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CHAPTER VIII.—Continued. -

Hugh went back to the city at the
end of that momentous month, and
now, though it was so near to aut-

umn, he could not get the chance to |
run , he 8aid. He had been and

was still extremely busy, and the ill-
ness of the senior member of the
firm necessitated his strict attention
to present duty, Long and loving
letters . came to his mother every
week, He had very little time to
himseli: Unele Eric expected a let-
ter every week also, and it took all
Sunday alternoon to keep up his cor-
respondence., He would tr{ to get
home belore the summer closed for
a few days’ jaunt with Phil.

|
Towards the end of July Gertrude

arrived at Wes t. Of what she
did there, and of how she fared let

the story tell. At any rate it was ¢

chiefly because of her that = Hu

finally resolved to take ‘‘that trip
home,”” and square up a matter that
troubled him.very much. So one
bright Saturday ‘morning in the mid-
dle of September he found himself
tramping up the narrow plank road
that led to the Lindsay cottage. He
turned in at the gate, banged it shut
after him, and came quickly up tl3e
gravelled path. There was a girl's
little figure clad in gingham with a
big sun-bonneét on her head, kneeling
in front of the porch, a pair of scis-
sors and a ball of cord beside her.
She was tying up the drooping vines.

“Wait a minute, Phil, will you?”
she calied from under her sun-bonnet.
‘““Mother asked me to finish this. I
won't be long now—""

Hugh laughed. There was nothing
to equal Hugh's laugh—it rolled out
so deeply and so heartily. She
sprang to her feet, her face going
white and red by turns. Then with a
joyous cry she sprang into his arms
and kissed him.

‘“Why, Hug:’l, Hugh,”’ she cried in
rapture. “‘Oh, Hugh!”

“And oh, Gertrude!” he laughed,

still holding her. ‘‘Well, of all the

country lasses! My dear little girl,
what a brownie you are!”

She wriggled away from him, breath-
less.

“Oh, I am so surprised, so over.
joyed! It is so wonderful—"

? : \
“That T am here? Surely I can igmwn to me this last few weeks. I

visit my mother—"'

“But no one expects you! I did
not think you could get away, dear
Hugh. How did you manage it?"’

“That is it—I just imagined it.

We'll talk of that later on—also of

why I managed it. Let me look at
you. What a witch you are in that
sun-bonnet. ~Dear me, you are only
a baby yet, and I felt persuaded you
were quite a young lady, judging

from. the nice, sensible letters I've

been getting. Where did you get

those dimples? And look at those
brown hands! Not quite so white
and dainty as they were at Lindsay'

‘““But oh, much stronger, dear Hugh,
much stronger and much happier and
more capable.” .

“I am glad, little girl.”” He bent
the grave, reproving glance she knew
of old upon her as he spoke. ‘‘Yet
I must scold you."”

“Scold mé? Oh, no, Hugh, please

long—so very, very long. . Please do
not scold me.”

He raised a warning finger.

“T must. And I'm going to do
it now—right this minute and get it

{girl had gone.
(hearted, beautiful child——""
“But so headstrong, so wilful, so
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lshe kisses me. And T kiss her o
return, and I love her from the bot-
tom of heart. Why, I am al-
ways g now, Cousin Hugh, al-
ways. You can ask her if J—''

At that moment Mrs. Llndm.heu-

ing voices, came along the , and
looked with surpr face at them
from behind the screem door. The
surprised look gave way to one of
joyous welcome as Hugh bounded up
the steps, and had her in his arms in
& trice. .
“Welcome, dear, welcofe!” she
said. “‘Why, Gertrude, what is the
matter?”’ lookjng anxiously into the
excited counteance, as- the girl came
slowly forward and stood her.
“Uncle Eric writes and me
to see that she goes home next
week,"” said Hugh,
l:lrs. Lindsay's face shadowed a lit-

“Is that so? Well, my dear child,
Unele Eric comes first. He has prior
claim on you.”
t"l":’:ee sun-bonnetted head dropped a

rifle. :

“It won't be long until you can
come back again,”” went on the gen-
tle voice. “Don’t let it grieve you.
And think how I shall miss my little
daughter.”

‘“Oh, you are swest, you are

‘sweet!” said Gertrude, kissing her.

“There, Hugh, you see—" :
“Put’ your ‘scissors and things
away,” said Mrs. Lindsay. “I will
hear what Hugh has to tell me about
Uncle Erie, and you’ll find me in the

parlor in ten minutes. Come there

to me—I want to talk to you.”
“One has to be very careful with

her,” said Mrs. Lindsay, after the
‘‘She is such a kind-

passionate—"''

‘““That's just it, Hugh. Only one
thing in the world can conquer her—

aflection. She can be led, but not
driven.”

‘“But she is such a baby,” he pro-
tested. “‘Or2 word, and’ she is cry-

ing or laughing, or both together.”
‘“She has in her the makings of a
splendid woman—only half her good

qualities are asleep. She is as true

as steel. as honest as the sun. Hugh,
I cannot tell you how dear she has

am astonished at myself.”

“‘But, mother, she must really go
to Uncle Eric,” he said, rather anx-
fouslv. “It is a shame. She came
for two weeks—and she’'s here sev-

en :

“‘She will go, dear boy, and with-
.out opposition. Gertrude is Vke a

child. Explain a thing to a child
when vou give it a command—don't
order it to do things in the dark.
I wish T could have her with me for

thé next year,”” sighing. “I know

whbat her . nature ‘needs and could
supplv it.”

Gertrude Waring had come to
with  trepidation in her

heart—anxious and yet timorous.

From the very first there was no re-

gret on either side. The wilful girl

forgot that she was “bad,”” as  she
called it, under the gentle woman's
sweetness. Agatha and she had not
mutch lnhcor{rmoni. The older girl—

: ' not much older in years, but vastl
don’t, T haven's seen you for = S0 older on self-knowledge and sel!-con{
tainment—was too much occupied

with the making of her trousseau,

and with her lover. But she was
kind in her own way to the little

over, Look here, do you know Un- Stranger—‘‘almost the Lindsav way,”

clée Eric accuses me of conspiring

against him? He writes to me —
since he says writing to you is use-

less—and - insists on me sending you
home."

pared to steel his heart against this
to touch it.

“The very latest at the end of this 'When so minded.. She knew all

Gertrude told her frankly, thereby
giying her great pleasure. France
was deligchted to have met one who

was so enchanting .a companion and

, 50 delichtful a friend. Phil, too,
“‘Oh, Hugh!”’ The despair in her soon discovered welcome traits in her

voice was too real—but he was pre- that gave him a much higher opin-
ion of eirls in general. She was

little creature who knew so well how , lively, like France, without her bois-

terousness. = She coiuld talk seriously

veek—the —very —latest! - You have Southern wood-lore by heart, and it
2nother seven dyays of Westport be-|was vast'y interesting to Phil to

fore you."” g ;
*‘Ob, Hugh!" she said again, but in
such a disappointed, piteous, fright-

he listened to it he would simgly
take her in his arms and comfort her
like the child she was,

I asked Uncle Eric to lend you to us
—lend us his only bit of comfort.
You came. Do not let him think
that we refuse to return you.”

She threw her hands up to her ears.

‘‘Preaching again!’’ she said. !‘Just
preaching, and I won't be preached
to—that is all. Hugh, Hugh, do let
us forget tha, there is really such
an awful possibility  as my having
to go back again, Oh! I have the
most wonderful things €0 tell you

“1 shall listen gladly,’ he said in
his grh:vut tones. ‘‘But in the end
““‘Oh, now, if you talk like that.”
She took her hands away, and bent
over her pruning again. ““Thank
on for reminding me that my stay
ere is "likely to outwear my wel-
w”—' "

“You exasperating little thing'
said ‘gazing down at her.
‘“‘Wouldn’t I like to shake you good
and hard! in the world is
the matter with you, you silly baby?
‘Think of Lindsay Manor and compare
it to this house—"'

“‘Which do you prefer?’’' she asked,
looking up at him with luhhq eyes.

“Why, ; is~-my home,” he
answered, somewhat hesitatingly.

‘‘Well, it’s been mv home since
came into it,” she cried out. ‘I am
a daughter. here—F am no one there.
They really love me here— hate
me there, There I have nothing —
here, everything. Hugh, Hugh!" She
sorang up with another quigk change
of tone. ‘‘Don’t be so -hearted
—putting all the sweetness out of my
Tife like this.”

“Gertrude, Gertrude, Gertrude'"
‘he said, “T never thought that you
could have so little feeling, so li

rezard for Uncle Eric. Aunt Estelle

's

5

{ee,"’

overkind, T know, but my mo-

| listen to her, as she walked with him

and France to their cabin day after

the very sight of it set them laugh-
ing.  And soon she féll into the ﬁ

lips indeed. ~ She anticipated her
slightest wishes. Mrs. Lindsay of-

thoughtful of her comfort than her
own two. ' ‘But they had grown up

with the blessing of "a mother’s love | John Perry’s
and Gertrude was just realizing | was ‘Irish’ to

I

what a blessing it was, and showing
ber gratitude for it. Seldom, in-
deed, do we appreciate the gifts of

{ God until we miss them. Poor Ger-

trude strove hard to model her con-
duct after that of her new-found mo-
ther. But she could not conquer ev-
ery fault at once, and there were so
many corners and angles to be rub-
bed smooth. {
She came to the parlor now as

she had been bidden—and found Mrs.

Lindsay there alone. She felt very
desolate, for she knew that the out-
come of it all must be her return to
Lindsay: A wee, small voice within
her whispered it was but rlgin: that

| bared
They w

a- | ‘‘Still, for
bit of calling s. Lindsay “moth-| ¢ soul;
and the wofd was sweet to her | Gad, y

[Ch
ten had to acknowledge to herself |
that this stranger girl was more | Lif

I
of

o

order to
down to
the end, one

“Was one of the rale—ould—stock!"
neither law nor »

she should go—but to listen to that |sic

wee, small voice, she thought, would
overwhelm her. At an rate, she
paused now owtside the 3

I|to banish the unhappiness from her

face, and she entered the room smil-

was

ine.  Mrs. Lindsay’s tender heart |tle

ached when she saw that brave smile,

for she knew how real Gertrude's lit-
tle sorrows seemed to her.
“You came quickly,” said Mrs.

Li . “Now, sit down here be-
side’ me and let us have a talk. I
am eoing to tell you a story—"

““Oh, mother, if T could but stay!"
“Dear little , much as I l:n
e, Next year you

"
“You can't have

When

i

R

= s el

splendid, generous-hearted

“Uncle Eric
tact with your father or
dear, after that.

never came in

Like a soldier
hospitable man your father k
open house, He was
ous to a fault.

liberal, gener-
His hand was ever
in bhis pocket for those who were in

Uncle Eric olten

 That is kind of him.
Mr. Waring lost a good deal of mon-
His friends imposed on
He sank a lot in speculation. Before
he could realize that he was almost
beggared, an epidemic swept both hinr
mother away,
debts he owed been
fortune, his

want,"’
“l know that.

says so."

« “Does he?

ev,

and
little- aby girl would
have been penniless. But an un-
known friend came forward.
generous hand he saved the man’s
good name and settled everything.
The little fortune was
tact for Gertrude Wa:
of the woman he had loved, and no
one was ever the wiser, not even his
For that unknown friend was
Uncle Erie.”

Gertrude sat looking at her
parted lips, tears shining her eyes.

‘®h, and I never knew'
that—honestly, truly, really,
Eric did that?”

““Honestly, truly, really, dear.
know it to be true.”

‘‘Oh, I shall be so good to him—"'

““Thit is right—that is the way I
héar you talk.
try to repay that kindly act of his.
He is old, dear.
takes he has paid for them. He has |be
been sorely fried,
mother—he loves you.
his life a happy one—all rests in
Tenderness and pa-

reserved in-
g, daughter

wile.

want to
If he made

He loved your
You can make

your hands.

tience.”’
“Tenderness

repeated.

and patience!”’
“Oh, if God would only
give me those virtues, mother.
what shall I do when-l—um_so far
—away from you?"”’

“Think of me, I hope—and when
you are hard-pressed and disappoint-
ed, try to remember I am praying
little daughter.”
tated a moment, then bending over,
she took the beautiful, innodent face
between her palms.
something else to you, dear.
day=I know not how soon or
late—your trial will come to
late, that trial
come—the trial that will make a wo-
man out of my little girl.
be a great sorrow, a great love, a
great disappointment.
fall upon you, dear, and on your re-
ception of it depends your whole fu-
Child, only one thi

the girl whispered,
| impressed by the seriousness of the
loving face.

“Pay no heed to the black thoughts
that come to you then
redemption lies in fighting them. Pro-
mise me to fight, not to yield one
inch, and above all to pray.”

“I promise,’’ said the
ly.
ther of them
imagined how near that trial was,
what shape it was to stretch
er future life.

That night Hugh had a change to
observe how much Gertrude was at
home here. She was almost indis-
pensable to France and Phil, and even
the. cold Agatha asked her -advice.
John Perry came in, teasing her, but
she shook her bright head at him,
and had such witty answers
Hugh, trying to read, laid aside his
paper, finding a great deal more en-
tertainment in this charming ‘little
human book spread out before him.

He was ‘‘company,”. he declared,
and when they asked h
with them he shook his
he had come to he amused, and
they didn’t amuse  him he
to the
voice,- that showed
in the sad little ba
She had these at her

that one rarely
“Gaily the Troubadour,”
Susan,” “Blow,

Wind,”' from “As
Then came. Phil’s favor-
gh almost for
any'’ when the rollic
ather O'Flynn" sang

for my

“l1 want to say
But soon or

But it will

ture.
you to do-—onl
‘‘What is it?

ﬁirl, solemn-
could have

and in
across

had a sweet
to best advantage

loved.
tips—songs
nowadays:
day, describing the differences be—"‘l:‘?lwkw-fy:d'
; hat if tween the Northern and Southern {or- ou Winter
SIS NI 20ne Shivk 90 Nuew ) ests, in so far as she understood | Like It.”
them. She could sing and she could | ites, and Hu
play. She coyld mimic anyone or | ‘‘col
“I can't understand you, Gertrude. anything with a face so grave that |of

you've so gentle a

du've your flock in
est control!

the crazy ones,
onaisy ones;

tint’ the lazy ones on wid a stick!”

Aixd, she sung ‘“‘Rory: O’'More’’
special request—for he

backbone, “despite
ﬂl?,"

the othér with:

order governing mu-
She well knew what

next, did
for this was o'nly'

of ‘my soft,
soda-crackers

with refreshments that

brother did not look the least bi
eonscious.

20 be nice back Vo
When that ew

was
ept | Hugh said good night to his littie
otegee—for so he felt m to be—he
down at

her hand and
her almost tenderly, ©

“Talk about missing us!" he said.
‘I have never had a more enjoyable
$ime’in my life. What in the world
Will we do without you?”

She uodded her curly head and smil-
brightly.
“It is my duty to go,” she said.
“Mother says so—and | knew it was
fight all along, only, perhaps, I
Wauted her to say it. I have one
more joyous week—and I shan't stay
uutil Monday. I'll get home Satur-
day morning—it will look more gra-
elous, | think, don’t you, , mother ?
ltiwnl‘l look as if I didn’t begrudge
golng. "’

Mrs. Lindsay  nodded approvingly,
and Hugh thought within hll:lsseyll
what real power mother must pos-
Sess 1o thus conquer such a wilful
little being, [

The next few days passed in a round
Of pleasure for them all. Agatha
Watched her brother and Gertrude in
silence. She was hrmiy convinced
that the girl loved Hugh, and in her
Somewhat worldly heart she disap-
roved of this fact very much. Per-

Ps part of the Lindsay curse had
fallen on her, too, for she thought
what a good thing it would be in
the future if her brother, the master
of the manor, were to marry some
Wealthy, high-born girl, who would
an honor and a credit to him
and to them all. Her Uncle Eric’s
Seuliments exactly. Once, indeed,
during those days, she actually spoke
%0 Hugh, warning him not to be S0
atténtive to Gertrude, but he looked
at hér"with such a bewildered expres-
sion that“she changed the Subject
immediately. «

Gertrude danced about the house as
il she were possessed of wipgs when
Hugh announced his intention of go-
ing with her and paying a flying vis-
it to Lindsay Manor and Uncle Eric.
It wouldn’t seem like parting with
them all at once, she said. But
when the fatal Thursday afternoon
drew near she suddenly lost all her
BOod spirits. Agatha, missing her,
Stole softly up to her room. The
girl was lying on the bed, her face
buried in the pillow.

*No. I'm not erying, I'm just
fighting, that's all,” said Gertrude,
turning up her flushed cheeks. I
do want to go—I am just longing to

t home. 1 won't let myself think

ain't, ever. I am glad to go, glad
10 go, glad to go!"” She muttered
the words over and over, as if trying

lesson her lips had learned.

‘‘Hugh is going with you—you will
not be alone,' said Agatha,

“Yes; I am glad of that much,
anyway,"” returned Gertrude, with
fervour.

Agatha walked about the room,
straightening things here and there in
her own precise way. There was
a little curve to her upper lip her
mother would have recognized at
once. It meant that Agatha felt
she had a duty to perform—disagree-
able, perhaps, but still very neces-

‘‘Are there any girls at Lindsay
whom Uncle Eric likes—I mean rich
girls?"’ she asked, slowly.

“Rich girls? That Uncle Erie
likes? Why, what a funny question!’’
Gertrude rose on one elbow, and star-
ed at Agatha in surprise.

“No, it isn't, when I explain it.
Do you how, I imagine Uncle FEric
wants Hugh to marry some rich
Southern girl. I wouldn’t be a bit
surprised to hear that he had already
picked her out.”

‘““Uncle Eric? I never dreamt of
such a thing, and I don’t believe Un-
cle Eric does, either!” criedl Ger-
trude.

“Perhaps not,” said Agatha, with
pretty roses! Where did you get
a mysterious smile. ‘I oniv thought
you might know of someone—— What
them?”’

““Hugh got them for me," said (ier-
trude. She had grown Very white all
of a sudden, and she let her head
droop down on the pillow again.

“I'm going to try to sleep for a half |
hour, Agatha. [ don’t want to have |

a headache on the train to-night.”

Seemingly very much astonished ‘at |
the curt tone, Agatha left the room. |

Gertrude did not try to compose her-
sell to sleep. She lay staring at the
ceiling. Pretty soon she sat up on
the edge of the bed, looking blankly
at the vase of roses on the table be-
tween the windows. Then, rising,
she walked over to them and felt
the petals softly, hardly couscious of
what she was doing, staring down
at them.

What a queer thing tp say to her '
What an &wrd thing! Uncle Eric
wouldn’ t—

The blood about her heart seemed
turning to ice. Hugh married—her

.| Cousin Hugh—her champion, her ad-

viser!  Bringing someone here who
would have the just privilege to call
Mrs. Lindsay mother—greater right
to a daughter’s place in her heart
and  home! Her - hands clenched
tichtlv. Why did she care? What
was her Cousin Hugh to her?

And now the blackness of desola-
tion swomerged her. She shuddered.

Cousin? He wasn't her cousin, he

was nothing to her—a stranger. ‘She

Was an outcast, a pauper, a beggar-

maid, subsisting on his uncle’s boun-
t-, living on the money that was by
rizht another’'s. And Uncke FE
wanted him to marry a wealthy gitl
—Unele Eric had her picked out —
A~athe had said as much—

She drew her breath through her
teeth with a sharp, hissing sound.
Why had Agatha said that to ber?
Nt ghae

The Mnod flamed hot and Fiebh irto
the mirl's cheeks. ¢ rned quick-
lv to vace the room with hastv steps
almost running in her excitement.

Pid tha :
with Hush?' Wit

ingly commented it. But
t

"“Gert is 50 good to us,” ke said,
Serencly. “It's the least we can do

Phone: Office Main 592 & Main 5098 | o o0 Mein'ishy
Phone: Residence Park 667

JAIB I.IDAY

Successor to
ANGLIN & MALLON
SARRISTER AND SOLICITOR

Office, Land Securny Conmoers. w
Adelaide and Victoria Streets, Toronto.

Telephone Main 1268

——— > e =
FIREand MARINE FIRARS & starTaRy ’
S BARRISTERS, 8011
HEAD OFFICE - TORONTO, ONT, oy T
CAPITAL $2,000,000 - S o T
.......... ervnimsciconens S 050000 | ot RRANKSLATTERY, Residence, s8s Simoos
Losses paid since organization ...... 7,000,000 ”?'.‘:’w- Residence, 3t Grange
TCHFORD
. 6RO, 1. 3. KENNY, A » McDOUGALL & DALY
Sl , e 4 L BARRISTERS AND SOLICITORS.
oL, g e T
W. K. Brock, Eaq. - F.R Latehford K.C.  J. Lorn McDougall
C. C. Posran, Secretary. Edward J. Daly.
WM. A. LEE & SON [®® & 0DONOGHUR
ARNERAL aowNTT T R

.14 VICTORIA STREET. e :'k Yonge and Temperance Sta
Ost. Offices—Bolton, Ont.

Res, Phone Main 3075

W.T.). Lee,BCL, Jobu G. 0'Donoghue LL, B,

own their homes instead of continuing| o o < &
to pay reat. Literature free.

MCBMDY & O’'CONNOR

BARRISTERS,ZSOLICITORS,
THE NOTARIXS, m1c,

Proctors in , Rooms 6 and 68
Canada Life
S K.C.‘. )W

\

I:m m SCCH‘. SCOTT, CURLE & GLEESON
Savings Company |,z s oo
desiring to

Plany suitable for th Hon, R. W. Scott, K.C. LL.D, l’no-uqm
D'Arqmmwul Parlia-

the House of Commons of Canada, . "

MM Life Buildin, [J¥WIN, MURPHY & ESTEN

C.). MURPHY, H. 1. ESTEN
JOSEPH PHILLIPS, Pres. ONTARIO LAND SURVEYORS, Ete,

t0 teach her heart to submit to the |

m

THE EXCELSIOR LiFg | e i mi®ses
INSURANCE (0.

dxchitects
Insurance In force $5,170,816.30
ARTKUR W. HOLMES
Men of character and ability ARCHITECT
to write Insurance can obtain 10 Bloor St. East. TORONTO
with this Comptny an agency Telephone North 1260.

which will give them an ever
increasing income apply to
HEAD OFFICE. ToRONTD

Booling ’

FORBBS ROOFING COMPANY—

EDWIN MARSHALL Secretary. Slate and Gravel Reofing; Establish-
DAVID FASKEN, President. | ed forty years. 153 Bay Street. ‘Phone
Main 53.

A - PRIVATE
TRUSTEE

May become bankrupt, may be-
come a defaulter, may leave the
couutry, may become incapaci-
tated through accident, illness,
. or mental derangement, and in
the course of nature roust some
day die,

. A
; B. CAIRNS
A Trusts Corporation Tho hisewtin o |
Has xis E . ‘
oomnie Coiventy o O i,
its residence, keeps complete re- METAL "A"n
cords and accounts, and cannot Seals, Dies, Stenelis

shirk any of its responsibilities,

THE TORONTO
GENERAL TRUSTS
CORPORATION

Paid-up Capital $1,000,000
Reserve Fund - $300,000

McCABE @ CO.
UNDERTAKERS

222 Queen E. and 319 Gueen W.
Tel. M. 2838 Tel. M., 1408

P———— ‘
59 Yonge $t., Toronto ,‘

come.  The girl went to the door '«
and closed it softl » fearful of being
seen or heard.
self on the bed once more. Not to
ery—she felt now as if she would

ROYALi
INSURANGE G0,

prtn f J. Young
ASSETS $62,000,000 boLLARS § ALEX. MILLARD

©. Mc. L. STINSON o UNDERTAKER & EMBALMER

WM. A. LEE & SON
GENERAL AGENTS
14 Victoria Street, Toronto |
Phones Main 592 & 5098 {
Residence Phone 667 -

Monkey Brand Soap removes all stiing, |
rust, dirt or tarnish —but won't wush
clothes. ; -
i mmun & N2t YONGE 8T,
nature. There will come a crisis in | . M‘”‘ -~
her life some day, and over the .

threshold of her girlhood she will step
a woman.” e
The crisis, the trial of her life, had —

she threw her-

-

R

NSOy S

——

S e et ety s NSt

-




