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one might say. DBut though her heart
is l)mtuw suffocatingly, she is not to be
stopped in what sho “wishes Lo sy,

“In those past days,” she goes on,
brokenly, T nover used to think at all;
now I scom to do nothing else. Oh
what a child L was ! Tlow ittle I valued
all that you offered me! 1low lightly |
threw it from mo! ~ And now, when |
would givc my life to win it back
Taurence ! sho eries out, in a stifled
voice, “is it too late 7"

«[{ s precisely oight years and four
months too late,” he answors, with per-
fect composure. Io is in for it, and
may as well have it out. ** [ offored

yvou a boy's senseless passion, :nd you
very properly refused it. You threw
me over and married Sheldon, a much
better fellow. Tor that sort of thing,
there is no resurrcction. As to the rest
—my uncle’s fortune, and so on, L don't
regret its loss. As Mr. I:on«rwoxth s
heir presumptive T was simply ¢ “wood for
nothing, as a hard working aditor 1
flatter myself' I am good for something,
That mad thirst for .gold ~which
some men possoss I never felt, and never
shall, and, like the rest of mankind, I
compound ¢ for the sins I am inclined
to, by damning thoso I have no mind to.
1 happen to bo one of the people 1o
whom money is not the chief end and
aim of life, to whom their art would be
dear Lhoun'h it kept them beggars. It is
cwccdmgly kind of you, of course, to
think of me in this way, and regrot the
past for my sake; but you need not—
for T never do. You sec in me a por-
fectly satisfied man, content with to-day,
not asking too much of to-morrow, and
never, never for an instant wishing to
recall yesterday., We will .1lwly> be
good {riends and cousins, [ hope, Totty ;
more than friends—novor again.”

CHAPTER XII.
LONGWORTI'S [DYL,

His face had shown very little feeling
of any sort, as ho stood leaning .wmn%
tho honoysuclxlc -wreathed pillar of the
porch and rejected o woman, but this
impassiveness has grown with him a
sccond nature, But at least the brief
© intorview has banished all' present de-
» 81re for sleep .

TLe seats himsoll hofore the opon win- -
dow, clevates his boots on the sill, tilts -
baek his chair in gonuine Yankee fash- .
ion, kindles the inevitable cigar, without
which ho can neither write nor think,
and prepares Lo introspeet himself,

Here in this quict room, with all the
house at rest nround him, the low, mur-
murous sound of the water lapping tho
shove, the slipping of a branch, the tre-
mulous twitter of a bird in its nest,
innumerable sounds of silence ulone to
be heard, ten years of his life slip away,
and he is back in the gallant and golden
days of his youth, hopoful, high-hearted,
cnthusiastic, twenty-two, and in love.

The broad expanse of tho starlit bay
fades  from before him; a Southern
landscape, steeped in the fire of an April
sun, takes its place. Tle sees the long
white Georgiun  mansion, with its
pinzzas, its open doors and windows,
the cotton ficlds afur off, wth the ne-
groes at work, the “quarters,” a minia-
{ure village, whero his Uncle Long-
worth’s people live.

1t is a fair picture, a noble domain—
one day to bo-all his own. "As.a boy,
orphaned and nearly destitute, bis rich
and childless uncle, who all his life had
held himself aloof from his family and
every domestic tio, absorbed heart and
soul m the hot pursuit of gold, came
forward.and took him to his home. To
his heart as well, such heart as his lifo- -
long worship of Mammon has left him.
e was a handsome lad, and gallant,
brave, high-spirited, self-willed, full of
generous impulvos rash to 1¢cklessno%
but with a heart as tender and nearly as
easily touched as a2 girl's.

And, best of all, with the God- fearing.
1)1'111c1])lcs of a «cnnlc and loving mother
so deeply mlplantcd that neither the
world, the flesk, nor ihe devil (and all
three battle hard in his lifo of case and
sclf-induigence under -his uncle's roof)
could over wholly eradicate them. Ile

ras truthful to an extreme, open and

‘ fmnk as the day, with a tomper as

sunny and nearly as hot as the cloud-.
less Southern weather,

In: short, a youth so unhl\e in all
things the grave, self-repressed man of
Lhu'l.y that in looking backward . he
might well wonder what had become of ,
that old impetuous self.

Laurence Longworth was. a ncphew



