. %hat time and when I met vou,” she

‘sthe ‘first>great shock.

.ssorely wounded, but_even in this mo-

KIND HEARTS AND

By

J. HARRISON
Aoa wimple BAIth than No:nan B.ood

Copyrighted 1903, by Benziger Bros.

CHAPTER XIX —Continued. [ “No reproaches, Leigh. 1 think

et

“Fraser!” he echoed, stupidly. He
hought the girl had gone insane, and
«could only stare at her. “Will you
%ry to tell me just what you mean,
i you can?"

“Oh, I can,” she retorted. ‘Do V. _ g
‘you remember the connection between | ‘‘Laurence—you will—
¥raser and Laurence Lindsay? Do | v
wou remember Uncle Lewis and the Mme,”’ was his answer.
night he told us of the violinist— of that I,
the concert after which the Italians |
«carrie him home on their shoulders? |
“f the applayse that was bestowed |
capon him? Laurence Lindsa: never !
cdied—never. AHan Fraser died and
R.aurence took his name, and it was ''his last hour. He had suffered, h
;a5 Allan Fraser that 1 met him and told himself, but it was not all pain
tthat 1 loved him." | this feeling at his heart

Hugh's teeth snapped together vici- !iful creature
«usly. He was not in a mood to be - '
ririfled with then. The slow anger of  Dave (‘lgng until !
Mhis nature stirred within him, raged | 'hem—yes, and even afterwards
within him, beat at his brain. He
Lgrasped her arm.

“Go on, go on,"”’ he said, hoarsely.

not grudge the pain.. It will

Let us part without ill-feeling.”

at least, have a conscien
Again, God protect you, Leigh."
And so they parted.
* . =

the brightness of God’s perfect day.
you the bad

e } Sl veut” every man's life,"" his mother
;)oneogiush:ed czion‘:son She did not | Written. Oh, bitterly indeed had he
teel the fierceness of his fingers, she realized of late that he must bear

what bad hours came to him—alone.

«lid not know that he was desperate He knew that Lindsay Manot

“The spell of that one sweet, thrilling |
tme of her life was with her, over-
mowering her. )

‘“Love awakens love,"’ she answer- :
«d, softly. He relcased her, pushing | Mrl¢ into which he had wandered.
fer away from him. | There was not a single memory he

“Not always,”” he said, bitterly | wished to carry away with him=not
““So you loved him, and he loved you? 2 Single face—

Mow touching' And what or who| Mot one? Could he leave the man-
«came between your united hearts?’ |0 and Lindsay- forever and sink all

She pretended not to notice the And evervthing he had known and ex-
rsneer on his face. She even tried to |Perienced there into oblivion? He
rspeak with some of her usual light- | Went over them: Aunt Estelle—she
g would soon forget him. He was no-

“Money,” she said, airily thing to Mildred. He was nothing
«of course—and my mother and my 'O the servants who called him mas-
runcle. Phey painted the future for 'er- He was nothing to the cousin
me in  no undecided hues. They | Who would come to reign here in his
€rightened me. [ could not live in Place. Vet he had been glad that
Fyoverty.” | the old home was to be his, that he

“Not even for love's sweet sake ?"' | was 1o be its pessessor, that at the
“There was mockery in his tone. *“And [e0d of the long hall with the rose
 wwas the next eligible newcomer? Window he could build a chapel, and
h, what a farce you are——'" bring the old, forgotten Faith back

““Almost three years 1&yx between | Y0 the Lindsay line. Tt had been a

i.s:u'ct thought.

ssaid, on the deferisive now. ‘I told He shook himself slight!s
ymysell it was all past and gone. | :ilean':):m and  gone.
i::idﬂy"ola ‘lt I::‘tl'tvaelrﬁmmt‘:tht"a:'e‘d‘»‘:‘tl l ,\nd.thvn there seemed to come be-
saway from that girl who has always | fore him a little, wistiul, pale face—
ﬁate)(]i me You >reminded me of Al- |2 frightened little face, with great’
Yan—of Allan whom ] have always  deer-like brown eves, and soft bronze
Hoved, and 1 thought, in time, "1 |surls clinging to blue-veined temples.
'migllt‘. grow to care for you. 1 de- Ile seemed to see the infinite tn;st on
«seived mysell. You were too unlike [ that countenance raised '?ﬂ'{‘f‘,t}f
mme—you and your mother and your listened for the words he almost fe
mpeopie lived in a diflerent world to I would issue in another moment from
'the gay, bright, sweet world that I |the P‘f“fdh"l”’- St - b
Iknow—the joyous world, where peo- | Ab. no: he could not forget G :
wple are less holy and more entertain- }tr‘udo‘ j There was nnc.'r.x‘\‘m:mr,\h o
ung! You have never supplanted Al- [ Lindsay he could never wish to ban-
Qan in ‘my heart—and you never will, {ish from his mind. there was one face
mever, .o When Uncle Lewis ;he \\'m’nl(’l catrryleh him m tender-
po- R : ness of heart, always.
:x:ul:a:l?h&‘l‘g lllll‘l‘h:rel e:l;e:;mt?;t He gathered up the papers that lay
‘you a hundred times he would al- in the drawer—all relating to Laur-
‘ways come first with me. When 1 ence, as he knew—and, with the will,

’ the famous picture of Laurence  bestowed them m an mner pocket. He

-y o when 1 heard that the dis- | was determined that no harm should
had been so great ‘,‘hd&“lt'hn‘iim ur!tilhth(;lv went into Laur-

; ence Lindsay's hands.

‘-:m‘l.h:.:t' kno':'hos &hw?npﬂ::vhéi Then, as il treading on a long-for-

: 1 only know that he is | gotten grave, with downbent head and

me. 1 have seen him with | weary form, Hugh Lindsay left his

ful owner of uncle's room.

{ prospect unflinchingly now. He would
"cut loose from this life, this

‘Money,

It was
Those tender

CHAPTER XX.

| “The Fortunes of War."”

As soon as he reached his own

was the posses-

and laid them on the little

. in
voice ceased. :i.‘:le. He understood now that Allan
chance to rally from | prager and Laurence Lindsay were one

He gazed up- | .n4 the same person.” It showed the
«on her now as a creature apart from |, 1o heart of the man, that thinking

®im. ‘What vanity he possessed was | i | .ioh's assertion that Laurence

cared for her and probably still did
s0, he remembered also Mildred Pow-
ell's faithful, single-hearted devotion
to the one she had loved so long.
The future might bright her much
misery, he thought—at least what
satisfaction he could give her now
would be hers. So he sat down and
wrote a note to her.

“I have kept the will which leaves
the eldest nephew of KEric Lindsay
the manor and all it contains, Here-
with I send you the papers that prove
 Laurence Lindsay's right to his name
and place. The will T intend giving
to Mr. Banks when he comes this af-
ternoon. You will probably see my
cousin before I do, and it is fitting
that he should hear, from the lips of
so faithful a [Ifiend as you have
‘been, first news of the good fortune
dwaiting him. The manor is  his
now, and tell him that no one will
welcome him more éladly than his
'cousin, Hugh Lindsay.

He slipped the package to the girl
when she left the breakfast table,
then asked his aunt to wait, as he
wishéd to speak to her.

“Miss Fenton has broken her
g t to me,"” he said shortly.

0 his surprise, she looked at him
pityingly, without expressiop of won-

ement of its falling” the thunderbolt
tseemed shorn of its strength.
‘““What love is it that descends to
tthievery?’ he asked. “What love is
tit that reaches to its aim regardless
«of "its . faithfulness towards u'not-hcr?}
INay, but you come to me—'
“‘Faithfulness!’’ she cried, stung by
<ais remarks. ¢‘To whom was I faith-
Hess? To you? No—ifor I never. was
wours really—1 never in my heart
«cared for you. And even now what
Warm can my defection do such a
mature as yours? What do you know
<of tsue love, the love of which poets
:sing?” Nothing. You are too phle-
rgmatic.” g
Hugh looked at the girl whom he
‘nad ht- he had loved with all
“the of bis heart. One by one
+she had torn from his clasp every il-
‘Susion.he had cherished. One by one
she had destroyed the sweetness of
“the sentiments - existing in his deep-
+souled - nature, He was numb and
«cold, but conscious of a great relief.
“She” ‘stood  before -him
heauty, glowing, warm and pe knew
Ydow those doubts, those mis-
‘givings had tortured him. Tt was be-
<sause they had ever been strangers to
«sack bther. That be had known her

en-

<outer semblance she his, but that | ger or astonishment.

"Gelow the surface there was no in-| «poor Hugh!"” she said. “F saw
‘sight. . He recalled his past dream of | it coming a long time ago. Poor
Wappiness with her as one looks back | jjught Now 1 understand the con-
<on the memory of a blissful childhood | tents of this note.”

He wondered what her future was 10| <pe handed him a perfumed missive
Yoe, un: v uptruthful, passi-|{h,t Mrs. Fenton had sent to her
~onate—{riend w her ‘beauty

room, telling her that she and Leigh
would breakfast)together, as they
intended leaving fhat afternoon, in-
stead of the evening, and there was
much to he dane. She would go to
her “‘dear friend” before her depar-
ture and communicate ‘to her
news of importance. Hugh h
back the note and looked at her. \
“You kr-= of course, Aunt Es-
tel? ¢ T hnld Tnele Eric's will—
1 shall givg it to Mr. Banks when he

comes."’
g B indepd, the
ished.
in]" ve ith tom.t:ll:h—;;‘" .
: ".“m n sald, aunt.
that locumu:‘

“Yeft her, for her beauty was all her
’ . Without honor and with-
«out God, what was to become of her
‘sn the darkness of that future which
severy human soul must know?

“Let us part in peace, Leigh,’’ he
1<aid, slowly. “‘Let us part in peace,
s girl—for we say farewell to each oth-
«»r here this morning. From now on

”

ed

good woman was

have been the worst used of the two.
You brought me great joy—and I do

not
last long—and for that I thank you.

She walked to the door hesitating-

“Do as honor and right command ‘th

He sank into his uncle's chair, be-
fore his uncle's desk, to think ovgr

The beau- a5k you."”
who had just left himI
was not the girl to whom he could |

death separated concerned,” he answered.

had ' poor Hugh!”

was |
forever lost to him, but he faced that 'lu

unreal |

“Have you had v
“In my room,

turned.

—s0 tired and sick of it."
“You should have slept well

ed,” he said.

I | blossom

walk out there,”’ she answered.

gravelled path. “‘But first |
a question to ask you."
“Well, Hugh?"

|
| v

lh‘nds?n L v

The sunlight glinted in her' eyes.
s

L Hugh,” quietly.
it to try me?
““Thank you.

“Or do you
There is no choice.’’

“I wonder also.”
“I suppose because I am the

in | Krie left a will in favor of his eldest

- | nephew—and that eldest nephew s
“Ask yourself if she will bear with [aurence Lindsay.”

hours that come into |

“Oh, Hugh!" she said. ‘‘Oh, my
““This is the end of me, Gertrude

| Dear old Lindsay! Do vou know, 1

had grown quite to love it."”

lly. “What of Leigh?”

|

| perhaps even too anxious, for he felt
; that he did not feel more regret over
‘her loss.  ““But because she

llu\'ed Laurence Lindsay, whom

she
'knew first as Allan Fraser.”

| Two red spots glowed in Gertrude's ' What was Mildred but a friend

court, to whom Laurence’'s heart, in
| *“'So she always loved Laurence—al-  'ts loneliness, eagerly turned?
when she came!

you ©On her lips, and good news /for him,

cheeks.

|

ways?"” with a scorn she could neot

repress. ‘“‘Has she ever told
that she
'Well, never mind mow. 1 have no

right to tell you that.”
Her face was crimson; she turned
and would have fled from him, put he
held her back.
“What is it?"' he asked.
| Gertrude It
hear it."” ;
“Will not hurt vou? Is that true?”
cutiously. ‘‘Have vou forgotten what
she was to he to vou—so soon?"’
“No,”" he answered. *“No; 1 have
not forgotten.
deeply and fervently, but 1
«nown for a long time that our ‘na-
tures were not in sympathy.

“Go
will not hurt me

on,

ol her refusal to marry me.”

I “And may still further soiten
waen you hear what 1 have to tell
you.' said Gertrude. *“‘I am the
only one at Lindsay who knows it,
Hugh. Poor Harry met Leigh once

|

hentbhoro. She

|as a cat plays with a mouse. It

went so far that Harold asked her the murderer of him who was my
%o marry him. She laughed.  Her benefactor! I followed his bod« as
(mother and she were leaving then it was carried along yesterday, fol-
for foreign parts, and she told him |lowed it in secret, slinKing after it as

~-actually told him—that she had been (M 1 were a dog.

merely practising on him!
jun a man’s tenderest feelings!

(home.. He was almost crazy
{rage and despair.
vne ever paid any attention to me
{then. I was in the little morning- |
{room alone when he came in, and he |
|frightenéd me so. He grasped me |
{by the shoulders, and shoving
{down into a chair, asked me why I

should grow up to torture men
way women do. I think he was mad |
for those few minutes. When
finally talked the worst of it away, |
he said that he had to take me into
his confidence. He did so. 1 was so
sorry—sorry for him all
and I was so
have trusted me.

Uncle Erie
knew the truth.

never

lwild. He even married a nice little

did ache for him.

into his face,
“God has been yery good to me,’ |
|he said, simply. ’
| “Yes,"” said Gertrude. ‘‘When 1
saw: her with' you, at first I feared
that the same thing would occur as
with poor Harold. Then, when she
had promised to marry vou, I did
not feel so badly, because I thought
that she had not cared for Harold,
and had really grown to ecare for
you. I was glad, for it seemed a
pity that so beautiful a girl could be
altogether heartless. And now—"
“And now," he echaed, slowly.
“And now—"
The gaze he bent n her sent .the
blood rushing to her lorchead again.
She took her hand from his arm and
turned towards the house. He turncd
with her, but she stopped short and
looked at him, her “straight black
brows arched imperionsly, almost in
anger. - y
“1 go alone,"” she s:id..‘mldly
. -

Mrs. Fenton was not a little fright-
ened when Leigh came into her room,
woke her v ithout ceremolly, and told
hor that the engagement to Hugh
I indsay was broken off, and that trey
imust leave the manor immediately.
Used to yielding to her imperious
daughter’s will, "she gave in once
more. Tt did not come 50 much as a
surprise—she had always felt in her
secret heart that

h to prevent t
lr!vsb’u tale of Lhurence
confused her.

breaklast ‘

thank you," she re- | In
“I have had an awful t, | deat
Hugh, and I am so tired of that roow

last
night of all nights—you are exhaust-
“Do you know what | a queenly air that the servants —wise
I'd like to do with you? Pick you up |creatures, from whom nothing
and put you out in the sunshine —  hidden!'—concluded that indeed she
{had never cared for Mr. Hugh. One
| thing, however, was troubltngul,ela
| She must see Laurence—see bhim
|fore she left the manor. But how ?
“I have much to say to you," said | And where?
Hugh as they stood together on the |

like some poor little wilted

"bend' me your arm and let me

‘“And Leigh?'’ she asked, half-fear-

who

farewell.
o Ik,

to Laurence?

to-
gether for the last time-over this
'dear old place."

Aunt Estelle was not to be im-
(pressed by sentiment. No; she did
not kmow which way Mildred had
gone. To the bridge, probably—that

was her favorite resort.

“Leigh has given me back her troth. Milred preferred being alone, she
Not because of money,” he went on, |50 badly, ete. -
hastily, anxious to do her justice — would go to the bridge and see il dear

Mildred

Aunt Estelle had finished her

neéver conversation Leigh had vanished, so
\loved me—because she has always 'anxlous was she to find her dear Mil-

dred, and to walk with her. She
knew the way quite well. ‘After all,
at

drovg Harold Lindsay— | With love in bher eyes and promise of
the future!

She made her way swiftly to the
bridge—cautiously, as the road that

led to
here a

through thick woods and bushes. In-
to to this she slipped, for she suddenly
heard the sound of voices.

ed the

through, then remained as if’
to the spot.

On the bench sat Mildred and Laur-
I loved Leigh Fenton ¢nce Lindsay.
have 4t sight of the handsome, dark coun-
tepance w
Per- lancholy expression, the glowing cyes,
haps that has taken the worst edge “'th the fire in their depths.

dred sat with happv face upturned to
it Dbis, young and sweet and girlish in

her joN

in her

never cared much Mildred, he would make Lindsay
about him, but she was one to flat- better master than 1.
ter a man, and she plaved with him ¢d, embittered life is

to think that, in the end, I Should be

Practising | gone home—all of them—I knelt out-

1 re- |sile the grey stone vault and prayed
(member well the day that he ecame that God might have mercy on my

with | wacke’s soul—might
I wat a child, no |

"
me.

der

‘“Yes, prayed. I

now—I

the ! then,” she said, slowly.

the on' t

he *didn't like.”
““Well, dear, he would not have lik-

ed it in
facts.”’

wicked then myself 'In me when no one else did—you have
that I don’t know how he could ever | brought to the surface what manhood
there was in me.
‘That was why he share my future now?
 went out of bounds arter, and was so | your life to mine?

when I saw you that first time, |
| girl at Kenthoro, who truly cared for |dared not offer you the heart of

4
him. Pear thing, I have often stolin | penitent suppliant at vour gates. But
out to see her, but Uncle Eric never {now, 1 ask you, Mildred, will you
knew. And when the end came and | marry me? Be my guiding star.
{1 saw his body carried in, my heart | Take my weak soul, my will,

And 1 prayed for | heart, into
him and asked God to put his death | me, help me to be a better man!”

at Leigh Fenton's door.” She had
She was looking up at him earnest- 'and now
ly. A great thankfulness had stolen | speechless.

. The love of her w

you know which
one | went?"" asked Leigh, graciously, for
““Unele | the words had given her a clue. What
more natural than that she had gone

““I should like to fol-

!low her—perhaps we can stroll

lap, and she had just given
him Hugh's note to read.

“What a noble fellow he must be!"’
when he went to see his mother at "Said Laureace,

“Prayed, Laurence?” in quick won-

have been a Catholic four
me | months, Mikired."”

y “Lindsay will bave one of the old
apartments Hugh took out the papers |was a woman, why children like me religion for a
Fenton's heart.” |

He put his hand over
through,"” ‘lﬂd spoke teﬂdfﬂ_v
she sighed, ““but I could do nothing my good genius.

one touch of
hand, would bring the whilom Allan
Fraser®to her feet again. So she

Mrs. Lindsay entered the rooms of
have (her departing guests.
; marked change in her behaviour. The
warmth of manner due to the Fen-
“Which would you rather be—weal- .tons as fufure connections was no

knowing thﬁ il you had not longer necessary, and she was glad

“Try to NIWM. you had“it least injured now to draw the line, and to treat
| another, or remain poor with clean them with the coldness she had felt

of late towards them.

Leigh smiled.

was there. Even before

brief

But

With tendér words

the brook widened.

_ Right
little

path branched off

She part-
tangle of vines and peeped
rooted
Leigh's heart bounded

ith its well-remembered me-

Mik

I'he papers were spread ouwt

with a sigh. *‘Ah,
a
What a wast-

mine! And

And when they had

have mercy on

am a Catholic

master after all,
“That was

hing about Hugh Uncle Eric

me, either, but facts are

hers
‘““You have been
You havegbelieved

Mildred, will you
Will you link
When I came back,

my
your keeping, and help

waited long for these words
that they came, she -was
But her eyes met his.

It galled Mrs,
Fenton, who could, however, do noth-
““Things have come to a pretty pass  ing but endure it.

twhen you can ask me such a question, expressed words of regret,’ Mrs. Lind-
ask (say left them, saying that
had

I wonder why I did  would return

Alter a few well-
Mildred,
gone for a little walk,

in time to bid them

way she

She thought
ot
She
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she was rarely beautiful at that mo-
ment.

‘“And to hear of you as the betroth-
ed wife of another—well, you surpris-
ed me, Miss Fenton.”

He had cut for cut. She ecame to
him and sat heside him, closing her
white fingers around the hand that
hung carelessly over the baeck of the
beneh, JTooking at him with appeal on
her face.

“Only listen to me,"” she said. “*You
think you owe your good fortune to
Hugh Lindsay, or to Mildred Powell?

Do you really think so? Let me tell
you that I was in the room when
your uncle, with almost his dying |
breath, made his wile and Hugh pro-
mise to burn.that will. 1, myself,
went to the desk this morning to get
that will for you, the will that leaves
everything to your uncle’s eldest ne-
phew. I meant to bring you vyour
rights with my own hands hecause—
because I could not forget the past,”
and her voice was low and alluring.
‘It was through me Hugh found him-
sell forced to do you justice. It is
through me the, manor is yours. Be-
lieve me and believe in me, for the
sake of -dear old times,"” she ended,
very tenderly.

He satystill, looking at her, at the

spoke from them, and he knew that

she consented.
lips to hers, satisfied with that silent | T know vou,

But as he did so he heard ed, and  his
footsteps along the path and he rais-
ed his head to meet Leigh Fenton's
mocking gaze.

glance.

Mildred

coloring a
Fenton sto:
eyes, travelled to ®er red lips.
stung Mildred's pride, it roused her

to action.

to her feet, laill the papers
her lover on the bench, and with bent
head left the two t.oge.ther.

ks .

‘I salute you! said Leigh, coming
forward when Mildred was well out
of sight and hurinf.

Laurence Lindsay of Li

All the daring of her untamed na-
ture spoke from her lovel&. glowin
face. He leaned back with a
that filled her with a wild desire to
prove her power. She moved to-
wards him with the lithe grace of a

panther

“] thank you . for the salutation,
Leigh Fenton,
boro,”” he returned in kind,

IG!;" we

voice low
“Life is

asked, her eves fastened on him, her

““When we parted in Romel"”

He bent to press his

started from his embrace,
p_erimson. Still Leigh
, and the scorn “in her
It

Without a word she rose
beside

“1 salute you,
ndsay Manor!”

loo!

in her beautilul, sensucus

of mton in Kent-

see each other again?” she

and dangerously sweet.
full of surprises,” he “i&c
did .pt foresee this

hole strong nature '

! promise to become my wife,” he said
 quickly.

Cll
) A ’“,

no deed.  His eyes, t0o,
- Wb a strange

lovelv 'es, the scarlet lips, the
blushing faye.
“1 believd in you,” he said, slowly.
“I believe ih vou, Leigh Fenton, [lor
ut I wonder'’—he smil-
handsome lip curled—
‘but T wonder il you are telling me
the truth. Well, never mind. T am |
more than thankful that vou tried to
do so much for me. I shall always
appreciate it.” |
“And—that—is—all'"” }
-“That is all, Leigh. As the . be
trothed of Hugh Lindsay, 1 have no
right to say anything else to you.
As—"" : |
“Hugh and 1 have hroken off our en- '
' "
e put up his hand.
“Pardon me, let me finish.
dred Powell has just given me

]

Mil-
her

“Let us forget the past —
forget that once we swore eternal
vows. let us be friends.” ; ‘I

‘‘Friends!”’ she laughed, mockingly. ;
““Oh, vou fool! "De vou think I want
your friendship—do you, do youn?"

He was silent. She looked at the
watch hanging from her belt.

‘‘My mother and I are leaving for
Kentboro within the hour,” she said.
“‘Permit me to bid you good-bve here
and now. I have but one wish—may
we never meet in!"

He bowed. Her eyes were blnﬂln:.’|
as she turned from him and walked |
swiftly from the scene of the bitter- |
est humiiiation she had. ever experi-
enced, towards the manor. He fol-
lowed her more slowly. Her words

mmmmmwmwt in-
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