CHAPTER XL—Continued.

+ And Fenton knew -every
th was passing in her lov-
/s mind. She was not the woman
he¢ thought “her. She' was shallow
nd vain—but - neither was she wholly
t fault for ‘actions or thoughts or
behavior. .. “One. is what one has
‘p: taught to be,”’ she lad said . to
, aud such indeed .was she. Spoil-

ed and indu on account of her
striking beauty, with every good im-
pulse made subservient to her posi-
tion .in the world, .she had developed
into a eold, cynical woman instead of
the sweet and gentle creature God
had. intended her for. Nor would
she listen to' her' good impulses, so
that they came to' her rarely and
more ‘tlnly. i
She Had ' exhausted all the novel-
ties of lite, but Hugh's aflection ra-
gher pleased her. He was 50 very |
sincere, ‘and-' she "was not 'u “to

sineerity.” ' He was 'so devoted. She
was' ‘used to devotion,” but not
Hugh's kind. " He maae her feel glad

she was & woniin, not sorry. nd
she really thought within herself that
_when the time came she Would give
him her promise, freely and willingly.
" His eyés were honest and true, She
told herself. Honesty  and truth
might become monotonous after .a
time. they would be hew to her,
while the new sensation lasted—
t gt&u moments came. Leigh
Fenton not played at love _all
her life without smirching her own
fingers. And the love that she had
known was d t to the simple at-
traction Hugh roused in her breast.
For a brief season she had experi-
enced woman’s highest heritage. She
had loved and been beloved. And of-
ten, W she looked at Hugh Lind-
say, she put that other face—~the face
that filled her heart of hearts even
vet—beside his. . The comparison
showed her how strongly the other
had taken possession of her. She
had disciplined herselfl well, but now,
when she saw the inevitable looming
before = her—her father, her mother,
Eric Lindsay, even Hugh himself, al-
most forcing her into this marriage
—she passed many sorrowful hours.
Hours of torture. And often when
Hugh game near her she felt that she
hated him, and treated him accord-
ingly. Her variable moods per-
plexed him and tormented him. - Did
she frown, his agony could not be
told.

Uncle Eric would not have liked to
tell Hugh one of the chief reasons
that, in his eyes, made this marriage
so desirable. Hugh was a Catholic,
true. But Leigh was Protestant, of
Protestant stock. In secret the old
man had neither favor nor feeling
partial to Roman Catholics. Hugh
would never change—that he knew,
but his children—well, by the com-

* promise of the parents the future
heir of Lindsay might be of the right
faithe . Y

Which shows how far a man’s hob-
by will carry him, ridden to death.

The elegant little suppers, the
choice entertainments the old man
gave now, made Lindsay Manor fam-
ous with some of its old-time pres-

v tige. It ‘was the most sought  out
place in the State, Its beauty, its
extent of grounds, its wonderful art
treasures, the riches of its master, his
good old name were extolled to the
skies.

And Hugh, having made up his
mind that he would ask Leigh at
the first opportunity’ to be his wife,
turned longingly to the gentle heart
that had been %:is cormfort, and his
counsellor, his refuge in 'trouble. and
the confidante of all his joys. It was
his mother's right to know—even be-
fore he spoke to Leigh. He loved
that mother too dearly not to con-
sult her or at least tell her, when
e wished to so completely change
his existence. He wrote to her —
a gentle, tender, loving letter. He
told her of Leigh—that she had al-
ready seen her—but that his picture
failed to do her Justice. He spoke
ol her beauty, her womanliness. He
asked his mother to bless him in the
step he was about to take, to pray
for him. ~ And all through the letter
there was no hesitation. The , die
was cast. The mother knew, as she
read those lines with eyes filled with
tears, that her boy had made up his
mind fully and completely, and that
no word of hers, even could she say
it now, would ever change it. ,

Feeling so she dia mot delay her
answer, - And it was a letter that
saddened him and made hm - very
thoughtful. Of one phrase of hers he
remembered as sheozut loold:g at
Leigh's_picture: _ ‘“Oh, doesn’t & mo-
thegh &kr?ow, child?”’ she had asked
him, and he had unwnll;ngly reed
with her, though he laid the blame
to. his faulty brush, and net to tlee
fact that he had caught the girl's
true expression

Catholic' he was before he died. Oh,
my s bad howrs come every
buman soul, and tuch as r mo-

'ther loves you, there will come bad
hours to you that no one but, your
wife may share. Will her dazzli

23&1&; le.lgc you’vo ‘g&"hyonr be:j
0 's decrees? Il her gracious
manner, her sweet smile, .WS eoz-
fort when your heart is breaking ?
Only perfect trust in God ' a
woman to " help a man ¢ Y
um'.' and trust and honest § on

“Oh,. .mother!”’ whispered .Huﬂ,h,
half sobbingly, for over the miles
that separated them "he seemed to
hear her gentle voice. in those last
words.  “Oh, my little mother."

“Unfortunately, now, , 1 must
speak of more material Things. You
have prided yourself so on your in-
dependence. You-will have to aceept
Uncle Eric's bounty if this marriage
comes -, ¢ 1 /She,used to  every
luxury, will not " be content to share
your comparatively humble lot, nor
could you expect it. Where would
your income with, her ve
[tastes” Thanks 16 your km N
the past, dear boy, your mother has
sufficient, France and Phil helping,to
| 4ot along -witheut further aid -from
ou. But I am thinking of you—your
appitess.  You' carnot’ be happy if
you are not independent.

“Think over these things well, my
own darling boy, before fmaly de-
¢iding.  Whatever your heart tells
you to do, do it then, for I know
You; honest heart too well to think
t will ever lead you astray. No
matter how you decide, you have
your mother’s love and prayers. If
you consider this marriage for your
happiness, 1 shall welcome Leigh Fen-
ton as my son's wife, my own daugh-
ter. And may my blessing follow
you and direet you and be to you
a safeguard aghinst all harm. God
protect you, for every hair of your
head is precious to me.”

Thete were tedrs In Hugh's eyes
when he finished this lettex—tears
that were no shamie to him, and had
there beéen the slightest hesitation on
his part concerning the girl of his
choice, that letter would have decid-
ed him against asking her to be his
wife. His mother was a woman
of few words, and he knew what it
¢ost her to write in this manner.
It was with a very sober face indeed
that he paced slowly through the
chestnut walk, which has become his
favorite resort also by this time.
It was here his uncle found him.
How diflerent was that uncle ' now

from the hard-hearted, suspicious
man of little more than a Yyear
ago! His eyes rested aflectionately

on his nephew’s face.

‘1 am glad you are here, Hugh, my
lad,” he said. ‘“There is less danger
of an interruption, and I want to
talk seriously to you. Have you
time for a serious chat?”’

“That depends altogether upon the
subject,’”” said Hugh, rather apruptly.
“l1 wrote to my mother. last week and
told her I intended $o ask Miss. Fen-
ton to mlrrz me. . I have but just
heard from her, and what she writes
has given me food for thought.”

“Se!' said Unele Erie in 'a pre-
occupied fashion. ‘‘Your mother —
approves?”’

“Of whatever I decide to do—yes.
I don’'t  mind telling you, uncle, “or
perhaps it is needless for me to do
s0 by this time—that I love Leigh
Fenton with my “wholé heart and
soul—that I feel that my future hap-
piness lies in her hands. Perhaps I
mai be mistaken, but I think she
favérs me a little—yes, I think 1
can say so without self-conceit.”

‘‘@kr is one woman in a thousand,”
said Uncle Eric, warmly. ‘‘Hugh, it
is the earnest wish of my heart that
you and Leigh Fenton marry.”

“Thank you, uncle. But—""

“Oh, I know what you would say.
It is the money questin, eh? You
will listen to your old uncle now,
my boy, and let me arrange things
on a more satisfactory basis. ‘This
is no time to let squeamishness and
false pride come between us.’’

“Just a few seconds, uncle. I love
Miss Fenton, yes. And I am no pau-
per. If she loves me she will be
willing to do without a few unne-
cessary luxuries for my sake, and 1

“Religion,” 'returned the young
man, gloomily. ‘“T'wé minds in one
body—what a pitiful combination.
Yet such are man and wife who are
not alike in religious faith. We dif-

“Your: nbn. was not unexpected, | fer in this, the most important thing

dear,"” wrote. “T have heard of
Miss | on ' this.  Gertrude
has s enblhertome’inherlet-*

ters—1 cammot describe to you in
what_sweet words—of her beaut: and
ol her ‘graciousness, gl her nobility and

loving . 2
‘‘Gertrude!”' t the voung man
with a rush of gu ude towards the

whom, these past few
ays he felt he had woefully ne-
glected. He was too wrap

up in
tho to realize that
m mﬁ “Dear little
“trude!”

she
ug t still, my boy,” went on the

e 3

Ger-
ther. “I am notesatisfied. She
is not of our kind. is a woman
of t? world, cultured, ulltoc::uc.ti
gran 1, ng every advan
are. 3 m at things with
different to you and to me.
Your ma will us as ef-
fectnallv as if the ocean divided us.”
‘Fonlish mother!” murmured Hurh.
“As if Leich will not love her for

|2 » lacks that most vrecions

A .

v

" And oum wet on the witd coun- | 1t w
3 >

of all.”
.. .Unele KEric  threw baek  his head,
Jauehing heartily.

“Peligion! y, boy, one would
think you a priest from the way you
talk! And you'd consider religion
when aspiring to a like Leigh
Fenton! Religion, of all things! Are
you crazy?"

“No; T am far from it. I bhave
decided to ask Miss Fenton to marry
me because I love her as I can ne-
ver love another woman. But she
will agree beforehand that our chil-
dren, if God gives us any, will be
of my faith and bel e

He spoke so decidedly that his uncle
felt that he could not contend with
him. = As well break his head against
a stone wall as argue with this inde-
pendent voung man. He stroked his
moustache reflectively.

“Religion is, after all, a matter of
“Really that, and

‘present. Perhaps——
intend asking the young lady,
not too usitive?”

“I don't w. Whenever
stances favor me,’’ said Hugh,

it 1

wife - 'ater.
there is something I do not
understand in that religion of his.”

“Humph!’’ said Aunt kEstelle, her
Methodist backbone stiflening. ‘‘He
tshould have a little regard for your
wishes, at least, Eric. I don't see
how you can stand him. Not but
what it is more wholesome,’” . she
went on hastily, seeing the anger ris-
ing in his face. “‘Perhaps it is bet-
ter he is that way.”

Hugh wrote to his mother—as ten-
der a letter as she had written to
him. He reminded her of that after-
noon when he had first come back
from Lindsay and the words she had
spoken then—that ‘‘love was the only
thing in the world.”” He gave a
brief, sharp outline of what Unele
Eric’s life had been without it. Ten-
der and loving and reverent words he
wrote, so that she wept over . them
bitterly, for she knew that = her
son’'s heart was lost to her, And,
indeed, even as he had written those
lines his sweetheart’s face ruse before
him, and he laid down the pen 4o
think of her.

Only last evening he had seen her,
clad in the simple, flowing draperies
she aflected, the gracious centre . of
an absorbed little crowd, And they
had spoken of love—lave, the all-pow-
erful. And some among thém mock-
ed at it, when she, with simple
speech, took up arms in its favor.
How sweet had been her words, how
her  voice had thrilled him! And
when she finished she raised her
starry eyes straight to his, and there
was something in. their depths that
made him tremblc. On, they were
created for each other—be and she.
In mutual love they would, they must
perfect each other. His mother,too,
would heln him to bhring God’s know-
ledge to that innocent, sleeping soul,
those beautiful hands would be rais-
ed to heaven in union with her hus-
hand’s

And so he finished the letter in bra-
ver spirit.

CHAPTER XII.
Gertrude’s Trial.

The old manor was in its very
bravest array, alight from top to
bottom, for Uncle kiric had issued
invitations for a dance. 'The rooms
rivalled fairyland in the beauty of
their decorations, and so keen had
the master of Lindsay been to make
this the most talked of anair for
many a year that he had spent more
money than he would care to tell the
provident Madame Lindsay. The
house was filled with the best people,
and the lady of the manor, robed in
soft black silk, with diamonds glit-
tering upon her still graceful figure,
looked for once in keeping with her
setting. Mildred Powell, beautiful
and stately, stood with her
at the head of the room,
Gertrude had not yet come
down, and Mrs. Lindsay was fluster-
ed and impatient. She had spoken
to Mildred sharply once or twice, the
last time with d high aote of an-
ger ‘in her voice. b

“‘Never mind, Aunt Estelle,”’ said
Mildred, soothingly. ‘‘She is proba-
bly 'somewhere about—don't worry—"'

“But everyone is asking for her—
How do you do, Mr. Blane? Miss
Waring? She will be down directly
—perhaps she is outside even now.
Her uncle likes to keep her with him,

is well? Ah, indeed, sorry, I'm sure.
Yes, thark you, yes—I am very well.
Mildred, send someone for Gertrude
immediately. This is not to be tol-
erated another second—I will not bear
it.”

A moment later Mrs. Lindsay's
maid knocked at Gertrude's door.

“I'm trying to get rid of a head-
ache.'' said Miss Wuing. “‘Will you
tell Mrs. Lindsay that T will be down
in ten minutes? And—Julie?”

“Yes, miss?”

“I know you're busy: but ask Aunt

a good girl* 1 want it very strong
and hoek. Thank you.”
“You're welcome; Miss Gestrude.”

“Just get the tea—it will be all
ﬂ‘h‘."

turned to the window again. She

;obe'. fell about her n soft folds, but
er face was very pale, and her eyes
Sired.  Her little ungloved h:l’uls
lay in her lap listlessly, and she was
looking out across to the Lindsay
woods with such a forlorn expression
that it must have moved any heart
[to see her. e
| “Oh. if T only didn’t have to go
down,” she said in a faint voire
“Oh, i T didn’t—have—to—go—down'
.?he tl;riated her head N
could cry— I was such a baby,

1 Mm easily a year ago.
And now is no way to lift this
heavy burden that rests on my heart
is eating at it—no way at all.

I am afraid I can't stand it much
longer—TI just can't stand it!"

g

1‘&. said
_—
do
cireumn-
quietl
y. .
““Harry or Laurence would have |
consented to bring their boys up as
Turks,”’ 7leclared Uncle Eric to-his
I respect Hugh—at

times 1 am almost convinced ‘that
quite

Hannah to pour me a cup of tea, like |

was fully dressed. Her simple white
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*‘Oh, yes, it will, when I get ex-
cited—] must try, to get excited.
Then 1 shall be belle of the ball. But
I forgot—Miss Fenton is coming.”’

“Is it true, Miss Gertrude, that
Mr. Hugh is to marry Miss Fenton?"
“I think it is, Julie. She is ver
beautiful and sweet, isn't she? We'll
have a wedding at Lindsay Manor !
Do you know I have never been to a
wedding in all my life? Where are
my gloves—oh, I see, And my fan.
And the red roses Hugh sent up to
me. Aren’'t they pretty? He is so
thoughtful always, my Cousin Hugh
~he cut every one of these himself.”’

She was animated eriough now,poor

child, as she brought the glowing:
flowers to her face. The maid
watched her leave the room. Ger-

trude was well beloved in Lindsay
Manor, and more than one had no-
ticed the change in her of late.

‘“It’s my opinion she's going to be
down with a fit ol sickness,” said
‘Julle, as she picked up the tea-tray
and departed.

At the entrance of the ball<room
Gertrude stood a moment, and her
heart went bhack to this great
apartment on the day Hugh Lindsay
first came to the manor. Ah, how
happy she would be il it were omly
God's will, to be quietly lying where
Harold Lindsay was to-night! There
w:u happiness and contentment—only
there.

Hugh Lindsay, with Leigh Fenton
at his side, came up to her just then.
She looked about her for some way
of escape, but found none, and so
stood there quietly, watching them
approach. She had taught her lips
to smile when her heart was aching,
and this was but another exercise of
the lesson she had learned.

“Aunt Estelle told me you were

as you know. Good evening, Miss | ill, little cousin,” said Hugh, gravely. |
Lenyard. Gertrude? ' You will see| ‘‘A slight headache. It is gone
her in a moment. ' Mrs. Lenyard lnow, thank you."

She saw the roses in Miss Fenton's
hand. They were crimson roses—the
exact counterpart of those she held,
and lookipg at them brought Hugh's
kindly thought to her mind. he
raised her soft brown eyes to his
face

“How did you know I liked roses?”
she asked. ‘‘Red roses? Thank you
for these, Hugh—thev are so pretty.’’

Hugh smiled, but Leigh Fenton's
eves kindled, and her fingers tighten-
ed a little about her fan. She look-
{ed at Gertrude with a very devil of
mockery in her violet eyes

“l wasn't aware of the fact that
you distributed vour favors impar-
ti | she said to Hugh. in her

am not a bit afraid to ask her to |The.girl i at the dopr, a . mo- | sinoothest tones. Gertrude took the
do so. 1T can give her a good home |ment" and wde Jdooked up wear- | shait bravely. She turned the most
~—perhaps not the frivolity she has {4l £ OB § 40 e Y innocent little face in the world on
been  accustomed to—but corfort, | T U can ap r Bead, | the beauty.
even elegance." My wife must depend || yoa h il yo me,” | 1 did not think such a trifie cduld
on me alone. He spoke proudly. |ghe said, hesi ; Ay Fays | worry you,”' she said. “But if the
That is mot what is troubling f"::d - Mrs. 18 Neadiches | giving of these by my cousin to me
B i ks ' good. ; : annoys ny, why—Forgive me,
“No? 2 yUnclg Er’lf' opened his eyes | *“You dear girl-and you so busy, }mghy." 'g::e.s:\iled,yund broﬁght the
wide, “What, then? too!”  said ~ @ertrude, gratefully. | fiowers to her lips, threw them care-

lessly into a chair behind her, n’
with head high in air, walked awa

The maid withdrew, and Gertrude.and left them.

For one moment a crimson, stain
moun to Leigh Fenton's forehead,
She not counted on such a
return, and one of the sticks in her
fan sna) violently under the pres-
sure of . But she had
been well trained, and her composure
alter that-first involuntary flush,was
verfect. No one could deem, seeing
her, that she was in a passionate
temper.

- a child she is!"' she murmur-
ed, softly. 'An untrained child! We
must forgive children everything.'

Hugh was perplexed. He looked al-
ter Gertrude. The passage at arms
had 80 briel and so sudden that
b scarcely had time to realize what
had | until it was all over.
Leigh's gentle words made him feel
annoyed at Gertrude's conduct. He
thought her speech in very bad taste.

Not s0 annoyed or vexed or angry
was he at Gertrude as the girl was
at herscl, r. She was in a
wild rage, she knew that Leigh
Fenton was trying, on every
e §
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