
"Only
have said I 
O God. ! lied.
Have pity 
er You
within :ny breast; just as it 
with all its faults, give me the 
I crave. Have pity on an 
child who is lying now at Your
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CHAPTER XVI.—Continued, tones. She did not heed them. It 
/ : mcsnt so much more to a girl to 

ord/ marry where she did not love. She 
dared not risk it. I( God gave her 
children----

And then suddenly, sa if la answer 
to her troubled thoughts, a sound 
broke the silence. She sat upright, 
erect, listening. What was It? The 
breeze? Oh, no, the breeze, in its 
most glorious mood, never carried 
such beauty on its wings! What was 

. ... . A, - ro Against their will, almost, the
-hut he would have known at least occupante of that room turned to the 
some share of happiness. He had ; window, listening, afraid to breathe 
ben a good hueband, faithful and afraid to stir. How soft, how 
kind in his own way—but sitting sweet, how touching, how fiery— 
thus, he knew that love waa the on- Gertrude could not move when at 
ly thing in the world. } last it

"You have made me very happy," ,bound

He could not speak another!
Hie head dropped until hie cheek rest 
ed on her hair. It was a holy 
moment. The peace of Gbd filled 
him ns he sat with his arms clasp
ed about the form of the girl who 
would have been his daughter had 
bn followed the promptings of his 
heart. He was back in the past 
the. He would not have been the 
wealthy, humored man he waa to-day

be said at last. "I never thought to 
be so happy in all my life again, 
Gertrude. Your father waa a bet
ter man and a nobler man than I— 
and your mother loved him dearly. 
If I gave her up, offered her on the 
altar of my ambition, she lost noth
ing, I everything. And is it because 
you learned all this that you have 
been so kind to your old uncle?"

' “Partly because ol this," she ans
wered.

"Partly? There is more, then?"
"There is more," she answered, in 

a low voice. He put his hand under 
her chin and raised her face to hie 
gaze. But the soft, brown eyes met 
his veiled, and he could not see be
neath.
! "More?" he repeated curiously. 
"Won’t you trust me, Gertrude?"

" My secret now, uncle." She 
struggled from his embrace to her 
feet. "A little, foolish, nonsensical 
dream I had, from which I was rude
ly awakened. I shall never sleep»l

"My girl
"No questions, uncle."

ed now, and per 
arm of the chai

She laugh- 
and perched herself on the 
the chair. "To business, if 

you please—we have wasted enough 
time this morning. Where are those 
details of the wood sale Hugh 
brought from old Matthew’s yester
day? Let us go over them at 
once."

And Ü was not until the evening, 
when he saw them together, that Un
de Eric remembered Bayard Carn
et on's existence, and that he had 
meant to urge the young man’s suit. 
More than ever he felt that be 
should do so. His little girl must 
not be left alone and unprotected if 
anything happened to him.

The ex-Senator’s drive bad not been 
a success. In fact, he had asked 
Miss Mildred to marry him, and she 
had not softened her refusal in any 
way. At his age he could not swear 
the passionate devotion of youth, but 
he could offer her prospects, and he 
detailed these with much skill. She 
however, surprised him by her recep
tion of his remarks.

"I may appear unfeeling," she said, 
"and cold to people—still that does 
not render me unconscious of the hon
or you do me. I thank you for It. 
But I am really primitive enough to 
believe in love. I tell you what I do f 
now so that you will see, once for 
all, that I can never change my mind. ; 
! loved someone with my whole heart 
and soul. I love him still. He is 
dead, but I shall never marry.

Her words, the unconcerned tones 
in which she couched them, for fear, 
indeed, of betraying how deeply their 
utterance stirred her, startled the | 
easy-going wooer a little. He could 
scarcely believe his ears. He * ac
cepted his dismissal gracefully, how- | 
ever, saying the usual things—should | 
she ever need a friend, etc., etc., 
and took the afternoon to digest her 
speech, That night when she came 
down to the evening meal he real
ly felt that she had never been so de
sirable. Perhaps, since she was on
ly a woman after all, she had dress
ed with a view to showing him how 
much he was losing. Her gown was 
of sofne thin, black, shimmery stuff 
that clung to her, and it was sprink
led with small gold sequins that 
glinted as she walked. She wore 
a row of little vellow colds about her 
throat, her only ornament. Even 
Leigh looked at her in some amaze
ment. Her shining, white, cold 
beauty had never appeared to such 
advantage

No one was much inclined that 
evening for the music Uncle Eric 
loved to hear. The lights were dim, 
the windows opened, and the soft 
breeee, heavy with odorous night-dew, 
filled the room. Aunt Estelle with a 
headache. GertrJne sat in her pri
vate position on a low stool at Un
cle Eric's knee, her cheek resting 
against it, huddled up in the crouch
ing posture Aunt Estelle would not 
have tolerated were she in the room. 
But Aunt Estelle was not therg and 
Gertrude felt she could do as she 
pleased. She was looking out across 
the low window-sill into the peaceful 
beauty of the night, her thoughts 
too deep for words. Her heart was 
aflame. She saw, with unerring
eyes, Hugh’s future unhappiness She 
noticed even now how his gaze fol
lowed the girl he loved, alwavs with 
a question in It—always doubtingly, 
always sorrowfully, his whole soul 
disturbed, his honest face full of care. 
Oh, if the future could but change 
all tMs. what harm? But would 
Leigh be wiser as the years flew past? 
She thought of that happy home "

died away; her heart gave a 
of disappointment when she 

felt that it had really ceased
"A violin!" .ike whispered then. 

"A violin? Oh, who is it, who is 
it, who can it be?"

She felt raised, exultant. It had 
been a song of hope, of high aspira
tions, an answer to the doubts 
struggling in her breast. She glanc
ed around her haU-fearfully. Had 
they heard also? Or was it intended 
only for her ears? Some supernatur
al message—

"What is it?" cried Leigh Fenton. 
She had risen under the influence of 
the music and stood drawn to her full 
height, looking about her with 
frightened eyes.

"Someone is playing a /violin in 
old Matthew’s cottage," answered 
Hugh". "He is an artist, if it is 
that visitor of his!”

"A magician!" cried Leigh again. 
"A magician, Hugh. Oh, it has ta
ken my heart out of my body—it is 
drawing me in spite of myself. 1 
have no will, no power left. Let us 
go, Hugh, oh, let us go---- ’’

"Go where, you foolish child?” ask
ed Hugh, tmiling at her excitement.

"Anywhere, that I may hear it 
again. Just to hear it i again, 
Hugh,” she pleaded, swiftly. "Let 
us go to< thank him—it is not far to 
the cottage—”

. She looked around her, i confused, 
passed her hand across her forehead, 
and burst into tears. In alarm, 
Hugh sprang up to put his arm about 
her.

I “You are ill, nervous, excited,” he 
said, in a troubled voice. “Whv,

. Leigh---- ”
I "Music always upsets her,” said 
Senator ■ Hilliard. "I’d advise you 
to go to your own room and not to 
hear any more of it."

Mildred, sitting cold and silent, did 
not speak.

"Please do not send me away— I 
must hear him if he plays again,” 
protested Leigh. "Hugh, don’t let 
them send me away."

"You will be ill," said Uncle Eric, 
gruffly. "Close the window, Ger
trude. at once. I hate violins and 
violinists.”

He spoke savagely, and Gertrude 
sprang up to obey. But Bayard Cam
eron was< before her. He shut in the 
big French windows, then caught her 
hand as she turned to go back to her 
guardian’s side.

I "What did it say to you, Ger- 
! trude?” he pleaded. “It told me 
; much I was longing to hear—it bade 
me hope. Oh, Gertrude, just one 
word—tell me to wait, Gertrude— 
and if I have to serve as Jacob did 
for Rachel, I shall rest content. Just 
that word, Gertrude. My heart is 
breaking without it.”

"Please,” she. whispered in an un
certain voice, almost carried away
by the intensity of his tone. "Please,
Bayard---- ” /

"Bid me hope—that isn't much, 
surely,” he urged. “You do not 
promise to marry me—you simply
say there is a chance for me. There 
is no one you like better, and you 
shall, you must learn to love me. 
Gertrude, let me hear it—only one 
single word of hope, dear. Can’t 
you say it, whisper it, look at me—”

"In the future—perhaps—I cannot 
tell. Bayard, Bayard, 1 feel as 
though I were dying. Let me go—I 
must have time to think—let me have 
a little time to think.

of that tense body showed
And, ae if In answer, a me

lody stole out and upward to her 
wafctec ears. ' A simple air now, 
filled with pathos—"Heunweh”-* and 
the player’s heart muet have beea 
filled with the home-elckneee he por
trayed. Longing sorrow, painful 
grief were borne to her on the night 
wind. Slowly the tenseness of her 
body left it, slowly the white horror 
left her face, the strain relaxed. She 
drew back. She went down to the 
floor on her knees, her bead bowed on 
the broad sill. The tears were 
streaming from her eyes. Her breast 
rose sad fell, and rose again in con
vulsive sobbings.

"He Hveel He wives! Tt was a 
lie—a cruel He. That is my song, 
layed as only he could play it. He 

! My God, how can I thank 
Thee—how can I ever thank Thee?"
ft

CHAPTER XVIT.

Uncle Eric's Visitor.

When Mildred appeared the next 
morning all eyes turned to her in as
tonishment. She was white and 
exhausted-looking, with heavy black 
shadows encircling her violet orbs, 
making them even darker than usuaL 
In answer to the surprised question 
of those about her, she answered, 
truthfully enough, that she had not 
slept well, and that her head was 
aching.

"Is Mr. Hilliard ill also?" she ask
ed, indicating the ex-Senator's var 
cant place, and trying by the remark 
to divert attention from herself.

"No,” answered Mrs. Fenton. "He 
was called to Kentboro this mo if 
ing. He left a message for you, 
Leigh,” turning ?o her daughter. "He 
says he cannot find the address y os 
wanted, and that the very best thing 
you can do is to put the subject out 
of your mind altogether.”

Leigh looked a little startled, then 
frowned, an expression of blank dis
appointment settling on her fair fate.

“Oh, of course, when I want any
thing especially bad Uncle Lewis 
won’t get it for me. He knows a 
jeweller from whom I wished to order 
something," she explained to her 
mother. "That’s just like Uncle 
Lewis—he won't put himself to a bit 
of trouble.”

“May 1?” asked Hugh, quickly. 
“Tell me what you want, Leigh."

«She smiled at him.
"Not you,” with an * adorable 

glance. "I don’t want you to get it 
for me—this is a secret.”

She laughed then and he laughed 
with her, little guessing how true net 
words were,
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most unworthy friend a woman ever 
had'' Nay, I have been too unhappy 
myself—do not make it worse for 
me Tell me—did you know—last 
night?"

“That message was for me, then?" 
she asked, tenderly. "I knew at 
once, and when ‘Heimweb’ came— 
well, Laurence, I have not slept since 
for thinking of it—and of you. And 
if I had come this morning, and you 
were not here to greet me, I should 
have died. Laurence, I could not> 
have stood another disappoint
ment."

"This is my third visit, Mildred.
I have haunted this spot in the hope 
of seeing you—for Matthew was too 
shaken to be trusted with a message, 
and besides, I would not let him car
ry it—it was too precious," with a 
reassuring smile. "Come, let us sit 
down here and talk over the past 
with its misery—the future with its 
hopes-
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and how they affected
himself.

Uncle Eric felt strangely ill. The | There was something strange about
violin playing of the previous even- him—a thoughtfulness, a gravity, the
ing had disturbed him more than | careless fellow she had known did not
anyone knew. It had brought bad possess. He led her, still with his
dreams. All night .long he had been ' arm about her, to the little seat at 
quarrelling with Laurence as in the the foot of the bridge, 
long-past days—all night the dead "When you wrote to me, thinking
man’s face had haunted nim, now me Fraser," he began, "it was the
smiling and joyous, now drawn and last straw. When Hilliard left me
white and ghastly. that day at Monte Carlo I went

Gertrude also looked worn and i wild almost, to think that he could 
; half-frightened—for she dreaded the walk, free as air, under the golden 
I ordeal she knew she had to face that sun of mv childhood’s home. Mildred,
day when Bayard Cameron sought | let me pour out my pain to you, for
lier alone. The only comfortable ‘ it is eating at my heart. Mildred, 

j people at the table were Mrs. Fen- Mildred, is it true that I am here — 
ton and Aunt Estelle. here at Lindsay Manor, on Lindsay
* Mildred rose from her barely tast- ground, with you?” 
ed breakfast and walked out into the - She knew then that the curse of 
hall, where she lingered a moment for the Lindsays, as the passionate love 
fear of curious eyes. There was a of their borne had ever been called, 
tumult raging in her brçast, for the < was stirring in this man’s blood, 
next hour must solve the doubts that That sh%, no matter how dearly she 
tortured her. If Laurence Lindsay i loved him, must ever take second 
were alive he would not keep him- place. About fcvery true woman 
self concealed from her, nor" hide his tnere is a maternal instinct, a pro- 
identity. Once heytmd sight of the tecting tenderness Her joy gave 
house and away from possible pry- wav to pity for hiifi, a great and 

; ing, her feet fairly flew, as she sorrowful pity.
! passed under the chestnut trees. She “Tell me all, Laurence, she whis- 
' did not turn to Matthew’s cottage, pered, softly. "Am I not your 
I but instead to the old-time trysting-1 friend? Tell me all and let me com- 
' place, the place where they had said fort you.”
1 farewell, to the rustic bridge built "Well, dear, after 1 left you that 
I over the Lindsay stream. For if day so many years ago, I fared 
there were one single thought of her very ill for a long time. I wander- 
in his heart, one memory of the go!- ed all over the world, it seems to 
den days, it was here he would come me, now living in a palace, now earn- 
to see heç first—it was here she ing my supper by my skill on the
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He crushed the hand he had grasp
ed to his lips, and their touch burn
ed her. She was .dizzy, confused, 
the room was whirling about her. 
She felt for a Ichait and held on to 
it blindly, trying to steady herself. 
The very passion of his pleading had 
carried. her off her feet. Another 
moment and she would have promised 
anything to get away from him. And 
ever through it all ner heart was 
beating in rebellion against him, 
warning her even as he spope. She 
stumbled a little when she got to 
Uncle Eric’s side. His face was 
grey and drawn, but for once she 
did not notice him. Mildred and 
Leigh were standing close to her. 
Leigh had recovered some of her com
posure.

"He must be higher than he seems” 
sard she to Mildred. "None 'but a 
man highly born and noblyl bred 
could play like that."

Mildred laughed disagreeably.
"Artiste—real ones—are seldom 

nobly born,” she said. "It speaks 
ill for you aristocrats, but it is the 
truth.” i

Uid they all gone tnhd? thought 
Gertrude, walking slowly towards the 
door with down-drooped head. She 
did not know that Hugh was holdine 
it open for her, and that he said 
good-night, or that Mildred came

would first look upon his face. violin.
She could scarcely breathe—not from ; poorer 

-the hurry—she did not know that she 1 Fraser.
f

It was during one of these 
moments that I met Allen 

We travelled together, lead- 
was running with light,steps along 1 ing a wandering life, now here, now 
the . path through the pines. Oh, there, until we finally ended in (en- 
those memories of old, and the bitter itral America. We had all sorts of 
days « between ! Her chest was luck, and were 011 the high road to 
heaving with bounds \hat choked her, prosperity when the fever took him. 
so that finally she stood still to re- He wasn’t a strong fellow at best, 
cover herself—fearing to look, fear- but had had always a fund of ant
ing that her eyes deceived >her. bition to draw on, that served him
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w5tp£t of rhe loving ^ther:;ho.e c.o*^behind her aHo jithout beinv
idolized boy---- y of his prreence He "

She sighed deenlv. and so if in re- 
ooonse to th«t sigh she felt Uncle 
Eric’s hand -clasp hers suddenly. She 
looked up Bayard Cameron wasup. __„_—
leaning on the arm of his chair, his 
eves fastened upon her. She knew 
the nleadfng In them, even though 
his line were silent, as she had bid
den them to be. She knew the long
ing on his handsome face, the wist- 
fulness of It. . ..

Oh. whv could she not make him 
hanny? Why could she not be satis
fied? He was so good, so true. 
Uncle Eric would be pleased—- 

At some 
life the wild

that Ilea at 
fled Gertrude 

she turned her eyes to,

■ would DC ------
moment tn every womans 

,ild longing to taka the

himself the same question when he 
watched them going up the stairs. 
Had the strange music driven them 
all mad’ * * * „

She could not hurry herself l-he 
walked with slow and stately sten 
along the hall. ht*r black gown trail
ing after her, her golden head held 
high. She opened the door, entered 
her own room, slinped the holt. Then 
she tore the string of golden coins 
from her neck and flung them with 
passionate force upon the table. S*he 
went swiftly to the window, flung It 
wide, and almost threw her bodv 
across the sill. Down beneath , her 
the little light still twinkled in old

flEL aagers c
0

in place of a good constitution. It 
didn’t serve him now. He knew
at the very beginning that he was

Grasping at the bark of the tree in ar 
her, she stood, helpless with «!oubt 
and longing.

For leaning across the bridge, l i.ck | going to die. 1 knew it, too, and I 
towards her, was the figure of a was heart-sick, for he was the only- 
man. companion I had ever cared for, and

And as she gazed the doubt le t bar. : I was deeply attached to him. He 
and she was conarim s only of a • .*ed me, since I had cut loose 
great gladness—a gladness that went- from my family and all old tradi

tions, to bury my name also, to take 
h.s, and with the wealth we bad 
made together, start a new life. 
Dazzled for the moment, 1 consented. 
I returned to Eric Lindsay's lawyers 
every paper that proved my identity, 
took Fraser’s name, and under Fra
ser’s name began a new career. He 
is biy-ied out there in Costa Rica as 
Laurehce Lindsay.”

"And then?” she asked.
"1 went back to Europe 1 gam

bled, I played, I did as 1 pleased and 
its «i suued me. it was while at 
Ron.c that I met Scu-tor Hilliaru— 
; mi his niece.”

* His nieic!" Mildred’s face went 
suddenly white. How queerly you 
z.«y that! I rii h Fenton?"

"Americans like inyself—nay, more. 
■ 0:1th Carolinians, my heart opened 
to them, warmed to them. It was 
talking to them first that the tet- 
rible fever for Lindsay rose within 
me. That fever has burned in my 
veins ever since—it is killing me, 
Mildred.”

"Yes, yes—but Leigh Fenton---- ”
"1 liked her because she came from 

Kentboro, from where my mother 
was. Poor mother! I never realiz
ed I had a mother until Matthew

ed to fall on her troubled spirit 
like a benediction, that seemed to 
strengthen her nervous limbs and ease 
away the numb pain at her heait 
He, perhaps feeling that intent gaze, 
stirred restlessly, turned, sad so, 
across the lapse of years, they met.

The disfiguring glasses, the grey 
hair and beard that had made Hugh 
take him for an older man were gone. 
There before her stood Laurence Lind
say, older, sadder, and much more 
thoughtful, but the Laurence#Lindsay 
she had known and loved.

"Mildred!" came his voice, low nnd 
trembHng. "Mildred"’

His eyes were shining, !ns face lit 
up. She could net come to him hv 
reason of the passion of iov that qui
vered through her. But he name to 
her and took her hand that lay at 
her side, and the other hand grasp
ing at the bark of the tree for sup
port—took both those hands in his, 
and then, seeing how violentlv she 
trembled, he put bis arm »t- -t her 
and held her, reverently, looking 
down at her darkened eyes, her pale 
glad face. He said nothine. The 
words that were seething through 
her brain, tumbling to her lips, she 
forced back, waiting.

"Mildred!" he said again. "True 
and faithful—faithful nr to death, aye,

How can

toM wee gone. Did you see 
MlVr 1*’ ‘'ureli
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with her, Laurence-she did not know 
anyone. And abe died very quietlv 
and peacefully, they ear, though I 
was not near her at the end Uncle

«t
funeral It 1 
she could sot

feel ,

was a

2


