
with hi-t ready hot passion. marked ly
tho®<- aspirations of hi®, and his fi»-ry
indignation seconding an<l applauding
the despair of her own heart. For

Blake knew the truth now—the truth
as Sibylla's imaginings made it; and

in view of that truth the thing his pa--
sdon urged him to became a holy duty.
His goddess must be no more mi*us«'d;
her misery mu-t not be allowed to en-

dwe.

Knowing his tbought ar.J what his

heart was towards her, Sibylla turned

to him as a child turns simply from a

hard to a loving face. Here was a life

wanting her life, a love asking hers.

She had always believed people when

they said they loved and wanted her—-

why. she bad believed even Grantley
him<elf! —and was always convinced
that their love for her was all they
said it was. It was her instinct to be-

lieve that. She believed all—aye. more

—about young Blake than he believed
about himself, though he believed very

much just now: and she would always
have people all white or all black.

Grantley was all black now, and Blake

was very white, white as snow, while

he talked of his aspirations and his

love, and tempted her to leave all tiiat

bound her, and to give her life to him.

He tempted well, for he offered not

pleasure, but the power of doing good
and beatowing happiness. Her first

natural love seemed to have spent it-

self on Grantley; she had no passion
left, save the passion of giving. It was

to this he made his appeal; this would

be enough to give him all his way. Yet

there was the child. He had not yet
ventured on that difficult, uncertain

ground. There, was where the struggle
would be; it was there that he dis-
trusted the justice of his own demand

on her, there that his passion had to

drown the inward voices of protest.
- It might have happened that -Jeramy,
with his fresh love and fresh ambitions,
we-uld have been a relief to such a posi-
tion; that his appeal both to sympathy
and to amusement would have done

something to clear the atmosphere. So

far as he himself went, indeed, he was

irresistible; his frankness and his con-

fidence were not to be denied. Trusting
in the order of nature, he knew no

bashfulness; trusting in himself, he had

no misgivings. Without doubt he was

right. They all agreed that the old

ideal of original research and a hundred

a year must be abandoned, and that

Jeremy must become rieh and famous
as soon as possible.

"Though whether you ought to for-

give her in the end is, I must say. a

very difficult point." remarked Grant-

ley with a would-be thoughtful smile.

'Tn eases of penitence, I myself favour
forgiveness, Jeremy.'’

“But there is the revelation of her

character.” suggested Sibylla, taking
the matter more seriously, or treating
its want of seriousness with more ten-

derness.

“I'm inclined to think the young
lady’s right at present,” said Blake.

••What you have to do is to give her

ground for changing her views—and to

give her mother ground for changing
hers too.”

Jeremy listened to theip all with en-

grossed interest. Whatever their atti-

tude, they all confirmed his view.

“Yon once spoke of a Iwrth in the
City?” he said to Grantley.

"Not miu-h fame there; but perlmps
you may as well take things by instal-

ments.”

“I don't like if. you know. It’s not

my line at all.”

Blake came to the rescue. The Sel-

fords drew their money from large and

imjxirtant dyeing works, although Sel-

ford himself had retired from any active

share in the work of the business. There
was room for scientific aptitude in dye-
ing works. Blake opined rather vaguely.
"You could make chemistry, for in-

stance, subserve the needs of commerce,

couldn't you?”
"That really is a good suggestion,”

said Jeremy, approvingly.
“Capital!” Grantley agreed. "Well

get al Selford for yon, Jeremy, and if

necessary we’ll club together and send

to Terra del I'tiego and buy Janet Sel-

ford a new dog.”
“I begin to see my way,” Jeremy an-

nounced.
Whereat the men laughed, while Si-

bylla came round and kissed him. laugh-
ing. too. What a very short time ago,

and she had been even as Jeremy, as

sanguine, as confident, seeing her way

as clearly, with just as little warrant of

knowledge!
"Meanwhile yon mustn’t mope, old

ehap.” said Grantley.

"Mopet Tve no time for moping.

Do you think I could see this Selford

to-morrow?”
■TH give you a letter to take to

him.” laughed Grantley. "But don’t ask

for ten thousand a year all at onee, you
know.”

“I know the world. When I really
want a tiling 1 can wait for it.”

But it was evident that he did not

mean to wait very long. Grantley
said ten thousand a year; a thousand

would seem riches to the Mill-dean rect-

ory folk.

"That’s right. If you want a thing,

you must be ready to wait for it,"

agreed Grantley, with smiling iips and

a pucker on his brow.

“So long as there- is any hope,” added
Sibylla.

These hints of underlying things went

unheeded by Jeremy, but Blake marked

them. They were becoming more fre-

quent now as the tension grew and

grew.

“There's always a hope with reason-

able people.”
“Opinions differ so much as to what

is reasonable.”
"Dora's not reasonable at present,

anyhow.”
Jeremy's mind had not travelled be-

yond his or.a predicament.
The contrast he pointed, the mocking

memories he stirred, made his presence
accentuate and embitter the-strife, con-

firming Sibylla's despair, undermining
even Grantley’s • obstinate self-con-
fidence; while to Blake his example,
however much one might smile at it,
seemed to cry “Courage!!” He who
would have the prize must not shrink

from the struggle.
That night Sibylla sat long by her

boy's cot. Little Frank slept quietly
(he had been named after his godfather,
Grantley's friend, that Lord Caylesham
who was also the FansLaw's friend-,
while his mother fought against the

love and the obligation that bound her
to him—a sad and fearful fight to wage.
She had some arguments not lacking
speeiou saras. To what a life would he
grow up in such a home as theirs! la»ok

al the life the Courtland children led!
Would not anything be better than

that—any seanda! in the part. any ks®

in present and future? She called to
Iter help, too. that occasional pang which
the helpless little l-eing gave her. he

the innocent cause and iunorant embodi-
ment of all her perished hope®. Might
not that come oftener? Might it not

grow and grow till it conquered all her

love, and she ended by hating because

she might have loved so greatly? Hor-

rible! Yes, but had it not nearly come

to pass with one whom site Itad loved

very greatly? It could not be called

impossible, however to be loathed the
idea might be. No, not impossible! Iler
husband was the child's father. Did
he love him? No. she cried—she had

almost persuaded herself that his in-
difference screened a positive dislike.
And if it were not impossible, any despe-
rate thing would be better than the

chance of it. But for Grantley she

could love, she could go on loving the
child. Then why not make an end of
her life with Grantley—the life that
was souring her heart and turning all

love to bitterness? Grantley would not

want the child, and. not wanting it.
would let her have it. She did not

believe that he would burden himself
with the boy for the sake of depriving
her of him. She admitted with a pass-
ing smile that he had not this small
spitefulness—his vices were on a larger
scale. She eould go to Grantley and

say she must leave him. No law and

no power could prevent her. and she be-
lieved that she could take the boy with
her.

Why not do that? Do that and let
honour at least stand pure and uniin-
peached!

The question brought her to the issue

she had tried to shirk, to the truth she

had sought to hide. Her love for the boy
was much, but it was not enough, it

did not satisfy. Was it even the great-
est thing? As it were, with a groan,
her spirit answered. No. The answer

could not be denied, however she might

stand condemned by it. Of physical
passivn -he lutd acquitted herself and

now she was in no mood for ea<y se’f-

acquittal; but there was the greater
pa-».*ion for intercourse of anuf. for
union, for devotUm. for abandonment

of the heart. l*ie«e asked a respond-
ing heart, they knowledge, fee!

ing< gruAvn to full a eon*--iou«

will, an intellect adult and articulate.

They could be found in full only where

<he Lad thought to rind them in the

love of woman and man, of tit man for

fit uoman. and of her for him. 1 hey
eoultl not l>e found in t!»e love for her

child. Christie*' Fanshaw had asked

ner if «he could not be wrapped up in

the baby. Xu, die eould embrace it
in her love, but hers was too large for

its little ern:-* to enfold. cried

for a wider field and *hit -rented a

greater ta-k.

And what wa< wronsr. distasteful,
disastrous in the conclusion’ < !>e had

the old answer for this. “It’s not my

fault.” «he said. It was net her fault

that her love had found no answering
love, had found no sun to bloom in,
and had peri sited for want of warmth.

Not on her head lay the blame. So
far as human being can absolve human

being from the command* of God or

of human society, she declared that by
Grantley’s act she stood absolved. The

contract in it* true essence had not

been broken first by her.

Ah! why talk? Why argue* There

were true things to be said, valid argu-
ment* to u*>e. On this she insisted.
But in the end the imperious cry of her

nature rang out over all of them and

uronned their feebler voices. Come

what might, and let the arguments be

weak or strong, she would not for all

her life, that glorious life Heaven had

given her. beat her heart against the

flinty wall.

(To be continuedJ
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MOTOR CARS MOTOR CARS Experience versus Experiment! -

When purchasing a Motor Car make sure that
it isn't one of the EXPERIMENTAL kind.

*n experiment, bat lifts successfully withstood the severest tests. It i« the onti'omaof practical experience, and is absolutely the most reliable car on the market. It * ill keen m
1 the fastest, or (when it happens to be necessary) crawl with the slowest car.
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