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- CHAPTER XXVIIL
hat!” he said, halting instanpy,
) you rate me so poorly? No, in-
Miss Grey, John Alwyn’s mem-
may rest for all me. Long ago 1
ed to forgive his luckless advice
réely as he would have forgiven
school-boy rage.” She let him go
‘without another word, her spirit
ringing “with great thankfulness.
. Babbington sauntered to her over
lhe narrow lawn. His children had
e to fetch papa home. Miss Jean
d taken them in-doors to clear the
gert dishes of sweets, while she
pended—"“so thoughtfully”— Belle’s
ket. Looking at Mr. Hurst in t,he'
stance, the clergyman said, grave-
“It is never anything but a pleas-
r, is he? You must find the hours

exacts of you very trying, Miss

“No, I do not,” said Sydney, quick-
y. “It is never anything but a pelas-
re to be useful here at Wynstone.”

“Well, Miss Hurst certainly appre-
jates your—er—unusual ° capabili-
t:ies,” said Mr. Babbington, most po-
itely. “She has told me so. But that
dear lady 'is eminently conscientious.
She sometimes feels a little anxious
about you, Miss Grey.”
““About me?’ Sydney flashed such
point-blank interrogation as her com-
panion blinked under. “Anxious!
& Why? Do I not satisfy her?”
“Amply, amply. But thinking of
‘others before herself, as she always
did, always does, she fancies her gain
may be your She and I are
friends of long standing. You will
éicuse her mentioning any small dif-
ficulty to me, Miss Grey. As a clergy-
man I can perhaps say what she
searcely could. If you have family
F ties that should supersede these at
'Wynstone don’t disregard them: if,
some young folks have, slight fam-
ily discords, heal them. Do not
spend at Wiynston"e time you may
afterward regret as having withheld
from closer duties.”

loss.

This was all very fine, very grand-
impertinent!
and

loquent, unintelligible,
fBetween Miss Jean’s surmises
.- Babbington’s interference Sydney
t bewildered, half insulted. But
fBhe curbed herself with remembering
at it was not for her to be angry
th Miss Hurst. The injured are al-
ways armed. “I thank you, Mr. Bab-
ngton,” she said, self-possessed by
“I am glad to

me effort. remain

e. I think I must try my own

dgment as to no higher duty call-
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after year, merely paring them once
in a while.
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" ous chemist solved the whole
corn problem.  And his invention—
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corns a month.

k. Go try it. Note how the pain
stops instantly. Note how gently
Blue-jay underminesthe corn. Note
how soon the whole corn comes out,
without any pain or soreness.

Next Sunday you can be as free
from corns as a barefoot boy. And,
so long as you live, you will never
again let corns bother you.
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ing me away.” And Flossy, running
clamorously out just then, she bow-
2d good-evening to her new mentor
with great relief.

But the impression of his words
~as not so easily got rid of. It filled
Jer with vague alarm. What could
Miss Jean’s hyper-anxiety for herself
nean? What Mr. Babbington’s bland
iigh-handedness with her as with Mr.
Hurst? Closer duties did he hint she
>ould attend to? Why, she had none.
That very morning had brought news

rom Paris. Leonora was this very
nonth to marry an English gentle-

“Suitable,” wrote her delight-
sd mother, “in every respect. And
ifter the younger people’s honey-
noon they and she were to spend the
tast half of the year in visiting dif-
‘erent European capitals.” So Mrs.
Alwyn “hoped Sydney continued con-
tent with her self-sought position, as
Vir.. Morecombe-Wood could not be
»xpected to open his circle to her im-
nediately, whatever he might gener-
They, pros-

nan:

yusly do in the future!”
yerously enjoying life’s edse, would
e hardly likely to want her—ever!
And even Jacob Cheene seemed -glad
of late tbat she had elected to stay
at Capel ‘\Ioor

“I am getting too old, Miss Syd-
ney,” his letters ran, “to tie you to
my infirmities—you are best among
younger people;” so nowhere
she wanted but at Wynstone. Now if
Wynstone, the roof to which she had
‘fvited her life, shook her loose—

But no! It was unfair to saddle

Miss Hurst with the one project that
would involve such change. Within
that possibility lay a pain too intol-
erable to be faced!

But those June days, warm, lus-
cious, flower-bréathing without, with-
in went very crookedly. The book
was ended and sent away, less hope-
fully than it had begun. Mr. Hurst
was resolute in attempting nothing

was

of listening placidly to Sydney’s
reading. Miss Hurst took to sitting
.much' in the study;
brother officiously, never ' chattering
in the old inconsequential fashion, but
breathing out sighs like minute-guns.
'I\I_r'. Babbington’s courtesy to Gilbert
Hurst developed into a peculiar mix-
sure, brotherly, paternal, pastoral—
neither very happy mor accéptable in
any form, though it - was refinement|

| Montague Carle, from Pémbrokeshire.

This gonﬂeman announced himself as|
gh y_(pmuenl man, and. onj|

fresh, but he had lost his old power |

attending her|

itself compared with the bearing of a|
cousin whom he brought one evening
to Wynstone. introducing him as Mr. |

f wholo p;rty; “luqky to droy lnto lt'

Horace told me it was your own,
Pretty piece of property for ‘u"mufdm
lady, or a married one, eh?” - ’
Had "Home" tnducreetly dlvulged
much. more! . Miss Hurlt “colored,
ﬂuttered and sent aueh timid slances
at her impaull;kteatured. brother
that the Reverexfl Horatius hastened
to disembarrass: ‘her “Was not this
the tinre for tlldﬁe Qowerlng Tushes
she had protnued, hii children? = And
could he get: thm nqw"'

So a move ‘was made to the river-
side, whereupon Mr, Carle fastened

his; society on Sydney, reamrking,
“You are not a fixture here, Miss
Grey, I think? ‘You see, my cousin
has told me the ins and outs of every-
thing. Ah”—twisting round his ac-
tive figure and ferret face for a good
lock at the house—“it is a snug little
box. Two, four rooms below—five, 1
suppose, above; servants’ offices;
bedrooms over them. Nice size for a
small family. Pity it should be was-
ted on two, and one no business to be
here, as it were.”

Mr. Babbington had indeed dis-
closed the ins and outs of Wynstone!
Sydney caught her very skirts ' to-
gether from contact with this man’s
coat! Her mouth curved into un-
concealable disgust. “I think I can
see some of the rushes Miss Hurst
wants, if you will excue me,” she
said, and all but ranfrom him to the
water-edge, though she regretted
freeing him when she saw him pounce
on Mr. Hurst, and heard him start off
a conversation of which the first
words, ‘“Pon my honor, a handsome
young lady you've got there!” were
all too many for her.

What followed was equally unpal-
atable.
ness. “I know a thing or two about
that,” he boasted, “for I've a dozen

young chaps at my ptace by Pem-
broke, and none of ’em can see a

stroke more than you can. Gentle-
men’s sons all. It's a speculation of
mine. and teach ’‘em,
and”—jocularly—"make a pretty pen-
ny out of it. They don’t want things
first chop, as if they could see. You
understand that. I sunk
much in silver spoons and smart car-
pets, I can tell you. Now, I should
say an able-bodied man like you, Mr.
Hurst, would do a‘deal better picking
up a living in such a palce as mine
than hanging on here, making an old
maid of your sister, and being waited
on by that pretty young party that's
sicking yellow flowérs yonder—'"
“Miss Grey!” Mr. Hurst interrupt-
ad, brusquely, “whereabouts are you?”
“By the last willow; getting irises,”
Sydney’s clear voice called back.
“Then,” peremptorily, “move away.
No; stop. Let me come.” Moving
straight as a dart along the bank he
knew every inch of till he reached
2er; then, “Never lean over for flow-
ers or rushes just here,” he ordered.

I train ’em

haven't

deepest spot on the bank. A ‘slip

would take you into ten feet of wa-
ter—"’

“And there’d be no getting out of
that, young lady,” put in officious Mr.
Carle. “S8o just you mind what Mr.
Hurst says; of course he only tells

you what's for your good.”
He looked very knowingly from one
to the other, but neither face betray-

ed any sentiment, except not one flat-
tering to himself; indeed, Sydney

shrunk into such frigid irresponsive-
ness that Mr. Montague Carle was as

uim adieu.
Miss Hurst watched her brother

furtively when the callers were gone

‘be very ponshed."

'For”—movlng /ornaments

Mr./Carle was great on blind-

“Half a yard from the edge this is the |

willing to get away as they to bid|::

and tﬁo} thm had' roturned o the

dmwln: roo TR

A “Mf Curle ll an oxcellent businell

man, 1' understand, thongh he may not
No reply to this
from either fistener.
wonld have chatted with him longer.
restlessly
about—*it 18 too dusk to read. And I
am not inclined to walk any more—
and—but oh, Giibert, it I find the
evenings long, what must you do?”
“Do you-feel them long, Jean? You
used not.” ;
“Oh"—trettully—“people are not
always alike at all times. How I wish

did, though-to be sure it made him
more intimate with that wretched Mr.
Alwyn, and so brought us no _good.
Don’t ‘say- ‘Wretched? Well, T think
he was, Gilbert. I feel it more and
mere. The ‘cello’ was papa'’s instru-
ment, Miss Grey. He played so well.
‘When he was young he was offered
two pounds a night to join an orches-
tra. - Two pounds.a night! ~Fancy if
my brother could have earned that!”

“Could have earned! Could have

(R4

earned!

Sydney “saw him turn away. The
cuckoo cry was too hard to bear. Some
one must speak!

“I fancy neither of you cared for
musie,”. she said. “I have not once
heard your piano,” looking at the
never-opened instrument.

“Oh, I like it well enough,” Miss
Hurst returned, indifferently. “And
vou uséd to profess to be fond of it,
Gilbert. But 1 fancied you cared
nothing for my playing, so I gave it
up. Sdme—people—used to like it,
but noé doubt it sounded poor to you,
Gilbert—"

“Jean!” ]

“So I never even asked Miss Grey
for fear she might not-be more suc-
cessful than I was.”

The speech ended with a querulous
choke. :

Sydney moved to the instrument in
desperation.

_“It is so long since I sung, I may
offend you both; but I shall like to
touch the keys again;” she said, and
sat down to the Proadwood, tuneful
still, though old.

The room was so still and full of
soft twilight. The very birds outside
were gone to sleep-. Nothing seemed
to stir save the “ticking of one small
time-pieqve_'i‘ the throbbing of these
‘roubled -humen- hearfs. - Unbidden,
except by the temse necessity of the
moment, unpreluded, except by
-few: simple chords, Sydney’s
 broke the silence.

“Oh, rest in the Lord. - Wait patiently

" for Him.

Commit thy ways unto Him and trust
in- Him.

And— _

He shall give thee thy heart’s desire.”

its
song

She never "thought of how to sing
it; only put into it the unformulated
imploring of her own soul, knowing
that Gilbert drew nearer and nearer
mﬁte, not motionless.

When she ended, poor Miss Jean
thanked her volubly, tears dropping
freely down—but her brother had left

the room without a word.

(To be Continued.)

JUST IN:
L0T-0’-FUN and

COMIC LIFE

for quarter ending March 1914,
containing

]

| Bright and interesting Stories,

Large pages of Comic Pictures
in colors, and

‘ The Best School and Detective |
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9957.—A PRACTICAL USEFUL .
DESIGN.

Ladies’ Bungalow Apron, with or
without Sleeve and Collar, and in
High or Square Neck Outline,

Percale, gingham, secersucker, drill
cambrie, lawn, chambrey' or
garten cloth may be used for - this
style. The fronts are fitted with darts.
This model affords ample protection
for the dress, and is cool and com-
fortable.” The pattern is cut in 3
sizes: Small, Medium and Large. It
requires 4% yards of 36 inch material
for a Medium size.

Apattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10c. in sil-
ver or stamps.
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Ladies’ Apron,
Percale, gingham, lawn,
demin, and alpaca are sulta

design It is fitted with shoulder

and underarm seams, and finished

with a shaped sleeve | trimming, and
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aloot POllSh
THE WORLD'S STANDARD !

In the manufacture of which is used OIL of TURPENTINR
and BEESWAX. In all BEST POLISHES these are used, aq
they are the GREATEST LEATHER PRESERVATIVES knowy

“NUGGET” BOOT POLISH

goes further than any other boot polish, and gives an

Easy, Brilliant and Lasting Shine,

the tins of which are not deceptive, each being packed full of

HONEST POLISH,.

Avoid those polishes the ingredients of which eat holes in
the tins, may9,s,tu,th
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Highly recommended by Leading Physicians hv all Conntries.

HAYWARD & Co.,

Water Street East.
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ramen| SLATTERY'S |
Wholesale Dry Goods

TO THE CITY AND OUTPORT TRADE:

We carry in stock for Spring trade an attractive stock of

Regular Piece Goods and Pound Remnants.

CHEAPEST IN THE CITY.

NOTE.—See our Special Brand of Cotton, Tweed and

Prices:

Denim

Overalls and Jackets. Give us a call.

SLATTERY BUILDING

Duckworth and George's Streets, St. John's.

HhRR YRR R R YRR R YRR YR YR YRR YR YRR YR YR

;

AR R R R R AR AR AR SRR R Y

4

You have, it

=

MOIR’S

Sounds Like More,
Tastes Like More
More Centers,

More Coating,

More Popular,

More for the Money,
Many More More’s.
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