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THE COWARD, 2~ ?

N

A Complete Story by Edwin Pugh.

L.:

" At peep of dawn on a eertain morning
feur men eat at cards jn a famous gam-
ang house in Loudon. They had played
from six o’clock on the previens evening,
mnd the atakes had risen feverishly hour
by hour. Of the fonr were twoe men of mid-
die age, two were young men, one little
more than a boy and 8 gnod deal less than
& men, as [ mm about to prove. There
were a few onlookera chained to the spot
by the fascinating spectncle of ruinm,
but they had thinmed out steadily for
the Iaat hour, and gone yawning iunlo
the keen air, in pairs, in knots, and
wingly. The room was hot and tuinted
with ® hundred heuvy adoura,, hideocusly
commingled. The yallow light of the
candles ghivered and grew pale hefore
the insidious nttack of the cool blue
Jight of morn. The faces of the players
were greasy and pallid, smudged with
floating motes of scot, and stained about
the mouth with wine. The two men of
middle ape were named Major Harde-
becke, and Stepney  Gore. The major
wos a man who lived on hir evil reputa-
tion; Btepney Gore had been a poet
before he tuwok to shaking the elbow.
The two younger men were Robert Gran-
by and Hir Bimeon Vale, CGranby waa a
sturdy, upstanding limb of the national
oak; Sir Simeon was o blonde, effemi-
nate boy; Iie had lost heavily, mearly
all his lately acquired patrimony, it was
whispered, and he was bearing his losars
witl increasing ill grace. ke had not
fpared the wine. and his hands shook
2nd his eyeballs were shot with gours
of blood. Mis pretiy face was serewed
duto an expression of ameute peevishuvss,
Jiis dried-up menth wes slack and frema-
dous.  His fricud Granby, wha had also
loat. Beeticd mnxious for the good ecou-
‘duct of the young buranet, und fram time
time whisperel himn to stap playing, to
whicly the other sulkly replied:

“No, enrse yon! T want te win flest—
cursa it. I mwst hove my revenge on
‘e -—curae fem!” hia in a tone clear-
1y audible all over the room. And
Granby woutd fall back in his seat with
m deapairing fare.

“As Dbefore, Sir Simeon?” aeked the
major, with his Lead cocked jnsinnating-
1y askew,

The yuung man answered with a sullen
nod. The cands werve dealt, and again he
loat. e pushed Lis siake arrosa the
table willh so rough w hand that the pite
of maney broke and  sratlcred over the
boarl, a few ccins falling with a jingle
to ihe floar. The major frowned, ithen
smiled.  Stepney CGore pnrsed hia lips,
And lummed a genkle note. Hobert
Aranby with a  shockel fade looked
from Lia friemd fo the two elder wmcen,
isusly.  Sir Simeon got up stitlly.
iahed ¥ psked the major.

The young man growled assent,

“Yon have Leen unfortunate, Nir Si-
meon. It wias uwol your night, Ierhaps
to-morrow—who knows¥—you may win
all Luck, aud maore”

Bir Rimeon fared hine and muticred
nn answer of smoe length, Tlis wonda
were uninfelligille, bt his manper was
conscinusly sruressive,

AT fa not umderstand »on, Rir Rim-
eon,” 1he major sai'l sternly

I saill,” repoatisl the
more clearly, “I said that it is potsible
I moy win to-morrow, for T shall nat
play with vou aouin, , , M

*Rir Nimean s not himaelf” il Bn-
hert Greanbiyv in an agonised vaiee, culel-
Ing at ki friced’, o “You will see
that, mir?

“L pee mnathing, sir, exerpt (b1l my
honour has been impugned,” the major
replied. “Pot I presunmie yvour friend fa
willing ta give wme full faction for
the in<ult he hias olfered?

“I you Liear, YVale® whispered Cran.
by fier . UYou nmst fight!™

“Fight!” fultered Sir Siweon, Gwisting
pound Lis drawey head the Letler to sur-
ey hin friend. s

okt
w “Fight, of course.” #~"

)

“Fight! What for?™

The major cnught up n glass of wine
and dashed some Jees jn the young man's
face.

“To make yourself clean, Sir Simecon
Vale” .

Halt a doren of the onlpokera rushed
forward with intent to  restrnin  the
young mian from falling upon his oppon-
ent. But Si¢ Rirmeon seemed dazed, uu-
witting of his position. He stood wip-
ing his fare and ataring blaukly about
him {hrough the lace of his handker-
chief,

“You wit! appoint a friend, sir? said
Robert Granhy, bowing to the major,

The major turned to Stepney Gore.

“With pleasure,” murmured the ew-
el
“Granby. what is this?' asked BSir

Simeon, speaking siddenly, a8 one awak-

ened, There was n shrifl note of panie
terror in his voice. “\What have I said
—fdune

“Do not dirfurh yourself,”” said Gron-
by, “Come, Tet me conduct you howne.”
He turned to Sicpney (lore, who hov-
ered with fluttering hands in their vieini-
ty. “l will communicate with you, sir,”

The other Dowed low, and Roberd
Granby led his quaking friend through
the lane of ailent enlookers into the sun-
stained street. . R
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It was late in the afiernnon when Sir
Simeon awaked from feverish sleep and
rang for his man. The winter twilight
was ruddy with tle glow of the great
frosly sun, and the heavy haugings of
the brd-chammber were tinted a generous
wine colour,

“Hueck and seltzer, siw?”

“Of course, dolt.” -

The man, with a mask-like face, made
a stately bow and withdrew.

Sir Stineon began te dress slowly, His
man returned, and be guafed his “morn-
ing™ dram.

“Any news, Ryant”

“Mr Robert (irunby has been awaiting
an audience with you this last lour,
and Mistreas Naney— -7

“What does Mr Granby want, I won-
der?”

“An audience with you, Sir Siwmeon.”

8 you sail. I wae not asking vou
to divufge the unknowable, fuol! Go
and tell him I will join him in a moment.
And ask him from me what soct of a
lining he Las to his hend this afternvon.
You will remember that? 1t is imports
ant you preserve the words exactly.”

“1 will remenber, Sir Simeon.”

“Aad, Nyan.™” *

“Sir shiean '™’

“Ferhaps he had betier come up here.
No; T will go downstairs” He stood
twiteching  his  lands  nervously  “At
what hovr did I arrive home, Ryan?”

“At twenty-iliree minutes before nine,
Bir Sfmeon™

“ALT .

Tlie man lefl the room onee more, and
the wyoung bavonct slowly finished his
tollet, It was durk when he atepped diz-
#ily  dewnstaizs, and ihe tajera were
lighting in the hall.  Robert Cronby
gieeted him with a cold, et face.

“This ia a serivus imbruglio, Vale”
suld Lie.

“You must forgive me,
gotlen wint has happenel.
e moment, e Lo What
11y €7
v aecttaed Blajor Hardebecke of

clicating. e threw a pglass of wine in

xour face, I hate just come from Me

Stepney Gore”

“Whnt concern hea he in this mat.
ters"

“Ie is Major Mardelieele®s friend. The
majot has elected to chinoge pistoly, With
your pleasure, Vale, the affuir is ar-
ranged for to-mnrrow moring at eight,

v behind Tha Bottle at Clalk Tarm.” _,

I have for-
Exeept just
huppencd,

ehm young barosel eollipued into
dir ‘ ' : '

“Granby.” ssid d¢, “1-~1 canindd fight.?

“Not Aght!® Granbys &yebrowd
tHmbed his forebead,

“I-—1 disapprove of duelling™® -~

“You offered him the worst inault. He
retalisted grossly. Theré i ho poasis
bility of escupa from ths finévitable
meeting. All London has heard of tLhe
aifair.” .

“Granby,” walled the young mak, =%
=1 tell you'it ia imponsible, L1 can-
not fight this man” -

. “He has held the king's commission.™

"I will apologisel*

! “Impossible. It has gone ftoo far. T
dhould be compromised, made to appear
ridiculous. And how can you apelogise
for the [nsult he has put upon you? The
glass of winet”

“L wes the origihal offender.
drunk.”

“If you apelogise for your offence you
will but huniliate yourself to no end
He will not apologise for his.*

Sir Bimeon bowed his head om his
handa and groaned. -

“¥ou will Hperuei\’e that a meeting 1Is
unavoidalle?

“I do not see that it is imperative in
the least. I do not see why I should
expose my life to this risk. T do not
want to fight. T will not fight.,”

“My denr Vale, I protest that you
aatonish me. I had locked for a better
spirit in my friend, and one of your
house. What you mean by this strange
pusillanimity 1 cannot divine.- You
must fight, or forfeit for ever your title
to the rank and name of a gentleman.”

“Because I thrink from blocdshed?”

“Because ihere ia s code of manners
—muat be. Because ali London echoes
with the bruiting of this affuir. Because
it is the one course open to you in
honour.™

“§ deny that”

Rebert Granby took an
turn up and down the room.
“He wilt surely kill me if I fight.”

“He will surely horsewhip you if you
do not.”

‘“‘Tie is a dend shot,
different one.”

Robert Granby paused before
friend. .

“Are you afraid to fight, Valet”

The young baronet looked up shame-
facedly. llis lips quivered and went
white, e a-

“Ave you afraid?” -

Btill there came no answer.

“Are you o coward, Sir Simeon Valel™

“l....0 my (iod, I do not know.”

Robert Granby turned his back on
him.

“Shall T say fhat my prineipal 18
afrnid? That he shirke the eancounter,
icars to offer satisfaction? That he is
a coward? E

“La it such nan unpatdenable thing to
love your life?”

“It is unpardonable to love it aliove
honour.” He crossed to the door, “I
aweit vour flual word.”

“T will-- will not fight,” whispered Rir
Rimenn luskily. He starled up. 0
Granhy!™ he eried. “You don’t think
0 much 1be worse of me?”

“I ahjure your friendship from this
memeny, I will never touch your hand
azuin, A coward! My friend a coward!
I could not bear to hear that azid. 'To
hear it said in pullic, with a laugh be-
hind & hand. God! Vule, Vale, you
don’t understand, You have rome noble
reason. Or you ave suffering from some
passing allfiction that wamans yeu. You
are tuinted by sone insidioua madness,
You cannnt veally intend to afford the
world this opportunity of levelling at
you the tinger of such intolerable eon-
tempt. You eannot intend to forfrit te
a quolm of the stomach all cleim to
rank with meu of Lhonour. A cownred!”

“I am net afraid of m conventiom.
Cranby.” . -

“The eoward's argument.”

'} God!” eried Rir Simeon Vale, ris-
ing in n sudden arcess of wintry passion-
nte despnir. “If I could but bring myself

1 was

impatient

I am but an in-

hia

to fight, & 1 suld bt deing my-
self to think that I should not disgrmce
myeelf upon the feld, I weuld let the
challenga go. But I gunnot trust my
courage oven as far us that.” He held
out his kands in II?F‘L “Am I to blame
for the nature Fate has thrust upon
me? Do you think I atn & coward from
cloice, Uranby ¥

“This in mers froth” wsaid Robert
Granby, *“I sannot listen to H.  Goods
bye to you, sir." He paraed gut. “Cow-
ard]” And the door shuk -

. [ - .

II1. "
The young Sir Simeon pank down bn
a chair, and hiding his face in his handa
rocked back and forth, baek and forth,
in mgony of emotion. His heart was
riven with shame. Now' that Le was
alone he could no longer entertain any
sophistical deferice of his turpitude. He
knew that he was o coward—a coward
self-confessed. And sell-condemnation
seor¢hed him a# with a living fire. He
remehered the face of his friend; the
contemnpk mingled with grief. reproach,
and shame that it had showed, and he
sobbwd aloud,
“Why,” he asked vainly of the silence,
“why did (od endow me with & man's
body and a womnan's heart1”

The door opened noiselessly, and a
woman entered the room—H8ie Simeon's
siaster the famed Mistress Nancy Vale,
one of those meteoric creatures of a
decade who flash acrons the social sky
and leave no trace save o dim radiance
and 8 name. In her day, notable alike
for her wit, for her virtue, and for
beauty, she ruled » gorgeous little
world with beck and nod and smile. And
Looks of beauty vainly tried to fix her
charma in elegant futile verse and pic-
tured page. ller Bayings enjoyed a
vogue which the record of them seems
hardly to justify, because they .mow
lack the setting of rose leaves and pearl
bher dainty mouth provided. That she
was & good woman who can doubt who
remembers that appreciation of her vir-
tues wns on five oceasions fired inta A
man’s hody from thie muzzle of a pistel,
and twice pinked into him at tke
sword's point? And that she was
beautiful as yumour sayeth, ithe mere
existence of such champiors ms those
who defended her name must prove be-
¥ond all possibility of cavil.

Bhe stood against the door, very
€rectly, with her mouth set in a tragie
line, her face drawn and pale, her great
blue eyes slumhbrously afire. Yer pile
of powdered hair showed bluegrey
arainst the milk-white pallor of her
face. She uttered her brother’s name—

“Simeon!™ :

He raised his haggard hegd.

“Nancy!”

" Bhe stood looking at his degraded
fizure, and his face questioned her help-
lessly, <A

“Simeon, I bave overheard what ha
passed between you and Mr Robert
Granby. 1 know”—something clicked in
her throat—"I kaow ihat my brother
ia a coward!”

He tried to meet the indignation of
her eyes. . .

“It is easy for one who is
woman to talk,” he quavered.

“It will be hard for gne woman to
talk of her brother after to-day.”

“You do not understand, Naney, ¥You
are only a woman,”

; “Are you a man?"

He tronched and cowered before lier,
“Oh, for the love of God, 0, my my =ia-
ter, do not you condemn e alsol  Pity
me! Pity mel”

“My brother msks pity of a woman!”

He gurged out s hearibroken appeal
40 her. She wavered. The plifnsgs of
her ‘bearing relaxed. She made two
argry peatures of impatience at lier own
weakness, then koelt on tire floor Weside
hini, 9 very womanm, pleading. Eeacfd,
loving. R

“0), Rimeon, you will not play tha
coward®” .
“I o afraid,” he whispered.
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HOW TO . KEEP COOL.

All who suffer from the prevailing heat should add a few drops
of Condy's Fluid to the dally Bath or Foot Bath.

A Condy's Fluld Bath imparts a delightful scnsation of
coolness, freshness, and purity, it Invigorates the body and

braces the nerves.
Condy’s Fluld Is sold by all C
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mists and Stores.
Subatitutes, all of which are inferior in Composition an

Caution.—Ask for sad losist on having
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