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A Matter of Heredity

By Gordon A. Couper

ND you mean to say you think
Yuit ¢an possibly foretell what
any nran will become—ultimate
YT be  said,
earnestness,

with a eurious
quite unlite his
usual tactinl way of falling into her
| TTET LN

“We kniw what we are,” she began
iy, and ~tupped. It was not worth
the effort 10 cuntinge.

“thes  surroumlings
herwldity fighting it our,
which will win™

“surronminlings, if one could always live
in Devonshire™ was ber answer. “You
couidn'y be wicked with that fairylamd
of purple ccamiline befure vou; or sor-
rowinl, with the possibility of 3 mer-
maid or some other sea-beauty popping
up in that cave over there—could yout?

“4h. yes. all these tking=" he retorted
ety P'm opot romantic like you.”

~hr was a ftrifle mettlal. and  an-
swered. twisting her ring: "Haven't we
hail enaugh philozophy for one day:™

1w it bare yont”

“Rather. My mind is not Zrge enough
to bte intere=ted in sucl matters unless
they bappen Lo buve a perzonal appli-
Cation.”

~§ should bave called this rather per.
sonul. but perhaps you have bad no
hereditary weakness to conguer—ontky
Fraces to develup. Well—to change the
subject—that's a pretiy ving: looks like
an engugement ring.”

It =" caid she. valmly. And thers
wa< a silenve, -

“You Baven't worn Lt beiore—csinee I
esie—lave vout” B

~1 cut my tinger,” she sxphained. “and
1t was very painful at first: and then—I
forper”  She ended tamelr and in some
e tusing.,

“Then how could I be exproted  to
Loow:™ he demanded.

~he turned awed looked at him stead-
ilv: at the dark regular fuce. with its
=trong lnes apd angles: at the deep
bBlue exes now mtber clouded. bap realy
for a swilen impul-e of wmirth: at the
camical upliftitiyz of one evebrow alove
the wtler: at the one-sided =mile. hali-
wing-wd. half-<ativical. on the semewhar
ngeable mouth. Then e made up
' wind and said deliborately:

TE bt see thar it makes an atem
of aitfercee wlether vou know or not.”
i ale L7 he granted. “Chuly you
trusble to !l me by wearing

and perhaps
Who knows

worslee wlby it is T dike you =0
mucih?”T lie cotinued pre-eotly, with a
e of e,

1.7 she  answered
is. il vou really 4o

“Wall | odo” he waibl simply zed add-
el xn’t becans<e you are pretty,
Fou hnows I've —en =cvres of preltier
women.”

“Thank you™ she bent her head in
mute Te<panse, R

“You mu-t kaew that i= true—unless
you are vain. and [ dido think that of
Y. Am I mistakeny”

“Pethape fi i+ beaue of my clever-
ness T she sugre<ted somewhat bitteriy.

“Nu: 0T St because vou dress well;
DT FOC YOUE Bretly wwad nur for your
quaintnes<. You are delicate and wo-
manly. and as sweet as—as well as my
bleal woman Should be: as sweet as my
Wra pictured her to be, [ think. Sybil,”
fail he, "l love you for your sweet
nature and—and yvur hopesty.™

“4+ here was the lore making; and
after all sne did not like jt. .

“Fm nat B30 to you,” she corrected
him pently -

“Did ¥ 'l you SyWI? T am wery for-
petiul.  But it {doeen’t matter,” he con-
ehaded. as if to him=elf.

“Dusn’t #!" she retorted, with o
quiet smile. “There is another who
would hardly ageee with you. .

“Anvther? Oh! T gee—the other fel-
Jow.” .

T "My sieter will be wanting te ge

lightly—

back. JM's nearly tea-time,” she sug-
gested, as bhe did not sevm disposed to
break the silence. :

“Fle went ten minutes apo,” he an-
swered; I beanl the swish of her skirt.
1 think she wanted us to join her”

“By all means,” said the girl, and rose
quickly. Not one word did they speak
48 he helped her up the steep. winding
path. © When they reacked the long,
dusky road, she cleverly steered the con-
versaticn toward safe topicz. with no en-
couragement from him except a single
monesyilable now amd then. But when
they stoud at the gate of the house where
she atd her sister lodged he seemed sud-
denly to rouse himsel.

“Ine sorry,” be said. as he opened the
wicket for her. = have mades a fool of
myset this afternoon™®

“Yes. I think yvou have,” she adwmitted
aweetly.

I den’t exaetly know hew to undo it.™

“There's ne wayx,” she juterrupted
quickly. “Such things are never undone
they are forgiver often; forgutten oeea-
siemally.™ .

There was a2 coticus nute in Ler voice
that cauzed hir to lean forward to see
her face, but she kept it turned away.

=1 must g0, he began: but she looked
at him. donmb and wide-eved. with some
emotion. that made him ask hurriedir:
“What is it? Tell me! What is wrong®”

“You =aid 1 was honest.” she almost
whispered: “and-—and | must be—now.
I dont koow what you bave dope—yeu
have—rou have caught my soul away
from me™

He stepped back, suddenly, white and
trogbled. ~

*You have—T dem’t know how it eould
happen—in a few weeks—but my will is
no longer mine,”

Her steady look dropped. and she sul-
denly turned away; and still he waited
as though stunned.

*Yeou nmmn you love nre*” he asked,
presenily.

"1 dom’t know.” she answered. dully.
1 dent kpow what e iz, I thought
T lovad him—IJ nwan tie other fellow—
2t lexst 1 rodd him =0, But perhaps there
are diferent Kinds of love—ifor other
Teil me what

peopie. 1 oot koow,
w—"

stappest, amd held out her hands
v. but  befere he could take

ped her Ting ieeo her pock=g
=1 mu-t e free” she spid. simply.

Taen be tcok her bawds, but almost
culdly: and she Jooking up into his face,
was t-ned. and askesd. ~Are you ill37

TN Be answersd, ng a . little,
but with bead: af perspiration oo his
forehead: “unly temptad.”

“You  mean—that  f—I—am  mis-
taken?”

And then he was holding her cloze.
his Fave again<t her brow, as he said hur-
riedly, It is all wroepng. Svbil. I am
sinaing ayin-1 you—now—thiz moement ;
for even if you were free, [ am not.”

She closed her eves as thongh in pain.

“You are narried. then™

“Uh, po!” with a startied raisiog of
the head. :

“Fngaged. then?”

+Not at all”

“How, then, not frees”

1 can’t tell vou” .

“But why?” She iried to draw away,
but be held her fa-t. .

1 cannot. I'm & cowand.”

=be stowxd above him now, with one
hand resting on hix shouhler, the other
putting back her dizhevelled hair.

I can't—quite—see,” she said pre-
sently.

“There are some thing: a man eannot
help.” * .

"rjAnd there are some thing= a woman
capnot fathom.” she said. quietly. ~“You
made me think that yom cared——"

“Aml o [ do, but 1 did 2ot mean you
to kpow* - . . .

“Yet, when T—let you know-you put
me aside—without apy resson: 7

“Yeu,” be replied, quietly, it is wrong,
but 1 eannot do otherwise—at preseat™

**Will you tell me some dayl™ - -

-

“Well, if T cap. yes. My father and
my grandfather divd fron—well, from
what I shall die of.™

“Is it something that you ean’t help?™
she pleaded. timidiy. ~I might help you,
and would forgive much.”

He was ailent for some minutet. Then,
risingz. stretched out his band in farewell.
Xo,” he said, “you canaot fight against
hereditr. and. besides. there’s him—the
other fellow to consider. Good-bye”

the took his hand for a moment, and
then  quietly went towards the house,
leaving him alwentiy gazing at her re-
treating form.

. . - - .

He had been sitting there, how long
he did net know. when he was araased
by z footfall behind him. aml, tum-
il;g round. saw her walking slowly to-
wards him.

“he came up to him and stopped
short.

~I only¥ waniol--to sax that T—un-
derstand Fou better mow than 1 did
resterday.”

“What? Sinve yesierday?”

“Yes, I umderstand your irouble
aow.® 0 R

~And have discovered. no doubt, that
T was right in mot aliowing you to
make the sactiive you wounid like fo
bave madet”

“No. that’s the point,” she said.
smiling a Hrle. “You are quite wrong.
1 came to tell you so.”

“You think I'm wrong?”

*Yes?

“You are very foolizh!?

~Ves.

“Well ™ .

“Yopu ste, we expect him to-dax, and
I thought, perhaps-—ok, why won't you
heip me:”™ .

“Help you I will.,” said he suddenly.
“You are a mere baby in these maiters,
1 must help you from yourself, Syll”

*I am quite sure xou are not to
biame.” she said. earnestly.

~But I am not sure,] he
looking at her clos

“Uptld I pot help>

ously.
- "How many good women,” be begam,
but turned his sentence  differently,
“help the devit’” be eoded. in a hope
Iess tome.  ~It has gone too far®

“How longz:™ she asked.

“Rome three zencrativns, [ know. and
probably much lomger.  And I'm the
last of the family. He changad hiz
L retore to fown to-merrow,”
he :aid. -

=L shall tell him—the other—as seon
as ¥ see him.” she said. igvoring bis re-
ma

replied,

she begam, pite-

. "No7 he intertupted. eaperly. —Wait
—unagit a forinizht after [ have gone™
Teading the protest in ber face, be con-
tinued: ~Take wmy judement, and be
qiite sure firs. Would you have me
cur<se myseclf:”

A fgure i grey Ranmels was seen in
the dixiance. e\'idemly walking  to
wiere they sat.

“You must tell me something cise—
fpuick—it is iy right 1o know—qguick,
before he comes. tell me now

He kept his face resviutely from her
and said: “Yon kmow moest. or have
puessed most of it: but you cannot
possibly realize. of courze, what it is
10 hare one’s whule body ery out for
stimulapt—necks at a tine, I make
no excuses, but you must under-tand
that the case is hopeless. Tn my ¥oung
days I made a better fight: but it was
hound to be a2 lusing zame in the cond:
vie jndividual againsi—how many ™
He torned and pmiled at her for a mo-

ment. *T caw it was & loaing Aght, aud
1 made the best of it, perhays; only 1§
vowel never to love any woman, and
I have broken that sow, "[-am talk-
ing 100 leng. - This last time, thuugl
—1 am’ ashawed and sorry for this
Iast time—" -

“It was becavse you were unhappr,®
she said, softly. - -

“Don’t excuse
answer.

He took out of his poeket his silver-

it,* was the curf

" mounted leather fask, locked ar it for

a second, and, with & sudden mave-
went, hurled it over the face of the
cliff; then turned to ber, his face &
deen red. . N

“I trust you don't thisk Fm guilty of
excess often?t”

She apparentis Jdid not hear, for she
said: . .

“dinee you will not have me on any
other lerms, will you take me with
You—over the cliff—like the Hask?®™

He was silent for some time. then,
rousing himself as from a dream, he
exid, quietly, “If 1 do not it is from
love of you; if you will believe—ths
tempiation—" again he paused. then
continued, “You cam be strongz, and
Fou will be happy, and I shah do
what I ean™

ke To~e to her feet, gathered her
courage together. aml said, edearly:
“Whatever happens, vou are and 1 am;
and I'm glad: # Her vole failed

r. -

He smiled into her tearfol evea
“Now ryou are your real self: vou're
Bvbil.” - -

Fhe gathered wup her skirts and
fairly ran 10 the tep of the hill; when
there she paused and waved a band to
him, and be was alone.

How long he sat ibere he never
knew. He was roused by a soft rustle
in the grass, and turned with hic heart
beating wildly, bur it was not Sybil,

It was a strange dog. a poor, mangy
cur that came wp and mosed him, and
Bimally taking courage, thrast his head
under the mans arms for eomfort, The
man’s hand almost mechanically feli to
rubbing the forlorn head and 1hereupon
he came to bimsel with a jerk. He
leaned out over ihe eliff and Jooked
dowa upon the waves dashing over the
boulders below, them addressed tibe
iriendly beast with a laugh. “Melo-
dramatic insiinct, old ehap. that's what
it was made me hurl the fiask downm
below; omlr nave to £et another to-
metrow.  To-mermow?  Xot quite so
800m, if we can belp it, eht Come along
home now. and you shall sbare a bone
with me; and we'll eali von ‘Comfori®
comfort has a prerty bad time, like von
and me. And when our troubles mas-
ter us. as they are bound re do, you
fopeared. why,

rear blear-eved  ereature,
well just driok their health: there's

nothing else fir us 1o do. eb? To my;
ancestorsl”  He raiced his bhand in an
iwannary  toa~d. theén he walked

slowly back, ard the dog ivllowed him.

e ———————

" Whken an elditer has printed an un-
true story. he siculd be willing to re<
tract i some  editors,  though—be.
nighted, stnpid fellows—will print ne
denjals unless the truths thes have ut-
tered have been libellous. "I ther have
not been libelHous, 1he editors refuse to
make denial. Thes pretend to believe
that their stories bave been true, alter
all. o
Thex are as pigheaded as the Tara-
naki editor who ireued an obituary of
the leading citizen of his town. When
the leading citizen ealled at the office the
next morning amnd reguested that 1he re-
port of his death be denied, the editor
refused lo acvevwmwodate him. TooE
_“VWe are pever wrong here” he smid,
in & lordly way. *“We pever print de-
mials or retractions in our sheetr.” .
But the leading vitizen protested and
protesied, and kinally the editor said:
“No use walking, sir; we can’t deny
your death. The best we can do for you
is to put you in tomurrows lisk of
births.” ‘ I

~ Sore Throat, Hoarseness cured in a few hours.’
Sir Morell Mackenzie, M.D., the Eminent Throat Specialist

(Consulting Physician to the

late Emperor of Oecrmany)

frequently ordered Condy's Fiuid to be used.as a Garple fo#
- speedily curing Sere Throat, Relaxed Throat, and Hoarseness, !
.- Sold by all Chemists and Stores. Insistonhaving ““Condy’s Fluid.?

Substitutes are greatiy inferior.
", Made by Condy & Mitchell, Condy’s Fluid Works, London, Eng‘.;r_

Physicians Reportis on bottle,”



