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THE HILLMAN
By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM

AN UNUSUAL 
LOVE STORY

LOUISE HAS A CURIOUS EXPERIENCE WITH THE BACH­

ELOR BROTHER AND SHE STARTS A LITTLE FLAME 

BURNING IN THE SOUL OF ONE

Synopsis.—On a trip  through the English Cumberland country the 
breakdown of her automobile forces Louise Maurel, a fam ous London 
actress, to spend the night a t  the farm  home of John and Stephen 
Strangeway. At dinner Louise discovers th a t the brothers are  wom­
an-hating recluses.

C H A P T E R  111.
— 2—

Louise awoke the next morning 
filled with a curious sense of buoyunt 
expectancy. The sunshine was pouring 
into the room, brightening up Its most 
somber corners. I t lay across the quilt 
of her bed, and seemed to bring out the 
perfum e of lavender from the pillow 
on which her head reposed.

Aline, hearing her m istress stir, 
hastened a t once to her bedside.

“It is half-past nine, madam, and 
your breakfast Is here. The old Im­
becile from the kitchen has Just 
brought it up.”

Louise looked approvingly a t  the 
b reakfast tray, with the home-made 
bread and deep-yellow butter, the 
brown eggs and clear honey. The 
smell of the coffee was arom atic. She 
breathed a little  sigh of content.

“How delicious everything looks!” 
she exclaimed.

“The home-made things a re  well 
enough in their way, madam ,” Aline 
agreed, “but I have never known a 
household so strange and disagreeable. 
T hat M. Jennings, who calls him self 
the butler—he is a person unspeak­
able, a savage 1”

Louise’s eyes tw inkled.
“I don’t think they a re  fond of wom­

en in this household, Aline,” she re­
m arked. “Tell me, have you seen 
C harles?”

“Charles has gone to th e  nearest

I right a few yards ahead, sk irting  the 
side of a deep gorge. They took a few 
steps further, and Louise stopped short 
w ith a cry of wonder.

Around the abrupt corner an entirely  
new perspective was revealed—a little  
ham let built on a  shoulder of the 

; m oun tain ; and on the right, below a 
steep descent, a wide and sunny valley. 
It was like a tiny world of Its own, 
hidden In the bosom of the hills. There 
was a long line of farm  buildings, built 
of gray stone and roofed w ith red ti le s ; 
there were fifteen o r tw enty s tack s; a 
quaint, whitew ashed house of consid­
erable size, alm ost covered on the 
southw ard side w ith c reep e rs ; a  row 
of cottages, and a  gray-walled inclo­
sure— stretching w ith its  w hite tomb

how lower and n e a re r ; or was she, per­
haps, higher up?

She lingered there, absolutely bewil­
dered by the rapid growth in her brain 1 s^nes^V the 'very 'b rV nk  of "the descent 
and senses of w hat surely must be the m idst of which w as an ancient 
some newly kindled faculty of appre- ohurchi ln ruius a t the fa r ther en.l, 
elation. There was a beauty in the ! p a rt|y rebullt w lth the stone8 of the 
world which she had not felt before. hillside.

She turned her head almost lazily a t i Louise looked around her, silen t w ith 
the sound of a  m an’s voice. A team  of wonder. “It isn’t  real, is It?” she

abandoned his task  and approached her.
“Good m orn ing! 5 vu have slept 

well?” he called out.
“B etter, I  think, than  ever before in 

my life,” she answ ered. “Differently, 
a t  any ra te . And such an aw akening!” 
He looked a t her, a little  puzzled. The 
glow upon her face and the sunlight 
upon her brown h a ir kept him silent. 
H e w as content to  look a t  her and won­
der.

“Tell me,” she demanded im petu­
ously, “Is th is  a  little  corner of fairy- 

blacksm ith 's forge to get som ething ■»>»1 th a t you have found? Does the

horses, strain ing a t a plow, were com­
ing round the bend of the field, and by 
their side, talking to the laborer who 
guided them, was John Strangewey. 
She watched him as he came into 
sight up the steep rise. He walked in 
step w ith the plowman by his side, but 
w ithout any of the laborer’s mechani­
cal plod—w ith a spring in his foot­
steps, indeed, pointing w ith his stick 
along the furrow , so absorbed in the

asked, clinging fo r a moment to  John 
Strangew ey’s arm .

“Why not? You asked w here the land 
w as th a t we tilled. Now look down. 
Hold my arm  if you feel giddy.”

She followed th e  wave of h is ash | 
stick. The valley sheer below them, 
and the lower hills on both sides, were 
parceled out into fields, inclosed within 
stone walls, rem inding her from  the 
height a t which they stood, of nothing

instructions he w as giving th a t he w as ¡.o much as the qu ilt upon her bed. 
alm ost opposite the gate before he was H er eyes sw ept th is strange tra c t of 
aw are of her presence. He prom ptly country backw ard and forw ard. She

made for the car, madam ,” Aline re­
plied. “He asked me to  say th a t he 
w as afraid  he would no t be ready to 
s ta r t before midday.”

“T hat does not m atter,” Louise de­
clared. gazing eagerly out of the case­
ment window. Im m ediately below wus 
a grass-grown orchard which stretched 
upward, nt a precipitous angle, tow ard 
a belt of freshly plowed fie ld ; beyond, a 
a little  chain of rocky hills, sheer over­
head. The trees were pink and w hite 
w ith blossom ; the petals lay about 
upon the ground like d rifted  snow­
flakes. H ere and there  yellow jon­
quils were growing among the long 
grass. A w aft of perfum e stole into structions to him, 
the room through the window w hich <' ° " n to earth.

sun alw ays shine like this? Does the 
earth  alw ays smell as sweetly, and are  
your trees alw ays In blossom? Does 
your wind alw ays tas te  as if  God had 
breathed the elixir of life into it?” 

l ie  turned around to follow the 
sweep of h e r eyes. Something of the 
same glow seemed to rest for a  mo­
m ent upon his face.

saw  th e  men like specks in  the fields, 
the cows grazing in  the pastu re  like 
toy anim als. Then she tu rned  and 
looked a t the neat row of stacks and 
th e  square of farm  buildings.

“I  am try ing hard  to  realize  th a t 
you a re  a farm er nnd th a t th is  is 
your life,” she said.

H e swung open the wooden gate  of 
the churchyard, by which they w ere 
standing. T here w as a row of graves 
on e ither side of the prim  path .

“Suppose,” he suggested, “you tell 
me about yourself now—about your 
own life.”

“My life, and th e  world in which I 
live, seem fa r  aw ay ju s t now,” she 
said quietly. “I th ink th a t it  is doing 
me good to  have a re s t from them. 
Talk to me about yourself, please.”

H e smiled. H e w as ju s t a  little  dis­
appointed.

We shall very soon reach th e  end

again, perm it me to wish you fare­
well.”

He turned and walked away. Louise 
watched him w ith very renl interest.

“Do you know,” she said to John, 
“there is something about your brother 
a little  like the prophets in the Old 
Testnment, in the way he sees only 
one issue and clings to It. Are you, 
too, of his way of thinking?”

“Dp to a certain  point, I  believe I 
am,” he confessed.

“Do you never feel cramped—In your 
mind, I  mean?—feel th a t you w ant to 
push your way through the  clouds 
into some o ther life?”

“I feel nearer the clouds here,” he 
answered simply.

They were leaving the churchyard 
now. She paused abruptly, pointing 
to a  single grave in a p a rt of the 
churchyard which seemed detached 
from the rest.

“Whose grave is tha t?” he Inquired.
He hesitated.
“It is the grave of a young girl,” he 

told her quietly. “She w as the daugh­
te r of one of our shepherds. She went 
into service a t Carlisle, nnd returned 
here w ith a child. They a re  both 
buried here.”

“Because of th a t her grave is ap a rt 
from the others?”

“Yes,” he answered. “I t  is very sel­
dom, I am glad to say, th a t anything 
of the sort happens among us.”

For the second tim e th a t morning 
Louise was conscious of an unexpected 
upheaval of emotion. She fe lt thnt the 
sunshine had gone, th a t the whole 
sweetness of the place had suddenly 
passed awny. The charm of Its simple 
austerity  had perished.

“And I thought I had found para­
dise!” she cried.

She moved quickly from John 
Strangewey’s side. Before he could
realize her intention, she had stepped ! you,” she went on, “th a t th is is a use- 
over the low dividing wall and wus on ful nnd un upright life? So It may be,

but it is not wide enough or great 
enough. Some day you will feel the 
desire to climb. Prom ise me, will you, 
th a t when you feel the impulse you 
won’t use all th a t obstinate will power 

moment her eyes | of yours to  crush it?  You will destroy

her knees by the side of the plain, neg­
lected grave. She tore out the spray 
of npple blossom which she hnd th rust 
into the bosom of her gown, and placed 
it reverently a t  the head of the little  
mound. For a

“It is good,” he said, “to find w hat of all th a t I  have to  tell you,” he re- 
you love so much appreciated by some- • marked. “Still, if  there  is anything 
one else.” you would like to know’—”

drooped and her lips moved—she her­
self scarcely knew w hether It was in 
prayer. Then she turned nnd came 
slowly back to her companion.

Something had gone, too, from his 
charm . She saw in him now nothing 
but the coming dourness of his broth­
er. H er heart was still heavy. She 
shivered a little . I t  w’ns he a t last 
who spoke.

‘Will you tell me, please, w hat is the
._. , ___ __________________ . | m atter w ith you, and why you placed

They stood together In a silence al- ..\Vho w ere these men and women , hnt ig of appIe blo8Som „ h e re  you 
most curiously protracted. Then th e  who have Iived nnd died h e re?” she d id r  
plowman passed again w ith his team  in terrupted , w ith a little  wave of her 
of horses and John called out some in- band tow ard the graves.

She followed him “All ou r own people,” he told her.
She studied th e  names upon the

she had opened. I “Tell me, Mr. Strangewey,” she In- tombstones, spelling them out slowly.
“Fill my bnth quickly, Aline,” Louise j flulred, “where a re  your farm  build- “The m arried people,” he w ent on

ordered. “I m ust go out. I w ant to see 
w hether it  is renlly as beautifu l as it
looks.”

Aline dressed h e r m istress ln si­
lence. Then, suddenly, a  little  excla­
m ation escaped her. She swung round 
tow ard her m istress, and for once there 
w as anim ation In her face.

“But, madam,” she exclaimed, “I 
have remembered ! The nam e Strange-

ings?” “are  buried on the south side ; the
“Come and I will show you,” he an- single ones and children a re  nearer 

swered, opening the gate to le t her ,h e  wall. Tell me,” he asked, a f te r  a
through. “Keep close to the hedge un­
til we come to the end of the p lo w ; 
nnd then—but no, I won't anticipate. 
This w a y !”

They reached the end of the plowed 
field and, passing through a gate, 
turned nbruptly to the left nnd begnn

moment’s hesitation, “a re  you m arried 
or single?”

She gave a little  s ta rt. The ab rup t­
ness of the question, the keen, stead­
fas t gaze of his compelling eyes, 
seemed for a moment to  paralyze both 
her nerves nnd her voice. I t wns as if

wey. Y esterday morning you read it lo cllmh n narrow  path  which bordered someone had suddenly 'draw n aw ay one
out while you took your coffee. You 
spoke of the good fortune of some 
farm er in the north of England to 
whom some relntive in A ustralia had 
left a great fortune—hundreds nnd 
thousands of pounds. The name was 
Strangewey. the sam e as tha t. I  re­
member It now.”

She pointed once more to  the fam ily 
tree. Louise sa t fo r a  moment w ith 
parted  lips.

“You are quite right. Aline. I  re­
member it  all perfectly now. I wonder 
w hether it could possibly be e ither of 
these two men?”

Aline shook her head doubtfully.
“It would be unbelievable, madam,” 

she decided. “Could any sane human 
creatures live here, w ith no company 
but the sheep and the cows. If they 
had money—money to live in the 
cities, to buy pleasures, to  be happy? 
Unbelievable, m adam !”

Louise rem ained standing before the 
window. She was w atching the blos­
som-laden boughs of one of the apple 
trees bending nnd swaying in the fresh 
morning breeze— wntchlng the restless 
shadows which came and went upon 
the grass beneath.

“T hat is Just your point of view. 
Aline,” she m urm ured; “but happiness 
—well, yon would not understand. 
They are  strange men. these two.'

the boundary wall, and which became of the stones from the  foundation of
steeper every moment. As they as-
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her life. She found herself repeating 
th e  words on the tom bstone facing 
h e r:

“And of Elizabeth, for sixty-one 
years the faith fu l wife and helpm ate 
of Ezra Cummings, m other of his chil­
dren, nnd his p artn er in the life ever­
lasting.”

H er knees began to shake. There 
w as a mom entary darkness before her 
eyes. She fe lt, fo r the tom bstone and 
sa t down.

C H A P T E R  IV.fe _
The churchyard gate w as opened 

and closed noisily. They both glanced 
up. Stephen Strangewey was coming 
slowly tow ard them along the flinty 
path. Louise, suddenly herself again, 
rose briskly to  her feet. Stephen had 
apparently  lost none of his dourness 
of the previous night. As he looked 
tow ard Louise, there  wns no m istaking 
the slow dislike in his steely »yes.

“Your chauffeur, madam, has Just 
returned.” he announced, 
word th a t he will be ready to  s ta r t a t 
one o'clock.”

Louise, Inspired to  hattle  by the al

His tone woke her from her lethargy.
She was a little  surprised a t its 
poignant, alm ost challenging note.

“Certainly,” she replied. “I placed 
it  there as a woman's protest against 
the Injustice of th a t Isolation.”

“I  deny tha t it  is unjust.”
She turned around and waved her 

hand tow ard the little  gray building.
“The Savior to whom your church Is 

dedicated thought otherwise,” she re­
minded him. “Do you play a t being 
lords param ount here over the souls 
nnd bodies of your serfs?”

“You Judge without knowledge of the 
facts,” he assured her calmly.

Louise’s footsteps slackened.
“You men,” she sighed, “a re  all 

a like! You judge only by w hat hnp-

the best p art of yourself, if you do. 
You will give It a chance? Prom ise!

She held out her hand w ith n little 
impulsive gesture. He took It ln his 
own, and held it steadfastly.

“I will rem ember,” he promised.
Along the narrow  streak  of road, 

from the southward, they both watched 
the rapid approach of n large motor­
car. There were two servants upon 
the front seat and one passenger—a 
man—Inside. It swung Into the level 
stretch beneath them, a fantasy of 
gray and silver in the reflected sun­
shine.

Louise hnd been leaning forward, her 
heed supported upon her hands. As 
the car slackened speed, she rose very 
slowly to her feet.

“The chario t of deliverance!” she 
murmured.

“It is the prince of Seyre,” John re­
marked, gazing down w ith a slight 
frown upon his forehead.

She nodded. They hnd started  the 
descent nnd she wns walking in very 
leisurely fashion.

“The prince is a  grent friend of 
mine,” she said. “I hnd promised to 
spend last night, or, nt nny rate, some 
portion of the evening, a t Raynham 
castle on my wny to  London.”

He summoned up courage to ask her

out like a Don Quixote and search for 
vague adventures?”

“Because you a re  a m an!” she an ­
swered swiftly. “You have a  brain and 
a soul too big for your life here. You 
ent and drink, nnd physically you flour­
ish, but part of you sleeps because it 
is shut awny from the world of real 
things. Don't you sometimes feel it 
in your very heart th a t life, as we were 
m eant to  live It, can only be lived 
among your fellow men?”

He looked over his shoulder, n t the 
little  cluster of farm  buildings and cot­
tages, and the gray stone church.

“It seems to me,” he declared simply, 
“th a t the man who tries to live more 
than one life fails In both. There Is 
a little  cycle of life here, among our 
th irty  o r forty  souls, which revolves 
around my brother and myself. A 
passer-by may glance upw ard from the 
road a t our little  hamlet, nnd wonder 
whnt can ever happen ln such an out- 
of-the-way corner. I think the answ er 
is ju s t w hat I  have told you. Love nnd 
marriage, b irth  and death  happen. 
These things make life.”

H er curiosity now had become 
merged in an immense interest. She 
laid her fingers lightly upon his arm.

“You speak for your people,” she 
said. “T hnt Is well. B ut you your­
self?"

“I am one of them,” he answered— 
“a necessary p art of them.”

“How you deceive yourself I The 
time will come, before very long, when 
you will come out Into the w orld ; nnd 
the sooner the better, I think, Mr. John 
Strangewey, or you will grow like your 
brother here among your granite hills.” 

He moved a little  uneasily. All the 
tim e she was watching him. I t seemed 
to her th a t she could rend the thoughts 
which were stirring  ln his brain. 

“You would like to  say, wouldn’t

“T hat Is another m atter,"  he coiv 
fessed. “Yon come from  s  world ol 
which I know nothing. All I  can s a j 
is tha t I would ra ther think of yon—
as something different."

She laughed a t his som ber face and 
patted his arm lightly.

“Big man of the hills,” she said, 
“when you come down from your fro­
zen heights to look for the flowers, ] 
shall try  to make you see things differ­
ently.”

C H A P T E R  V.

Once more th a t long, w inding stretch  
of mountain roud lay empty under th t  
moonlight. Up the long slope, where 
three months before he had ridden to 
find himself confronted with the ad­
venture of his life, John Strangewey 
Jogged homeward in his high dogcart. 
The mare, scenting her stable, broke 
into a quick tro t ns they topped the 
long rise. Suddenly she felt a hand 
tighten upon her reins. She looked 
inquiringly around, and then stood pa­
tiently aw aiting her m aster's bidding.

I t  seemed to John ns If he had passed 
from the partia l abstraction of the last 
few hours into absolute and en tire  for­
getfulness of the present. He could 
see the m otorcar drawn up by the side 
of the road, could hear the fretfu l 
voice of the nmid, and the soft, pleas­
an t words of greeting from the womuu 
who had seemed from the first as if 
she were very fa r removed indeed 
from nny of the small annoyances of 
their accident.

“I have broken down. Cun you help?”
H e set his teeth. The poignancy of 

the recollection was a to rtu re  to him. 
Word by word he lived again through 
tha t brief interview. He saw her de-

'P

pens. You never look Inside. T hat is the question which had been on his lips 
why your Justice Is so different from more than once.
a woman’s. I do not wish to argue “As your stay  w ith us Is so nearly 
w ith y o u ; but w hat I so passionately j over, won’t you abandon your Incog- 
object to is the sweeping judgm ent you 1 nlto?”
make—the sheep on one side nnd the “In the absence of your brother,” she 
goats on the other. T hat is how man answered, “I will risk It. My name Is 
Judges; God looks further. Every case Louise Maurel.”
is different. The law by which one ! “Louise Mnurel, the  actress?" he re­
should be judged may be poor Justice pented wonderlngiy. 
for another.” “I am she," Louise confessed. "Would

She glanced a t him alm ost nppenl- your brother.” she added, w ith a little  
ingly, but there wns no sign of yield- grtmaf-e, “feel thnt he had given me a 
Ing in his face. night’s lodging under false pretenses.”

Laws,” he reminded her, “are  made John made no Immediate reply. The 
for the benefit of the whole human world hnd turned topsyturvy with him.
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race. Sometimes an individual may 
suffer for the benefit of others. T hat 
Is inevitable.”

“And so let the subject pass,” she 
concluded; “but It saddens me to think 
th a t one of the grent sorrows of the 
world should be there like a monument 
to spoil the wonder of this morning. 
Now I am going to ask you a question. 

"He sent | Are you the John Strangewey who has 
recently had a fortune left to  him?” 

H e nodded.
“You read about It in the newspa­

pers, I  suppose,” he said. “P a rt of the 
story isn’t true. I t was sta ted  th a t I

Louise Mnurel, and a grent friend of 
the prince of S ey re ! He walked on 
mechanically until she turned and 
looked a t him. ,

“Well?”
“I am sorry.” he declared bluntly. 
“Why?” she asked, a little  startled  

a t  his candor.
"I am sorry, first o f all, th a t you are  

a friend of the prince of Seyre.” 
“And again, why?”
“Because of his reputation In these

parts.”
“W hat does th a t mean?” she asked.
“I  am not a scandalmonger,” John

most provocative hostility  o f her elder 
They Stood Together in a Silence A l- host, smih-d sweetly upon him.

most C uriously  Protracted. | “You can’t Imagine how sorry I  am 
8  .  to  hear i t ."  she said. “ I don’t kn o w

Louise found her way w ithout diffl- cended, the orchard and the long, low whPn, in the whole course of my life, 1 over here three or four times. It w as tem ntlcally neglected. He is the worst
culty across a cobbled yard, through a house on the o ther side seemed to  lie j  have met w ith such a  delightful ad- he who paid for my education a t H ar- landlord In the country, and the most
postern gate set in a red-brick wall, alm ost a t their feet. The road and the venture or spent such a  perfect morn- j row and Oxford.” unscrupulous. H is tenants, both here

had never seen my A ustralian uncle, replied dryly. “I speak only of whnt I 
but as a m atter of fact, he has been know. His estates near here a re  sys-

“ I Placed It There  a s a W om an 's  Pro­
test A ga in st  the Injustice of That 
Isolation."

scend from the car, felt the  touch of 
her hand on his arm, saw the flush 
of her brown eyes ns she drew  close to 
him with tha t pleasant little  a ir  of fa­
m iliarity, shared by no o ther woman 
he hail ever known.

Then the little  scene faded away, and 
he remembered the tedious present. 
He had spent two dull days a t the 
house of a neighboring land owner, 
playing cricket in the daytime, dancing 
nt night with women ln whom he was 
unnble to  feel the slightest interest, 
nlways w ith thn t faraw ay feeling In 
his heart, struggling hour by hour with 
thnt curious restlessness which seemed 
to have taken a perm anent plnee In 
his disposition. He wns on his way 
home to Peak Hall. He knew exactly 
the welcome which was aw aiting him. 
He knew exactly the news he would 
receive. He raised his whip and 
cracked It viciously in the air.

Stephen was waiting for him, ns he 
hnd expected, In the dining room. The 
elder Strangewey was seated In his ac­
customed chair, smoking his pipe nnd 
rending the paper. The tnble wns laid 
for a meal, which Jennings was pre­
paring to  serve.

“Back again, John?” his b ro ther re­
m arked. looking a t him fixedly o \e r
his newspaper.

John picked up one or two le tters, 
glanced them over, and flung them 
down upon the table. H e had exam­
ined every envelope for the last few 
months with the same expectancy, nnd 
thrown each one down w ith the same 
throb of disappointm ent.

“As you see.”
“Hnd a good time?”
“Not very. H ave they finished the 

barley fields, Stephen?”
“All In a t eight o’clock.” *
T here wns a brief silence. Then 

Stephen knocked the nshes from  his 
pipe and rose to his feet.

“John,” he asked, “why did you pull 
up on the road there?”

T here wns no im m ediate answ er. 
The slightest of frowns formed Itself 
upon the younger m an’s face.

“How did you know th n t I  pulled 
up?”

“ I was sitting  w ith the window open, 
listening for yon. I came outside to 
see whnt hnd happened, and I saw your 
lights standing still.”

“I had a fancy to stop for s  mo­
m ent," John sa id ; “nothing more."

into the orchard At the fa rth e r end open moorland beyond, stretching to 
she came to a gate, against which she the encircling hills, came more clearly 
rested for a moment, leaning her arm s into sight with every backward glance, 
upon the topmost bar. Before her was Louise paused at last, breathless, 
the little  belt of plowed earth , the “Is It the  home of the fairies you 
fresh, pungent odor of which w as a are taking me to?" she asked. “I f  you 
new thing to h e r; a little  way to  >be have discovered tha t, no wonder you 
right, the rolling moorland, s ta n e d jf ln d  us ordinary women outside your
vith clumps of gorse; in front, across 

the field on the othes side of the gray 
stone wall, the rock-strew n hills. The 
sky--unusually  blue it  seemed to  her, 
and dotted all over w ith little  masses 
of fleecy white clouds—ace tried some-

lives!"
He laughed.
“T here a re  no fairies where we are 

g'dng.” he assured her.
They were on a roughly made road 

now, which turned abruptly  to  the

in g !'
Stephen looked a t  h e r w ith level, dis­

approving eyes—nt her slender form In 
its  perfectly fitting tailored gow n; a t 
her pa ten t shoes, so obviously unsuit­
able for her surroundings, and a t the 
fa in t vision of silk stockings.

“If I might say so w ithout appear­
ing Inhospitable,” he rem arked, with 
fain t sarcasm, “th is would seem to be 
the fitting moment for your depej-ture. 
A closet exam ination of our rough life 
up here might a lte r your views II l  
do not have the pleasure of feeing you

W hat did your brother say to tha t?" nnd In W estmoreland, have to  work 
“H e opposed It,” John confessed, themselves to death to  provide him 

“and he hated my uncle. He detests with the means of living a disreputable
the thought of any one of us going out , life.”
of sight of our own hills. M.v uncle “Are yon not forgetting  th a t the 
had the wander fever.” prince of Seyre Is a friend of mine?”

“And you?” she asked suddenly. ( she asked stiffly.
“I  have none of It," he asserted. “I forget nothing," he answered.
A very fain t smile played about h e r “You see, up here we have not learned 

lips. the a rt of evading the tru th .”
“Perhaps not before,” she mur- She shrugged her shoulders, 

m u red ; “but now?” “So much for the prince o< Seyre.
*T>o you mean because I b-ive In- then. And now, why your d’sllke of 

herited  the money? Why should I go , my profession?”

John Strangew ey la able to 
stand th is  k ind  of d issa tisfac­
tion with I'fe  for just so long. 
Then he takes the bit In h is teeth 
and goes tearing away.

<TO BK CONTINUED.»

Beware.
When a fellow doesn’t come through 

for the grocer every so often, his fiesl 
Is likely to cause an unsettled condi­
tion of the stomach.—Indianapolis 
Star.
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