
Il

"'V "
’ • ww

■f€ '

tauîllj

4

KIND HEARTS ASD CORONETS
By

», 1904

AMB8 E. DAY

J. HARRISON

Copyrighted 1968, by Benziger Bros

CHAPTER VI.-Continued.
“It is needless to say that I am 

much more prepossessed in your lar 
vor than t. thought to be when I sent 
that telegram. The way things are 
at present, I see no reason why the 
manor and all 1 its appurtenances 
won't some day belong tq you—and I 
want you to consider this, _> oung 
man. Now tell me trank ly and can
didly what you need. What is'there 
.you w^nt to do! And how much 
money would you want to do it?"

The tone, the manner, above all, 
the offer itself burprised Hugh, and 
amused him. He threw back his 
head, with one bis hearty laughs.

‘I bought a return ticket,” lie said. 
“1 have no debts—there is nothing 
that money can get me. 1 am in a 
good position, with fine prospects, if 
1 stick to what I am doing. For
give me, Uncle Eric—I don't want to 
seem unkind—hut I need nothing.”

“ Are you thinking ol—ol marry; 
ing?” asked Uncle Eric, watching him 
narrowly. i

“No," said Hugh, frankly. "I 
have never met anyone 1 would care 
to marry."

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

“She must be bigü-hvrn and beau
tiful, and a credit to the house of 
Lindsay,” he murmured, half aloud. 
“You can have your pick of the coun
ty, Hugh."

Again Hugh Laughed.
“When the time comes—well, I can 

afford to wait. I have my mother 
to take tare of. That in enough to 
put marriage out of my head for a 
while."

“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 its 
way, but the mistress of Lindsay—”

“Is Aunt Estelle—and a staunch 
enough Protestant she,” cut in Hugh, 
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,'1, said the old man. It was 
wonderful what influence the younger 
had gained over his haughty spirit. 
“It is ten minutes to lunch time, 
and I daresay we had better go in.
I 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 if 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 adventurous 
children but to camp out, too, last 
year. They dragged mother with 
them—in fact, they 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. 
I used to put a stop, to such journeys 
when I was home, but lately I hear 
things are worse than ever. Phil is 
building—that kid, mind you!—or in
tending to build, a one-room cabin on 
the shores ol the Saugatuck, he and 
a chum of bis, and mother ras offer
ed to fit it up for them. He has 
conceived this great scheme because 
he wgnts to throw a line out of the 
window and haul in his breakfast 
whil/ he is putting on his clothes. 
ttOW, 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 ol 
my favorite pastimes," said he. 
“Lend me Phil for a month or two, 
ü your mother can spare him, and 
we’ll see how---- " 1

He was interrupted by 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 the 
top of her lungs. ' “Your tongue is 
double-edged—one cannot say a word 
to you but you fly out like a tem
pest.” • , r

“My tongue is my own," retocted 
Gertrude, “You have no authority 
over me. Uncle Eric is my guardian 
and not you.’’

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

“There is no need Jtor me to claim 
kinship with a Lindsay," cried Ger
trude, passionately.. “Nor do I need 
the Lindsay name to shield my peas
ant birth.’’

There was silence. Then came the 
sound of a sharp slap. Uncle Eric, 
blue with anger, started to go into 
the greenery. Hugh drew back just 
as a little figure in white came flying 
out, almost overturning Uncle Eric 
in her haste. She did not see Hugh 
but he caught a glimpse of her blaz
ing eyes. She was holding her hand 
to her cheek.

“What a pcene!" said Uncle Eric. 
“These women, these women. As if 
a man had not enough to worry him 
without this eternal bickering and 
fault-finding. Go after Gertrude, 
Hugh, and trv to aulet her."

Hugh turned obediently, rather sor
ry for his uncle. What a pleasant 

' et at* of affaira! And how vulgar !
All the refinement of his nature was 
offended now, but still he went on, 
looking from right to left for the 
Kiri. He turned into the chestnut 
walk. He did not know where she 
had gone, and he did not intend to 

«earch for her very zealously. He 
Bad not the slightest Inclination to 
intrude his probably unwelcome pres
ence upon her.

He caught sight of her just then, 
seated under one of the chestnut trees 
that lined the road. Her little head 
was resting against its rough coat; 
tier eyes were closed, her face 
very pale, and on the tie 
towards him the print of fingen 
mainly visible. She did not 1 

be

spoke
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a moment ago, 
so childish and fq 
;rew tender, 
er eyes and loc 

'Where did yc

be
she

'I 
I am

lit now she seemed 
Horn that his heart

frew tender. Presently she opened
er eyes and lotited at him.

,,, . 7- come from?" she 
asked, smiling a little faintly, and 
scrambling to her feet. “J have 
walked too much this morning 
1 feel so funny. Isn't it time to go 
into the house?”

‘‘We are% five minutes lnte for 
lunch now,” he said. "But you are 
ill,” as she tottered back against 
the tree, and stood so n moment
child l’PPOrt' “You arc «wlte i*l«.

“Yes,” she answered, 
lie felt some embarrassment. After 

all it was no concern of hin-ehe evi
dently did not know that he hna 
heard anything of the quarrel, and 
did not mean to tell him of it, eith
er.’

‘.Can I do anything for you?" he 
asked quietly. “Come, take my arm, 
Jean on me. You are trembling. 
Why, what a weak little girl you are, 
after all. Now, tell me all about it 
'-yee, I know. What is the matter 
between you and Aunt Estelle?” 

"You beard*’’
“Onlv a part of it.”
Her face crimsoned.
“We had some angry words 

said I just was pretending to 
sweet to uncle last night—oh, 
said lots of things!" she whispered 
In a low voice. “Things I won’t 
tell you. And I was dreadfully an
gry, and I said—she slapped me, Cou
sin Hugh!’’ with flashing eyes 
shall never speak to her again, 
going away."

“Goiog away? Where?”
“Ob, I don’t know, I don’t know." 

She wrung her hands together. “Last 
night I went to bed so happy. Your 
coming had made so much difference. 
Untie 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. I 
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, I 
hate her, I hate her, I hate her ! 
There!. She poisons every bit of hap
piness I ever have,” She was shak
ing.

“ Suppose we talk things over,” 
said Hugh, very quietly. Sit down 
here, come, now—and we’ll see how 
matters stand. In 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 ifor 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 possessed — 
your birth. She is the wife of the 
most powerful man in the county — 
but that cannot give her the distinc
tion she covets. f, for my part, 
think Untie 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 Wariry; 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.” ‘

Put you yourself 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
ently,” said Hugh, gravely. “My 
circumstances are not the same as 
’ours. There is another factor, too. 
fou 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. Yoii must 
set the example. You must be pa
tient. Just think how groviouslv 
you have belied your Catholic name
tPday. My dear child---- "

“Oh, Cousin Hugh,” she said, im
pulsively. “Help me, help me. I 
should be good it you were here to 
help me. But you are going away. 
Take me to your mother, Hugh, just 
for a little while, until I learn how 
to control myself. I have been 
dreaming of your mother all night 
long—and my heart is lust aching to 
see her—just «tilling. Let me go to 
her Hugh-only for one little week, 
and I’ll be good for ever after.”

Hr looked down Into the pleading, 
beautiful childish face with perturbed 
gaze. Why not? It woulfi be well 
for her to get away from lute, from 
this great, Tonely house, from Aunt 
Estelle, and ice-cold Mildred, into the 
warmth of a home life such as she 
had never known. He felt certain 
his mother would make uo objection. 
But----

"Uncle Eric loves you, Gertrude,” 
he said. “He might not like you 
to go. And our house—well, it 
would he different for you there. Mv 
sisters hwe no maids to stitch for 
them and to wait on them. They 
make vMr own clothes and heln to 
took., You would find it very different—f"

“They love each other," she broke 
in, impetuously. “One doesn't alt 
bv herself painting or embroidering 
all morning The other doesn’t lie 
in bed until noontime reading novels. 
Horses and dogs are good compan- 

" she said, sighing. “But one 
t talk to them tor ever, 

itfng. We

go away, 
thrown back 
lng wickeder 

r‘Aren’t there
! go to see—no church wort 
done?" asked Hugh, trying to 
of what hie sisters did to occupy 
their spare time, and racking ns 
brains in vain.

“1 am idle, I know—idle and care
less. But you will let me go to 
your home, Hugh?” She put both 
bands about Ms arm and looked up 
coaxinglv into his fare with her great 
brown eyes

“Yes, Gertrude. • My mother will 
write to Uncle Eric herself and In
vite you and you will be a welcome 

I little guest," he said. "But on one 
condition. "

“What la It? I will do any---- ”
“That you apologize to Aunt "Es

telle for your hasty words—and that 
you will not quarrel with her again.”

Her hand stole up to her cbeee. •
I “Oh, Hugh, she—struck me.”

‘“rtien you don’t want to come to 
1 see my mother’”

"I do, you know ! do. I won’t 
. quarrel with her any more—I wqji't 
say another angry word But must 

; I—must I apologize? it wasn't—all 
my fault ” She hung her head like 

1 the child she was. “she started It; 
she---- ”

“Think how pleased Uncle Eric 
will be when his little girl walks up 

I to her aunt with such sweet words 
on her lips. Come now, pluck up 
courage If it is her fault, think — 
vou can heap coals of fire on heryou ca 
held." 
^1 wwill, then, I just will," she 

said. “But not for Uncle Eric—not 
for her. But for you, because you 
ask me to, and because I want to see 
your mother—and I'll never quarrel 
with her any more. Do you know,
Hugh, I feel good again—really? If 
you hadn't come I should have been 
bad and wicked all day long."

“Let’s go to lunch, then," said 
Hugh, inwardly hugging himself to 
think what a diplomat he was be
coming. “I’m out here preaching 
and if Uncle Eric is waiting—phew! 
we'll catch it. Half an hour late.
Can you run, Gertrude?"

“Can I run? I’ll beat you to the 
end of the cheetnot walk.”

“No, you won’t."
“Yes, I will.” And she did, and 

they went Into the big dining-room 
laughing. Gertrude needless that 
her curls were tossed and her face 
glowing—all hot and perspiring and 
happy.

Uncle Eric looked very black indeed 
as he told the butler to serve lunch
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 hi^i, and walked straight 
to the older woman with outstretch
ed hand.

“I have come to apologize, Aunt I 
! F.stelle,” she said. “Will you for- protested. I—cannot bear it. I
give me for my hastiness this morn- ' J**ve trusted you—I will ask you to

\ ing? I am awfully sorry I was so mv secr*t. end I have never ask-
rude—and—and mean to vou. And ed favor from living man before.”
I’ll never do it again." I I understand,” said Hugh, rising,

Hugh had not bargained for that j * Ret the chance I shall make it 
last penitent expression, and felt

is a
alftftd before »
lm-that was 

sighing, and
•d her white face. "Laurence never

for me—that way, and I—I loved him I always hoped be would 
hack Last night when Uncle 

Eric said—oh, I can’t say it, I can’t 
nay it! What am I doing here when 
he whom I loved so la dead’"

Her body shook with uncontrollable 
She threw ep one arm to hide 

her face from view, but Hugh, in 
pity, turned his eyes sway and kept 
them so.
“This scene Is distressing you," 

she said after a while "Uncle Eric 
will listen to you. I am sure—you 
are a stranger to me. Oh, I don’t 
know what I am saytne! Forgive 
me if I plead I am only a woman 
whose heart is broken, and as such 
claim vour kindness and consideration 
for your mother's sake,” she added in 
a half whisper, “for your mother's 
sake."

"I give both for your own,” he 
said, Ms voice vibrating. “Believe 
me, I am sorry for you with all my 
goul

"Tbai.k you—I believe you," she 
Spswercd "But do not waste sym
pathy on me. I am strong—this first 
sorrow will soon pass'away. I want 

to get me news of how—he died 
you’ Write to Mr. Banks and 

him—be will tell you. And let 
me hear from you then I must 
know all myself," or T shall die, too. 
And there is one other thing---- ”

“Yes’”
"Could you induce Uncle Eric to 

have him brought home here? He 
loved Lindsay so, poor fellow—he of
ten said he could not rest happily if 
he were buried anywhere but at Lind
say. Will you ask Uncle Eric to do 
this thing? He will not for mo—I 
have never cared for him. I have 
hated him and been unkind to him 
since—Laurence went. And the only 
reason I stayed on was because 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 rame 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 
of yesterday.

“I shall do my very best,” he said. 
“I shall find out how Uncle Eric 
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—G ertrude—’ ’

“Do not give me good advice,” she

awguk a mallow
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his lips twitch, but the seriousness 
of the moment restrained him. Uncle 

i Eric’s brow cleared, as Aunt Estelle 
took the proffered hand. He did not 
mind the late luncheon then, and 
while his wife could not really ap- 

1 predate what Gertrude’s words cost 
her, she at least was grateful to her 
for thus lightening the atmosphere. 
She was not a bad or cruel woman 
at heart, only she was old and child
ish and little things disturbed her. 
And Gertrude, generally, was the one 
on whom she visited all offences.

“Isn’t Miss Mildred any better’’’ 
asked Hugh, courteously now. when 
he saw that her place was still 
cant.

“She will go out for a ride this af
ternoon some time," said Mrs. Lind
say, almost carelessly, Hugh thought. 
“A slight indisposition.’’

“No afternoon ride, for me,” said 
Gertrude, gaily. “The morning, the 
fresh, sweet morning, when the flow
ers are just waking up and the sun 
hasn’t swallowed all the fragrance of

I wish I could help you,” he added, 
in a 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. “Even it you 
do not succeed, you have helped me.”

Once out of the room, Hugh began 
turning over in his own mind how 
best, to approach Uncle Eric on this 
most difficult of all subjects. At 
the end of the corridor he came upon 
the door leading into the picture gal
lery. Some sudden impulse made 
him enter. Walking down the length 
of the hall, he saw the very man of 
whom he had been thinking. Absorb- 

•va; ed, his uncle stood before the picture I 
of Laurence Lindsay.

“Some one in this house cares for 
that fellow," he said, abruptly, as 
Hugh approached him. “As often 
as we lay the ghost, the ghost rises. 
Well, I’ll have it hung on the wall 
now. 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?
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the dawn. Give me a. ride then for 
true enjoyment." Hifgh smiled in 
sympathy.

“Ever see my horse?" she asked. 
“Such a beauty as he is—a great, big 
black fellow with a mane like silk 
And he can go, I tell you. I love 
horses "

No, sir; I could not,” answered 
Hugh, promptly. “There must have 
been something loveable about bis 
personality. And I was just think
ing of him. Do you mind if I tell 
you my thoughts?”

‘‘Not at all," said Uncle Eric, still 
with gaze fastened on the handsome

Alter that the conversation became dark face, the glowing eyes that look
general and genial. life-like fire out ofe<l with almost 

the canvas.
"Would it now be 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

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 books, sir," she said. “And . ...
wants to know, if vou are not en gag- !jll e 1 wouldn t hold an>-
ed, would you come to her boudoir’’’ thing agalnat Laurence now Harry 

“Immediately," he answered, fol- ** different. Laurence was bad-but 
lowing the girt, wondering net a lit- th®v . , , .. „ ..
tie at the strange request. Mildred's ,, be J* at Uttdsay, said |
apartments were on the floor above ; »“«•>• 118 »f linking alowd| 
his owrT When he entered he was 1 |he n,her ~'nr fcl,"w s KoH'
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surprised to see that the room was 
unoccupied, but the girl went at once 
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 ascetic. He was 
standing gazing out of the window 
at the park when she spoke to him 
He turned quickly, and it was well 
his features were in shadow, for 
while he repressed the exclamation 
that rose to his Ups, he could not 
conceal the startled expression that 
swept across bis face. He had seen
her but yesterday, yet ttaki was Ta F. .. .
woman who looked ten years older aLth*ZounR man who 8

’ said 
«‘And ,

the other j>oor fellow's body lies for
gotten—in ' a forgotten grave—in a j 
forgotten country."

“What do you mean?”
“I mean, to tell you the truth, I 

that it would be a gracious and kind
ly act to bring Laurence Lindsay 
home."

The old man stood silent a moment; I 
then be looked from the pictured face 
to Hugh, and ground his foot savage- 1 
ly into the floor.

“I will not!” be said. “I will not 
do it! He left of his own free will 
—let Mm abide where he lies.”

He swung around and strode to
wards the door. He hesitated a mo
ment on the threshold, looking back

fuzing
than the Mildred Powell he had I 
known. There were big black cit- . ... 
ties under her eyes-the whole coun- an^vthis time his voice was choked

after him.
I will not!" he almost shouted.

tenance was strained and white and 
pitiful.

“You should see a physician," he 
exclaimed, involuntarily.

She turned her eyes away.
"No one call help me,” she said. 

“Please do not remark my appear
ance. Here are the hooks...thev are 
the latest. I believe.” She put her 
hand to her forehead wearily. “Sit 
down, please., and look at them in 
ccse A unt Fstelle should chance to 
come In. That was an excuse for 
seeing yon alone." He seated him
self In the chair she designated and 
she took one opposite him. “I have 
sent lot you because—because Î think 
vou are a good man,” she said 
abruptly. “Because when I listened 
to you yesterdav I acknowledged to 
mvaelf that I—believed you. I have 
disliked you verv much—I thought at 
first vou had come to take Laurence’* 
"lew ” Her head sunk on her hresst 
and her voice became almost fndls- 

“Oh, forrive me that thowrht 
I have no one .else to turn to, and

*k-

with rage “He has met the fate lie 
deserves—he Is well paid. He shall 
never come back to Lindsay—I Have 
sworn it. Dead or living, hie and I 
are parted for ever."

And then Hugh knew that the bitter 
old man loved Laurence Lindsay still, 
end that there were two aching 
hearts in the manor that beautiful 
May diy.

(To be Continued.)
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