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The applicant must appear in person

A CRUEL DECEPTION

OR WHY DID SHE SHUN HIM? BY EFFIE ADELAIDE ROWLANDS

(Continued)

“She had seem his name,” the girl
said to herself, and the old contem-
ptuous look crept over her lips.

The mother, as she folded up her
eyeglasses and put down the paper,
was thinking:

“Taunton and Torre! So he is go-
ing home at last. What a chance!
What a position! By this time he
has learned forgetfulness. He must
kave done 80, or why should he ‘be
going back?”

She looked at Alwynne critically
while she ate her chicken, and there
was a rush of satisfaction through
her mind.

Yes, the girl was more than beauti-
ful. Her graceful head was made for
a coronet, her slender throat for his-
torical jewels. There were few men
vho could stand the witchery of such
a face as Alwynne’s, particularly un-
der some circumstances, and Mrs.
Brabante’s mind determined that a
sea voyage was included in these cir-
cumstances.

She ate her dinner and talkei to
her daughter in her slow, measured,
artificial manner. She was an ex-
ceedingly handsome woman. There
was a shadowy likeness between Al-
wynne and herself. It lay in the de-
licately cut features, in the height
and form—perhaps, in her youth, the
mother had had the same exquisite
skin; but the great dreamy eyes, the
ever-varying color and expression in
them, the soft, tender look that crept
about the beautiful lips, these were
Alwynne's alone.

“The doctor has been to see me.
He is most attentive, quite a charm-
ing young man! He tells me we shall
have fine weather tomorrow, and that
I may, perhaps, venture on deck for
an hour or so.”

Alwynne said nothing. She was
playing absently with the fringe of a
shawl, twisting it around her slender
fingers. Finally, aftey a moment of
silence, she looked up and smiled at
her mother. She knew exactly what
this sudden convalescence meant.
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| face lotions or preparations.

Her mother lifted her eyes to the
girl. She had enjoyed her dinner.
She was full of pleasurable inten-
tions. She was more than nusﬂedl
with the prospect her imagination
raised up before her; but now, as
she looked at Alwynne, she frowned.
Of late she had noticed this coli, con-
temptuous expression cn the lovely
young face; of late, once or twice, an
uneasy suspicion of what lay be-
neath the girl’s languid indifference
had forced itself most disagreeably

& sneer in the expression than a
smile.

“You are giving me a new view of
Youir character tomfight, Alwynwe,™
she said, in that light tome that al-
ways jarred on the girl. “Hitherto,
I must confess, my dear, I have been
somewhat perturbed by your very
evident indifference to all forms of
religion. I see now I have wronged
ycu!”

“Yes, mother,” Alwynne said, with
emotion. She turned her face away to
hide the tears that would spring to
hey eyes. “Yes, mother, you have
wronged me; and—and”with a slight
pause—“you are wronging me now.
You know what is in my heart, hut

you will not understand!’

Mrs. Brabante laughed good-humor-
edly enough.

“I should have enough to do if 1
tried to fathom and piece out the
workings of a hysterical girl’s roman-
tic mind. My deay Alwynne, you are
like the child who cries for the moon.
Because you have no real cause for
trouble you must needs make one.
You have everything you waat. What
girl has more than you? Your life is
one of juxury and perpetual comfort.
Your clothes are the best to be had,
your education has been superb, your
health is satisfactory, your appear-
ance attractive; and yet with all this
yoW'—Mrs. Brabante laughed—*“you
are miserable, and you have yearn-
icgs for something or other, you don’t
quite know what! All this is strange
t> you, but exceedingly natural to me.
It is a form of iliness which attacks
all emotional young folk. It has to
be gome through just as one goes
through the measles or the whooping
cough, but it leaves no trace behind.
I give you a few weeks in London, Al-
wynne, and you will have forgotten
all about these morbid religious de-
sires. You will have no more yearn-
ings to join the Salvation Army or
some such organization, and you will
declare that a hat from Paris is, after
all, more becoming than the hallelu-
jah bonnet! Now to more munda e
things! Have you lgd some dinner?
No? Ah, I thought not! Marie, see to
this, please, and be sure mam’selle re-
tires at once. I would make you
sleep here tonight, Alwynne, but the
doctor is coming in to chat-for half
ar hour, so—"

And so Alwynne escaped. She went
to her cabin and flung heresif down
ou her berth. There were tears in
her eyes, but they did not roll down
her cheeks. Her heart was aching;
she felt sick and tired. What use to
kick against circumstances? What
use to struggle or to hope for a

upon her. Her lips drew themsclves
into a thin line. She had no intention
of conceding one iota of her will to|
any living soul without some insuper- |
able powers compelled her to 1o so,'
and certainly Alwynne had none of |
these at her command.

“You look pale and tired!
must go to bed, Alwynne.”

“I am not tired, mamma.”

“Then you must be ill,” Mrs. Bra-
bante said, conveying her wine to her
mouth in a most graceful fashion. “It
i3 not natural for girls of your young
age to be so pale.”

Alwynne flushed.
neath this tone.

“Dear mamma,” she said, with a
laugh that was meant to be light, “I
am not a baby!"”

Mrs. Brabante examined her shape-
ly fingers, with their burden of jewel-
ed rings.

“That is precisely what you are, Al
wynne,” she said pleasantly. “A baby,
a mere child, who does not know
what Is good for herself. Marle, go
and undress mam’'selle, and kindly
bathe her face with the water I carry
in my jewel casket.”

Alwynne bit her lip; at tha® mo-
ment the resemblance betwe~n roth-
er and daughtey was stronger.

“I can put myself to bed, thank you
mamma!” she said coldly and proud-
ly.,” and you know I object to use any
If my
skin intends to turn brown or black,
it shall do so with no hindrance from
me. I am perfectly Indifferent about
it

She had never spoken to hepr moth-
er like this before.

Mrs. Brabante looked at her In
amazement, and much inward dismay
and anger.

“l do not think that is quite the
way in which you should speak to
me,” she sald coldly, as Alwynne
paused at the door.

“I am sorry, mother,” she said, ani
her voice was full of trouble. “Very
sorry!” she added. Then she turned.
“Don’'t you see how it is with me? I
am 8o tired of all these—these prepar-
ations, Iam tired of thinking of noth-
ing but my face and my appearance.
There must be some other life better
than this. There must be some way
of spending one’s days more profit-
ably than by—"

She stopped. She could not speak
the burning words that rushed
through her mind. They were bad
enough to think-—they were worse to
speak. It was not possible, indeed, to
frame the thoughts into words to ad-
equately express her contempt and
abhorrence for the sort of life she
was compelled to live.

Mrs. Brabante met her daughter's
eye, and smiled. There was more of

You

She fretted be- |

| did tonight.
| the gulf that stretched between her-

change in her surroundings? It was
sc true a great deal of what her
mother had sald—she had so much
Compare her life with the boy out-
side?

Why, there was no comparison, and
yet he was richer than she, for he
had that priceless treasure—the kn.,w-
ledge of a true sister's love and truer
sympathy to hug to his breast, i¢nd
give him comfort and strength.

She shivered a little. She had
never secmed more lonely than sghe
She had never realized

self and her mother so completely, so

| utterly.

Marie came in by and by. Her
brown eyes were very tender. She
was full of pretty words to express
her affection for the girl. She chat-
tered volubly as she brushed Al
wynne's beautiful hair. She knew
there was something wrong; but she
asked no questions. She spoke of
her own affairs, and she brought a
light to Alwynne’'s face as she told
her how Basil Canning had caught
hold of her and questiomed most eag-
erly for Alwynne's health. And with
little anecdotes and broken senten-
ces, which always amused Alwynne,
Marie undressed her for the night.

The Frenchwoman was never tired
of extolling the loveliness of her
charge; there was always some new
beauty, some fresh charm, to her, and
tonight she just gathered the slender
form in her strong arms, and kissed
the sofe curls tenderly.

“My angel!” she saild, as she
whisked away with an authoritative:
“Sleep well now!"”

Alwynne lay staring about her
cabin. 8he had got used to the mo
tion, and tonight the sea was calmer,
and they were going fast into fine
weather. Outside, she could hear the
tramping of feet up and down, for it
was early yet, and the moon had
brought up some stragglers. There
were volces just beyond the wall of
her room. She could hear them talk-
ing almost distinctly, but she did lis-
ten, her thoughts claimed her atten-
tion; but all at once she seemed to
wake from her hazy dream.

It was the boy’s voice she heard,
full of gratitude in every note.

“Good night, my lord!” he was say-
ing. “How good you are! How can
I thank you! I—"

“Never mind thanks, my lad!” the
other volce answered, “or, if you
must be grateful, thank your pretty
angel, for she deservea it! By the
way, didyou ask, is she 17"

Alwynne's heart beat a little quick-
er. There was something pleasant to
hey ‘i the iaterest that rang in his
volce. Bhe scarcely heard the boy's

A

answer; she was waiting for the,
other to speak again. ’
“That is good! I am glad! 1 was
afraid she might have takem coll; it
was almost too rough for her yester-
day. You are going, really? This is
ycuyr best way. Good night!” i
Alwynne closed her eyes. That
firm, vigorous, good salutation soun.-
ed like a pleasant note of music. She
heard a chair scrape the deck, and
keew Lord Taunton was sitting back
again.

The scent of his cigar floated
through the open porthole. The pac-
ers up and down had gone away. It
seemed to Alwynne as though he and
she were alone. In a dreamy sort of
way she seemed to derive pl e

and

“What & statesman is lost in you!”
be sald to her laughingly, one late
afternoon. 2

It was the fifth day. On the morrow
taey would be at Queenstown, and
the day following they would land.

“Lord Beresford often paid me the
same' compliment,” Mrs. Brabante
eald, echoing his laugh; “but, some-
bow, I have never found myself quite
ready to regret the mistake of my
sex”

Taunton looked out over the mov-
ing water; the sun was beginning to
set. He was growing more interested
and puzzied each day. Of course, it
was impossible for him to lead the
conversatién into any groove ‘that
might, perbaps, enlighten him as to
the status and position of his more
than pleasant acquaintance; but
every now and then Mrs. Brabante let
fall some word that only tended to in-
crease his perplexity.

She had spoken now of omne of

from this thought, and by soft de.
grees the cabin with its swaying
movement passed from her eyes. and
she had forgotten her trouble in a
deep and dreamless sleep.

f CHAPTER IV

Five days of the voyage had gome.
The weather had grown steadily bet-
ter; the sun had come out and had
given & touch of warmth
along with its brilliancy at noontide.
The atmosphere was delicious, spring
beaming on every breeze, whispering
of the golden summer that was not
far off now.

The deck was crowded. It looked
like an impromptu bospital, with its
rows of long chairs, each bearing a
bemufiiled and berugged figure.

With the fine weather had come
back health and strength, and laugh-
ter was the order of the day.

Every one was more or less ac-
quainted with the personal appear-
auce of every one on board.

Lord Taunton was a neverfailing
source of interest, though he was vot-
ed very stiff and unsociable; and it
was noted that he kept exclusively to
his party, to the distinguished woman
very like the Empress Eugenie, who
sat enthroned with her sables about
her and the fur rugs surrounding her,
as though she were indeed a queen,
and the tall, slender, graceful girl,
whom some one declared was beauti-
ful, but whose face was always
sbrouded in an extra thick veil, and
whose chief occupation when not
reading, was talking and walking
with a delicate, flaxen-haired boy,
whom the ubiquitous somebody had
further declared was not of this party,
but was traveling alone.

Mrs. Brabante was exceedingly well
pleased that it should be generally
imagined that the Earl of Taunton
was of the same party as herself. S8he
had managed to make his acquaint-
ance quite easily. Her quick brain
had seen immediately she came on
deck that the young man whom she
knew well by sight was desirous of
becoming acquainted; and it came
abtout, somehow quite naturally, that
they should sit and chat together
easily.

Alwynne leaned back in her chair.
that bright, sunny da.y She had some
letters to write, and her head achei,
she told her mother.

Mrs. Brabante shrugged her should-
ers and sald nothing. She knew that
twenty four hours’ confinement was
more than Alwynne could stand, and
she was quite prepared for the girl's
siient appearance besiie her chair the
fcllowing morning.

Alwynne turned a little pale behind
her veil as she heard her mother
laughing and talking to some one.
She acknowledged the introduction to
Lord Taunton with the merest and
coldest bend of her head, and then
she sat down and began to read.

Her mother made an effort to draw
her into conversation. She and Lord
Taunton were deep on some political
questions.

“Alwynne prefers poetry
tics,” she said laughingly.

Alwynne eaned back in her chair.
She had declined Lord Taunton's of-
fers to wrap her rug about her very
courteously, but coldly.

“I shall go for a walk presently,”
she had said.

She tried to center her thoughts on
her book, but her ears would wait for
his voice, and she found her ears fol-
lowing his words eagerly.

Mrs. Brabante was a remarkably
clever woman. There was no subject
of conversation she could not take
her share in, and worthily, too. She
read everything; she followed every
public matter of interest; she had
traveled all over the globe; she was
a splendid linguist, and she had a
keen and caustic wit,

Taunton was interested, attracted,
impressed, just as she meant him to
be. He found himselt dwelling per
sistently on these two beautiful we
men, who bore so unmistakably the
ali of birth and breeding that defined
the women of his world. He was
drawn out of his sombre thoughts by
their inflsance, by the mother's bril-
llant individuality, the girl's silent
ard gentle lovelness.

Three days had gome by, and be-
tween Mrs. Brabante and himself was
established the most cordial relationa.
They seemed to have known one an-
other all their lives. Taunton had
rarely responded to a friendship so
readily as he had dome)to this ome.
He was full of adm

to poli-

Engl s g politicians, and it
was more than evident that there bad
been an intimate friendship between
herself and this man. On the other
hand, she seemed to have few friends
the fashi women of
London, but this was explained by
her long ab trom England
“Miss-Brabante will be presentea
this season, I suppose?” he said, now
changing the subject, as he perceived
Alwynne's figure moving to and fro
ia the distance, with that subtle
grace which seemed to touch him at
every turn.

Mrs. Brabante closed her book,
keeping one finger between the pages.

“Well, 1 am undecided,” she ‘said
slowly. “I know it is a strange thing
for a nineteenth century mother to
say, Lord Taunton, but, do you know,
i shirk a ge2son for my
child. I suppose I cannot hope to
keep her always to myself,” she add-
e, with a sort of wistful note in the
voice, which was most efective. “But
I cannot help being a little selfish,
and I dread thrusting Alwynne into
the fierce rush that life is in a great
city. Perhaps you understand a little
what I mean, Lord Taunton?”

“I think,” the young man answered,
in a low voice, “I understand entire-
ly, Mrs. Brabante.”

His eyes were on Alwynne's face
noew. She was coming toward them;
she was laughing and talking to Basil
Canning. How fair and young and
innocent she looked! His heart
throbbed and contracted as he gazed
at her. Oh, the mother was right!
Such a flower must not be flung into
tte furnace of fashion to be scorched
and singed—burned, perhaps. Who
could tell?

He rose to his feet, with a word of
excusé to Mrs. Brabante, and went to-
ward the girl. He felt a thrill almost
of jealousy for the fair, delicate boy
who seemed to win all her smiles.
Why was she cold and silent and stiff
with him? AVhat had he done that
she should make such a difference be-
tween him and Basil? He could
scarcely believe she was the same
girl who had clung to his arm in the
wind and rain, and had answered him
in a bright, laughing voice.

Mrs. Brabante watched him™go with
intense satisfaction.

hi

“It works well,” she said to herself,
“and it is she who has done it. Her
very sullenness and coldness are 3
powerful magnet. She could not have
done better if she were the cleverest
woman in the world! Taunton and
Torre! The dream is aimost too geod
to be true!”

Alwynne flushed, and then paled,
but she could not refuse his invitation
t» walk. Basil, obeying a smiling
gesture from Mrs. Brabante, went to
fulfill some errand, and they were
alone.

They walked up and down in silence
sud 'then stood, as they had done that
second morning of their acquaintance
leaning against the rails at the bLow.

Taunton waited for her to speak,
but she seemed dumb-—cold, proud,
and dumb, like some beautiful statue.
A wild longing came over him to
suddenly seize those little hands, and
force her eyes to look into his. She
had not met his gaze once of late.

“Your mothey has given me per-
mission to count myself as one of
ber friends, and call upon her in
London,” he said when he spoke.
“May I also consider I have the honor
of pour permission added to hers?”

“I have no permission to give,” Al-
wynne said coldly, and with an im-
perceptible pause. “I have no
friends, Lord Taunton!”

His face flushed. “I think I under-
stand,” he sald, with grave courtesy.
“You consider me presumptuous—too
hasty. You do not permit yourself to
acquaint friends so easily, Miss Bra-
bante. I must ask your pardon.”

Was it he who spoke thus—he,
Taunton and Torre?—the man who
was renowned for his imperious na-
ture—his proud, impenetrable, haugh-
ty reserve? Could it possibly be he
who had sued for pardon from this
unkaown girl?

A faint thrill of surprise communi-
cated itsel to him, but—but it was
not the feeling paramount in his
mind. It would have been difficul’,
indeed, to have unalyzed the exact na-
ture of his heart at this moment, al-
though perhaps a sort of dogged Je-
termination to force this girl to bend
to_his will was the principal of all.

Alwynne had flushed as he spoke,
but hey vell was too thick to let him
see this change in her face. His

for !hll.pro“ contrition touched her gdeeply.

judgment.

“I bhave nothing to forgive,” she
said, in the same cold fashion, and
she moved cn a few steps.

Tzunton wwoved with her. Hey eold-
ness tried bim beyend endurance. He
was drawn cut cf himself. He forgot
tb¢ past, forgct his shame ani sor-
row, forget even his pride in the pas-
sicnate impatience and intoxication
that this girl’'s silent indfference
arcused in Lim.

“What has changed you?” he askel,

Alwynne's heart beat to suffoca-
cation. It was s0 bard to have 1~
fight with him when every nerve in
ber body, every pulse within her,
every breath she drew, seemed to be
regulated by him. She had had
many painful mements of late in her
life, but they had been theoretical,
rather than practical, in their pain.
They had been moments of uneom-
fcrtable thought, cf unconscious con-
tempt, of sorrow, for the chasm that
yawned daily more black and big be-
tween her mother and herself; but
now the pain and the trouble was go-
ing to be very different—something
more real, something greater than
tbe had imagined, would be possible.

Against the bard thoughts her con-
tempt had raised up for him were the
softer ones that would come—sensa-
tions and strange emotions 80 sweet
as to bewilder ber young brain.

She had seen the change in his
face these last few days. Her wo-
man's heart read the meaning in his
eyes. She did not need her mother's
radiant expression to translate it for
her; but up to this moment Alwynne
had steeled herself in contempt. She
bad credited him bditterly with all the
meaner motives that sometimes ac-
tecte a man. "

“I have a pretty face. He is dull,
bored, blase, 1 am an amusement.
Perhaps he is poor, as so many of
ttese old known families are, and he
fancies I have money. He is piqued
because ! do mot speak. Perhaps—
perhaps, mamma has hinted, as she
alone can Jo, that I am sentimental
K> imagines already I love him!”
So her thoughts had run wildly In
the seclusion of her cabin. She en-
couraged them. She wanted to think
badly of him. She wished she had
rever seen him. She longed for land,
ard the day that would separats him
from her sight.

(To be continued)

GERMAN ATROCITIES

HORRIBLE TO EXTREME
Paris, Sept. 2—Mrs. Herman H.
Harjes, wife of the Paris banker, who,
with other Americans, has been deep-
ly interested in relief work, visited
the North Railroad station, and was
shocked by the sights she saw among
the Belgian refugees.

“The statien,” said Mrs. Harjes,
“presented the aspect of a shambles.
It was the saddest sight I ever saw.
It is impossible to believe the tortur-
e3 and cruelties the poor unfortunates
had undergone.

“l saw many boys with both their
bhands cut off, so that it was impos
sible for them to carry a gun. Every-
where was filth and uttey desolation.
The helpless little babies, lying on the
cold, wet cement floor, and crying for
proper nourishment, was enough to
bring hot tears to any mother’s eyes.

A mother, with twelve children,
said: ‘What is to become of us? It
seems impossible to suffer more. I
saw my husband bound to a lamp
post. He was gnegged and being tor.
tured by bayonets. When [ tried to
intercede in his bebalf 1 was knocked
senseless with a rifle. I never saw
him again.'

FIRST DOSE ENDS INDIGESTION,
HEARTEBURN OR GAS ON
STOMACH
The question as to how long you
are going to continue a sufferer from
indigestion, dyspepsia or out of order
stomach is merely a matter of how
soon you begin taking Tonoline Iaba.
People with weak stomachs should
take Tonoline Tablets occasionally,
and there will be 20 more indiges-
tion, no feeling like a lump of lead in
the stomach, no beartburn, souy ris-
ings gas on stomach, or belching of
undigested food, headaches, dizziness
or sick stomach, and besides, what
you ‘eat will not ferment and poison
your breath with nauseous odors. All
these symptoms resulting from a
sour, out of order stomach and d s-
pepsia are generally relieved five min-

utes after taking Tonoline Tablets.

Go to your druggist and get a $1
box of Tonoline Tablets and you will
always go to the table with a hearty
appetite, and what you eat will taste
good, because your stomach and in-
testines will be clean and fresh, and
you will know there are not going to
be any more bad nights and miserable
days for you. ‘Tonoline tabs freshen
you and make you feel life is worth
living,

Tonoline Tablets cost $1.00 for &
50 days’ treatment. At druggists or
mailed by American Proprietary ' o,
Boston, Mass.

Mingrfe Liniment Refieves Neu.
Plote. sy

as they walked down the deck in the |

almcst fiercely, beneath Lis breath, >/
fast growing twilight. P




