
ho would have fainted,' hetold his wife afterwards. 'It wasreally absurd Why, at his age I
was quite a good shot.'

On another- occasion Gabriel in-
terrupted one of the Viking stories
with the remark, 'But it was verywrong of tho Norsemen to kill thesepoor Saxons

'
They were their enemies

— it was inwar.' his father explained.
Still, it w.ib wiuugand ciuel.'
But a soldier must kill his enem-

ies , it 1-, hi-, dutj..'' Then Ishould not like to be a
soldier L would rather cure people
than kill them

'
Do you want to become a doctor,

hey '> '
Sir Eric spoke in jest, butthere was a note of real annoyance

in his voice'
A doctor ? Ido not know aboutthat. lam not sure.'
You are a silly child, and do notunderstand what you are saying.*

With this remark Sir Eric put theboy down off his knee and went him-
self out of the room.
It was some consolation to thefather to find, as he did a littlelater, that Gabriel, in spite of hisgentleness, was anything but a cow--ard For hunting he did not care,

but he would ride his fiery littleponyat the biggest jump that his fatherwwTould allow him to attempt, and ashe grew older the groom often de-clared that for 'schooling' a young
horse there was not the equal ofMaster Gabriel in the whole country.Once, when he saw a savage dog
worrying a new-born lamb, he rushed,
to defend the helpless animal, andnot having even a stick in his hand,
he could think of no way of making
the dog relinquish his prey except
that of catching him by the throat.Of course he was terribly bitten, butthe lamb was rescued. To his
mother's tearful reproaches, tho boy,
scarcely ten years old at the time,only answered :'Icould not let him
kill the poor lamb, you know.'

When Gabriel had entered on hiathirteenth year his father considered
that it was time to send him to col-lege There were family traditions
on such matters, and this was theage at which the young Sweynsons
for many generations had usually en-
tered the great Jesuit College of
Saxonhurst

So the time passed on and Gabriel
was now eighteen and in the top
class of the college His father be-
gan to think of his entrance intoSandhurst, and afterwards into thearmy That, too, was a Sweynson
tradition , the oldest son always
went into the army, at least for afew years

The Easter vacation was nearly
over, and Gabriel was to return to
College for his last term. He was inthe library, collecting some books
which he wished to take back withhim, when his father entered.'Well, my boy,' ho said, 'this isthe ending of your school life. You
have made good use of your time, I
must say Your masters seem all to
be pleased with you ; but everything
must end When you come home in
summer we must think of getting a
grinder to prepare you for Sand-
hmst You should enter there in
September or October '

Gabriel paused with a great bun-
dle* of books m his arms , then ho
came slowly forward to the librarytable, and, lading them down, faced
his father, his face pale and his lips
trembling.

'Fathei, T don't want to go toSandhurst,' he said.
You don't want to go to Sand-hurst ' Why not 9

'
'
Idon't want to enter the army.''That is nonsense, Gabriel. Your

old dislike of killing, T suppose ;butsuch consideratrons should not pre-
vent a man from doing his duty to
his country. Besides, there is no
war now, nor any sign of one. Pro-
bably you will not be called upon tosheel anyone's- blood during your few
years of service. T don't want youto be a soUner all your life. When
you are 22 or 24 you must settle

THE ONLY SON.

The vonng liusl)and hummed the
words of a quaint old ballad and
bent to kiss his wife s pale cheek.Outside, the shadows ot the great
oak ttees, beneath whose overhang-
ing boughs so many generations ot
Sweynsons had placed, since the an-
cestor of thu family, Swen of the KedBeard, had come from Jienmark in
Cnnute's train and settled on the
lands of some conquered Saxon thaneflecked with darker patches the dazz-
ling green of the lawn. The cattlerested in the sunny meadows further
of! , the deer peeped from the forest
glades, the birds sang, and then-song found an echo in Sir Eric
Swc\vnson's heart, for it seemed to
him ns if they, too, were rejoicing
with him over the coming "of the
wished-for heir He had been so ear-
nestly desired, so ferveulK piaved
for, so long waited for—six whole
\ears— and now that he had come,
the ancestral trees and the sunshine!and even the gray old walls of the
stately home that was to be his,
seemed to bid a welcome to the un-
conscious little stranger from faraway, who la\ m his sdk-lmed cot
by his mother's bed, and knew as \ et
nothing of the destiny to which he
had been born

'Well, dear, wh.it is it to be ">'
What is what to be "> Ido not

understand
'

'Listen,' and Sir Eric lopeated
again the couplet 'Jn plain Eng-
ish ; don't you want to know what

7 have biought you ft <nn town ° '
From town 1? 1 never thought of

jour hi uiging me an.v thing—
except

yourself '
1Well, you see that Iam generous

Besides my worthless self. J have;
Inought you tin1

- ' and he drew fi om
his pocket a velvet-covered case,
opened it and displavid a coronet ofdiamonds, which sparkled m the
light

Lady Certitide gave a cv\ of girl-
ish delight— she was bul 21— and
taking out the coiom-t, held it up to
allow the sunshine to play on the
sparkling stones'

See how well it will look m your
hair- You must wear it often

'
not

leave it shut up m a hank like those
sills old family lewils o| <hiis, of" I'U h I lie\ei cv II feel tll.lt thi \ |.e-
long to us at all Win, what is the
mattei, dear > Aie you not well"'

'
For the brightness had faded out ofhis wife's face and a look of dis-
tiess had succeeded it

Eric dr>ar, dim t 1hmk me un-
grateful, but I had rather not take
the coronet,

' she sa id'
Not take it

' Why not "> Don't
you like it "> '
'

Because— don ( be vexed IYo-
nnso me that \ou won't be \i\ed

'
Iwon t, indeed As if I could b<

■^cxed with \on little woman Tell
me v our reason '

Well, it would <-(>..]ii
— lemembei

that ,v on have piomised not to be
vexed— it would seem to me almost —
a little bit— as if I were selling my
boy '
' Selling hun ' What an absuid

what a fantastic idea to come into
\otir head ' How on eaith '-— ■'Well, don't be vexed f know that
it is \eiv Mllv, but Ienn t help it ,
and, indeed I had lather not take
the coionet

—
at least, not now When

Iam well again, peihaps 1 could go
with you to lown myself and select
something else

Tho last w oil's vveic utteted has-
tily, and Su laic although mine
annoyed at the 'silly fancy than he
cared to show fi It that m his w ifi ,
weak state it would be useless and
even cruel to aigue with her further,
so ho replaced the coronet in the
case and fhe latter in his pocket
and turned the cometsat ion by some
inquiries tegaiding the baby

Often in the months tli.it followed
did Sir Eric pres' Jus wiie to lul/il
her half-gi\eii iiiomiM' and to come
with him to hclccl o; naiaent
instead of the reiected coronet, but
smc alwa.v.s iii.nli an cxc u< c for do-
lay, and ho soon saw that the men-
tion of the matter really distressedher, so he alluded to it no more,
and gradually all recollection of iL
faded from his mind

Meanwhile little Gabriel— he had
been born on St. Gabriel's Feast,
and his mother, with gentle insist-
anco, opposed Sir Eric's wish to
name him after one of his fierce vik-
ing ancestors, and had, after the
manner of women, got Ikt own way
m the end

—
gtew and flourished.

Fion an infant., lvmg m Ins nurse's
arms and ga/ing with solemn stare
at the great new world, he developed
into a blue-e,\ ed toddling laddie, en-
dearing- himself daily more and more
to his parents by his lisping baby
accents and his caresses, ,and then
into a little Knickerbocker boy, who
asked sttange puzzlingquestions and
struggled to lift down fiom the
library shehes the big dusty folios
and quartos. <>\ei winch he would
pore for hours, spelling out talcs ofadventure, and of heroism from their
panes

A. quiet, thoughtful child he was,
not robust m appealance, though
nevei ill, cuing not much for out-
door games and spoits Amiable
and friendly with other bo\ s of his
own age when hi ought nit')contact
with them but not caring for their
society At home he had no voting
companions, for no second child had
been born to Sir Fi ie and Lady Gei-
trude lmt with his paients he Was
always content and happy Tlis
eail\ lessons lie learned from hismothei, <\\\d it was she, too, who
t (ink him with hei t o 1he
I it I Ie 01 a loi v and told him
tali s ol ihe UK ssed \ irgm
and ol t he sanit s, pai t icu-
lailv of his own p.ition St Gabiiel,
who, clad m da/z-hng white robes,
looked down on him fi om t ho stained
gl.i'-s window which i.idv Gertiude
had Caused to be placed over the
altar shortly aftei lier son s bnth
Gabiiel lovid tln si t ili.s bet'tei e\en
than those of Olaf and Swevn Fork-
bcaid and FJ.iumvs and jni.iiis mar-
auding expeditious and vi.it t\ idoins,
dei cc old liea tlk ii w ntn t 101s and Chris-
tian viigins <iowned with lilies of
]inre whit(> loses, mingled stiangely
in his half-waking thoughts, as the'v
did afierwaids m his (beams

r,\-.md-li\ the tune foi moie iei> u-
lai instructions c ,inie and a good
old priest, who had taught his father
liefoi c him caiue to h\e m the cas-
tle and be his lutoi Gabriel lear-
ned to decline nieiwa

'
and to c on-

mgate ',11110, and that the angles at
the base of ,\n equilateral tiianglo
atc equa1, and mau\ ot hi r things
whuh llltli- hoys ale (\pecled to ac-
uuiic 'I'liev did not gi\ c Gain lei
mvih 1i ouhle he leained quicK.lv a\\<\
ieiuembei ed will In ot hei matters,
too he pioved liimsilf a docile pupil,
,md the old iinoi mkih gn-w veiv
fond of him, ami told his mother
Ih.it he was a sainth child which
s,i\ ing 1 ,ul\ (:< itimli' k. pi | o lici -
sell not feelmg guile sine Iliad her
husb.ind would lie pliasid �i sueh
iiidgment passed on Ins son Like
too iii.uiv oilier men he was apt to
ii'gard piety as a qualit\ suitable
only m women

Indied Su Pi ie some limes wished
that his In ii had been in one or two
lispects somewhat dillerent' fi om
what he was—

moie boyish, as he
told himself Gabriel's gentleness,
his diead of inflicting pain on even
animals stnuk his fat I'M as border-
ing on elleniin.K v (mm , he t ook Ihe
lad w 1 1h i)nil wlk ii he went

mg bul. he in \i i repea-
ted tlif e\pi>i iinr-nt' ' 1 thought
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