CHAPTER V1.~Continued,

“It*is needless to say that 1 am
much  _prepossessed in your fa-
vor than I thought to e whei I sent
that -,The Way things are
at preseat, I see no reason why the
manor and’ all’' it8 appurtenances
won't some day belong to you—and I

want you to cousider this, young |

man,  Now tell me frankly and cin-
didly what you fieed, What is’ 1here
you want to do? = And  how . much
money would you want to do it?"
The tome, ‘the manner, above all,

s R 4l
head, ughs.
e"l b:u‘m‘ M&T&,Jﬁ. said.

‘“I have no _debts—there .is . pothing

that mon'ey“m me. I om,t:l i‘x
ood tion, ﬁ-m’m ’
f mpo:g what . "Y g. . For-
give me, U Eric—I don’t want to

seem unkind—but I need nothing.
‘“ Are you thinking of—of marry-

ing?"' asked Uncle Eric, watching him
narrowly. ' N
“No,” said Hugh, frankly. o £

have never met anyone 1 would care
to marry.”

A look of satisfaction crossed the
old man's face.

“She must be bigu<horn and . beau-
tiful, and a credit to the house of
Lindsay,”” he murmured, hali aloud.
“You can have your pick of the coun-
tyo Hu‘h‘"

Again Hugh Laughed.

“&hen the time comes—well, I can
afford to wait. I have my Inother
to take ¢are of. That is enough to
put marriage out of my head for a
while.” i

“She will be a Protestant,”” said
Uncle Eric, who was too old to learn
not to tread on forbidden ground.
“Catholicity is all very well in m!
way, but the mistress of Lindsay—'

“Is Aunt Estelle—and a staunch
enough Protestant she,”” cut in Hugb,
incisively, “‘My mother. is a Catho-
lic—I am one. I do not believe  in
marrying outside my own Church.”

“Well, well, we can discuss that
later,” . said the old man. It was
wonderful what influence the younger
had gained over his haufhty spirit.
“It is ten minutes to lunch time,
and I daresay we had better go in.
1 should like to hear you describe
Lindsay when you get home.”

“As I tell you now—it will hardly
be possible,”” said Hugh, earnestly.
“France and Phil-why, I can see
them. They would go crazy il they
were turned loose here. Queer kids
they are—always discovering new
places and new scenes to visit.
Compo Beach is right near us, you
know—a great many camping parties
go there during the summer, and no-
thing would do those adyenturous
children but to camp out, too, last
year. They dragged mother with
them—in fact, take the; poor wo-
man on the most awful jaunts. I
have known her to walk ten miles
with Phil to see a marvellous apple
tree some = farmer raised—I forget
what was marvellous about it . now.
[ used to put a stop, to such journeys
when I was home, but lately I hear
things are worse than ever. Phil is
puilding—that kid, mind you!—or in-
tending to build, a one-room cabin on
the shores of the Saugatuck, he and
“a chum of his, and mother ras ofier-
ed to fit it up for them, He has
conceived this great scheme because
he ts to throw a line out of the
wind and haul in his breaklast
whilé¢ he is putting on his clothes.
Noa, what do you think of that?”
~ It was a long time since his uncle
had laughed so heartily.

“Fishing is—or used to be—one . of

my favorite pastimes,’” said he.
‘‘Lend me Phil for a month or two,
il your mother can spare him, and

we'll see how—"’ §

He was interrupted py a shrill and
angry voice—so very shrill and loud
and impatient that Hugh had some
difficulty in recognizing in it Mrs.
Lindsay's languid tones.

““You are a saucy, miserable, un-
grateful girl!”’ screamed she, at tlge
top of her lungs. '’ *“Your tongue is
double-edged—*one cannot say a word
to you bhut you fly out like a tem-
pest,” ' .

“My tongue is my own,’’ . retorted
Gertrude, ‘‘You have -no authority
over me. Uncle Eric is my guardian
and not you,!

““Uncle Eric, Indeed!  You forget
vourself! My husband isn’t a drop’s
blood to you—though it suits you to
claim kinship with a Lindsay!’

‘‘There is no need for to claim
kinship with a Lindsay,’’ ‘eried Ger-
trude, passionately. ‘‘Nor do I need
the Linduy name to shield my peas-
ant birth,” |

There was silence. ' Then came the
sound of a sharp slap.
blue with anger, to go into
the greenery. Hugh drew back just
as a little re in white came flying
out, almost omtum‘? Uncle Eric
in her , e did not see Hugh
SEby RUTEAES

ng eyes. w
m‘l‘&?ﬁ. ”n m ule

t a geene!’ U " Eric.
““These ;:m'z:.‘ women. A
a man not enough to worry him
without this eternal bickering and
fault-finding. Go after Gertrude,
Hugh, and trv to quiet her.”

Hugh turned obediently, rather sor-
Ty for his uncle. t a pleasant
‘state of affairs! And how vulgar !
All the refinement of his nature was
offended m‘. but 'tt? ‘I::"";t ::é
looking m right
girl.  He turned into the chestnut
. He did not know where she
had gone, and he did not intend to

very s HO

not the slightest to
intrude_his \
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| moment ago, but now she seemed
%o childish and forlorn that his beart
ew tender. Presently she opened
eyes and looked at him,
““Where did ygu come from?’ she
-cum'um‘mnh‘to ;‘ m& v '. and
Vilod oo Fom R 1 have

1 feel so, funny,
into the house?"
“We are

ny

five minutes late for

| now,” he said. ‘‘But you are
,’' as she tottered back

tree, and stood so a moment’

mulgpport. “You are quite pale,

“Yes,”” she answered.
. He lelt some embarrassment. After
it was no concern of his—she evi-
dently did not know that he had
heard anything of the quarrel, and
dlg not mean to tell him of it, eith-

Why, what a weak little girl you are,
after all. Now, tell me all about it
—yes, I know. - What is the matter
nd Aunt Estelle?”

Onlu part of l't."

‘““We had some words ~she
said I just was ;‘ryetudtn; to be
sweet to uncle last night—oh, she
said lots of things!'' she whispered
in a low voice, ** I won't
tell you, And I was dreadfully an-
m,mlm&-cu-upa me, Cou-
sin Hugh!” with flash o

eyes.
shall never lpuk to her in. 1
going away.' > o
“Goiog away? Where?”’

‘‘Oh, I don’t know, I don’t know.”
She wrung her hands her. ‘‘Last
night I went to bed so happy. Your
coming had made so much difference.
Uncle Eric loved me—I know he did,
and I loved him and I loved you —
and Aunt Estelle and everybody. I
prayed for poor Laurence and Har-
old with all my heart and soul.
was a good girl last night. And
now I am a nasty, miserable, wick-
ed creature! I hate Aunt Estelle!
I will say it, I will say it,”’ she
cried, passionately. ‘I hate her, 1
hate her,. I hate her, I hate her !
There! . She poisons every bit of hap-
flness I ever have,”” She was shak-
ng.

" Suppose we talk things over,”
said Hugh, very quietly. Sit down
here, come, now—and we’ll see how
matters stand. 1In the first place,
little cousin, there is one thing you
seem to forget—always.”

He took her cold hand in his, pat-
ting it as his ‘mother did his own,
when she wanted to show her sym-
pathy. Gertrude looked at him with
suspicious eyes. ' She was not in the
mood for a lecture just then.

““What is it?” ] ;

‘“Aunt Estelle is older than 'you,"”
he said. ‘“Now—don't speak. ~Wait
a moment. She sees in you an ad-
vantage she has never ssessed —
your birth. She is the wife of th
most powerful man in the county —
but that cannot give her the distinc-
tion she covets. I, for my part,
think Uncle Eric has the best of the
bargain—yes, I do. And I think the
people who presume to turn up
their noses at Aunt Estelle—even
the very servants dare to do it —
should look into matters a little
before being quite so hasty. Could
she help her birth? And don't you
suppose that if God had intended her
for any other place in life He would
have put her into it?”

‘“Yes,” said Gertrude.

“By one thing a lady is known—I
need not tell you that it is her per-
fect self-control. Aunt Estelle, truly
enough, will never possess this. But
you ought. It is outrageous that
Gertrude Waring should bandy words
like the vulgarest scold in the town.”

Her head dropped a little.

‘‘Aunt Estelle is old now, Gertrude.
We shall all be old and cranky -and
peculiar some day. I behoves us to
think of that time.” g

“Put you yoursell got angry when
Uncle Eric hinted at leaving you
Lindsay,"” she cried out. ‘‘He only
hinted at it! Why should I stand—"

‘‘Between men things go differ-
enily,” said Hugh, gravely. “My
circumsthnces are not the same as
yours. There is another factor, too.
You are the only Catholic here. Miss
Mildred told me last night that she
does not believe in God, and from
the actions of the others—''

“Aunt Estelle goes to church—so
does Uncle Eric.”

“Not to our Church. You must
set the example. You must he ra-
tient. Just think how iously
you have belied your L‘tﬂuﬂ:v name |

y. My dear child—"

“‘Oh, Cousin Hugh," she said,
pulsively., ¢

ould be
help me.

im-
me, help me. 1

t\you are going away.
.me to your mother, Hugh, just
for a little while, until I learn how
to control ‘myself. I
dreaming of your mother
long—and my heart is just

onely
Estelle, and ice-cold Mildred, into the
warmth of a home life such as she
had never He felt certain
his mother would make no objection.
But—o ;

‘‘Uncle Eric loves you, Gertrude,”
he said.
to go.
would pe

N
.

morning and
Isn't it time to go |

er.

‘.Can I do anything for you?’ he |
asked quietly. ““Come, take my arm,
lean on me. You are

Al you were here to |his

coaxingly into his face with btp:
brown

eyes. }

“Yes, Gertrude. - My mother will
write to Uncle Eric herself and In-
vite you and you will be 2 welcome
llttlegut," he said. "“But on one
condi - i

.:1'{.“ is it? l{)sml do uy-:;._
y t you apo to Aunt
telle for your hutr words—and that
you will not quarrel with her n."’

Her hand stole up to her

“Oh, Hugh, she—struck me.”

“Then you don’t want to come to
see my mother?”’

“I do, Iou know I do.
quarrel with her any more—I. wop't
say another angry word. But must
I—=must T apologize? Tt wasn’t—all
my fault.”" She hung her head like
the child she was. *“She started if,

she—"
pleased Uncle Erie

T won't

" *‘Think how
will be when his little girl walks

to her aunt with such sweet

on her lips. Come now, pluck
courage. If it is her fault, think
ou?'anheapcoqls of fire on Ther

‘T will, then, T just will,’" she
saild. “But not for Uncle Erie—not
for her. But for you, hecause
ask me to, and because I want to see
your mother—and I'll never quarrel

!

with her any more. Do you know,
Hugh, T feel good ngain—tully? b1
you hadn't come I should have been

bad and wicked all day long.””
‘“Let's go to lunch, then,'
Hugh, inwardly huggin
think what a diplomat he was be-
coming. “I'm out hete preachi
and if Uncle Eric is waiting—phew!
we'll catch it. Hall an hour Ilate.

said
himsef to

1 ICan you run, Gertrude?"’

“Can I run? I'll beat you to the
end of the chestunut walk."’

“No, you won't."”

“Yes, I will.” And she did, and
they went into the big dining-room
laughing.  Gertrude less that
her curls were tossed and her face
| glowing—all hot and perspiring and

| happy.
] Gncle Eric looked very black indeed
{as he told the putler to serve lunch-

1 | eon, and Aunt Estelle had a most

| vinegary expression upon her face.
|Gertrude drew her breath a little
|sharply through her shut teeth, held
| her head up high, and walked straight
|to the older woman with outstretch-
ed hand.

“I have come to apologize, Aunt
| Estelle,” she said. “Will you for-
|give me for my hastiness this morn-
{ing? 1 am awfully sorry I was so
| rude—and—and mean to vou. And
[ T'1l never do it e

Hugh had not bargained for that
last  penitent expression, and felt
his lips twitch, but the seriousness
of the moment restrained him. Uncle
Eric’s prow cleared as Aunt Estelle
took the proffered hand. He did not
mind the late luncheon then,

and

preciate what Gertrude's words cost

for thus lightening the atmosphere.
She was not a bad or cruel

on whom she visited all offences.

asked Hugh, courteously
he saw that
cant.

now.

say, almost carelessly, Hugh thought.
‘““A slight indisposition.”

‘‘No afternoon ride.for me,”
Gertrude, gaily.
fresh, sweet morning, when ow-
ers are just waking up and the sun
hasn't swallowed all

“‘Such a beauty as he is—a great, big
black fellow with a mane like silk.
And he can go, I tell you. I Jlove

horses.”
general and genial.
- L

Luncheon was over and Hugh was
going upstairs to-his own room,when
one of the maids stopped him.

‘‘Miss Mildred would like to show
you some hooks, sir,”” she said. ‘“And
wants to know, if you are not engag-
ed, would you come to her boudoir?”

“Immediately,”” he answered, fol-
lowing the girl, wondering not a lit-
tle at the strange request. Mildred’s
apartngnts were on the floor above
his own. When he entered he was
surprised to see that the room

to announce his presence. He no-
ticed with a sense of pleasure the ex-
treme simplicity—almost bareness—of
furnishing that prevailed. It seem-
ed in keeping with Mildred herself—
it was so cold, so asce He was
standing gsﬂu-out of window
l.*!t t't..t::l‘* -Ickl -

e tu quickly, and it was well
features were in shadow, for
while he repressed the exclamation

that rose to his lips, he could net
conceal ~; ' expuulon that
swept : rﬁ face. He had seen
her ; : y, yet this was a

‘woman \ . older
than the  Mildred Powell be had
m N cir-

you | loved Lindsay so, poor fellow—he of-

while his wife could not really ap- do not succeed, you have helped me.”

(her, she at least was grateful to her turning over in his own mind how

woman most difficult of all subjects.

1 Id and child- the end of the corridor he came upon |
:,thh::;t'l?:'u': mn‘;:.d;;‘:"& her. | the door leading into the picture gal-
And Gertrude, generally, was the one 'lery.

“Isn't Miss Mildred any better?” of the hall, he saw.the very man of

when | Whom he had peen thinking. Absorb-
her plm was st‘“ va- ‘w, hi‘ uncle stood Nr()‘re the plctum
y |of La

said | Well, 'l have it hung on the
‘“The motnilgg, llt.he now.
e

fragrance of |

i ““No, sir; 1 could not,”” answered
med‘e:il(‘)‘ me(::v'e’ meﬂ:x'gl);id:m‘#:: ki),l; | Hugh, promptly. ‘“There must have
sympnﬂ\y.y ! been something loveable about his

“Ever see my horse? she asked. Versonality.

unoccupied, but the girl went at once [T

|

to him. to Hugh, and ground his foot savage-

" |old man loved Laurence Lindsay still,

80,
~“This  scene is distr
she said after a while.
will listen to you. 1 am sure—you
are a stranger to me. Oh, I don't
w what | am sa ! * Forgive
if T plead T am only a woman
heart is brokem, and as such
1 your kind?m and consideratjon
your mother’s sake,' she added in
& half whisper, “for your mother's

e

“I give hoth for your own,” he
y his voice vibrating, ' ‘‘Believe
» I am sorry for you with all my

" “Thank you—I believe you,” she
ered. ‘““But do not waste sym-
pathy on me. T am strong—this first
sorrow will soon pass”away. I want
to get me news of how—he died.
g you? Write to Mr, Banks and
him—he will tell you. And let
me hear from you then. 1 must
know all myself, or T shall die, too.
And there is one other thing—"'
,“Y(’S’”
*Could you induce Uncle Fric to
have him brought home here? He

r said he could not rest happily if
were buried anywhere but at Lind-
;{.. Will you ask Uncle Eric to do

thing? He will not for me—I
have never cared for him, I have
Bated him and been unkind to him
since—Laurence went, And the only
reason [ stayed on was };euule of the
hope that some day might see. him
back again.”

She paused. Her voice was stifled,
and there was silence in the room.
Hugh stood aghast at this revelation
of sorrow. The thought of refusal
never came to him. He was ponder-
ing even then how to broach the sub-
ject to his uncle. His heart ached |
for the unhappy girl who sat before |
him, a wreck of the beautiful statue
ol yesterday.

*‘I shall do my very best,” he said.
“J shall find out how Uncle FErie
heard the news—I shall write to
Banks and tell you everything. Or
better still, perhaps I can discover it
this afternoon, and if you come down
to dinner I will find ‘means to con-
vey the information to you. It is
miserable to sit up here and brood
over your sorrow alone. If you had
someone—Gertrude—""

“Do not - give me good advice,’”’ she

rotested. I—cannot bear it. I

ve ‘trusted you—I will ask you to
keep my secret, and I have never ask-
ed favor from living man before.”

“I understand,” said Hugh, rising.
“If I get the chance I shall make it.
I wish I could help you,”” he added,
ina wistful tone. For all his life
long his heart had ever been tender
towards the weak and suffering. |

“You have, you have!”” She held
out her hand to him. ‘“Kven if you

Once out of the room, Hugh began

besty to approach Uncle Eric on this
At

Some sudden impulse made

him enter. Walking down the length
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May become bankrupt, may be-
come a defaulter, may leave the

urence Lindsay.

o 61 is al- | ‘“Some one in this house cares for
terns::n 'i::llngotr:)te,'?rs:idﬂg:u.imﬁi:d- that fellow,” he said, abruptly, as

| Hugh approached him. ‘‘As often
as we lay the ghost, the ghost rises;i
wa
It won't do any harm. What
a beautiful face he had, hadn't he,
| Hugh? You couldn’t blame an old
| man for loving him?"

And I was just think- |
ing of him. Do vou mind if I tell
you my thoughts?”’

“Not at all,” said Uncle Eric, still i
| with gaze fastened on the handsome |

Adter that the conversation became dark face, the glowing eyes that look- |

ed with almost life-like fire out of |
the canvas. |

“Would it now he a courteous act, |
now that he is dead, to sink all dif-|
ferences between you—to forgive him
everything?"’

“Why, I have forgiven him,”" said |
Unele Eriec. *‘I wouldn't hold any-|
thing against Laurence now. Harry
is difierent. Laurence was bad—but |
that last chap!.’ !

“Yet he is buried at Lindsay,” said |
Hugh, as if thinking aloud. ‘‘And |
the other r fellow’s body lies for- |
gotten—in a forgotten grave—in ‘a |

|

tten country.”
) t do you mean?”’
“I mean, to tell you the truth, |
that it would pe a gracious and kind- |
ly act to bring Laurence Lindsay
home."’
The old man stood silent a moment;
then he looked from the pictured face

ly into the floor.

“T will not!” he said. ‘T will not
do it! He left of his own free will
—let him abide where he lies.”

He s around and strode to-
wards t'l:'ioor. He hesitated a mo-
ment on the threshold, looki back
at the young man who gazing
after him.

“l1 will not!” he almost shouted,
and this time his voice was choked
with rage. ‘“He has met the fate he
deserves—he is well paid. He shall
never come back to Lindsay—I have
sworn it. Dead or living, he and 1
are parted for ever.”

And then Hugh knew that the bitter

ond  that there were two aching
hearts, in the manor that beautiful
May day.

(To be Continued.)

couutry, may become incapaci-
tated through accident, illness,
or mental derangement, and in

the course of nature must some
day die.
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. | stories concerns an old darky

HADN'T MISSED IT YET.

One off Senator Tillman's favorite
who

was taken verv ill. He called in a

at § there were no signs of im-

of his own race, but after |

it, a white doctor sum- | -
Soon after arciving Dr. —
, 'cnlq.. then ex- |
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