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LOUISE HAS A CURIOUS EXPERIENCE WITH THE BACH-
ELOR BROTHER AND SHE STARTS A LITTLE FLAME
BURNING IN THE SOUL OF ONE

actress, to spend the night at the
Strangeway.
un-hating recluses,

Synopsis.—On a trip through the English Comberland country the
breakdown of her automobile forces Louise Maurel, a famous London

At dinner Louise discovers that the brothers are wom-

farm home of John and Stephen

CHAPTER 111,
.. -

awoke the mnext morning
filled with a curious sense of buoyant
expectaney, The sunshine was pouring
into the room, brightening up Its most
somber corners. It lay across the quilt
of her bed, and seemed to bring out the
perfume of lavender from the pillow
on which her head I“-'|ls|_~;r-d.

Aline, hearing her mistress
hastened at once to her bedside,

“It Is half-past nine, madam, and
your breakfust is here. The old im-

Loulse

stir,

becile from the kitchen has just
brought it up."”
Louise looked approvingly at the

home-made
brend and butter, the
brown eggs and honey. The
smell of the coffee was aromatic, She
breathed a little sigh of content,
“How everything

with the
deep-yellow

breakfast tray,

clear

delicious looks!"
ghe exclaimed.

“The home-made things are
enough in their way, madam,” Aline
agreed, “but I have never known a
household so strange and disagreeable,
That M. Jennings, who ealls himself
the butler—he Is a person unspeak-
able, a savage!"

Loulse’'s eves twinkled,

“I don't think they are fond of wom-
en in this household, Aline,” she re-
marked. “Tell me, have you
Charles?"

“Charles has gone to the nearest
blacksmith's forge to get something
made for the car, madam,” Aline re-
plied. *“He asked me to say that he
was afraid he would not be ready to
start before midday."

“That does not matter,” Louise de-
clared. gazing eagerly out of the case-
ment window., Immediately below was
fa grasg-grown orchard which stretehed
upward, at a precipitous angle, toward
a belt of freshly plowed field ; beyond, a
a little chain of rocky hills, sheer over-

well

seen

head. The trees were pink and white
with blossom ; the petals lay about
upon the ground like drifted snow-

flakes, Here and there yellow jon-
quils were growing among the long
grass., A waflt of
the room through the window which
she had opened.

“Fill my bath quickly, Aline,”
I want to see

perfume stole Into

Loulse
ordered. “1 must go out,
whether it Is really as beautiful as it
looks,"™

Aline dressed her mistress In sl-
Then, suddenly, a little excla-
sShe swung round

lence,
mation escaped her.
toward her mistress, and for once there
wins anfmation in her face.

“Dut, madam,” she exclaimed, *I
have remembered! The name Strange-
wey., Yesterday morning you read it
out while you took your coffee. You
good fortune of
w in the north of England to
some relative In Australin had
fortune

ke of the sO00e

eft a great hundreds and

thousands of pounds., The name was

same as that. 1 re-

Strangewey, t

member it now.”

She pointed once more to the family

tree. Louise sat for a moment with
parted llps
‘“You are quite right, Aline. I re-

member it all perfectly now. I wonder
whether it could possibly be either of
these two men?”

Aline shook her head doubtfully.

“It would be unbellevable, madam,”
she decided. *"Could any sane human
creatures live here, with no company
but the sheep and the cows, If they
money to live In the
citiés, to buy pleansures, to be happy?
Unbellevable, madam !™

Loulse remained sta

had money

g before the

the hlos-

ching
som-laden houghs of one of the apple
1 swaying In the fresh

window. She was wi

trees bhending nr
morning breeze—watching the restless
shadows which came and went upon
the grass beneath.

“That is just your polnt of view,
Aline,” she murmured; “but happiness

well, you would not understand.
They are strange men, these two.”

Lonige found her way without diffi-
culty across a cobbled yard. through a
postern gate set in a red-brick wall,
into the orchard. At the farther end
» enme to a gate, against which she
eod for o moment, leaning her arms
Before her was

rnl\'
upon the topmost har.
the little belt of plowed earth, the
fresh, | gent odor of which was a
new thing to her; a little way to vhe
right, the rolling star: ed
with clumps of gorse: in front, across

mooriand,

the feld on the othey =ide of the gray |
The |

gtone wall, the rock-strewn hills,
sky--unusually blue it seemed to her,
and dotted all over with little masses
of fleacy white clouds—semed some-

how lower and nearer; or was she, per-
haps, higher up?

She lingered there, absolutely bewil-
dered by the rapid growth In her brain
and senses of what surely must be
some newly kindled faculty of appre-
| clation. There was a beauty in the
world which she had not felt before,

She turned her head almost lazily at
the sound of a man's volce, A team of
horses, straining at a plow, were com-
Ing round the bend of the fleld, 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 with the plowman by his side, but

without any of the laborer's mechani-
| eal plod—with a foot-

w8, Iindeed, poloting with his stick

spring In his

along the furrow, so absorbed In the
instructions he was giving that he wus
ost opposite the gate before he was
aware of her presence. He promptly
abandoned his task and approached her.

“Good morning! Yeu slept
well?™ he called out.

“Better, I think, than ever before in
she answered. “Differently,
And such an awakening "

have

my life,”
at any rate.

glow upon her face and the sunlight
upon her brown hair kept him silent,
He was content to look at her and won-
der,

Fell me” she demanded [mpetu-
ously, “is this a little corner of fairy-
lnnd that you have found? Does the
sun always shine like this? Does the

earth always smell ns sweetly, and are |

Your trees always In blossom? Does
your wind always taste as If God had
breathed the elixir of life into it?"

Il turned around to follow the
sweep of her eyes. Something of the
same glow seemed to rest for a mo-
ment upon his face,

“It is good,” he sald, “to find what
you love so much appreciated by some-
one else,”

They stood together in a silence al-
most curiously protracted. Then the
plowman passed agaln with his team
of horses and John called out some In-
structions to him. She followed him
down to earth,

“Tell me, Mr. Strangewey," she in-
quired, “where are your farm build-

'ome and I will show you,” he an-
“, opening the gate to let her
“Keep close to the hedge un-
to the end of the plow;
nd then—but

through.
come
no, I won't anticipate,
I'his way !"

They reached the end of the plowed
and, passing through a gate,
turned abruptly to the left and began
to climb a narrow path which bordered
l ary wall, and which became

every moment. As they as-

They Stood Together in a Silence Al
most Curiously Protracted.

eended, the orchard and the long, low
honse on the other side seemed to lle

most ot their feet., The road and the
open moorland deyond, stretching to
i 12 hills, enme more clearly

with every backward glance,
’ aused at last, breatl
“Is It the home of the faiMea yom

you

| s

are taking me to?’ she asked.
have discovered that, ne wonder you
find nus ordinary women outside your
lives!"™

He lnughed.

| gdAng,” he assured her.
They were on & roughly made road
| mow, which

| side of a deep gorge.

e looked at her, a little puzzled. The |

“There are no fairies where we are |

right a few yards ahead, skirting the

steps further, and Louise stopped short
with a ecry of wonder,

Around the abrupt corner an entirely
new perspective was revealed—a little

8gain, permit me to wish you fare-

They took a few | well,”

He turned and walked away. Loulse
watched him with very real interest,

“Do you know,” she said to John,
“there s something about your brother

hamlet bullt on a shoulder of the |a little llke the prophets in the Old

mountain; and on the right, below a
steep descent, n wide and sunny valley.
It was like a - tiny world of Its own,
hidden In the bosom of the hills, There
wns a long line of farm buildings, bullt
of gray stone'and roofed with red tiles;
there were fifteen or twenty stacks; a
quaint, whitewashed house of consld-
erable size, almost covered on the
southward side with creepers; a row
| of cottages, and a gray-walled inclo-
sure—stretching with its white tomb-
stones to the very brink of the descent
—in the midst of which was an anclent
church, in ruins at the farther end,
partly rebuilt with the stones of the
hillside,

Loulse looked around her, silent with
wonder, *“It Isn't real, is it?" she
I.‘l-'l.HT. clinging for a moment to John
sStrangewey's arm,
|
| was that we tilled. Now look down.
| Hold my arm If you feel giddy.”

She followed the wave of his ash
stick. The valley sheer below them,
nnd the lower hills on both gldes, were
parceled out into fields, inclosed within
done walls, reminding her from the
height at which they stood, of nothing
=0 much as the quilt upon her bed.

Her eyes swept this strange tract of
ntry backward and forward. She
saw the men like specks in the flelds,
the cows grazing In the pasture llke
toy animals, Then she turned and
lnoked at the neat row of stacks and
the square of farm buildings.

“I nm trying hard to realize that
you are a farmer and that this is
| your ilfe,” she sald.

He swung open the wooden gate of
the churchyard, by which they were
standing. There was a row of graves
on elther side of the prim path,
he suggested, “you tell
now—about your

“Suppose,”
me about yourself
own life.”

“My life, and the world in which I
[live, seem far awny just now,” she
| =sald quietly, *“I think that it is doing
me good to have a rest from them.
Talk to me about yourself, pdease,”

He smiled. He was jJust a little dis-
appointed.

“We shall very soon reach the end
of all that T have to tell you,” he re-
'Ymarked. *“Still, If there Is anything
you would like to know—""

“Who were these men and women
who have lived and died here?" she
interrupted, with a little wave of her
hand toward the graves,

“All .our own people,” he told her.

She studied the upon the
tombstones, spelling them out slowly.
he went on,

niames

“The married peaple,
“are buried on the south

single ones and children are nearer
the wall. Tell me,” he asked, after a
moment's hesitation, “are you married
or single?

She gave a little start., The abrupt-
ness of the question, the keen, stead-
mze of his compelling
i a moment to paralyze both
It was as if

i eyes,

aeeImed T
her nerves and her volee,
someone had snddenly drawn away one
of the stones from the foundation of
found herself repeating
the words on the

her life. She

tombstone facing

her:

“And of Elizabeth, for sixty-one
years the faithful wife and helpmate
of Ezra Cummings, mother of his chil-
dren, and his partner In the life ever-
Insting

Her knees began to shake. There

wns a momentary darkness before her
She felt. for the tombstone and

sat down.

oYeg

CHAPTER 1IV.

The churchyard opened
and closed nolsily,
up. Stephen Strangewey was coming
them along the finty
Loulse, suddenly herself again,
Stephen had

gate wns

ul.u“i_\' toward
path.
rose briskly to her feet

ness

appnrently lost none of his dour

of the previous night. As he looked

toward Louise, there was no mistaking

the slow dislike In his steels oves,
“Your chauffeur, madam, has just

returned,” he announced. “He sent
word that he will he ready to start at
one o'clock.™

Lonl=e, inspired to hattle by the al-
most provocntive hostility of her elder
host, smiled sweetly upon him

“You can't Imagine how gorry I am
to hear it," she sald. “T don't know

hen, in the whole course of my life,
I have met with such a delightful ad-
venture or spent such a perfect morn-

fRtephen looked at her with level, dis-
pproving eyes—at her slender form in
its perfeectly fitting taflored gown; at
her patent shoes, so obviously unsult-
nhle for her surrounding=, and at the
faint vision of silk stockings.

“If 1 might say so without appear-
ing Inhospitable,” he remarked, with
| faint sarcasm, “this would seem to be
| the fitting moment for your depsrture.
| A closer examination of our rough lifa
up here might alter your views Ii [

Testament, in the way he sees only
one issue and clings to it. Are you,
too, of his way of thinking?"

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

“Do you never feel eramped—In your
mind, I mean?—feel that you want to
push your way through the clouds
Into some other life?"

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

They were leaving the churchyard
now, She paused abruptly, pointing
gingle grave in a part of the
churchyard which detached
from the rest,

“Whose grave is that?" he inquired,

He hesitated.

o a
seemed

glde; the |

They both glanced |

“It is the ve of a young girl,” he
told her quietly. “She was the daugh-
ter of one of our shepherds. She went

“Why not? You asked where the land | into service at Carlisle, and returned

here with a child, They are both
d here”

cause of that her grave 18 apart
from the others?"

“Yes," he answered. “Tt Is very sel-
I am glad to say, that anything
sort happens among us."

For the second time that morning
Louise was consclious of an unexpected
upheaval of emotion, She felt that the
sunshine had gone, that the whole
sweetness of the place had suddenly
The charm of its simple
nusterity had perished,

“And I thought I had found para-|
dige " she eried.

1on
dom

of the

passed away,

quickly from John
Strungewey's side, Before he could
reialize her intention, she had stepped
||-\vr the low dividing wall and was on
her knees by the slde of the plain, neg-
lected grave. She tore out the spray
of apple blossom which she had thrust
Into the bosom of her gown, and placed
it reverently at the head of the little
monnd, For a moment her eyes
drooped and her lips moved—she her-
self searcely knew whether it was in
prayer. Then she turned and came
slowly back to her companion.

She moved

out like a Don Quixote and search for |
vague adventures?'

‘Becanse you are a man!” she an- |
swered swiftly. “You have a brain and
n soul too blg for your life here, You
eat and drink, and physically you floar-
ish, but part of you sleeps because it
is shut away from the world of real
things. Don't you sometimes feel it
In your very heart that life, as we were
meant to live It, ean only be lived
among your fellow men?”

He looked over his shoulder, at the
little cluster of farm bulldings and cot-
tages, and the gray stone church,

“It seems to me,” he declared simply,
“that the man who tries to llve more
than one life falls in both, There Is
a little cycle of life here, among our
thirty or forty souls, which revolves
around my brother and myself., A
passer-by may glance upward from the
road at our little hamlet, and wonder
what can ever happen In such an out-
of-the-way corner. I think the answer
Is Just what I have told you, Love and
marriage, birth and death happen.
These things make life,” |

Her curiosity now had become |
merged in an immense Interest. She
lald her fingers lightly upon his arm.

“You speak for your people,” she
snld. *“That 1s well. But you your-
?“"lr?" |

“I am one of them,” he answered—
“a necessary part of them.,"”

“How you decelve yourself! The
time will come, before very long, when
vou will come out into the world; and
the sooner the better, I think, Mr. John
Strangewey, or you will grow like your
brother here among your granite hills.”

He moved a lttle uneasily. All the

“That Is another matter,” he con
fessed. “You come from & world of
which I know nothing. All I can say
is that I would rather think of you—
a8 something different.”

She lnughed at his somber face and
patted his arm lightly.

“Blg man of the hills,” she sald,

| “when you come down from your fro-

zen helghts to look for the flowers, 1
shall try to make you see things differs
ently,”
it
CHAPTER V.

Once more that long, winding stretch
of mountaln road lay empty under the
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 dogeart.
The mare, scenting her stable, broke
Into a quick trot as they topped the
long rise, Suddenly she felt a hand
tighten upon her relns, She looked
Inquiringly around, and then stood pa-
tiently awaiting her master's bidding.

It seemed to John as if he had passed
from the partial abstraction of the last
few hours Into absolute and entire for-
getfulness of the present. He could
see the motorear drawn up by the side
of the road, could hear the fretful
volee of the mald, and the soft, pleas-
ant words of greeting from the woman
who had seemed from the first as If
she were very far removed Indeed
from any of the small annoyances of
thelr aceldent.

“I have broken down. Can you help?”

He set his teeth, The polgnancy of
the recollection was a torture to him.
Word by word he lived agaln through
that brief Interview. He saw her de-

time she was watching him, It seemed
to her that she could read the thoughts
which were stirring in his brain.
“You would llke to say, wouldn't
you," she went on, “that this Is a use-
ful and an upright life? So It may be,
but it is not wide enough or great
enough, Some day you will feel the
desire to climb, Promise me, will you,
that when you feel the impulse you
won't use all that obstinate will power
of yours to erush it? Yon will destroy
the best part of yourself, If you do.
You will give it a chanee? Promise!™
She held out her hand with a little
Impulsive gesture, He took it In his

Something had gone, too, from his | own, and held it steadfastly.

charm. She saw in him now nothing
but the coming dourness of his broth-
er, Her heart was still heavy., She
shivered a little. It was he at Inr-at{'
who spoke,

“Will you tell me, please, what Is the |
matter with you, and why you placed
that sprig of apple blogssom where you
did?™

His tone woke her from her lethargy.
Bhe was a surprised at Its
polgnant, almost challenging note,

“Certainly,” she replied. *1 placed
| It there as a woman's protest against
|'flt' injustice of that isolnt

“I deny that it is unjust.”

She turned around and waved her
hand toward the little gray bullding

“The Savior to whom ¥
dedicated thought otherw
“Do you play at being

ir church 1Is

she

minded him,

lords paramount here over the souls

and bodles of your serfs

»of the ‘
|

“You judge without know
facts,” he assured her os

Loulse's footsteps siackened,

“You men," she sighed, “are all
alike! You judge only by what hap-
pens, You never look Inside. That is
why your Justice g0 (ifY nt from
a woman's, I do not wish to argue

I you; but what I 1 onately

I tto Is the s i ng ment you
make—the gheep on om le nnd the

gonts on the othe That 15 how man

s further

judges ; God 1o
The law by which one
justjee

Is different.
should be Jud
for another,”
She glanced at him a
ingly, but there w
ing in his face,
“Laws,” he reminded her,
for the benefit of the whole human

redd may be poor

lmost appeal-

18 no sign of yield-

“are made

| race. Sometlmes an Individoal may
guffer for the benefit of others, That |
is Inevitable.”

“And so let the subjlect pass™ she
concluded : *hut It aaddens me to think
that one of the T vea of the
world should be ther ki f it
to spoll th wonder of this morn
Now I am golng to ask you a question
Are you the John Strangewey who has
recently had a fortune left to him?

He nodded.

*“You rend it in the newspa-
pers, 1 suppose,” he sald Purt of the
story lsn't true. It ted that I
had never seen my Australinn uncle
but n= a matter of fact, he has been

over here three or four times. [t was

he who pald for 1 edocat!an at Har-
row and Oxford.”

“What did vour brother say to that?
| "Me opposed IL" John confessed
“and he hated my uncle. He detest
the t} t of any one of us going

of sight of our own hills. My uncle
had the wa

“And vou?' she asked soddenly

“] have none of 11" he asserted,

A very falnt smile played about her
| Wps,

“Perhaps not before™ she
lmursd; “hut mow 7"
I *“Do you mean hecanse I have In-

nder fever.,”

mar-

turned abruptly to the  do not have the pleusure of feelng you | herited the money? Why should I go

“T will remember,” he promised,

Along the narrow streak of road,
from the southward, they both watched
the rapid approach of a large motor-
car. There were two servant® upon

|
| the front seat and one passenger—a

man—Iinside. It swung Into the level
stretch beneath them, a fantasy of
grany and gllver in the reflected sun-
shine,

Loulse had been leaning forward, her
head supported upon her hands, As
the enr slackened speed, she rose very

| slowly to her feet.
of dellverance!™ she |

“The chariot
murmured,

“It I8 the prince of Seyre,” John re-
marked, gazing dewn with a slight
frown upon his forehead,

She nodded., They had started the

descent and gshe was wnlking in very
leisurely fashion,
“The prince Is a great friend of

mine,” she gald. “1 had promised to
gpend last night, or, at nany rate, some
portion of the evening, at Raynham
on my way to London"

enstle

He summoned up cournage to agk her |

the question which had been on his lips
more than once,

“Ag your stay with us is so nearly
over, won't you abandon your Incog-

£ g0
“In the nbsence of your brother,” she
“T will risk it. My name Is
Loulse Mnurel™

“Lonise Maurel, the actress?" he re-
peated wonderingly.

“1 am she,” Loulse confessed, “Wounld
vour hrother,” she added, with a little
grimafe, “feel that he had given me a
night's lodging under false pretenses.'

John made no iImmediate reply. The
world had turned topsyturvy with him.
Louise Maurel, and a great friend of
the prince of Seyre! He walked on
echanically until she turned and
wiked at him
“Well ?™
“T am sorry.” he declared blantly,
she nsked, a little startled
at his candor

“1 nm sorry, first of all, that you are
a friend of the prince of Beyre'

“And angain, why?"

“Becnuse of his reputation in these
parts.”

“What does that mean?" she asked.

“l am not a scandalmonger,” John
replied dryly. *I spenk only of what I
know His estates pear here are sys-
tematically neglected, He Is the worst
landlord In the country, and the most
unscruplous. His tenants, both here

Westmoreland, have to work
themeolves to death to provide him
th the means of living a disreputable
life.”

“Are yom not forgetting that the
prince of Seyre Ils a friend of mine?”
she asked stifMy,

“1 forget nothing,” he answered.
“You see, up here we have not learned
the art of evading the truth.”

She shrugged her shoulders.

“So much for the prince € Seyre,

nawerod

S hy

nnd In

then, And now, why your dwlike of

“1 Placed It There as a Woman's Pro-
test Against the Injustice of That
Isolation.”

scend from the ear, folt the touch of
her hand on his arm, saw the flash
of her brown eyes a2 she drew close to
him with that pleasant lttle air of fa-
miliarity, shared by no other woman
he had ever kKnown,

Then the little scene faded away, and
he remembered the tedious present,
He had spent two dull days at the
house of a nelghboring land owner,
playing cricket in the daytime, dancing
nt night with women In whom he was
unable to feel the slightest interest,
nlways with that faraway feeling In
| his heart, stroggling hour by hour with
| that curlous restlessness which seemed
to have taken a permanent plance in
his disposition., He was on his way
home to Peak Hall, He knew exactly
the welcome which was awalting him,
He knew exactly the news he would
recelve, He ralsed his whip and
crucked It viciously In the air,

Stephen was walting for him, as he
had expected, in the dinlng room, The
| elder Strangewey was seated In his ae-
enstomed chalr, smoking his pipe and
reading the paper, The table was Inid
for n meal, which Jennings was pre-
puring to serve,

“Back agnin, John?" his brother re-
marked, looking at him fixedly over
| his newspaper,

John picked up one or two letters,
| glanced them over, and flung them
| down upon the table. He had exam-
| ined every envelope for the last few
months with the same expectancy, and
thrown ench one down with the same
| throb of disappointment,
| "As you see™

“Had a good time?"
|  *“Not very. Have they finished the
barley flelds, Stephen?

“All In at elght o'clock.” ¢

There was a brief silence, Then
| Stephen knocked the ashes from his
pipe and rose to his feet

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

There wans no Immediate answer,
The slightest of frowns formed itself
upon the younger man's face,

“How did you know that I pullea
lI]n'.‘"

“I was sitting with the window open,
listening for youn. 1 eame outside to
see what had happened, and 1 saw your
lights standing still."

“T had a fancy to stop for & mo-
ment.” John sald; “nothing more.”

John Strangewey is able to
stand this kind of dissatisfac-
tion with life for just so long.
Then he takes the bit in his teeth
and goes tearing away.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Beware.

When a fellow doesn’t come through
for the grocer every so often, his food
2 likely to cause an unsettled condi-
tion of the stomach~Ilodianapolis
Etar.
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