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Children Cry for Fletcher's

CASTOR IA
The Mind You Have Always Bought, and which has been 

in nse lor over SO yenvs, has borne the signature of 
i and has been made under his per
sonal supervision since Us infancy. 
Allow no one to deceive you In this. . 

All Counterfeits, Imitations and ** Just-as-good ” are but 
\ Experiments that trifle with and endanger the health of 

Infants and Children—Experience against Experiment. !

What is CASTORIA
Castoria Is a harmless substitute for Castor On, Pare
goric, Drops and Soothing Syrups. It is pleasant. It 
contains neither Opium, Morphine nor other Karcotio 
substance. Its age is its guarantee. It destroys Worms 
and allays Feverishness. For more than thirty years it 
has been In constant use for the relief of Constipation, 
Flatulency, Wind Colic, all Teething Troubles and 
Diarrhoea. It regulates the Stomach and Bowels, 
assimilates the Food, giving healthy and natural sleep. 
The Children’s Panacea—The Mother’s Friend.

GENUINE CASTORIA ALWAYS
Bears the Signature of

The Kind Yon Have Always Bought
In Use For Over 30 Years

 . ! TMt CPNTSirn COMM»’- MS-wvopg ei*v. •

A CRUEL DECEPTION
OR WHY DID SHE SHUN HIM? BY EFFIE ADELAIDE ROWLANDS

Chas. Sargeant
First Class Livery

Horses for Sale at all times.

Public Wharf. Phone 61

Do you try to buy high- 
grade printed matter the 
same as you would pig 
iron and coal at so much 
per. It can’t be done. 
Why? Because printed 
matter to be RIGHT must 
be sixty per cent, brains 

mixed with forty per cent. . 
of material and mechani
cal execution.

Printed matter turned 
out of The Advocate Job 
Dept, is RIGHT.

Synopsis of Canadian Northwest 
Land Regulations

TRILBY 
SHOE CREAM

PRESS SIDES TO OPEN BOX

SELF OPENING
HINGED COVER TIN
No broken finger nails.
No knife or lever needed In 
opening this box.

PINCH IT TO OPEN 
PINCH IT TO CLOSE

THAT’S ALL

ONLY 10c EVERYWHERE

Everett Barron Co.
Amherst, N. S.

Any pei son who is tne sole head 
of a family, or any male over 18 years 
old, may homestead a quarter section 
of available Dominion land in Man
itoba, Saskatchewan or Alberta. 
The applicant must appear in person 
at the Dominion Lands Agency or 
Sub-agency for district Entry by 
proxy may be maae at any agency, 
on certain conditions, by father 
mother, son, daughter, brother or 
sister of intending homesteader.

Duties: Six months’ residence 
upon and cultivation of the land in 
each of three years. A homesteader 
may live within nine miles of his 
homestead on a farm of at least 80 
acres solely owned and ocupied by 
him or by his father, mother, son, 
daughter, brother or sister.

In certain districts a homesteader 
in good standing may pre-empt a 
quarter section alongside his home
stead, Price 83 per acre

Duties: Must leside upon the | 
homestead or pre-emption six months 1 
In each of six years from '’ate of 
homestead entry (including the time j 
required to earn homestead patent) i 
and cultivate fifty acres extra.

A homesteader who has exhausted i 
his homestead right and cannot j 
obtain a pre-emption may enter for a j 
purchased homestead In certain * 
distilets. Price $3 per acie. Duties: 
Must reside six months in each of | 
three years,cultivate fifty acres and 
erect a house worth 8300.

W. W. COPY.
Deputy of the Minister cf the In

terior.
N. P. —Unauthorized publication of 

this advertisment will not be paid 
for.

(Continued)
Mr. Trevelyan laughed as he un

folded a newspaper.
“Of course, I don’t think him a 

thief. A man may be unsatisfactory 
without being a modern Jack Shep
pard, you know, little woman!

But—’’Lady Augusta was quite de
pressed. She had taken such a fancy 
to this young man; but her husband’s 
views and opinions of life and people 
were to her Infallible. Blunt and 
simple as he seemed, she had many 
leasons for knowing his judgment 
was absolutely sound and reliable.

She had hoped he had taken a lik
ing for the organist of the old church, 
and experienced quite a little shock 
when he rose from his chair and add
ed firmly, and without any sort of 
hesitation:

“And that is what this handsome 
young Hunter is to me, Gus—eminent
ly unsatisfactory in every sense of 
the word. No, don’t ask me to be ex
plicit; you know that is one of my 
failings, little woman. I am no good 
as an qrator, and I can’t put into 
words exactly what I feel concerning 
this young man. I only know I don’t 
t-.ust him one inch farther than I can 
sec him, and there’s the end of the 
matter.’’

And, with a nod of his head, Mr. 
Trevelyan put his newspaper under 
his arm and went off to the smoking 
room.

CHAPTER VI
Rain was falling heavily. London 

was a sea of mud, In spite of it, the 
streets were full of traffic. Looking 
down from a window of the great 
hotel in which Mrs. Brabante and 
suite were located, for"the time being, 
A1 wynne could see nothing but a rush
ing to and fro of umbrellas, a cease
less flow of hansom cabs, with closed 
windows and dripping, mackintoshed 
drivers; the omnibus roofs were de
serted except for the desolate looking 
coachmen.

It rained so persistently, so heavily. 
It had rained ever since they had 
ccme to London. A1 Wynne’s sensitive 
nerves were always affected largely 
by climatic influences, and this wet,

I warm weather depressed her most 
; terribly.
! She felt she hated London, bated 
i the dull, dark hotel, with its stuffy 
• atmosphere and obsequious waiters. 
She was weary of this gray, sodden 

| sky. weary of the mud an J. the um- 
I biellas that looked like an army of 
! mushrooms marching to and fro.
■ Her book lay open on her knee—she 
J was quite alone. She had not ox- 
| changed a dozen words with her 
I mother since that evening on board 
; the Xcutonic. They sat together at 
table,"and drove out together in the 

I car* which Paul had immediately en- 
; gaged, but they never spoke, 
i Oh Alwynne’s part this silence did 
j r.ot come from sullenness, nor from 
any ill temper. It was simply that 

j she did not know how to address her 
! mother, or what subject to introduce.
1 There had never been with them any 
o' those pretty, intimate, tender con
fidences which exist sometimes be 

I tween moher and child.

She had many disagreeable moments 
with her mother, but none so dis
agreeable as this. There had been 
two days, a few months back, when 
Mrs. Brabante had expressed the 
same sort of displeasure when she 
discovered that Alwynne had laugh
ingly dismissed a certain boyish ad
mirer they had met traveling in 
America, and had delberately turned 
her back on the heir to an old baron
etcy and an immense fortune.

Mrs. Brabante had been dismayed 
and angry then; but Alwynne, beyond 
a pang of compunction in thinking of 
the young fellow’s disappointment, 
had felt that the storm of her moth
er’s displeasure would not last very 
long, and this had been the case.

Now, however, all was very differ
ent. There was not only the question 
o: her mother to be considered ; there 
was the question of herself—of her 
own feelings, of her sufferings, and of 
the probable sufferings of that other 
whose dark face, eloquent with emo-1 
tion, whose marvelous eyes seemed | 
graven forever on her sight to meet 
her gaze whenever she might turn or 
look. /

She sighed wearily as she sat by j 
the rain-splashed window. She was 
growm pale and thin in these last 
few days. The torture at her heart. * 
tke regret mingling with the hopeless-, 
ness that came over her while she 
scanned the future that lay before 
her, had left Its trace already upon 
her lovely young face. The exquisite

There was a moment’s silence be
tween them, and then the girl raised 
hei beautiful eyes to her mether’s 
face.

“I shall neither desire nor permii 
this man to dictate to me, mother, or 
to attempt to have any influence on 
my actions!’’

Mrs. Brabante’s nostrils dilated a 
little. It was the only visible sign of 
auger she permitted herself.

“You adopt a strange tone in speak
ing to me, Alwynne!” she said, and 
her voice was not quite clear.

“I am not what I was, mother!” Al
wynne answered quietly. She was 
drawing on her gloves, but her hands 
tumbled a little. “We change as 
we grow older; and I am no longer a 
child now!”

‘What am I to understood by this 
speech ” Mrs. Brabante queried, 
speaking in the same voice—a voice 
that had a sound of concentrated 
fury in it.

Alwynne paused.
» “I mean, mother, that I no longer 
wish to be treated as a child! I—I 
wish to know the truth—the whole 
truth!”

Mrs. Brabante was walking across 
tic room; at the door she turned.

“The truth!” she repeated. ‘The 
truth about what, pray?”

Alwynne* paused/ a, momqnt; her 
lovely face had grown white and 
drawn.

“Mother,” she said, almost in a
freshness seemed gone for the mo- v.hlsper, “mother, I have thought 
ment. Alwynne loked more as a sor- over ^ 50 often. What are we? What 
row laden woman should look than a *s our rteht place? What what is 
bright girl in the early summer of her this old man to us? Why should he 
life- dictate to you? Why should he come

She roused herself, and a flush in*° our Bfe, no matter where we 
came into her fair cheeks as the door be? Why should he control our
opened and her mother entered. , actions? Why ’ She broke off 

Mrs. Brabante was buttoning her hurriedly, and turned away, 
gloves. ' | Mrs. Brabante had grown very pale

“I am going to Paquin’s about your Thetrd was a strange expression 
dresses. Will you come, Alwynne ” around heiylips and in her eyes. She 
she said coldly. vas silent tor a moment. Whei she

The girl shut her book nervously sPc>ke her voice was clear, and cold 
and rose at once. A sort of hope rush- at* steel.
ed through her mind that this was the “I am at a loss to comprehend you 
beginning of something pleasanter. entirely, Alwynne! You have known

“If you wish it, mamma!” she said 
hurriedly.

Mrs. Brabante laughed, not very 
pleasantly.

Sh* Henry Graham intimately all your 
life. You can remember him in your 
babyhood. Why you should choose 
this moment to start a series of ex-

“You are wonderfully dutifuj to- traordinary questions about such an
day?” she observed. Then coldly:

| “Yes, I do wish it; and I desire, moro- 
: over, that you will take some slight 
i interest in your clothes this after
noon. It is neither grateful nor good 
form to be so ridiculously indifferent

o'd and valued friend I confess puz
zles me considerably!” The older 
woman breathed a little heavily, and 
then laughed. “You have chosen an 
awkward moment, too; for I have 
made an appointment at three with

to everything as you seem to be d^sir- Paquin about your presentation dress,
i ous of appearing lately.”

"Clothes are apt to get a little ted- 
I ious after a time,” the girl answered, 
biting her lip first, and then speaking 

j with almost a touch of her mother’s 
• manner. Her heart was beating pain
fully.

Mrs. Brabante laughed again.
; "You really amuse me sometimes, tion of a presentation dress, 
j Alwynne with your extraordinary society is no place for me

and we have only just five minutes in 
which to get there. The carriage is 
waiting. Are you quit? ready?”

Alwynne turned suddenly.
"No, mother, I am not ready," she 

said coldly, but firmly. "I will drive 
with you if you desire it, but I refuse 
to have anything to do with the ques- 

Court 
The

greater than words In it—a sorrow 
mingled with pain, and a contempt 
that came unconsciously. She lived a 
living mental death in that moment, 
yet there was a sense of relief that 
rose paramount to all.

“You—you wish me to choose— 
now ?" she said, in a low, tense, sti
fled voice.

“There is no time like the present."
Mrs. Brabante was recovering her

self. Her face was pale, but her head
wajs reared proudly. She was a 

magnificent picture of mature beauty 
at this moment.

“My choice is made,” ANfynnc said 
slowly; and, as she spoke, there was 
a dull, curious ache in her head and 
side.

Her mother looked at her silently.
“You—choose—poverty and starva

tion?”
“I choose—freedom and hard 

work ! ’’ Alwynne answered; and then 
a rush of tears blinded her.

She did not see her mother move 
t » the door. She scarcely heard her 
mother’s voice as she said coolly and 
unconcernedly that the door of free
dom and hard work was open to her 
os soon as possible.

She only realized that a great cris
is had come in her life, that she had 
cut herself adrift from the only being 
whom she had possessed in the 
world—that henceforth she was utter
ly and indeed alone!

Alwynne was standing exactly 
v. here her mother had left her, when 
the door opened and Marie came in, 
tearing a note in her hand.

From madame,” she said, putting 
l* on the table and eying the girl care
fully and tenderly.

Alwynne turned slowly.
“Has my mother gone out?” she 

asked, and her voice sounded hollow 
and faint. It seemed to her only a 
moment that she had been left there 
standing, bewildered, yet acutely con
scious.

Marie answered that madame had 
just gone. She went about the room 
putting away one or two things, ap
parently quite unobservant of Alwyn- 
ne’s white face and silence, yet see
ing and hearing everything only too 
clearly.

The girl stood on, not touching the 
letter. Her eyes went over the park 
that stretched before the hotel. The 
rain was still falling, the budding 
trees seemed to glisten with the wet, 
the pavements reflected the passers- 
by, the mud ran in rivulets beside 
the curb. It was a cheerless scene 
and the depression in it made Al- I 
wynne shiver.
'She looked around suddenly as the ; 

rustle of silk broke on her ear 
Marie had opened a wardrobe and 
had taken down an exquisite gown.

Ml DYSPEPTIC 
CM BET WILL

By Taking “Frult-a-tlves" 
Says Cap!. Swan

Life is very miserable to those who 
suffer with Indigestion, Dyspepsia, 
Sour Stomach ana Biliousness. This 
letter from Captain Swan (one of the 
best known skippers on the Great 
Lakes) tells how to get quick relief 
from Stomach Trouble.
Port Burwkll, Ont., May 8tli, 1913.

“A man has a poor chance of living 
and enjoying life when he cannot eat. 
That was what was wrong with me. 
Loss of appetite and indigestion was 
brought on by Constipation. I have 
had trouble with these diseases for 
years. I lost a great deal of flesh 
and suffered constantly. For the last 
couple of years, I have taken “Fruit- 
a-tives” and have been so pleased with 
the results that I have recommended 
them on many occasions to friends and 
acquaintances. I am sure»that “Fruit- 
a-tives” have helped me greatly. By 
following the diet rules and taking 
‘ * Fruit-a-tives* * according to directions, 
any person with Dyspepsia will get
bcnc6t”‘ H. SWAN

‘ ‘Fruit-a-tivea* * are sold by all dealers 
at 50c. a box 6 for $2.50, or trial size 
25c. or sent postpaid on receipt of price 
by Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottawa.

temper which tempted you to forget 
yourself is a thing of the past, and 
you are now as eager to dismiss the 
painful scene from your mind as I am 
eager that it should so be dismissed. 
Your affectionate mother,

LOUISE BRABANTE.”
Alwynne read this letter through 

quietly twice, then she laid it on the 
t«ble and sat gazing at it Her young 
ftce was clouded with an expression 
that seemed full of every sad emotion 
—her young heart beat sorrowfully in 
her breast. Alwynne could read her 
mother’s Iron determination beneath 
the specious affection of this note. No 
matter what her child’s feelings might 
be. she would carry out her own de
sires, and live according to her own 
pleasure.

As she sat there in the luxurious ho
tel room, surrounded on every side by 
the outside evidences of all that is 
supposed \to make life livable, yet 
bearing in her young heart the burden 
of unutterable desolation and misery, 
the girl shivered. The very splendor 
that was about her hurt her today in 
a vague yet a sufficiently definite 
manner. SShe said passionately to 
herself/ëne would rather be starving 
in sojne garret with a mother whom 
she could love and revere—a mother

HOTEL MIRAMICHI

=tf
J. A. WHELAN, Manager.

Most Luxurious and Up-To- 
Date Hotel in Northern 

New Brunswick

NEWCASTLE, Miramichi, N.B.

FEATURES OF
HOTEL MIRAMICHI

Telephone Connection in every room. 
Artistically Furnished Rooms with Private 

Baths.
Building is of Brick with Adequate Fire 

Pfgtaction.
wBituatiow—The Heart of the Sportsman’s 

Paradise;
Best Fishing Privileges on the North Shore 

Provided.
Imported Chefs.
Fine Sample Rooms.
Livery Stable in Connection.
Rates 12.00 and «240 a Day

TAX NOTICES—Veer and County 
Hates and Rood Tax Notices can be 
hod et /The Advocate Job Dept, 
very latest- styles at The Advocate 
Job Dept.

| is interested and should know 
about the wonderful
Jfarvsl Douohe

j manners. Do you think it actually girl’s breast was heaving, the long 
impresses me or any one else, this as- folds of her cloak were flung back, 

I sumption of disgust on your part end her figure was drawn to its full 
I v. ith the world, the flesh, and the and graceful height. “I will be under 
devil? I remark, that for a person no obligation to Sir Henry Graham, 

Alwynne had been prepared, as has , who jesires to live an anchorite’s life, mother. I will accept no patronage 
bien shown, to lavish the whole | you take very kindly to French dress- from him, or from any woman of so- 
vealth of her >oung heart and love , es an(j prenCh cooking!” ciety whom he has induced to act as

hei mother, had she been permit- ; "Mother!” Alwynne turned around my chaperon in this matter.”
swiftly. She had put on her hat, an1 “You refuse to be presented?” Mrs. 
was pinning the veil over her face. Brabante said, her voice full of in- 
Tliere was -a sudden ring of anguish credulity and fierce anger, 
in her voice. She paused a moment, There was a pause and a curious 
and then said very quietly: “Mother, si.ence between them.

Ask your druggist for 
it. If he cannot supp/. 
the MARVEL, accept no 
other, but «end stamp for Illus
trated book—sealed. It gives full
particulars and directions invaluable ___
to ladies. W1NDSORSUPPLY CO..Windsor,Ont 

General Agents for Canada.

Eastern
Steamship Corporation

INTERNATIONAL LINE

Autumn Excursions
via the

INTERNATIONAL LINE 
Going: Sept. 19—Oct. 16, Inclusive 
St. John to Boston and Return $7.00 
St. John to Portland and Return 6.50

Through tickets at proportionately 
low rates, on sale at all railway sta
tions.

Leave St. John for Eastport, Lubtc, 
Portland and Boston, on Monday, 
Wednesdays and Fridays at 9.00 a. m. 
Direct service, St John to Boston, in 
effect until Sept 26th; leaves St. John 
Tuesdays and Saturdays at 7.00 p. m

MAINE STEAMSHIP LINE
Direct service betwe n Portland 

and New York. Leaves Franklin 
Wharf, Portland, Tuesdays, Thurs
days, and Saturdays at 6.80 p. m., 
commencing Oct 1.

Through tickets on sale at all rail
way stations, ,and baggage checked 
through to destination.
L. R. THOMPSON, T. F. 4k P. A.

• A. EL Fleming, Agent*
St John. N. R

Ml nerfs Llnimsnt RejMevfrs Neu
ralgia.

ted or encouraged to do so;^but when 
the beautiful blossom of her filial af
fection had been blighted in the chill 
wind of her mother’s absolutely un
sympathetic worldly nature, there 
had sprung up in Alwynne’s breast a 
sort of constraint when she and Mrs. 
Brabante were alone.

There was no subject in common 
they could discuss. Clever woman as 
she was, Louise Brabante’s cleverness 
was essentially superficial. She read 
and studied, not for the pleasure or 
interest she gave herself, but for the 
knowledge she would be able to give 
to other people. She knew art, as a 
fashionable accomplishment ; she 
could discuss pictures, books, poetry, 
music, with the greatest in the world 
but the real meaning of all these 
things did not even come into the 
limited area of her comprehension. 
She could not understand and certain
ly did not sympathize with the tears 
that would fill * Alwyne’s beautiful 
eyes as she listened to the voice of 
some great singer, or sat with her 
face grown pale and quivering while 
an orchestra gavne forth the marvel
ous harmonies and shadings of the 
great modern master of music.

Mrs. Brabante made a point of go
ing to a Wagnerian concert or opera 
on every good occasion, but \ it was 
with difficulty she could stifle her 
yawns or, sit through the long hours.

It is not necessary t*i follow to Its 
bitterest understanding the lack of 
sympathy that existed between mother 
and daughter. It will be sufficient to 
Ireuiemher the extraordinary differ
ence in their nature ; and, remember
ing this, it will be no difficult matter 
to realize the miserable condition of 
things during the days following on AI 
Wynne’s refusal of Lord Taunton’s of
fer, and her mother’s overwhelming 
disappointment at such an event.

Alwynne knew nothing of their im
mediate plane. She lived alone in 
her room, except when she Joined her 
mother in her apartment, and eat 
through the long luncheon or dinner 
in a silence which was almost un
bearable.

The girl felt that It would be im
possible to continue such a life long.

why will you try to set up a barrier 
between us? Why will you treat me 
l«ke this?"

“I consider I treat you far too well, 
far too generously! 1 stint you in 
nothing!”

“There are other things besides 
French dresses and French cûoking,” 
the girl said, in a low voice.

“You pine for sympathy, for the 
affinity of soul to soul!” Mrs. Bra
bante said languidly, going to the win
dow and surveying the rain through 
her glasses. "Good heavens! Whal 
a deluge! What a climate!” She 
closed her glasses with a click. “1 
have never been a sentimentalist, as 
you know. It is impossible for me to 
gratify the vague yearnings of a ro
mantic girl’s romantic heart You 
were very unwise to refuse Lord 
Taunton’s offer! He would have made 
you a charming companion, 1 am sure

he is so sympathetic!”

Alwynne met her mother’s eyes 
full. She did not falter.

“I refuse!" she repeated, in the 
same low voice. "I refuse absolute
ly!”

“Are you mad?” lier mût her left 
the door, and came across, gripping 
her arm in a hold that was painful. 
“What are you?” the angry woman 
questioned roughly. “How dare you 
speak to me like this, how dare you!" 
She released her hold suddenly, and 
the girl almost staggered from her.

“Listen to me, Alwynne, and do 
not think I am speaking for your 
amusement or my own. I am your 
mother. You owe everything in the 
■world to me, and yet what is my re
ward? What do you give me in re
turn? Ingratitude and rebellion! It 
is useless to appeal to your sense of 
honor or right. There is nothing left 
but to command. I have worked for 
years past to get where we are, and
now the chance has come. Tomorrow 

Alwynne «aid nothing, only went to of We.tche«ter will call
her wardrobe and wrapped a cloak upon me to dl6cui8 the arrangements
about her.

Mrs. Brabante looked at her for a 
second carefully.

“You will need rouge if you con
tinue In your present frame of mind 
much longer!” was her crltlclem. ‘‘Sir

for the drawing room. In another 
week we shall be recognized in the 
world of society, shall be admired, 
and hold our court. I do not intend 
to have the ball dashed from my foot 
at such a moment—through the idio-

HenTy said to mq jjnly yesterday tic caprice of an ungrateful, spoiled 
that nothing ruined a debutante’s child! I command you to do as I de- 
chance so much as a bad temper!" sire, or"—the mother gave a short 

“Sir Henry Granam’s remarks do laugh—“or take yourself out of my 
r.ot affect me!” Alwynne said, and Hie altogether! The choice Is In your
this time her voice was frigid. “I 
do not like Sir Henry Graham, mo
ther!”

Mrs. Brabante set her tips.
“It is anx unfortunate thing that

hands. Weigh it well In your mind 
before you decide, for 1 swear that I 
will not go from my word. Either you 
live with me in the life I have made 
for you, or you go from me alto-

we have so few mutual friends. Of grther, to starve and die In the gut- 
ccurse, it Is not possible for me *lo ; ter, for all the help you may expect 
control your like* or dislikes, Al- from me!”
wynne, but I at least have the right j The girl and the woman faced one 
to ask you not ta show your anti pa another. There was .a look In her 
thy so clearly as you do sometimes.” mother’s eyes that I Alwynne had 

“I object to Sir Henry Graham!” never seen there before. A cold, hor- 
the girl said, in reply to this, almost rible sensation came over her. It was
doggedly. indescribable. It sorrow

I who loved and revered her—than 
Madame desired me to alter the spend the rest of her life in the lux- 

p’.ait at the back, before mademoisei-1 ury that had always been her dainty 
le wore it tonight!” Marie explained, ] lot
in answer to the girl’s inquiring eyes i She sat there in the twilight, for 
She spoke in French, as usual. ! the gloomy afternoon darkened quick-

Alwynne noded her head, and Marie 1> as she pictured the future before 
went away, bearing the dress delica hei in this great London world, 
tel y in her large brown hands. She could see the future so clearly

Left alone again, Alwynne gave
sign. She threw off her cloùk and 
hat, sat down by the table, and took 
up her mother’s letter. An almost un 
conscious sneer curled her lip for the 
moment. She knew the content of 
this note so w ell without troubi . g to 
open it. It was not a common oc
currence for Mrs. Brabante to com
municate vith her daughter in this 
way, but ;he discussion of a snort

experience had given her a sense of 
i prescience that was remarkable. All 
| the old maneuvres, the old tricks, the 
old ways that had embittered her 

j young existence—the social difficul
ties, the well-bred coldness that would 

! be vouchsafed to tw'o unknown wo- 
! men, the jealousy that would follow 
| on the admiration she, Alwynne, 
would receive, the transparent ruses 

1 t. which * her mother would resort.
bile before had been the first ol its | The old stories of scenes and anger, 

kind between them, and the girl un- | "ten the proposal so eagerly desired 
derstood the woman more thoroughly | had been quietly dismissed—yes, the
tlta-., under ordinary circumstances, 
she would have done.

Alwynne opened the envelope, and 
unfolded the paper slowly.

"Mamma was not in earnest,” she 
said to herself. "She meant nothing j 
she said. 1 am in real earnest—that | 
is the difference between us.”

Mrs. Brabante wrote a magnificent 
hand—large, bold, characteristic.

"My dear Alwynne,” her note said, 
"quarrels are at all time regrettable; 
under certain circumstances they are 
unseemly. The discussion of this af
ternoon has brought me pain, sur
prise, and some indignation. Were you 
anything other than the child you are 
I should feel compelled to adopt dras
tic and unpleasant methods of deal
ing with you; but it is always a use 
less and foolish task to grow angry 
with a child, and so 1 dismiss al! your 
extraordinary remarks, and shall en
deavor to forget thqm as quickly as 
possible. Our good and kind friend, 
Sir Henry Graham, ’will honor us 
with his company at dinner this even
ing, and by escorting us, later to the 
tneatre. I do not think it will be 
necessary for me to require that my 

daughter will conduct Nerself to
ward this gentleman in a manner 
which her dignity and her gratitude 
demands.

“As for the folly about your refusal 
tu be presented, I have dismissed that 
also, and I shall, this afternoon, make 
arrangements with Paquin for you to 
b fitted for your frock for the first 
time tomorrow. I would advise you to 
recline a little, now, and try to soothe 
your nerves. Do not read while ly
ing down; it is most injurious to the 
eyes In every way. Let Marie dress 
your hair In a simple fashion, and 
try, my dear Alwynne, to control your 
disagreeable temper as much as pos
sible. This Is a duty you owe to your
self and to me; for, though you do 
not often trouble yourself with re
membering It, the fact remains that 
I am your mother, after all, and I do 
not think I have ever acted toward 
you save In Jhe beet and most thought 
ful way.

“I do not see how I merit such con
duct as I received from you today, but 
no doubt the childish ebullition of

old story a little more painful to scan 
when there would be the possibility 
of meeting him at every turn. But 
for him, Alwynne might have strug
gled on a little longer, have borne 
with the burden of her life, have sub
mitted to be misunderstood, to have 
her best and purest feelings jarred 
and wounded at every turn; but for 
him, things might have been just the 
same.

But Alwynne, though no coward, 
was not strung or brave enough to 
support even the thought of meeting 
Lord Taunton at every turn. She 
dreaded it for more than one reason. 
She knew that he had accepted her 
answer with no sense of permitting it 
to assume a hopeless aspect to him. 
When she had given him her answer 
coldly—absolutely, he had merely 
bent his head, and turned away with
out even touching her hand; hut he 
had looked into her eyes as he went, 
and that look had spoken more than 
piij words could have done.

(To be continued)
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