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The Heir to Beecham Park

CHAPTER XXII, 3

“Pray be sensible, Stuart” she
said, sharply; “you were never like
this before. It galls me, i¢c wounds
‘me to See you wasting - your -days
down her, pottering about on the
farms, and for what?”

“Some one must look after things,
mother;
have often complained to me of the
bad management, so I have determin-
ed to relieve you of further anxiety.”

“Pshaw! Do I want my son to turn
steward? I have to-day received a
letter from Lady Bayliffe strongly
recommending me a manager, and [
have all but settled to engage him.”

“Then don’t do it,” promptly re-
plied Stuart, “He is not wanted.”

«“He is wanted! I shall not allow
you, Stuart, to do this kind of work.”

“My dear mother, I am of age!” ;

Mrs. Crosbie was silent, and Stuart,
looking up, saw the pain and perplex-
ity on her face, -

“Forgive me, mother,” he added,
moving toward her. “I am very sel-
fish. Tell me-what you want me to
do, and if it {8 in my power I will
undertake it.”

»] want you to rise in the world; I
want you.to be famous, -Stuart."

“Fame is not to be bought, meother.”

“It is within your reach. Contest
Chestérham at the next eélection..You

will be returned with an immense ma- ,

jority. The rest will follow.”

“I have mo brains for politics,” de
clared Stuart. “I cannot do it.”

“There is no such word as ‘can-
not!’* returned Mrs. Crosbie, vigor-
ously, “If I were In your place,
Stuart, how differently I would act:
You are wasting your life.”

Stuart walked back to the window.

“T will not give you a decided an-
swer now, mother,” he ‘said, “Give
me two days to consider.”

“Willingly,” she agreed, “and weigh
all things well. Remember, you will
afford me the greatest happiness in
life if you agree to this and to anoth-
er wish.”

“To make you happy, mother, I
would do much,” Stuart rcsponded,
raising her hand to his lips. “What
is it?”

Mrs, Crosbie drew a long breath.

“That you will marry.”

“Marry!” repeated Stuart, dropping
her hand, while his face grew white
and his brow darkened. “That moth-
er, is impossible.”

“I have not spoken to you on this
subject before, Stuart, though it has
been one very near my héart -You
have been troubled; but you are not
my son if you have not pride sufficient
to drown and wash away forever any
trace of your trouble, It is not for a
Croshie to submit to insult and hu-
miliation.”

“I submit to none!” Tetorted Stuart,

, in a quiet, clear voice,

“You have been deceived,” his moth-
er declared, coldly and proudly; “by
one who was not worthy even a sec-
ond thought.” {

“Mpther!” he exclaimed, hurriedly,

my father cannot, and you |,

and then stopped, What could he say
in d¢fense of Margery? She wasg, in-
deed, all this. “Your wish is sudden,”
he adfed, after g pause. *It comes to
me quite unexpectedly; but I have
only one answer to it—I shall never
marry!l”

Mrs, Crosbie compressed her lips
and turned bawcy.

“Just now you called yourself sel-
fish,” she observed. . “I think you were
right.”

“Why. should I marry, moiher?™ he
cried, suddenly. “Ypu know, or per-
haps you can never know, what the
past meant to me, I am not a vane
to be turned by every wind. I have
loved, and I shall not love again.”

“What has that to do with mar-
riage?”

“YI would not ask any woman to be
a wife on such empty tetms; it would
be a sin, But it is not necessary I
would do anything, mother, in my
power to-please you; but this I can-
not.” R

“Are you my child?” asked his moth-
er, quietly and coldly. “Can you waste
your whole life, like a misanthrope.
because a village coquette has laughed
at and mocked you? There are good
women’s hearts still in the world,
women of our world, who can love
and suffer as such creatures never
can.”

“I will offer no woman my life
without miy ‘fove/’ ' declared Stuart,
firmly.

“What would you say if I were to
tell you that there is one who would
take it gladly, one who has watched
and worked for you all these months
in silence, and who, through every-
thing, is steadfast and true as steel?”

Mrs. Crosbie’s'hand fell on ker son’s
shoulder as she spoke. She felt it was
her last card; it might win the game.
Stuart looked into his mother’s eyes:
a flush rose to his face.

“You mean,” he began.

“Your cousin, Vane,” she broke in.

“Vane!”

Hils mother’s hand slipped from its

hold; but he did not move,
in a very whirlwind of surprise, pain
and doubt.
B ;. have not known? No; she hid
her secret too well! There is a wom-
an fit to be your wife—proud, loving,
courageous, a companion to cheer, a
helpmate to stimulate your ambition.
Had you not been so blind Stuart,
you might have seen this. What do
you say now?”

“I can say nothing” he answerd,
still in the same low tones. “This hal
stunned me, %You must let me think,
mother; 1 have not the power teo
speak- - now.”

‘“Yes, think—and think well,” Mrs.
Crbsbie said gently Something told
her that she had won; Vane's devo-
tion had touched the right chord‘. ¥

She watched her son move to the
door in silence,

“We will speak of this again anoth-
er time,” he said, with constraint.

A wave of

compunction passed
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the glad thirill of ambition that stir-
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| in Parligment, she had nothing more
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‘In a mase of troubled mﬁ

Stuart strode down the wet paths.
Vane loved him; and yet she had put
her own feelings on one luo and
ministered tendtrly, thoughtmuy
kindly to h\im! What depths of wom-
anly sweetness fi such a sacrifice—
what & generous, noble nature! His
heart warmed with gratitude toward
her, though it cooled again as he re-
membered that she loved him. What
could he do—whither turn in this
dilemma? Vane was dear to him as
a friend, as & sister, but not as the
woman he would make his wife. And
to make any woman his wife now,
when such sadness darkcned his life,
was almost impossible, What must
he do? Could he let her live on alone
with the sorrow he knew from ex-
perience to be so bitter wearing out
her heart? Would it be a generous
return for all she had done, for the
noble tenderness with which she had
tried to bring him happiness? No, no,
a thousand times no! If he could no
longer have joy, if gladness were gone
forever, he had still the peaceful
pleasure of bringing gladness to an-
other’'s heart. His mother was right
—it was his duty to face the world,
and Vane should be his wife,

Even. while he thought thus, his
brow contracted with pain, a spasm
of "rnving regret shot through him,
the nf his first love in all its
W< returned and eathralled

him once more. It was impossible!

He paced up and down under the|

wet. dripping trees, trying to calm
the tumult in his breast, with a long-

ing for solitude and peace one mo=|

ment, and a piteous thought of Vane's
great love the next, It was a terrible
struggle, and it lasted through the
night hours, never ceasing till the
dawn, when, pale and worn, yet with
a steadfast look of - determination
about his mouth and in his handsome
eyes, he conquered it. He was brave
and strong—sorrow could not crush
him; but Vane—poor, delicate Vane—
she could not endure trouble; and so,
if indeed his mother had spoken
aright, he would go to Vane, and ask
her to be his wife.

The gloomy weather in London did
not tend to lessen Miss Charteris’ de-
spondent mood, She was peevish,
bored, discontened, longing to leave
England and go to a warmer climate,
yet feeling that she could not give
up her desire and declare herself de-
feated. She was waiting only for a
week or two to pass, and then she
would go down once more to Croshie

| Castle and make a final effort. This

idea wad occ\ipying her mind as she

out into the dismal streets, with a
gloumy look spoiling her preity face.
She heard the door open, bur did mot
stir, imagining it to be her mother.
The stillness that followed caused her
to turn; and, looking around, she met
Stuart’s eyes. £

“‘Stuart!” she exclaimed, her face
flugshing. “You have given me quite
a start! I did not knmow——"

“I have been watching you for the
last two minutes; Vane; you were !ost
in thought. ‘Whose memory were you
honoring by such deep meditation?”

Stuart leoked very handsome, and
something in his manner thrilled her
wi,h joy.

“] was thinking of Crosbie,” she
answered. “Come to the fire, Stuart;
you must be frozen. And how ig Aunt

C~nstance—and why have you come?
y

um very glad to see you.”

Stuart stood silent, slowly remcv-
ing-his gloves; then he moved nearer
to her side by the fire, Vane was
looking lovely; the plaintive sadness
of her face, which was tinged with a
delicate flush, touched him, He had
read it well in the first, moment of
as he
thought, the marks of her trouble,

~“1 have come to see you, Vane,” he

~tntd her quietly, “because I have

something to ask m
Vm tqlt her heart beat wildly.
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THE INTERNATIONAL SYNDICATE,

SUGGESTIONS FOR SOLVING CROSS-WORD PUZZLES
Start out by filling in the words of which you feel reasomably

sure. These will give
and they in turm to
. space, words

ou-ndumothermxdsmndngthm.
others. A letter belongs in white

at the numbered squares and runding either

" horizontally or verhull’y or both.

HORIZONTAL

1-=Author of .a famous elegy

6—Froth

8-—A species of snake (pl.)

‘12—Pertaining to the kidn
1 18—Aloft
t14—Purloin

*15 sacred Image or plcture In

! Greek church
16—Wiles

{18—Narrow strip of fabri@

19—Damper and cooler
20—Held together
21—Fruit of the pine tree

24—A medieval trading vouo.‘

26-—1'0 cover
To rest at lengtid
1—8lnglno volce
,833—To equip i \
85-—0\«0' (poet.)

'36—Western State (abbef

87—Before
| 88—Frequent (poet.)
{ 40—0ne of the months
| 68-=An excuse, or its u
46—Peanut (Southooi‘
i . 48—To pass unnoti

, B1—S8oli m>y

1 §2—2A ship's jolly-boa
55-=Girl's name

| 56—]llggal interest
S—*Gm'

pronoun K
. 68~=Ancient Greek physiclan,
j “Father of Medicine”

! 69—A gtate of disorder
| 60—8even d

- ays
\61—Qne of the constellations

; / VERTICAL

1—A grating of ‘parallel bars
Sohﬂn of YOIM m Om

2—To ecan agaln
8—Sod

n N

4—A New Englander \"

8—Possessive pronou® '/

ey 7-——Pertinent, apposite 3

8—Modern province of Greece

| 9=Chair

10—A substance made from rags,.
wood-puip, eto.

11—Used In a winter spos{

16—A bow, an arch j

17~=Girl’'s name (familiar)

22—Egg-shaped

28—To whip A

24—A Roman emperor noted for
crueity

|  @8—Reatity

- | 26—Refuse matter

27—Any animal selzed by lnoth('
for food

28—-Vast periods of time

1 30—Id est, Latin for “that Is"

: { .
.1 }32—A metal-bearing vein
nds ' | 84—Prefix, assimilated form of In
39—Fine fllaments
41—To render tough by huﬂna and
-cooling H
42—A slily creature
! 48—To move with a lever
44—To make il
45—S8ubstance added to palvit t
" make It dry qulo'kly 54
{46—Moody and snoq |
47—Burden

48—8ole; single |
63—Reverential feap
64—Small

When We Look
Up at Eternity

“The eclipse revealed to Londoners
recently the marvellous beauty of
their atmosphere,” says the Editor of
the Sunday Express. “Ag a rule Lon-
doners pay no attention to the clond-
scapes above their heads. . They sel-
dom look higher than the shop. wig-
dows. . Many of them walk along the
street. with their -gyes: fixed: on the
pavement, They seldom 1lift their
gaze to the great dome of gmoke-
wreaths and trailing vapdurs tigat en-
trances the artist.

“They discovered that there is no
sky in the world so marvellously col-
oured ag their own. The sun was not
brutal. It was bland. The breath of
' London shifted its beams and trans-
formed them into a wistful luminos-
ity that gleamed ghostfully as the
coin of the mdon stealthily crept
across its delicate circumference.
Smoked glass was a comfort, but not
a necessity, The march of the moon
could be watched with awe ' and
amazement.

“It 'was more than a rare show.

OO

DL ELY 6444

SOTOS

B

e

jes, a

.Cigcular Saws, R
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The petty life of mortals does not of-
ten pause to survey the solemn dance
of the sun and moon. We lack the
imaginative power of geeing .our-
selves as our fellow planetz see us.
But when the mystical smoke-veil of
London enables us to watch the dark
disc of the moon moving majestically
across the pale disc of the sun we
catch a glimpse of the vast cosmic
mystery which no astronomer can
«nravel. a

“It shocks our sereme - egoism . to
be confronted with interstellar space
and to realise that mam ard  his
whirling home are orly .a minute
portion of the everlasting drama of
the universe. It humbles" our pride
and abashes our learning. to .snatch &
swift glance at the inscrutable, inex-
plicable and untathomnble machtn—
ery of eternity.

“And yet there i’ comfort  in. . the
conviction that there is law and de~
sign in the great grave procession of

|sons and moons and stars. Punctual

are the clock of the sun and the cloek |

power, for the mind of man can trace
itp errorless premeditation and its
flawless rules. Stable are the mr-.
even as the seasons and the tides a
stable. It i8 a ' consolation to

that the great motions and ourves |
the dwellers in infinite space are
anarchioal ‘'or capricious. There is
hand on the helm.

. “And the unpaintable and

== | soribible loveliness of the dyed

ot the moon. They fail not, - Some ||
power guides their journeyings and |
controls their orbits. It'is not a blind |
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