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OLONEL FORDYCE was by birth

1 head of all the Ford-

of Westbrook, which in

Lichf 1, as degrees are counted

there S ¢ alent t being born
ngland Handsome

le, he defled chron-

at least ten years

was known to be

decade he had been in-

valuat to Lichfield matrons in the
nment of an ‘*out of town"

£ the management of a cotillon,
nd the prevention of unpleasant pauses
among incongruous dinner companies,
In st t, he was, by all accounts, the
soci triumph of his generation; and
his won by four years

at receptions and

arades 1@ staff of a former
r of the state, this =easoned
helor ecarried off with an entire

and distinction

3ut at 45 he fell in love with Miss
Ha Wadlelgh. The affair, con-
4 throughout with that benevo-
lent decorum peculiar to the colonel,

as set in traln one summer at White-

rings,

where his arrival found
ibitues, with whom It
ite to spend each August there
! grandparents had never
), a little dAublous as teo
g tion, if any, should be ac-
corded the existence of the Wadleighs.
Indisputably Wadlelgh pere was very
rich; but it equally undeniabdble
at he had made his money through
speculations

'se other

ecause thelr

was

series of commercia
nguished both by

ng, and that the man himself had
, untfl the war, a wholly negligi-

shiftiness ‘and

ble “poor white” person—an overseer,
indeed, for Colonel Fordyce's father,
who was, of course, the same Lieu-
tenant Colonel Fordyce, C. S. A., that
death Gettysb .

2. Fordyc I repeat, at
4 in love with Miss
¥ fresh from Vassar

tour of Europe. No
more propitious evi-

For it was present-

nishing”

Jér gave

ardor,

notorious, via the Sunday Courler-
Jers t “the ening cotillon of
season was led by

e of Westhrook,
rriet Wadlelighl, in

, over taffeta,

and a necklace of
perone with daugh-
s as she dared
But Miss
of the season.
David Wad-
Bellingham mansion
lingham—of the

rse.

ctober

not the Bell-
indeed
and

who
revolution

ied a® securaly

1 f soclal standpoint-—

g t is in pecuniary d4iM-

s ¢ accoun haying signed

to check.

X he house in the

s Fordyce

was ut the process;

and e oldest families of Lichfleld

very shortly sat at table with the ex-

av r. and not at all unwillingly,

el s dinners were excellent and

an infatuated Paul F ce—ahk axiom

now in pl ng list of guests—

w tly marry the man's
ﬂ‘:.

fact, the matter had been settled.

First f all, Colonel Fordyce recelved

fror David Wadleigh an exuberantly

granted charter of courtship—for the

would

no more have thought
of opening the topic with the girl her-

pelf than he would have of discussing

it with his negro body servant. And
this befell upon e happlest day of
David Wadleigh's existence. The bank-
er was business matters wonderfully
ehrewd, as all his life, since the sign-
1 of that half forgotten contract

he was to furnisif” a certain
number of mules for the confederate
service, strikingly attested; but he had
rarely of the state wherein
his mother bore him; and where other

X s might have dreamed of a vis-

by
ereby

been out

n

count, or even have soared aspiringly
i{n imagination toward a countess-ship
for his only child, he retained in con-
sequence an unshaken faith in the dust
gathering creed of his youth. His
daughter would become by marriage a
Fordyce of Westbrook, no less. His
Harriet's carriage would roll up and
down the avenue from which he had
a0 often stepped aside, with an un-
covered head, while gentlemen and
ladies cantered by, and it would be her
children that would play about the cor-
ridors of the old house at whose doors
he had lived so long and never dared
to enter, unsolicited—except on Christ-
mas day and other recognized festivi-
ties, when, dressed to the nines, the
overseer and his uneasy mother, to-
getner with the siaves, by immemoria)
custom, made free of the mansion,
“They were good days, sir,” he
chuckled. “Heh, we'll stick to the old
customs. We'll give a dinner and an-

nounce it at dessert, just as your hon-
ored grandfather dild your Aunt Con-
stantin's bethrothal—"

“You will perhaps pardon me,” sald
the aolonel gently, “if I venture to sug-
gest, sir, that I am not yet 80 fortunate
as to have the young lady's consent——"

But as a matter of course the colonel

was accepted by Miss Wadleigh. His
declaration, if tendered In a somewhat
meannered style, was evidently sincere,
and she had long admired Rim more
than any other man she knew, Also
the girl was frankly pleased at the
prospect of being the chatelaine of
Westbrook. She had no ancestors of
her own, except the dubious of
“honest and God fearing yeomen” her
father’'s liberal retaining fee had caused
to be traced out a brief 10 years ago;
and bejng a sensible young woman, she
had no lively faith in her “authenti.
cated” descent from Edward the Third
of England—most conveniently prolific
of monarchs and the demonstrable pro-
genitor of half Lichfield.

But about the Fordyces of Westbrook

line

there could be no question. Harrlet
Wadleigh had their history at her fin-
ger tips. She could have told you every

tincture in their armorial bearings, and
have explained the origin of every ram-
pant, counter charged, or couchant
beast upon the shield She knew 1t
was the Bona Nova, In the November of
1618, which had the honor of transport-
ing the forbear of this family into
America; which scions of the race had
represented this or that particular
county !n the house of burgesses, and
for what years; which three of them
were governors, and which had served
as officers of the state line in the revo-
lution: and, In fine, seemed amply sat!s-
fled to play Penelophon to Colonel For-
dyce’s Cophetua. Calone! Fordyvee was
in a decorous fashion the happlest of
living persons,

Bo, as a token of this, he Adevoted
what little ready money he possessed to
renovating Westbrook, where he had
not lived for 20 years. He rarely
thought of money, not esteeming it an
altogether suitable ohject for a gentla-
man's meditations. And to do him
utter the knowledge that old
Wadleigh's wealth would some day be
at Paul Fordyce’s disposal, was never
more than an agreeable minor feature
of her entourage whenever, as was very
often, Colonel Fordyeca fell to thinking
of how adorabla Harriet Wadleigh was
In every particular

And then some frolic god, en route
from homicide by means of an unloaded
pistol in Chicago, for the demolishment
of a likely ship off Palos, with the co-
operation of a defective

justice,

piston rod,
stayed In his flight to bring Joe Parkin-
sen to Lichfield.

It was David Wadleigh who told the
colonel of this advent, as the Very apex
of jocularity,

“For you remembher the Parkinson's,
T supposa?”’

“The ones that had a cabin near
Westhrook? Very deserving people, T
belleve.”

“And their son, =ir, wants to marrvy

my daughter,” said Mr. Wadleigh; “my
daughter—who shortly to bhe
nected by marriage with the Fordvces
of Westbrook! T don't know what this
come to next.”

is con-

world will

It was a treat to see him shake his
head in deprecation of such anarchy.
Then David Wadleigh sald, more trucu-
lently:

“Yes, nir!

on Aaccount of a hov and
girl affalr five vears ago, this half
strainer, this poor white trash, has

actually had the presumption, sir—But

T don’'t doubt that Harriet has told
vou all about it!"
“Why, no!” said Colonel Fordyce,

1e did not mention it this afternoon.
was not feeling very well. A slight
headache. T noticed she was not in-
clined to conversation”

“Though, mind you, T don't say a’ny-

thing against Joe. He's a fine voung

fellow. Paid his oewn way through eonl-
legé. Done good work in Panama and
fn Alaska, ton. But, confound it air,

the boy's a fool!
falrly,
leigh.

“Upon my word. sir, if the folly
have no other proof than an adoration
of your daughter,” the colonel protest-
ed, “I must, In self defense, beg leave
to differ from ynu."\

Then after a little further talk they
separated,

Colonel Tardyce left that night for
Westbrook in order to inspect the im-
provements which were being made
there. He was to return to Lichfield
on the ensuing Wednesday, when his
engagement to Harrlet Wadleigh was
to be announced—*“just as your hon-
ored grandfather did your Aunt Con-
stantia's bethrothal.”

Meanwhile, Joe Parkinson a young
man very much in love, who fought the
world by ordinary, llke Hal o the
Wynd, “for his own hand,” was seeing
Harriet Wadleigh every day,

Colonel Fordyce remained five days
at Westbrook, that he might put his
house in order against his nearing
marriage. It was a pleasant sight to
see the colonel stroll about the paneled
corridors and pause to chat with divers
deferential workmen who were putting
the last touches there, or mid-course
in-a censultation with the gardeners
anent the rolling of a lawn or the re-
trimming of a rosebush, and to mark
the bearing of the man, so colored by
a manifest good will towdrd every-
thing. 2

He joyed in his old home—in the
hipped roof of it, the mullioned case-

Now T pnt it to vou
ain't he a fool?” said Mr. Wad-
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ments, the wide window seats, the high
and spacious rooms, the geometrical
gardens and broad lawns, in all that
was guaint and beautiful at Westbrook
—because it would be hers. so very
soon: the lovely frame of a yet lovelier
picture, as the colonel phrased it with
an unwonted flight of imagery. Grave-
ly he inspected the portraits of his
feminine ancestors, that he might de-
cide, as one quite without bias, wheth-
er Westbrook had ever hoasted a more
delectable mistress. Equity—or In his
fond eyes, at least—demanded a nega-
tion. Only in one of these old can-
vases—a of " Miss Evelyn
Ramsay, born a Ramsay of Blenheim,
that had married the colonels great-
grandfather, Major Orlando Fordyde,
an alde de camp to General Charles Lee
in the r\volunon~Panl Fordyce found,
or seemed to find, an odd likeness to
Harriet Wadlelgh,

He spent much time before this por-
trait. Yes, this woman had been love-
Jy in her day. And this bright, roguish

counterfeit

shadow of her was lov®ly, too, eternally
postured In white paint, trimmed with
a vine of rose colored satin- leaves, a
pink rose in her powdered hair and one
white ostrich plume as well.

Yet it was an adamantine colonel
that remarked:

|

WADLEIGEL
Iy THL

“My* dear, perhaps it's just as well
that you have qultted.weatbrook. For
I've heard tales of you, Miss Ramsay.
No; I do not think that you'd have
taken kindly to any young person—
not even in the guise of a great-grand-
daughter in law—to whom you can not
hold a candle, madam. A fig for you,
madam,” said the most undutiful of
great-grandsons.

Let us leave him to his roseate medi-
tations. Questionless, In the woman
he loved there was much of his own
invention; but the eircumstance is notf
unhackneyed; and Colonel Fordyce was
in a decorous fashion the happlest of
living persons.

Meanwhile, Joe Parkinson, a young
man very much in love, who fought
the world by ordinary, like Hal o' the
Wynd, “for his own hand,” was seeing
Harriet Wadlelgh every day.

Joe Parkinson—tall and broad shoul-
dered, tanned, resolute, ghary of speech,
decisive .in gesture, having close
cropped yellow hair and frank, keen
eyes llke amethysts—was the one
stranger present when Colonel Fordyce
came agaln into David Wadleigh's fine
and choicely furnished mansion. For
this was on the evening™David Wad-
leigh gave the long anticipateg dinner
at which he was to announce his daugh-

As Much, indeed,
was suspected by most of his dinner

ter's engagement.

company, so carefully selected from
the aristocracy of Lichfield; and the
heart of the former overseer, as these
handsome, courtly, sweet voiceq people
sattleq according to their rank about
his sumptuous table, was aglow with
pride,

Then Colonel Fordyce turned to his
companion and said softly: “My dear,
you are like a wraith. What is 1t?

“I have a headache,” salg Miss Wad-
leigh. “It i1s nothing.”

“You reassure me,” the colonel gayly
declared, “for I had feared It was a
heartache—"

She faced him. Desperation look:
out of her brown eyes. :

“It 1s,” the girl sald swittly,

“Ah—" y

Only it was an Intake of the breath,
rather than an interjection. Colonel
Fordyce of Westbrook ate his fish
with deliberation.

“Young Parkinson?”
suggested.

“I thought I had forgotten him.
dldn't know 1 cared—T didn't know I
could care so much—" x

And there was a note in her voice
which thrust the poor colonel into an

he presently

abyss of eon:umﬂs s A e b

b &

DRANCH CABTIL
“The QUEST,” ete.,

“Remember that these people are
your guests,” he said, In perfect ear-
nestness.

—and 1 refuseq him this afternoon
for the last time, and he is going
away tomorrow—"

But here Judge Allardyce broke in,
to tell Miss Wadleigh of the genuine
pleasure with which he had nolle
prosequied the case against Tom Bel-
lingham.

“A son of my old schoolmate, ma’'am,”
the judge explained. *“A Ballingham of
Assequin. Oh, indiscreet of course—but,
God bless my soul, when were the
Bellinghams anything else? Tha boy
regretted it as much as anybody.”

And she listened with an almost
morbid curiosity concerning the finer
detalls of legal Intricacy.

Colonel Fordyce was mid-course in
an anacdote which the lady upon the
other side of him found excruclatingly
amusing. He was very gay. He had
presently secured the attention of the
company at large, and held it through
a good half hour; for by common
consent Paul Fordyce was at his bast
tonight, and Lichfield found his best
worth listening to.

“Grinning old popinjay!"” thought Mr.
Parkinson; and he envied him and in-
ternally noted and with an unholy
fervor cursed the adroitness of intona-
tion and the dlscra2etly modulated ges-
ture with which the colonel gave to
every point of his merry-Andrewing
its precise value.

Then, as old David Wadleigh stirred
in his chair and broke into a wide pra-
monitory smile, Colonel Foridyce of
Westbrook rose quickly to his feat,
And of that company Nannie Allsottd
at least thought of how like he was to
the boy who had fought tha famous
duel with George Allsotts a whole
quarter of a century ago.

Ensued a quite felicitous speech.

Colonel Fordyce alluded briefly to
the plzasure which he took in address-
ing such a gathering. He believed
no other state in the union could have
afforded an assembly of more disting-
uished men and fairer women. But
the fact was not unnatural; they might
recall the venerable saying that blood
will tell? Well, it was thalr peculiar
privilege to represent today that
sturdy stock which, when this great
republic was In the pangs of birth,
had, with sword and pen and oratory,
discomfitad the hirelings of England
and given to history the undying
names of several Revolutionary pa-
triots—all of which he enumerated
with the customary pause after each
cognomen, to allow for the customary
applause,

And theirs, too, was the blood of those
heroic men who fought more recently
beneath the stars and bars, as bravely,
he made bold to say, as Leonidas at
Thermopylae, in defense of their be-
loved southland. Right, he conceded,
had not triumphed here, for hordes of
soldiery had invaded the fertile soil,
the tempest of war had swept the land
and left it devastated. The south lay
battered and bruised and prostrate in
blood, the “Niobe of nations,” as sad a
victim of ingratitude as King Lear.
The colone] touched upon the time when
buzzards in the guise of carpet baggers
had fattened upon the recumbent form,
and spoke =lightingly of divers persons
of antiquity, as compared with various
confederate ‘eaders. all of whose names
were greeted in an uproar of enthu-
siasm.

But the south, and in particular the
grand old commonwealth which they
inhabited, he stated, had not long sat
among the ruins of her temples, like a
sorrowing priestess with veiled eyes
and depressed soul, mourning for that
which had been, Like the fabled Phoe-
nix, she had risen from the ashes of her
past. Today she was once more to be
geen in her hereditary position, the
brightest gem in all that glorious fal-
axy of states which made America the
envy of every other nation; her battle
fields converted into huilding lots; tall
factories smoked where once a holo-
caust had flamed, and where the cannon
roared you heard today the tinkle of
the school bell. Such pregress was with-
out a parallel. Nor was there any need
for him, he was assured, to mention the
imperishable names of their dear home-
land's poets and statesmen of today, the
orators and philanthropists and prom-
inent businessmen who jostled one an-
other in her splendid, new asphalted
streets, since all were quite familiar to
his audience.

In fine, by a quite natural series of
transitions, Colonel Fordvce thus worked
around to “the very pleasing duty with
which our host, in view of the long and
intimate connection between our fargi-
lies, has seen fit to honor me"—which
was, it developed, to announce the im-
minent marriage of Miss Harriet Wad-
leigh and Mr. Joseph Parkinson,

I think that every one was much sur-
prised,

0l1d Wadleigh had halé risen, with a
purple face. The colonel viewed him
with a look of bland interrogation.
There was silence for a heart beat.

Then Wadleigh lowered his eyves, if
just because the laws of caste had tri-

phed, and in his glance
crossed that of his daughter, who sat
quite motionless, regarding him. She
was a very beautiful girk and he had
always been inordinately proud of her.
It was not pride she ed to beg for
now. This Harriet not jthe fine
daughter the old man was etimes
‘half afraid of, through that moment.
She was, too, the daughter of a cer-
tain mountaineer who had hastily put
aside her blue checked sunbonnet and

looked at young David Wadleigh in

much this fashion very long ago, be-
cause tb‘o,‘gmht_er was coming down-
stairs ang they would presently be man
and wife—provided always her pursu-
ing brotherg did not arrive in time. Old
David Wadlelgh cleared his throat. Ola
David Wadleigh said, half sheepishly:

B

everybody’'s pardon, I'm sure. Please
go on—"

He had came within an ace of saying
“Mr. Paul,” and only in the nick of time
did he continue “Colonel Fordyce.”

So the colonel went on in a time hal-
lowed form, with many happy allusions
to Mr. Parkinson's anterior success as
an engineer before he came “like a
young Lochinvar to wrest away his
beautiful and popular fiancee from us
faint hearted fellows of Lichfleld”;
touched, of course, upon the colonel's
personal comminglement of envy and
rage and so on, as an old bachelor who
saw too late all that he had missed in
life, and concluded by proposing the
health of the young couple.

This was drunk with all the honors,

Upon what Harriet Wadleigh sald to
the colonel in the drawing room, what
Joe Parkinson blurted out in the hall,
and, chief of all, what David Wad-
leigh asseverated to Paul Fordyce
in the library after the other guests
had gone, I do not dwell in this place.
To each of these, in various fashions,
did Colonel Fordyce expain such reasons
as had seemed to him sufficlent cause
for acting as he had done; but candid-
1¥, and with a touch of eloquence even,
to David Wadleigh,

“You are like your grandfather, sir,
at times,” the latter said, inconsequent-
ly enough, when the colonel had fin-
Ished.

And Paul Fordyce gave a little bows-
ing gesture, with an entire gravity,
He knew it was the highest tribute
that Wadlelgh could pay to any man.

“She's a daughter any father might
be proud of,” said the banker, also, He
removed his cigar from hfs mouth and
looked at it critically. “She's rather
like her mother sometimes,” he said
carelessly. “Her mother made a run-
away match, you may remember—
Damn , poor cigar, this. But no, you
wouldn't, I reckon. I had branched out
into cotton then, and had a Iittie place
Just outside of Falrhaven—"

So that, all in all, Colonel Fordyce
returned to his rooms not entirely dis-
satisfled.

He sat a long while before his fire that
night. The room seemed less comfort-
able than he had ever known it. So
many of his books and pletures and
other furnishings had been already car-
ried to Westbrook that the walls were
a little bare. Also there was a formid-
able pile of bills upon the table by him
—from contractors and upholsterers
and furniture houses and so on, con-
cerned in the late renovation of West-
brook—the heralds of a host he hardly
saw his way to deal with.

He had flung away a vast amount of
money that evening with something
which te him was dearer. Had you at-
tempted to condole with him he would
not have understood you. “But what
would you have had a gentleman do,
sir?” a Fordyce of Westbrook would
have sald in real perplexity. No, It was
not sorrow that he felt, rather it was
contentment when he remembered the
girl's présent hapniness; and what
alone depressed the colorel’'s courtly
affability toward the universe at large
was this queer, horrible new sense of
being somehow out of touch with yes-
terday's so comfortable world, of be-
ing out moded, of being almost old.

“Eh, welll” he said, “I'm of a cer-
tain age undoubtedly.”

By an odd turn the colonel thought
of how his friends—the friends of his
own class and generation-—hadq genu-
Inely admired the affer dinner speech
which he had made that evening. And
he smiled, but very tenderly, because
they were all men and women whom
he loved.

“The most of us have known each
other for-a long while. The most of
us, in fact, are of a certain affe. & %8
I think no people ever met the sorry
problem that we faced. For We were
bogn the masters of a leisured, ordered
world: and by a tragic quirk of destiny
were thrust Into a quite new planet
where we were for a while the in-
feriors, and after that ‘Just the com-
petitors, of yesterday's slaves.

“We couldn't meet the new condl-
tions. " Oh, for the love of heaven, let
us he quite frank and confess that
we of Lichfield haven't met them as
things practical go. We had not the
training for it. A man who has mot
been taught to swim may rationally
be excused for preferring to sit upon
the bank: ang should be elect to dl-
versify his idleness hy protestations
that he is self-evident an excellent
swimmer hecause once upon a time
his progenitors were the only people
in the world who had the slightest
conception of how to perform a nata-
torial masterpiece, the thing is simply
human nature.

“And yet we haven't done so badly.
For the most part we of Lichfield have
sat upon the bank our whole lives long.
We have produced nothing—after all—
which was absolutely earth staggering;
and we have talked a deal of claptrap.
But, meanwhile, we have at least en-
hanced the comeliness of our particular
sandbar. And we have lived a cleanly,
courteous, and honest life thereon, just
as our fathers taught us. It may be—
in the final outcome of things——that
will be found an even finer pursult than
the old one of producing presidents,
Besides, we have produced ourselves,
We have been gentlefolk In spite of
all, we have been true to the tradition
of our race, we have defiantly em-
broidered life, and indomitably we have
converted the commonest happening of
life info a comely thing. We have
been artists if not artisans.”

There was upon the tahla a large
photograph in sepia of Harriet Wad-
leigh. He studied thls now. She was
very beautiful, he thought.

“‘Nor thou detain her vesture's
hem—'" sald the colonel sloud. *“Oh,
that Infernal Yankee understood, even
though he was born In Boston!” And
this, as coming from Colonel Fordyce,
may fairly be considered as a sweeping
tribute to the author of “Give All to
Love.”

Colonel Fordyce was intent upon the
portrait. So! she had chosen at last
between himself and this young fel-
low, a workman born of workmen, who
went about the world building bridges
and canals and tunnels and such in
those far countries which were to
Colonel Fordyce just so many gray or
pink or fawn colored splotches on the
map. It seemed to Colonel Fordyce
almost an allegory.

80 Colonel Fordyce filled a glass
Wwith the famed Lafayette madeira of
Westbrook, and solemnly drank yet an-
other toast.

“To the new south,” he said. “To
this new south that has not any longer
need of me or of my kind.

“To this new south! She does not
gaze unwillingly, nor too complacently,
upon old years, and dares concede that
but with loss of manliness may any
man encroach upon the heritage <f a
dog or a trotting horse, and consider
the exploits of an ancestor to guaran-
tee an Innate and personal excellence.

“For to her all former glory is less
a jewel than a touchstone, and with her
portion of it daily she appraises her
own doing, and without vaim speech.
And her high past unparalleled she
values now in chief as fit foundation
of that edifice whereon she labors day
by day, and with augmenting fitrokes.™

Ang yet: “It may be he will serve
you better. But, oh, it lsn’t vhu%-

than 1,”
estbrook.

that he should love you more
said Colomel Fordvee of W

‘
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