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UNFAITHFUL TO HIS TRUST

(Continued from page 10)

On entering his office an hour later she
found him in a brown study.

“Dearest,” he whispered, leading her
to a chair, “you should not have exposed
{our§elf to gossiping tongues by coming

ere.”
. “But I'll go insane if T stay home brood-
ing. Floyd'—she stopped short and
azed at his troubled face—* they say you
ave prepared a strong case against my
father.” :

He patted her check tenderly.

“I know, dear. They are saying every-
thing they can think of, while I'am simply
doing my duty. I can't run away.”

“But they say your interest results
mostly from your own loss,” she said, and
immediately regretted her speech.

“Eugenia!”’ he cried. @ There was an
accusing tone of reproach in his voice.

“ls it true?” she inquired, hurt by his
-tone.

“Would you believe me guilty of such?”’

“I'd hate to,” she answered, as a strange
impulse seized her. “But you coul
resign.”’

““Resign—resign!’’ he repeated, press-
ing his pa!m to his forehead. “I couldn’t
shirk my duty, even if it were my own
father. Gene, Gene, don't be a hard task
master! I'll find some way to save your
father!”

Eugenia felt hurt and militant.  Self-
preservation swept logic and reason to the
winds. She rose from her chair and
levelled her chin with his shoulder.

“Your ambition is stronger than your
love. And if my father is convicted I
shall never speak to you again.”

“Gene, Gene!” he cried. ~ She turned
her back and hurried from the room.

The following Friday the trial was held
and the two men were convicted. Joynes
received a ten-year sentence, while the
banker, as the result of a.strong plea by
Floyd, had sentence suspended, with a
pardon promised, provided he made res-
titution. When the verdict was brought
in Eugenia uttered a scream and fell back-
ward. Willing hands caught her an
assisted her to another room. Her fagher
tottered in shortly after and dropped into
a chair. Floyd came in and offered his
hand, but she ignored him. He bit his
lips in chagrin and left the room. Eugenia
saw nothing but her ruined parent, and
her one thought was to flee far from the
scene.

When the tenseness and excitement of the
trial had worn away she began to realize
the false position she had taken, as well as
the unreasonable demands she had made,
but her pride prevented her from taking
any steps to bring about a reconciliation.
Her father's mind had been poisoned by
. Joynes, and he was in no mood for scber
fea’ection, which might have changed his
views. (i

As soon as the old banker had put his
business affairs in shape he and his daugh-
ter started for the south, where he had a
bungalow, telling only Dr. Andrews, the
family physician, and the housekeeper, 0
their destination. :

Three weeks of exercise with rod and
%un among the southern woods were suf-
cient to restore the rose bloom to Lu-
genia's cheeks and the lustre to her brown
eyes, but they could not erase the past
with its painful pleasure. Occasionally
while in the woodland, with the joy of
living expanding her heart she would
delude herself that the past was past;
but at twilight, when solitude brought
memories with a handsome face hovering
near, she knew that she would never for-
get. And if she required additional proof
it came in the form of a newspaper iten,
which stated that Floyd had broken down
under the strain of work and worry. he
tears that trickled down her pretty cheeks
were concrete evidence of an aching heart.
To her father she said nothing.

One bright morning as she was .about
to start out with her gun she received a
letter from Dr. Andrews. The physician
wrote that he was sending Floyd down to
his bungalow to recuperate, which was a
short distance from that occupied by
Eugenia, and closed his letter by sugges-
tion that she might be of some service 1
restoring Floyd to health. With a palpiz
tating heart, she read the letter severd
times, and then broke the news to her
father. -

“The best thing we can do is to clear
ouf of here,” her father frowned.

“Oh, no, Daddy. No use running away
tike little children. Much as we have
turned against him we must at least credit
him with being a gentleman, not likely to
intrude. There is no reason for our having
to meet him, and perhaps, after all, we
have been a bit harsh.” :

Her father looked at her knowingly and
smiled.

“ All right, girlie, have it your own way-.
Women are all alike.” :

Floyd came into her life again quite
unexpectedly. She was seated at the win-
dow that afternoon gazing dreamily at
the distant valley when she was suddenly
startled by seeing him come from behind
a row of bushes and make toward the
house. Acting on a wild impulse, she ran
to,the kitchen and instructed the colored

boy to show him to one of the spare
rooms.

“Tell him that you have been told to
show him to his room and to look after
his wants, but don't say anything about
father or me.”

Her father on being told of her action,
simply shrugged his shoulders and said
she was becoming too sentimental, but
that she could follow her own dictates.
She did not share his views, and returned
to her room. The colored boy found her
there shortly after.

“Miss Genee,” the boy grinned, “that
man wouldn't come in here when he
found out it wasn't the doctor's place. I
told him he could have a nice room here,
and the other things you said, but he
wouldn’t come in nohow. He done gave
the cook two bits to show him to the
doctor's bungalow.”

Eugenia sighed and swallowed hard,
but the boy's primitive mind divined
nothing. Floyd having no knowledge of
her presence, could not have declined on
her account; nevertheiess, she felt hurt
and disappointed. Her father, on hearing
of it, smiled in a pleased manner.

The following morning, while she stood
talking tn a neighbor, with whom she had
an appointment for a hunting trip, she
saw Floyd go down a hill and disappear,
closely followed by a guide. Her com-
panion at that moment was paving a
compliment to her nymph-like beauty,
but his words fell on deaf ears, for her
thoughts and eyes were following another's
trail. Then, to her companion’s surprise,
she said she had a headache and post-
poned the trip.

When Flovd had been at the bungalow
two days the colored boy turned in his
first report. :

“He's sure gettin' to look nicer all the
time,”’ the boy grinned.  “And he sure
am a fine lookin’ man. But there’s some-
thin' 'bout him, so sad like, just like he
lost his bes' friend. Yesterday he looked
at me like I was his father, and asked me
if 1 ever lost anybody 1 loved more than
all the world.”

Eugenia colored a deeper red and bit
inte her lip.

“1 done told him, Miss Genee,” the
hoy resumed, ‘‘nobody ever let me love
him so much, and he kinder laughed.”

“How does he spend.his time?” she
queried.

“He just reads, and dreams, and
hunts—just like he was waitin’ for judg-
ment day. Once when | went in he was
lookin' at the picher of a beautiful lady
in white—locks somethin’ like you.”

Eugenia felt the blood rushing to her
temples, and seht the boy on an errand.
She heard nothing more of Floyd for two
days, but he was never out of her dreams.
A hundred times she had pondered over
the outcome. Would he, as soon as he had
regained his health, leave and end all, or
would Providence step in?

While she was lingering over her break-
fast the following Monday the hoy came
in and told her that Floyd's guide had
been taken ill, and that he had been sent
in search of a substitute. Eugenia stared
at Sambo as a wild plan began to take
root in her brain,

“You go back, Sambo, and tell him
that if he will be at the end of the road
that leads to the lake, a guide will be
there to met him in half an hour.”

As soon as the boy had gone she dis-

guised hersell as a boy in her own guide’s*

clothes, turning the coat collar up so that
it would conceal her hair at the back of
her head. Then she started out for the
lake, nervous and trembling. On reaching
the lake she sat down to await his coming,
wondering if she would be able to conceal
her identity by keeping her back con-
stantly to him and using arm motions to
guide him. She knew that she had taken
a wild and foolish step, but she had been
unable to resist the temptation.

While she pondered over future possi-
bilities she saw a flock of ducks circling
over a clump of shrubbery a short dis-
tance to her left. The target was a tempt-
ing one, and she raised her gun. To her
amazement the weapon went off unex-
pectedly, and the shot lodged in the heart
of the shrubbery. As the noise died away
she heard a groan, like that coming from
a wounded person.  Dropping her gun,
she dashed toward the shrubbery and
came upon the unconscious form of Floyd.

“Floyd, oh, Floyd!” she cried, wringing
her hands in anguish as she fell to his side.

As her fingers came in contact with his
brow he opened his eyes, and a strange
look crept into them, as if he had recog-
nized her. He attempted to speak, but
the words died on his lips, his eyes closing
involuntarily.

Eugenia, trembling and desperate,
looked about wildly for assistance. Two
passing hunters gladly offered their aid,
and carried Floyd to his bungalow. A
doctor was summoned and pronounced
Floyd’s wounds painful but not danger-
ous. -Eugenia explained the accident, and
offered to act as nurse, assisted by her

cook. 5 ;
Left to herself, she questioned the wis-

(Concluded on page 29)
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57 BETTER PROFIT

v ARy T S R
Sow THE SEEDS OF
UNEQUALLED PURITY AND
HIGH GERMINATION

2\ HEALTHY CROPS FROM
ALL CLASSES OF SoiL

STEEL
3EED Ci e

810 riivien

That's the money you should get ¢very week. I meanit. Iwant county

e

sales managers who will accept a liberal, square partnership. No ex-
perience needed. My folding bath tub is the finest thing ever. Solves
the bath problem in every home, without plumbing or water works
—full size, movable, and folds up like an umbrella. I tell you it's great!
G'REAT! Rivals $100 bath room. Everybody wants one AT SIGHT!
Listen to the biz money in this for you! T want YOU to handle your
county. I'll furnish demcnstrating tub on liberal plan to any energetic, ot
honest man or woman, Why not YOU? There is big money in this
chance. Opportunity only comes once 1n a lifetime. C
Two Sales a Day-$300 a Month >
That's what you should get Why? Because so
eas ly boueht, #0 badly wanted. Modern bathing facilities at last for any
home' Quick sales and immense profits. Mr. Smith took 18 orders
first week. Mr. Mayers made
$250 first month. Mrs. Newton
made $60 in three days You
should do as well. The work is
very easy, pleasant. permanent
ngd fascinating. Look into my
offer.

DEMONSTRATING
TUB FURNISHED

Little capital required. I grant
credit. Run your own busines.

—1 back you up and help you out
s
-

Believe—accept—act right now—you must win
SR big money, like my other agents. Get your own bank
o~ account like the others. Act quick. 8end NO money—just
W name on post card for particulars of free tub offer Hustle !
H. S. Robinson, President
THE ROBINSON CARINET MFG. CO., Ltd.
201 Walker Bldg., Walkerville, Ont.

Stop and Consider-2¢ a Day!

You can economize and cut down every day expense when
you will see to it that your boys and men folk daily wear

ARLINGTON CHALLENG

Other thrifty women are doing it, and YOU will too, if you will but
stop and consider what 2c. a day saved will mean to your monthly
allowance — and how much labor and worry you have been saved
from these washable collars. Arlington Challenge Collars simply require
to be rubbed with soap and water and they are immediately as bright
and fresh as when new out of the store. They are always ready to wear.

Waterproof
Washable
Collars

Should your dealer be unable to supply you,
write us direct, enclosing 25c., and we will send
you one of our Arlington Challenge Collars, any
size or style you say. When writing, we will
appreciate your mentioning your dealer's name.

Made in Canada by

The Arlington Company, Ltd.
Ontario

Toronto

War Special Post Cards

ALL THE RAGE NQW

Boys! Girls!
Make Big Money

Our post cards sell
themselves at 3 for
5c; you just hand
them out and
take the money.

ONE BOY HAS CLEARED OVER $200.00 SELLING OUR CARDS. Lots have
sold over $100.00 worth. A GIRL SOLD $10.00 WORTH IN AN HOUR AND A
HALF. A boy sold $8.00 worth in an afternoon. Our War Cards go like wild-fire.
Patriotic Cards, Battleships, War Cartoons, etc., etc.; also Easter Cards, Birthday and
Greeting Cards, Scenery, Studies of Children, etc., etc.; hundreds of kinds, all the latest
and best, and fastest selling.

DON'T SEND ONE CENT IN ADVANCE. We trust the readers of Everywoman'’s
World with our cards. Just say you will do your best; YOU CAN'T HELP SUCCEEDING.

SEE WHAT YOU GET: We send you $3.00 worth to start with. You sell these, and keep $1.20
and send us $1.80; or if you send us the whole $3.00 we will send you $3.00 worth of Cards, which you
sAell:':,g:ilgilenﬁkggp tll:el %3.00. DI%SYOIEJI EVEg! HEAR IO)F A¥ EASIEIR EVEAX TO MAKE MONEY?

ike finding it! for our car i g ! fot o
THE WORM R bt for g sell like hot cakes. Don’t forget H RLY BIRD CATCHES

The Gold Medal Card Co., Dept. W4, Toronto, Ont.



