been intenmittingly debauch-

“It is time you pulled up.”

“Time!” - Fauconberg laughed.
is time 'to stop spending when the purse
is empty and the credit gome.
give up the pleasures of the wicked world
when one has mo longer the means to en-
joy.them, which medns they give me up.

“Time to put on the new man.”
“When the old is worn out? I can’t af-

Hascombe passed on to another of the

“You can renounce, your allegiance to
Captain ‘Alured, and take another of your
This man was all

Rather. * They called
him old Fair-play. He was a splendid fel-
low; as brave and as straight as any, man

“He wou'd have taken care mever to be
We were swells down here in his

your

the blood. It is|
but one black drop. ‘A pogr excuse. Look
at him. Why should you be his slave?|
Ruined ‘though you may be, you have but|
arrived at the gates of a mobler life. You|
thave only to knock for them to be open.”
moments Fauconberg was

{ lace deserted.l suggested that as the
silent. Then he asked suddenly— : Roy &? iy f‘%{‘\ Seotwick Park was irremedy is 56 consist of homeopathic pilules |

“Live for others,” his friend amwezed;
“as you have hitherto lived for ypurself.l

“You believe in it? Honestly believe i

“Fauconberg, I did mot come down here
to preach, but, according to my custom.
to record my gratitude on tthis anniversary |
of the day on which you saved my life.|
Can you suppose I have anything but the|
keenest desire to serve you, to repay you!
in kind? It was your act that made me a|
better man, since it led me to think what |
was meant by fthe mercy that decreed I | enough;
Lshould be snatched firom death. I resolved [ the speaker,
ithat the life almost miraculously givpnf melignant curicsity Dehind it;
fback to me should be devoted, mnsparingly | ford could, had he chesen, have answered |
devoted, to good works; to f[abor among | his question himself.
those that meeded a friend, a friend from |
outside their own wretched, degraded
cirdle, who could be the true adviser with-
out one thought of self in any form, or
of leadership, except so far as he might
be permitited to lead them into the night
path. My work has prospered; I can say
that without cant or brag’ for it draws
I mean,” he went on .in
answer o Fauconberg’s look of surprise.
| “my health i failiog. DMy illness of o

When

We

He owes

As

he ob-

“Yes; it
Time to

in your

“Now,”

5 {

1 years ago has ieft me with heant trouble,

land my dootor hints that my life, at any
rate as I live it, will mot be a long|
| one. But I must go on till I drop. My
| life, my second fife, was a loan for a pur-
| pose. I am sure of that. Now, Joan, my
dear friend,’—he dwelt with almost ten-
| derness upon the words—“to whom, after
|God, I owe the blessing of tthe work I
have done, do you mot see that, stianding |
' as I do, so near the brink of my grave, |
must -be honest awith you? I muslt make
an effort, be it ever so desperate, o save
you, as you once saved me?”’

Fauconberg shook -his head despairingly. |
“Can you save me from myself 4ol

own,” Hascombe returned hopefully.
“You are clever; it is an absolute sin to
waste gifte and talents such as yours.
Leave (to fools the weakness of thinking
that loss of worldly. possessions means an-
mihilation. You are no fool; you have the
grit in you, if you will but-call it up, to
risesuperior to/thedinevitable, and attleast
sprifig again & better man from the buried
germ. of .your- dead. self. For the thought
which I know you have in your mind is
hideous, it is too absurdly wicked to name.
Now, will you cast vanity behind you, join
me, and take my place when 1 must Leave
it?l,-

Before Fauconberg could answer the
door opened, and as he fturned round in
annoyance at the interruption, the butler
announced—

“Mr. Lydford.”

CHAPTER IL

“Sick, not of life’s feast, but of steps to
climb

To the house where life prepares her feast
—of means

To the end.”

under your hospital roof!” a vcice cried;
then its owner fcllowed. A man good-
Icoking, sleek, and [ashicn_,n;bk wo the finger
tips. One who displayed conspicuously
the hall-mark with which spciety is wont
to stamp its approved goods withcut troub-
ling to pierce hencath ihe outer casing vo
s0e whether ¢ are genming metal right
through. . I

“Lydford!. Murray! My dear Murray!”

“I'm in luck. Whep I wound my hora
before your auier gite I°had my doubts
whether the Jord of the castle was in res-
idence. *Your village inn ‘leaves much to
be desired.”

“The inn? My dear fellow! It is un-
mentionable. Why didn’t you let me know
you were in the neighborhood? Here!
Tokelove!” . ;

The mew-comér stopped him by a casual
gesture on his way to the bell.

“I have dined—after a fashion—at the
Pig and Artichoke, or whatever sign your
hestelry hangs ous. I’1l jein you in a glass
of wine and an apple. Mine host of the
Artichcke did this best, but he rather

champagne with a corkscrew. Half the
contents played a jet d’eau to the ceiling.
It was perhaps just as well that I received
the greater part of the wine as a douche
ingtead of intermally, or I might not be
here now, for it seemed to have not even
tihe mest distant connection with the juice
of the grape.”

“The same name, but no relation. Come
along and help us to perform the obsequies
of my ’51 port wine. You know my
friend, Paul Hascombe?” .

Lydford, after the mamner of his kind,
was able by his expression wo indicate the
exact amount of familiarity he desired
with the man brought to his notice. His
casy greeting was pleasant emough, but
his face, though not exactly sneering, was
{hat of a man of taste before the cage of
a strange animal.

“I know Mr. Paul Haseombe very well
by name,” he eaid, holding out a hand
from a stiff elbow. “I was at a concert
the other day got.up by Lady Charlotte
Dynford for his Hostel.”

He went round and seated himself &t
the ther side of the table. Hanscombe
was eyeing their host a little apprehen-
sivelly. - There was reason for it. The
new-comer’s armival ‘thad in a minute
;gough't a dangerous relapse in Faucon-

rg. . :

“How on earth do you suddenly appear
in these parts at this time of night?’

Lydford Jaughed es he filled his glass.

“Never was cpricsity aore pardonable,
my dear Fauconberg,” he ‘answered with
. the perfedt assumance of a man accustomed
to lay down the law om a. foundaticn of
more or less witty casuisiry. “Ti'e rea-
son of my eccentricity is this. I have
‘been staying ‘at Purdlease~you know?”

“Lady Asgarby’s.” i

“Yes; poor dear wold thing. Well, T
was due to leave today and to arrive at
Davenham’s tomorrow for the Grand
Duke’s function. A préovoking misfit;
hardly werth whilé running up to town
for, though I thought of staying on at
Pardleese, but some terrible people were
arriving whom I particularly don’t want
to know, the Rousfields, the railway con-

and as the silly, fussy old woman would
not put them off, I had my portmanteau
packed. I won’t ask a faver of the Daven-
hams, who have not yet gct rid' ¢f the
commercial instinct, and would want a

venient to give it, as T bethought me of
yeu, my friend.” -

“Then why on earth didn’t you come
| to dinner?” Fanconberg cried reprcach-
| fully.

“Becausa the gos<ips at the inn, ill-
informed nest folle are who mind other
pecple’s’ business, told me I should find
the

bhokéd ]t lbe Phtsonally conducted over
vour house cn Monday,you were probably
at home to see-tfhe red cloth put down and
Jthe brown holand, taken off.” He gave
as he wpc‘ke a quizzical glance round the
dreary *rcom. “But no. They stuck me
out that I musi not expect to find. you
here. Tt was ncarly eight o’clock, I was
a®mile away, and I decided to risk poison
rather than starvation. Oh, that atrocious
soup! Shall I zver get its taste off my
palate, its grease out of my system? Now,
my dear Fauccnlerg, it is ages, since we
met. What is the news with you?”

The inquiry was thrown out carelessly
nevertheless Hascombe, watching
felt there was a touch of
that Lyd-

1

“News?’ Fauconberg cried with a little
‘facing of bravado.. “The news with me
is that T have spun my last inch of thread
in weaving the web of pleasure. I have
had a geed time. as our friend Hascombe
will tell you, a bad time; anyhcw, it has
come to an end.” -
“Like most gcod things,” Lydferd com-
mecnted peeling an apple. :
“It can be no néws to you, Murray?” .
l Lydford answered with the somewhat

a4 L bt

i

|

“My opinion of you is better than '_Vour{
]

“A benighted traveller craves shelter |

tractor, a bounder of ,colcssal resilience; |

quid pro quod when it might be incon-

lneeds to be blind,

g

unsatisfying frankness of a cynical nature.
“I heard you were rather in a bad way,
but one dcesn’t care to believe all one
hears, cspecially about one’s friends. Top-
ham Sitgrave told me you were finding
the ‘Jews oppressive, but then little Top,
being the stingiest man in town is always
delighted when an open-handed fellow-
créature comes to grief. Reneagle said
something; he wondered whether “the
Grand Duke would be veceived by Fau-
conberg <f Gains or- Mcses of Hounds-
dich.”

“Very kind of them,” the hcst remark-
ed a little tartly. “It so happens that
though 1 am cleaned out and a beggar,
Gairs doesn’t go to the Hebrews, at
least not just yet.”

“That’s a  comfort,” Lydfcrd remarked
airily. “Well, n‘xy dear Fauccenberg, what
‘s the trouble?’’ :

“The trouble is that I am ruined.”

“Got to pull up and retrench, ch?”

‘“No, mno.” Fauccnberg insisted. “Ab-
solutely done fcr. Ceome to my last sov-
erign, if that is not alredy spent.”

“Nonsense!”

“I tell you it is truwe. Isn’t it, Paul?”’
Hascombe ncdded. “I have been making
the pace so fast that my wind is quite
gone.”” .
+“You must get a second wind.”

Fauconberg laughed. “It would take a
clevercr man than any of us three to
raise it.”

Murray Lydford’s fashionable nfask as-
sumed an expressicn of mingled incredulity
and ‘concern, - the latter feeling being for
himself rather than for his thest. He
glanced inquiringly at Hasombe.

“I'm afraid it is too true,” Paul observ-
ed in answer to the locok. “From a world-
{ly point of view our friend is in a bad
way.”

For a few seconds thére was silence, as
Lydfcrd rapidly reviewed the bearings
and possibilitics of the situation. It was
well to make sure of the thoroughness of
the bad business. )

“Byt this place?”’ he demanded.
abotd Gains?”

“It“is mortgaged up to the tip. I cah
ne longsr pay the interest, and am ex-
pecting foreclosure one day next week.”

Lydford’s face ‘grew more’ thoughtful.

“Dhen, my dear man,” he at length ex-
.claimed in a tome of unsympathetic ;re-
proach, “what are you going to do?’ He
glanced round the half-lighted rcom, me-
lancholy in its faded magnificence, then
coldly back to the man who was to be
its owner for but a few days Jlonger.
“What on eanth are you geing to do?”

Fauconberg laughed a little uneasily un-
der the unfriendly stare.

“You are a man of the world, Murray;
I want your 'advice. Hascombe thas al-
ready given me his.”

The man of the werld shot a glance of
scarcely wveiled eontempt at his fellow-

“What

upsét my merves by opening a ottle of | guest

© “Well,” he repHed with carzless deliber-
ation as he leisurd'y refilled his glass, “if.
as 'you say, my dear Fauccnberg, you are
veally and wruly at the end of your re-
scurces, thero are just two courses cpen
o’ you and”n8 mecre.” .

Faticonberg’s lips were drawn back in a
set musciilar smile. ‘““And they are?”

“Marry a 'fgﬁt‘ume, cr else throw your
cards over ydg’r shoulder and g5 out.”

He spoke cartly and with the decisive-
ness of convication, raising with the last
werd the glad¥'to his Jips in a manner thei
implied therg’ was no more to be said.

Both men Knew well enough what. he
meant by the figurative words of his lat-
ter alterniive, but Fauconberg repeated
them, bardly {nterrcgatively, with a elicrt
hard" laugh, *he affectation of devilmay-
care that a man will show lus company.
where, aloné, he would eclench his hands,
and smile with them, and bite his lips
through in deadly wircstle with the fate
that ‘has grirred them,

‘Get out of the hell wwhere the game has
gone against you,” Lydford explained with
cutting emphasis, speaking rather at Has-
combe who sat gravely silent.

But he roused himself at the suggested
challlenge. .

“You sthink the exchange of hells, sup-
posing this life to be one, would be desir-
able?” he said with quiet sarcasm.

Lydford gave a laugh, the laugh of con-
tempt, as ready as uncalled-for. “I forgot
for the moment that I was trespassing up-
on debatable ground,” he sneered. “But
I always had an idea that such work as
Mr. Hascombe is renowned for must tend
| to remove prejudices.” 6
- “Our endeavors,” Hascombe returned
quietly, “are to improve men’s present
conditions, not to abolish future ones.”’

“You mean that you try and persuade
them that their wretched lot is in reality
a pleasant one?”’ Lydford argued.

“We endeavor to make it so, to brighten
l their lives.”
| “And you succeed?”
| “I hope—I ‘think so.”
| “Through their ignorance.”

1 “NO-”

“I’'m afraid one can hardly imagine your

|succeeding with an educated man. Here

|is an opportunity.” He gave a cymical

{Jaugh, and .indicated their host bv a care-|.

less gesture. “Can you improve our friend
| Fauconberg’s desperate position, or make
| 3t more bearable?”’

| “I have already proposed to ‘do s0.”

i Lydford’s smile deepened, as he looked
| inquiringly towands Fauconberg.

| “A tést case indeed,” he exclaimed with
ia curl of the lip. “And are you, my good
Fauconberg, going to submit yourself to
| this process of make-believe? Is it a coun-
| ter-irritant which is to make you forget
your state by fixing your mind on some-
|hing etill more squalid?or . perhaps the

|of misery warranted if ttaken in a wine-
| glassful of faith to cure similia similibus.”
| Fauconberg saw Hascombe's face flush
| with anger, and judged it expedient to
| check or at least divert the current of Lyd-
| ford’s cyniciem.

| “Have you a better remedy?” he de-
| manded. “Come! I won’t have my friend
}Paul chaffed. Sit down, old fellow,” he
| added, for Hascombe had risen. “You
must not mind Lydford; we all know that
la pretty turn for cynicism is as the breath
'of his nostrils. Now, Murray, what is

iyom‘ allopathic remedy for my troubles?” |

| Lydford gave a shrug. “Judicious matni-
| mony,” he answered carriessly.

Fauconberg laughed. “And you sneer at|

homeopathic cures!”

| pramsfusion of the blood of life—money?”
the cynic rejoined.

Fauconberg leaned back in his chair.
| “Marriage!
lit is not spontaneous, that is: On ome’s
| way o propose to Miss Dives one wou.d
| be sure to meet and fali in love with Miss
Penniless.”

“When a man rushes to a forlorn hope
' he must . look ineither to the right nor to
| the Qeft,. It is expediency, not love, that

it A

!

ment.
shrug of indifference.
you have?

parents do.
ticket and stick it on their daughter. You|
have an old name and”’—he glanced round |
the room—“‘an old place to offer: a some-|
what rare asset in these shoddy days, al-|
though hardly showy enough for medern |
Still wrirbn]
money and push; svhich comprise now 3§
days the' shield, the sword and the battle,
you could. practically, command a- title.
There is Rousfield, “the contractor, down
in thbse pants mow. He has got a daugh-

ners modeled on the
table d’hote and flavored with the emell of
varnish from ten thousand pounds worth
of glaring canvases fresh from the Acad-
emy. Still, the commercial instinct has
made England what it is, and if only men
of taste boughit pictures, our R. A.’s would
be put to it to pay their framers’ bills.

|
|
|

“Is it not rather a surgical operation? A |

i

I don’t like the idea; when |

|
i
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| vich girls with whem- a man might half
fall in love.”

v wih 3 e Ub-i SPECIAL “ARVBT OFFERS
Lydford unexpectediy accepted the com-|§ .

“The half, of which the whole is len
s

served with a smile.

“Perfhaps,” he astented with his
“But what would
Pure silk is finest, no doubt;

but silk mingled with wool wears better

and keeps you warmer.”

“T have nothing mow to offer a rich

girl,” Fauconberg objected. “They know|
their values.”

“Their price, you mean. At least, their
It is they who write the

vulgarity and pretentiousness.

ber.
“Yiou ran away from Tady Asgarby’s be-
cause he was coming. You won't know
dm.”
“Certainly not—for nothing. I am not a

marrying man and have enough to live om.

Moneover, I don’t relish pretentious din-
menu of an hotel

If you are as desperate as you say you

might do worse than swallow the ex-
ganger, his dinners, and his best mastic,

and bid yourself and Gains, while it is
yours, for the fai# and overdressed Miss

Rousfield. Only, as a preliminary, I should
advise you #o wire to Tottenham Court
Road for a battalion of painters and var-
mnishers and, above all, gilders.

If Rous-
fie’d, M. P., art patron, doesn't get his
eye caught by the glint of his favorite

burnish, he won’t think much of you. H's

good books are books of gold-leaf.”
“And the daughter is fair?” It was hard

to say whether Fauconberg was taking the

suggestion seriously or mot. '
“Fair in complexion, with a itendency to

brickdust and med-ochre. Something the

color of the ballast under ithe paternal
lines. Age may tone-her down, but she
certainly won’t match your furniture at
present.”

Fauconberg turned with a grimace to
Hascombe.

“What do you say, Paul? Cam you ad-
vise me to try my luck with ithe dMammon
of fish-plates?”’ 8

Hascombe shook his head. “Honestly, I
can’t advise you to approach marriage in
that spirit. There are other and more
honest means of gaining a livelihood.”

“A livelihood!” Lydford echoed scorn-
fully.

“Then in allying yourself,” Hascombe
went on calmly, “with a family whose
ways are mot as your ways, with whom
you have no sympathy and for whom your

feeling would be one of hardly veileu con-

tempt. I think too well of you, Faucon-
berg, to wish to see you playing that
nart.”

“What is the man to do?” Lydford de-
manded. :

Hascombe rose with a smile. “We seem

to look at the position from such diamet-
rically opposite points of view,” he said,
“that I fear we are not in the least likely
to agree upcn a modus vivendi.
berg, as I have to be off early in the morn-
ing, you will let me say good night. Don’t

trouble to get up to send me off, but let

me see or hear from you soon. Good night,

and on this night of all obhers in the year
I meed not assure you of my comcemn for
He wrung
Fauconberg’s hand, then turned to the
“When I tell you, Mr. Lyd-
ford, that on this day seven years ago,
John Wauconberg saved my life at the risk
of his own, you will understand that I can- |
miot so ill repay him as to bid him take a

your welfare and happiness.”

other man.

course which I do mot believe to be in his
best interests. Good night.”

“I ghall certainly see yocu before you

start, my dear Paul,” Fauconberg said.

“Qur friend is by way of being a Quix-
ote,” Lydford remarked when he.and his

host were alone.

“Paul Ilascombe is a good feliow,” Fau-
conberg replied. I only wish I had half

his grit.””

“A very wonthy fellow.. And you pulled |
him out of ihe water; I mecollect, now|
that the ‘mentioned it. T hope you got 2|
thegal. Pérsonaly I rather believe in these |

Quixotes, as having - their uses in the

schome of society, in that they persuade|

the ‘hoi polioi into accepting their lot.
They are the salt which keaps falling-into
the seathing cauldron of the lower human-
ity thereby raising the boiling point and
keeping it from bubbling over. Now, seri-
ously, Fauconberg, what are you going 0
do with younself? You don’t seom to
fancy the contractior’s plant twining
round the old oak, ¢h?”
(To be continned.)

WEDDINGS-

Galbraith-MacAfee.

Lorneville, N. B., Sept. 30—Wednesday
afternoon at 2 o'clock the Lornville Pres-
byterian church was theé scene of a very
pretty wedding ceremony, wiren  Miss
Annie MacAfee, cldest daughter of An-

dréew MacAfee, was marricd to Austin
Galbraith, of Lorneville (N. B.) The
church hnd been tasiefully deccrated for

the “occasion ivith poited phants, flowers,
ferns and autwpn leaves. L
The bride entcred the church cn the

Home laundrying is so
much cleaner and fresher
and so much eagiergQd
the, clothes. ¥
get every bit a8
finish, too, if
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arm of her father, who gave her away,
e strains of the wedding march, which
was played by Miss Kate Girdweed. The
choir also sang The Vcice vhat Breathed
0%r Eden. The ceremony was perfcrmed
by the Rev. L. A. Malcolm, pastor of the
Presbyterian church.

The bride lcoked charming in a dross of
biue ladies’ dlcth, and carried a handsome
bridal bouquet. She was attended by her
cousin, Miss Elleda Cunningham, who also
carried a bouquet. The groom was sup-
ported by his brether, W. T. Galbraith.

After the ceremeny the bridal part
then proceeded to the-home of the bride,
accompanied by the nearest relatives of
the bride and groom. Supper was then
werved, after nvhich the happy couple left
for.a trip to Beston, amid showvens of rice
and gocd wishes.

The bride was one of ILcraesville mest
popular young ladies, and the beautiful
presents spcke of the high esteem in which
the young couple were held.

| Cobham-Parker.

A very pretty wedding took place at
the wesidence of W. J. Parker, 3¢ Wall
street,” Oct. 3, when his eldest daughter,
Miss’ Bmma Maud Parker, was united
in marriage to Ralph W. Cobham, of the
steamer St. Croix. [The ceremony was
performed by Rev. P. J. Stackhouse, B.
D., of the Tabernacle church. The bride,
who presented a charming appearance, was
attired in a travelling suit of royal blue.
The happy caouple received many beautiful
and costly presents. ‘After the ceremony

Mr. and Mrs. Cobham left in the steamer
St. Croix on a bridal trip to Beston and
New York. They will reside at 3¢ Wall
street.

Spear-Moore.

St. Stephen, N. B., Sept. 20—Aquiet
matrimonial event dook place at the home
of Mr. and Mrs. J. Alpheus Moore, at

their eidest daughter, Emily Myrtle, was
united in marriage to John Wilmot Spear
of Calgany. The ceremony was performed
in the parlor which was prettily trimmed
for the occasion with evergreen, autumn
leaves, potted plants, ferns, etc., in the
jpr(xsence of the immediate relatives and
| friends of the bride. Rev. D. R. Chowen
being the officiating clergyman, assisted
by T. A. Patterson. The bride looking
very micely was chanmingly gowned in
white organdie trimmed with allover lace
and chiffon. After the ceremony and con-
gratulations @ reception was held and ve-
freshments served at he close of which
the married coupie made preparations to
start for a tour to Western Canada and

travelling suit of brown broadcloth with
brown silk trimmings, hat to match. They
left on the evening tvain intending to visit
Montreal, Toronto, Niagara Falls, Winni-
peg and other imponanit Canadian cities en
route and to be at home in the mew wewi-
dence at Calgary after Oct. 10th.. The

evidenced by the nmny_:m‘d costly remem-
Dbrances received.

The groom was formerly a prominent
merchant of Benton, but a year ago went
ito Calgary where he has since been en-

to the bride was a beautiful goid broach
sot with pearls. Before the amrival of the
train a large crowd gathered at the sta-
| tion 'to givgfthem a send off by showering
| rice andgbestowing many good wishes for

o | happipgds in their new home in the west.

Earle-Coggan.

M\ Voery prelty wedding tcok place at
howe of the bride’s graad faher, Chas.
Scribner, Springfield, Kings ccunty, <n
Sere. 28, When William J.
|united in marriage to Lem M. Coggan,
A ft the cevemony was porformed by

Aler

v and showed tho

i Burnside-White.

A very pretty wedding took place on
| Saturday evening at the residence of the
| bride, 254 Brussels street, when- Rev. Dr.
Raymond united in marriage. Albert Burn-
side, assistant engineer of the St. John
|street railway power house, and Miss An-
i nie Henrietta White, daughter of Henry
White, of this city.

'

a dainty breakfast was served, after which |

DeWolfe, on Monday, Sept. 26th, when|

the bride became attired in a becoming|

esteem in which the bride was held was|

Earle was |

2 | Bold, died at Chestnut Hill (Pa.), Sept.

The bride wore a|J. W,
most becoming traveling suif of blue] Halifax,

LAYTON BROS

143 Peel Street, Montreal

to ‘ broadcloth with hat to match and looked
\charming. Owing to the illness of her

mothér only immediate relatives were
‘prosent at the marriage and an intended
iLrip to Boston had to be postponed to a
| later date.

| A large number of handsome presents
i testified to the esteem in which the young:
people are held by their many friends.
| The employees of the street railway car
house shawed their gocd will to their pop-
| wlar comrade by presenting a handsome
| sideboard. Mr. and Mrs. Burnside will re-
side at 254 Brussels street.

OBITUARY

Capt. C. W. Brooks.

Capt. \C. 'W. Brooks, of the Bangor
schooner -Alice L. Lord, who died Tues-
| day at Manzanilla, Cuba, after an illness
of three weeks, was a resident of the
Ledge (N. B.), for a number of years, He
was a most efficient seaman, and held the
respect of his men and his friends gen-
crally. Ile leaves a wile, son and daugh-
ter, for whom the deepest sympathy is
felt. Captain Brooks was fifty years of
age. ;

u

Mrs. Maud Tait.

Mrs. Maud: Tait, wife of William Tait,
died yesberday morning at her residence,
19 Hanover street. Mrs. Tait was a daugh-
ter of Andrew Damery and was thirty
years of age. Desides her husband she
leaves one child.

Mrs. Tait was married only, last spring,
and the circumstances of her deathh are
unusually sad.

| Michael O'Keefe.

| The death of Michael O'Keofe occurred
yesterday at the home of his son-in-law,
M. Collins, Main street, Fairville. He had
attained the advanced age of eighty-seven:
but retained his powers to the last. e
was a mative of Youghal (Ire) Mr.
O’Keefe was a butcher and up to the time
of his death was the oldest of his calling
in these parts. Ilis death, from heart
failure, was rather sudden. [e retived as
usual Thursday night, but death took place
yesterday morning. Two daughters, Mrs.
Collins, Fairville, and Mrs. Black, Ottawa,
survive and seven sons, all of whom are
butehers.

Sydney Kerr, Formerly of Bath-
! urst.

Jathurst, N. B., Sept. 20--A telegram
was received here from Regina ammoumc-
ing the death by drowning at that place
of Sydney Kerr. Mr. Kerr, who was a
Bathurst boy, was much loved by a large
number of friends and who all most sin-
cerely regret his early death. His sister, )
| Miss Tda Kerr, who 'was visiting with
friends here last week, only leaving for
&t. John just a short time before the re-
ceipt of the telegram, has the sincere and
heartfelt sympathy of all in her bereave-
ment.

gaged at mercantile business. His present |

Mrs. Marion Kyle.

Mps. Marion Kyle, widew of James
Kyle, died Saturday, at her residence, §)
Acadia street. Mrs. Kyle had been in
poor health for nearly two years. She
{leaves one son, William J. Kyle, of this
| city, arnd one daughter, Mrs. A. S. Foster,
l‘uf Bositon. The funeral will take place to-\
| day.

% John Foster Kirk.

John TFoster Kirk, at one time ama-
| nuensis and assistant to Prescott, the his-
| torian, and who subsequently wrote a two
| volume work, The History of Charles the
| 20th. Kirk was born at Fredericton in
1824.

I,

Capt. D. H. Morris.

Capt. David H. Morris, of Windsor (N.
S.), died Friday afternoon after a few
days’ iilness ,of pneumonia. For
years he sailed for the Kennys, of Halifax
He was about severty-two years of age,
Te leaves a widow, two sons and two
| daughters. Dr. Clerence M., at Windsor;
|'d. W, in the Union Bank at Sydney ;Mm’.

Curry and Mes. L C. S:tewm'
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