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ID HEARTS AND C0E01ETS
By

HARRISON

torcr. It vu new to be 
session of es he bed taken
oi her, Vo be toid her faults as be
bad told her of them, to croee swords 
m ill verse opinions. But even these 
resources failed her now, for his 
love was mingled with a tender 
pity that would sot permit him to 
quarrel—s sorrowful pity. She was 
no longer the fair, sweet goddess he 
had revered, but a passionate, faulty 
girl—sad even her wonderful beauty 
could not blind him to this fact. 
It seen
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CHAPTER XIV -Continued

“Leigh!” warned Mrs. Fenton. “Do 
be careful!"

“Why?" she asked.
"You are making a good marriage 

Hugh is a splendid fellow."
. "WeU?" cried the girl, Impatiently. 
“I bring wealth, my freedom, my 
youth, my beauty, one of the best of 
names! And you, you, you, my own 
mother, thick I should be grateful 
tor his marrying me?"

“My dear, I fully realize that you 
'are a girl above the ordinary by 
far. But, remember also, what a 
man Hugh is. Many will envy you."

Leigh wm silent.
“I don't know what to make of 

you,” said the mother, despairingly. 
“I can safely say I do not under
stand my own child!".

Leigh laughed.
“Did you ever flatter yourself that 

you did’ Your nature is contsht 
with small things—it knows neither 
doubt nor struggle. You think I 
should be satisfied because Hugh is 
good."

“You have no idea of the value of 
that goodness to your future," said 
Mrs. Fenton. She thought of her 
own married life. Wedded to an un
sympathetic husband, almost against 
her will, neglected and slighted and 
despised.

“Goodness! Faith ! Belief in God! 
What a bugaboo to frighten a child 
from wrong-doing, You have begun 
too late to preach. ' And because 
Hugh is clever and true and honest I 
should kneel before him, worship 
him! I tell you, mother, I expected 
much more in my husband."

“ Much more? Great heavens, 
what?" gasped Mrs. Fenton, almost 
in dismay.

“What you and father deprived me 
of—the love I dreamed of,'1 she re
turned, bitterly. “The day that I 
gave Hugh my promise, when I look
ed Into his eyes, I fancied the same 
love for me transformed him, as once 
was mine. I was mistaken. He is 
a cold-blooded sobersides whom I 
shall hate in six months!"

“Leigh!" cried her mother. “What 
are you saying? Of whom do you 
speak?”

“Whom? Oh, how'well you know!
I swore never to mention his name 
in your presence. But I tell you that 
you have wrecked my life—wrecked 
my future---- ".

“A miserable gambler, an itinerant 
musician!” said the mother, roused at 
last. “A pleasant person to win 
the affections of Leigh Fenton ! Yes; 
and so you would have married Al
lan Fraser, would you? 1 And been 
unhappy ever after. A nice pair of 
vagabonds you would have made- 
penniless and destitute. Perhaps you 
could have helped to earn your mu
tual livelihood when times were bad!"

, “I should have been glai^ even to 
do that," said the girl, in a strange 
voice. “When one really loves, noth
ing is hajrd for---- ”

“I refuse to discuss this cmestion 
any further,” said Mrs. Fenton, 
sharply. “You are engaged to Hugh 
Lindsay, and you will marry him. 
That settles it.".

Only great fear could have induced 
the mother to speak in such a tone 
to her imperious girl. She was 
thoroughly frightened at the bare 
possibility of this marrilage falling 
through. It was a consequence she 
refused to contemplate.

She did not enter into his mood,but 
touched the little pony lightly with 
her whip and they started off.

“We won’t have to stay here, any
how," she said. “We can come back 
to it, of course. But don’t stay 
here."

He was struck with the note in her 
voice.

“And why not?”
“Oh, Hugh, could you be satisfied 

to live year in and year out in this 
—wilderness? We shall travel, of 
course, you and I. There is such a 
beautiful world far away beyond this, 
such a beautiful old world. There 
are Rome and Venice and Naples, and 
Berlin and Paris and London ! We 
shall travel so much, and come back 
to rest ourselves at Lindsay Manor. 
I have a mania for travelling. I 
could never be satisfied long in one 
place."

“And yet, Leigh," he said, quickly, 
“if it is so decreed that Lindsay 
Manor is to be mine—God keep that 
day far distant—our main interests 
will centre right here in this place. 
And as for the first years of our 
married life— A little house in the 
suburbs oi the city, with one serving 
maid, is all I have to give you, as I 
have told you often. I know it is 
a great sacrifice fqr you to make, 
I^eigb,” he said hutpbly. “But ft 
will not last .long. My pictures will 
be famous, and with you beside me 
to incite me to great things, 1 
shall do wonderful work. It is in 
me—I ffeel it, I know It.” .

“Smaller than Lindsay Manor,” she 
said, musingly. “As small as—as 
your home in Westport? It will be 
queer, Hugh. I can scarcely imagine 
it. 1 am afraid, almost."

“When 1 am with you," he said, 
“the earth is transfigured A hut in 
the mountains with you would be 
sweeter than a king's palace without 
you."

Her heart was stirred again. How 
true he was, how honest ! Surely, 
surely, she could in time grow to 
care for him.

"Do not doubt me, Hugh,” she said, 
moie earnestly than she knew.

“Doubt you? If 1 doubted you, 
then would 1 be poor indeed and 
miserable. 1 am all joy, all delight, 
all thanksgiving, that the sweetest 
and truest, and purest girl in the 
world will be my wife.”

“Joy, delight, thanksgiving!" She 
shook her head. “Don’t you take 
any real views of life at all, Hugh?

to him that he was con
stantly breaking off conversations 
and breaking into others to avoid an 
open breach. He thought all this 
due, however, to her home influence 
She made such fine speeches, but 
her deeds did not correspond with 
them. He did not know that when 
love begins to analyse it has lost its 
sweetest characteristic—blindnesi

She had been very daring in her re
marks this evening, and Hugh sat 
listening to her with grave face, in 
silence. He knew well that she was 
aware her words were offending Aunt 
Estelle, whose code of propriety was 
very rigid. At last that good wo
man could stand it no longes. Leigh 
had been telling of an ovation that 
had been accorded a matinee Idol, in 
which she and three other young la
dies took part.

“I wasn't interested in the least," 
she finished, languidly, "but it was 
quite popular just then to be in love 
with some one of the theatrical hero
es—and I couldn’t be out of the fash
ion.” «

Jerome Beardsley made Some inane 
remark. He was very much smitten 
with the girl and showed it, despite 
the fact that Hugh’s diamond glisten
ed on her third finger.

“I should think a young woman 
who bo far forgets herself, whether it 
is the style or not, is very careless," 
said Aunt Estelle. ’ After all, her 
husband was a Lindsay—she had the 
privilege of expressing what was in 
her mind, at least.

Leigh smiled in the insolent way 
that Aunt Estelle had learned to 
hate.

“I am speaking of the greater 
world. You must remember this is 
only "a small portion of it—this State 
of South Carolina—even though it 
does contain Lindsay Manor."

The words were bad enough, but the 
tone!

“Out in the world there is a wider 
horizon—one ia not bound by so many 
distressing restrictions," she pur
sued.

Mrs. Fenton looked up from the 
book of photographs lying on the 
table before her. She saw Aunt Es-

Western
ASSURANCEmm company

£*9*1

SCORPORATES

john m. macisow

Day & FEitc.i son,
BA Hh 1ST Ha.H AND SOLICIT'Ik-

SuccvMor to
A NOUN a WALLON

i Office—Land Security Chambers. 34 
|Victoria Street. Toronto.

THAT DOLLAR
OF YOURS

It is not very much be itself, but 
fifty of them, that is, less than owe 
dollar a week, would pay for a

ricy of endowment insurance for
yoo.oo.
Then—If yon died during the 
next twenty years, your bene
ficiary would receive fii.ooo.oo. 
Or—If yon ’.ived, you would re
ceive li ,000.00 yourself, which 
together with the «cumulated 
surplus, would make • total 

l return largely in excess of all 
premiums pud.

An endowment policy makes en ex
cellent investment for small savings 
and you will never have a better 
time to secure cne than now. The 
Rider you get the greater the 
premium. Let us have an oppor
tunity of talking the matter over 
with yon. * ■' <4

I —— j..,r H*4*” * aLATTK*Y 'FIRE and MARINE n
------------- — Procters la Admiralty outers ; Canada u*t

KM OFFICE - TORNTO, OKI. SK3fc££»Æ“
I T. THANK SLATTBBT, I 

RL BaanmOtelaS*CAPITAL S2.000.000
.................-.......................

M7s,.*o

. 0*0.

». ».-----
w. g. Brook, ]

DIRECTORS
I A/.uam 

**”• V tarai

• Cos. B. a. Or
t. X. Oaktia. 
» B. Weed.

tDW£MJZ2'-are.

a o.i

WM. A. LEE A $01,
14 VICTORIA STREET, 

osr Office Main 582 * Main 5098 
| Phone: Reetdeece Park RR7

T ATCHPORD, McDOOGALL k DALY
BARRISTERS AND SOLICITOR a 

NHtaaC Par Uaro*n 
OTTAWA. OUT.
IK.C J.L- 
XdwartJ. Dale.

T BE & O’DONOGHUB
AAMUSTIBA, SOLICITORS,

notaries, ate.
| Disses Bide., Yoege sed Temperaece MA

Toronto. Out. OSese-BoMee, Oat. 
tat Male ljS} Baa. Phone Mala «*75 

W. T. y Lee, B.CL-, Joha a O Doeogher LL B.

North Imerican Life
Assurance Company

HOME OFFICE. TORONTO

John L. Blaikib, President 
L. Goldman, A,LA., F.C. A.,

I Managing Director.
W. B. Taylor, B.A., LL.B., ,

THE McBRADY * O’CONNOR
BA MUST ERA, _ BO LI CI TOES.

L.V. McBrsdy, S.C. 
Bra. Phone north

NOTARIES, Ktr. 
■owe *7 sed 6S 
M. West, Toronto, I 16*5.

T.£ W. O'Co-id.--

Loan and 
Savings Company

Plane sellable for those desiring to 
own their homes Instead of continuing 
to pay rent. Literature free.

CCOTT, SCOTT, CURIE k GLEBSON *3 BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, Etc.

Supreme end exchequer Court Agents 
CARLKTON CHAMBERS OTTAWA. ONT.
Boo. R. W. Scott, LC LL D. DArcy Scott 

W. H. Curie, HA. ». P. Oleeeoe
D Arcy Scott, Depameetal Agent sad Parlia

mentary Solicitor authorised under the Rales ad 
the Boose al Commons ol Canada.

singular!” said Leigh, 
revenging herself for Hugh's

family! How 
She was
too masterful remark earlier 
evening.

Gertrude’s little pale face bent for
ward now and her soft brown eyes 
met those of the beauty with a hard 

1 light in their gentle depths.
| “Didn’t Harry Lindsay ever tell 

of his brother Laurence,

OiBiafiedtMUMi Lit* Bulldl». » j NWIN, MURPHY â BSTEN
V/ r* w urnnuo .. ----------

tdlle's flushed and angry face,’and the ?.OU. °‘h‘8L brother Laurence, Miss 
deep scowl between Eric Lindsay’s ,<enton, shc queried, innocently, 
brow—a scowl which had come there * “No," said Leigh. She bit ber lip 
very often during these last few days. then as if vexed at herself. “No; he

turned to Hugh with never told me."

I have grown wise since 1 went to ■ Gertrude. Her fair head rested

laughing remark, and af tier request • 1'1>!dv, knotw Harry Lindsay?
he went w.th her to the piano. HuRh™ aston..hment i

I Leigh’s eyes, hard and cold, followed fie had two black hieP>1 the two figures, her lips curving into , Gertrude, drawing back again with 
the scornful, superior smile she al- 1 ce^el.ess a,r. ^he serond one nced 
ways assumed when she looked

Westport. Where is the joy, the de
light, the thanksgiving in real life?"

"Where, Leigh? Why, all around 
us. You are the epitome of all three. 
Ah, dear, you shouldn’t say such 
gloomy things. They fit but ill upon 
your lip».” \

“Do they? My life has not been 
all of roses!"

"Ah, but now it shall be," he said, 
tenderly. “Now it shall be, my 
sweetheart. I will banish all dis
agreeable things from it. Leigh, 
you will try to be happy with me,
won’t you?’
~“Yes," she answered,
Hugh, I will."

wish !

CHAPTER XV. 

The Hidden Picture.

The following week found a gay par
ty gathered under the Lindsay roof- 
tree. There were Bayard Cameron 
and his handsome brother, Roger; a 
rather lackadaisical young fellow nam
ed Jerome Beardsley (whose chief 
motive in life seemed to be to pay 
attention to Hugh's sweetheart); the 
last named young lady and her mo
ther, and ex-Senator Hilliard. One 
would scarcely recognize the place 
in the transformation that this merry 

. crowd effected in It. Hugh had met 
his betrothed in New York, and seen 
her safely en route for home, but 
with such a preoccupied, grave face 
that it made the girl feel she was 
not so absolutely first with him as 
she anticipated being. He told her 
he did not expect to get away for 
another week, and then that he could ; Hugh, 
only have a fortnight with her before I much, 
his final return. His somewhat cool 
behaviour satisfied Leigh just then, 
whose excitable nerves, after her
mother’s speech, were in an upset con-

- - • " ■ —11

“Hugh, my lad," said 
to him later in the day. “I 
you to drop a line to Banks and 
Belding for me. f haven’t made that 
change yin my will yet, and it is be
ginning to prey on me. Not that it 
really makes much matter—the will Is 
made out in favor of my eldest ne
phew—but for fear of complications, 
for fear of complications, as Banks 
would say."

“Poor Laurence!" said Hugh.
“Poor Laurence!" eefioed Uncle 

Erie, but not quite in the same tone 
“It hasn't been changed since his 
time—somehow I always felt that 
Harry would disappoint me. Banks 
made a few complimentary remarks 
when he drew it up for me—I always 
had a suspicion since that that the 
man thinks I am slightly Insane. But 
we won’t bother—it will be fixed all 
right now. ’ Uncld Erjc laid his 
hand affectionately on his nephew s 
arm. “Somehow, Hugh, I shall be 
gladder to leave the Manor to 4your

: the soft velvet of the chair, one hand' pi 
depended carelessly over its broad 
arm, her whole slender figure was 
the incarnation of insolent grace. 
Gertrude, turning, caught that look 
and that smile, and though they 
stung her to the quick, she answered 
them with a steady stare. Then 
she called to Mildred to play. . Once 
Mildred sat down on the stool, Hugh 
made his way to his sweetheart’s' 
side.

“Are you coming to congratulate 
me on my new mentor?" she asked 

, languidly.
softly. "Yes, 1 “As one calls to the echo so it 

answers," he returned, more coldly 
than he was aware of. “My aunt 

Uncle Eric i js an unworldly woman, Leigh—and

not be utterly condemned.'1 
“That is too oitter a term to ap-

wrong—

she is older than you. For your ovAi

KiMiiuri vu leave vue inauui vu «;uui shp ha(j told his mother, and 
care than to anyone’s. I really loved wag one 0j the instances.

ns ted her head on her—Laurence,” he hesitated a little ov
er the name, “but he was too much 
for me. And Harry—well, I'll let 
the dead rest. I’m a bitter old chap, 

but you’ve taught me that 
You won’t begrudge your 

uncle a corner in your heart after 
he's gone, will you, boy?”

“Uncle Eric!" w»*h r. 
hand resting on

Hugh caught the 
his arm in a gentle

dition. By the time Hugh got back 1 pressure. “Do not talk of such a 
to Lindsay she was ready to welcome gloomy thing. And I never thought
him with the ardour she had felt 
during the first week of their engage
ment. v

All unpleasant thoughts left the 
young man when he alighted from the 
train at Kentboro and saw Leigh 
waiting (or him in the dog-cart, hav
ing taken the long drive alone He 
looked at her with loving eyes as she 
made room for him beside her and 
gathered up the reins in her dainty 
hands.

They said very little on the way 
home. Leigh, now that she 
saw him again, felt positive
ly indifferent, . and Hugh was 
too happy for much speech. As 
was too happy for much speech. As 
they passed along the wooded roads 
and came out in full view of the ma
nor, with its grey gables and won
derful air of stability and oldness. 
Leigh involuntarily reined in the 
horse and sat looking at it.

"How beautiful it is!" she said, 
softly. Hugh. too. was gazing at 
the home of hi.i fathers. His heart 
stirred a little at the admiration in 
her tones. He put his hand over her 
two gloved ones

“I have learned to/ love it dearly, 
verv dearly," he said. “I am proud 
of this beautiful place, Leigh—proud
er than I ever thought I could be. 
It is the Lindsay feeling, I suppose."

She nodded assent.
"I suppose so." She continued to 

look at the house with appreciative 
eyes. “And it is to be our home,

mother s sakfc, you should not speak 
so to her."

"You are what they call a model 
young man, I believe," she answered.

, “I have heard that many times re
cently. I can only wonder what 
you saw in me when—let us say, 
Gertrude was around? Why did you 

, not ask her to marry, you, Hugh ' 

She would so have suited—your mo
ther!”

1 He hesitated a momejit, then his 
e, es took on the steely glitter she 
knew so well.

| “You will not speak in that man
ner, or in that tone to me, Leigh?”

“No? 1 am unused to obedience.” 
i “Therefore I would not command, 
but request," he returned, more 
quietly. “And my little sweetheart 
will do às I desire."

She did pot answer. He always 
made her feel ashamed of herself, as

this 
She 

hand,
listening. Bayard Cameron had 
followed where Gertrude led, as 
usual, and had taken Mildred’s place 
at the piano His playing was en
tirely different to the girl’s some
what colorless but faultless execu
tion. Leigh forgot her anger and 
vexation. Her face kindled, 

j “That sonata! I know it so well, 
Hugh! Listen—did you ever hear 
anything moreto care for you half so much as I do a,17*m“g more divine? Oh, Hugh, 

to-day. When I think of Lindsay, ^ l°ve it. I love it!1' 
even though it was here that I met He smiled at her almost childish 
my greatest happiness, you are first enthusiasih, at the light on her face, 
with me—and when I come here it the eagerness of her whole erect 
is for vour sake—to see you." , body. Then Uncle Eric’s voices,

"I believe you," said Uncle Eric, harsh and cold, came from behind* 
slowly. 4 “It is a great thing to have ! them.
faith
great

in human 
thing.

T°iiy

nature, my boy, a
„___ „ I lost it for some
years, but you have brought it back 
again. Only for you I might never 
have known how great a thing it is."

They were interrupted by Leigh and 
Mildred, who entered the room now, 
the beauty with a look of discontent 
on her fair features.

Leigh had been very unsatisfactory 
this last week, and Hugh had had the 
chance to see her daily, in companion
ship with people whom she heartily 
desnised. This itself set the girl at 
a disadvantage. She became moody 
and abstracted. More than once she 
led the conversation to Monte Carlo, 
to Nice, to Paris—and to Fraser, the 
handsome violinist, though she ne
ver mentioned his name At first 
the ex-Senator was very willing to 
sneak of him, but after a quiet inter
view with his sister he found means 
té adroitly evade the subject. This 
angered her still more, for she knew 
her mother was at the bottom of ft. 
And Hugh found her cold and cut- 
tin*; or tender and gentle; or so 
silent that she sat hours without 
opening her llpe; or so *av and vo
latile as to cause comment.

She, toov seein

of

“Mr. Cameron, you will oblige me 
by not continuing that thing, v~ 
•aid.

Leigh's expression was one of com
plete astonishment as she turned to 
look at the old man, who was scow
ling heavily. Then she sank back 
into her chair again with curling lip. 
Bayard Cameron, scarcely believing 
his ears, 'lilted his hands from the 
keys.

"Laurence used to play it," whis
pered Gertrude. “Run into some
thing else—anything, but not that."

“Laurence! Who is Laurence?” as li
ed Leigh. She had caught the whis
pered word and addressed this query 
to Uncle Eric, who had to pass her 
on his way to the group at the piano.

“...y neohew, who is dead," sajd 
Uncle Eric, grimly. Even she covld 
read the antagonism in his fao* and 
was silent. But when, Lier on, 
Hugh’s uncle and Mrs. Fenton, with 
Aunt Eg telle and the ex-Sens tor, sat 
down to n game of bridge. Leieh 
turned eagerly to the younger mem
bers of the household. , They had ga
thered about her—she generally at
tracted the interest of everv one in
tie* room. T

ly to Laurence, ’ said Mildred Pow
ell now, in a low tone. She did not 
look at Miss Fenton and no one no
ticed the confusion of the latter’s 
(ace, and the deep breath of relief 
she gave when Uertrdde sat back in 
her chair. “He was brought up in 
the wrong way—he was never per
mitted to think for himself. When 
he went out among other people he 
became reckless. If he did 
he paid.”

Hugh gave Mildred a kind glance. 
“You tell Leigh his story," he said. 

“I,, indeed, have no right to speak, 
for I never knew him.’’

“And I shall listen—with interest, 
I assure you," returned Leigh in a 
friendly manner. “He must have 
been an uncommon fellow, a wonder
ful fellow, to dare do original things 
here, where all is sameness, mono
tony, misery."

But the words could not hurt Hugh. 
He had recovered from his momen
tary annoyance, and be smiled as 
he would have done at the prat
tling of a child. He refused to take 
her seriously, knowing her fondness 
for such enigmatical phrases. That 
he was included in the sameness and 
monotony and misery he did not 
doubt>—just then. But in ten minutes 
she would think differently. Then 
Mildred, in a low voice, for fear of 
disturbing Uncle Eric, began to speak 
of Laurence. Hugh, listening, knew 
what emotion it was gave the thrill 
to those smooth tones. She drew 
the flattering portrait of a handsome, 
talented, clever fellow, who had fail
ed, but not altogether through his 
own fault. She exalted him. She 
made him out a hero, courageous in 
his daring, brave to folly, tender as 
a woman. Leigh listened with bated 
breath, her eyes shining—Hugh with 
pity at his heart.

“Show me his portrait—surely you 
have his portrait?" said Leigh, when 
Mildred finished her narration. “Oh, 
1 should so love to see it, to have 
it——’1 ,

Mildred sat very quietly, her 
thoughts flying up to her own room, 
to her desk, to the pictured face hid
den in its inmost recess. It came 
before her with the smiling lips, the 
laughing eyes, that she loved.

“You cannot see a picture of him," 
she said. “Uncle Eric had them 
all destroyed after—he went away. 
Uncle Eric is very bitter when he 
once turns against a person."

. “No picture?" said Leigh, in a dis- 
"tjappointed tone “Oh, come." She 

was too well versed in woman’s 
ways not to have read Mildred's se
cret in her warm voice, her almost 
tender face. This woman was an 
iceberg because of a buried romance, 
then. And she did not believe she 
had no picture of her lover 

“There ia one portrait of him— a 
portrait hidden in the gallery. It 
has never been take" out since—
we got the news of his death," she 
went on, hesitatingly. “Ptrhai s 
that is why vou did not see it. 
you care to look at it to-morrow it 
>s in the alcove at the east end, and 
I will show you gladly."

"A hidden picture! How too ro
mantic'" said Leigh—then added al
most petulantly: “I wish it were 
morning—it is so long to wait.”
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ed forty years. i$j Bay Street 'Phone
Main 53.

E. MCCORMACK
j«fc MEKIAHT
W TAJ LOI

mu» Toronto.
%%ee»ea»eea»»ei»»»%e^

I

TMshpasuwutNSC
RUBBER rrea 
METAt STAMP#

Saala, Dice, Steael c.
«n Cn« Strwt Wwt.

. TORONTO. OC '

McCABC <H CO.
UNDERTAKERS 

222 Oseee t. *4 319 Owes W.

F. ROSAR
UNDERTAKER

àlbiTInllàrd
0RDBBTAIE8 A

izsrrr' or» *■%

MONUMENTS
Mam work .- vi best design, a tow- 
eel prices. G.snite end Marble Mon
ument. We ere Ihe l.argest Msn- 
aï.durer, -, the Dominion.

Ike McIntosh Granite* Marble Or
LIMITED. Ill, * 11*1 YONGE ST. 

(Terminal Vouge St Cat Route.) 
Telephone North ■»* TORONTO

“No picture here resembles your 
hero,” she said. " Which is Laur
ence?"

"He is not here—I told you we had 
|H a." answered Mildred 

not even forghre^the^ dead

2


