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MIý.P«;bMwua aadngup accounts,
mq»tvdoopiaon on a brillilant

~me6~S~usfç>etand wY trous
* M mie =-lédone insistity ta

*bâi aolm brick. and mortar out
'PO nosand pence, addition

~Iiatthe. thhlghad t10 b. don..
utfer &adio no acounts would have

bOr--,kept in that doIigtful houpehold,
edýovS. b yyoung-Mrs. Finch, wiio

béd ladfieih W Irish forbear. a
pissast -happy-go-lueky temperament,

whwboefvoite argument was, «Wen
mizkey is gone, wiiAt is ti. Use of

rting cdown sains about itl'e
But fadie, who wua burden.d with a

~ubk.o . coeaeeoeinsisted that

",Me lived witii tii. Plches in the. dual
eapaoity of ueo.tary tb Fincb who was
a unIe of acine Puiarty, and

«OC to hs w e h, was away
k-W-ep M L tours Con-

eted withh ie wcdrk
SIt uma a plea.sit hoaehold and Sadie

bad often cosgrtulated herueon baving
" dcure ci a gocdpt
8h. had -a dArgtful borne in the.

rmb&4kg old houa.. h. had a certain
%mouct ci liberty,-aud tb. chance now
and thon of *meeting interesting folk.
A" d me was very fond of Biddy, with
ber Irishi lovelinesa of face and voie, and
bhr hanum-ecarum outlook on 1f..

0f courue, Sadie ought to have bad a
home ocf ber owu ta inanage-Biddy

alsuaid liaI. And. "aiein ber
laoi earl echoed tiheiioughl.
Ahomeofher ownI ,Such an'alluring

pleture wu conjured up by tbe words
boés the louely girl'a eyes. For ah. was

ly berefl of relative..
But um W mrig had neyer corne

hmr way. OBly oce= a ah. met a man
who had power to move ber to deeper'
feeling than mere casfual friendsbip, and
h.-weul away. Si. neyer knewqut
wby. He wrote once, mii. replied; tere
eisud after tbat--elence.

And five years bad slipped away into tiie
Duta ine then. It 'was a mere episode
in ber 1f.; uothing la dreain about, and

yet ah. inoetieslhnofodtes
~he fownedove er task.

This would neyer do. Biddy'spsoai
expenditure was larger than ber ailowace.
8h. muet pull in. Poor Biddyl It was
bard to tel ber that, harder, perhaps, to
make bier realia, lthe gravihy of thinga;
wben there waa mouey lu her purs. Xe
opent it. Il was quit. simple.

Ther. was 10 b. a dinuer party thal
negt, a sprinkiing of celebrities aud
some old frieuds, a celebration of a birth-

~adiebad benlbsydoing fiowersansd
other little househodmatters, wbule
Biddy hunin eoetasy over a new frock
of Oh-pnkstin, a frock that exactly
matcedher se-leaf à compleion. It
wsstobe a party of twelve, andSadie
had begg.d off appearing-they could not
ait dowu thirteen 10 dinner. 8h. re-
minded tbem of thia, that euded the.
argument, and Sadie got ber way. Sh.
usually did with Biddy.

A falut amile fIickered lu the. gfrl's dark
eyes m ah. added up that last column of
figures. If Bidd-

Tiie door flew oken d the subjeot of
her tbougbta came miwith a rush, an open
lette li er baud.

"S8adie!"p
"Well?"
"You muet dine to-night, otherwise we

shaH b. tbhteen."
"«Wby, has someone failed you?"
"No, but Mr. Henderson asks if he may

bring a friend, a celebrity of some kind.
I can't make out bis naine, because
George Henderson's writing is atrocious.
Can you make it out?"1

Sadie took the letter and looked ah the
scribbled contents.

"It begins with a P," she said doubt-
fully, " or it mighh b. an R. 1 can't get
any further than that."

"«Ih's a bother, but I don't like te
refuse ho have hlm, he might be useful to
Jack. Sadie, you'll have to go in to
dinner witb the. unknown. You don't
minci, do you?"

««0f course ual, dear, but I tbink it
diatintly unfair t10th. unknowu celebriîy
to uend'him inwih ia nobody."

"gNonsense As if auyone could oeil
you anobody. In yourgrey frock with
your lovely amethyste you look IIkb a
quem..

"IYou abaurd creaturel Cinderella
would be a muci more suitable naine!"

Biddy fiew awa, a ight, graceful
creature, ail fire and animation, withhe
true Celtic tempemnt-up m the
clouds oue day, down nuthe deptbs 1he
next. Il was Sadie who m=ngdto keep
thi ngao a solid ba"i, calmed ber lu one
moment, raised ber spirita lu another.
They could not do withouî Sadie, they
bath muid.

And ah. fouud plenty ho occupy ber,
eveu wbeu the accounts were doue with
and put away lu the bureau lu the. delight..
ful untidyr room sacred to Biddy's per-
soual affaira.

Ih look.d out ou a wide istretch of Iawn,
backed by a sbrubbery, beyond wbich
rose unduLating meadowland sud belta of
Ams Biddy always tried ho conjure up a
lin. of fro'wning purple mountains beyoud

liat apin - ber beloved Connemara
mountains, behind which she had lived
for so long, far from the. outer world.

Lilacs dreuched the. air with their dlean
scent, laburnumn shed a main of gold over
paýth and lawn. Sadie gel up with a sig!1.
There was no lime for dawdling, for in
that bousehold there were many things
10, be seen ho on the rare occasions of
dinner parties ho supplement the efforts
of the two willing mi ds, bohh of them

ipoted from Biddy's' distant Irish
hoesd bohh sincerely athached ho

their young mitress.Her busband often hwithed ber withhlber
reasons for engaging the cook, a good-
looking girl wihh the. delicious name of
Anastasia.

"She bas snchbheavenly eyes,'* Biddy
had sighed.

"My dear, one doesn'h engage a cook on
account of ber heavenly eyes! The
one question is-can she cook?"

990f course ahe can! Irish people cook

Wohahoes better than anyone in the world!"
Biddyhad flung athihm.
"And we are ho live on potatoes as

cooked by the fair Anastasia?"
"0f course net, goose! There are

other things."
There were. Anastasia of the heavenly

eyes cooked really welI, and Biddy always
spoke of ber with conscieiîs triumph, as
an example of ber immense capability in
the mather of engaging servants.

,Sadie, gowned in grev, a string cf
amethysts round bier crearny hbroat, a
twist cf huile in the same shade in ber
bright bronze hair, looked nt herseif ln
the glass, and feit a n:t' 1-al 1Àaure in

the. realisation that sh. had by no means
l her looks thougiithirty years lay

beid' ber. kot tbaîgood looks had
been- much use to ber. But ail the

She wu disturbed in her thoughts by
the door fiying open to admit a distracted
fi"ur in shell-pink satin. Il cbotbed
Biddy's lithe figure like the. sbeath of a
flower out of il rose ber snowy neck and
uiioulers. A wild rose flush was in ber
nofî cheeka, ber eye hone 1k. stars.

«dSadîe~ what shail I do? Anastasia is
going; diner ought to b. served in a
quarter of an bour, and Mary bas hys..
terie luin thepantryl"y

"Biddy!")
"CAnastasia a't bel pit; she's had a

telegrain to say ber mother is dying. 8h.
eau just catch the mail to Fishguard if
ahe goes imxnediahely. Mary does nothin~
but cry anid a trophise the saints; and
thougbshe'll ober best, she ca't dish
up aliner d wait at'table as we11.

Wbh s tob. don.? I so particularly
wanted this dinner ho be a success, because
Sir Gregory Hazel is inherested m1 Jack's
last explring expedition, and may be such
a bel p to him in the. future. Suggest
something, Sadie, or I sbal go madl"

Tiie two girls looked at one another for
a moment ln ailçncel then Sdelaughed.

and fiung ber gloves sud fan on hothe.
dressing-table.

" Ih's ail right, Biddy; trust te me ho
manage hhings."

"But how-how?"
"F'il dish up. Mary wiil b. ail righh

once she realizes somebody is there ho
direct ber. l'il go down. And for once
you must dine thirteen!l I can't be

But,' Sadie-
The words feU on empty space. Sadie

had gene.
Down she flew ho the. kitchen, pausing

a moment ho look ln at the pantry, where
Mary was wiping ber eyes.

"Mary! Corne along; I'm-goingho disbi
up the. dinner. I know ail about ih.
Give me one cf Anastasia's aprens.
Everyhhing la ready, Isuppose?"

"Yes, miss-barrin' a sauce for the
pudding."

"Ail r igh; lil do that. I haven'tlearnt cooking for nothing. Hurry, Mary,
and we'll show whah we eau do when we're
put ho 1h! Has Anastasia gene?"

"Yes, miss; sh. went in the cab that
brought the master frem the station.
She'd just catch the train at IPaddington,
the master said."

"Thah's good. Nowv we'll get te werk."
Sadie,.ber pretty grey fewvn shielded by

one ef Anashasmat's big wvhite apre,
hurried te the range whcre saucepans
and pets were ail set in array.

Sh. peeped inte each, leek'ed at the list
sh. berseif had carefully written eut of
the courses, and set te wurk to iake the
sweet sauce.

She -heard. Mary .hurrMn to the front
1'door as the bell peale loudly tbrough.
the bouse.' The l4tohen dock istruck
.eit.
eliddy ceut an aious glance at the

dlock1
The guests had ail sssembled; the.

thirteenth proving to, be an interesting-
looking man -with a.pleasant, tanned face,
and the. look of one who bad spent hm.
days -out of doors.

Penrose, so0 Henderson.told ber, had
just corne back from Canada-but flot to
stay; jhq would return ini a montb or two.
H. had done great work out there, estab-
ishing a colonyr from hie property ini
Cornwall, founding a new country for the.
working mani, and working with themn
himself as bard as anyone. More than
that, he was writing a book on the aubject
which would prove of great value to the.
prospective emigrant.

"'They do their own work out there,"I
Henderson told hlér-" domestic and every..
tiiing else."

"Oh, what w~ solution!" said Biddy,
with another distracted glance at the.
dlock.

"Look ber., *wbat is wrong?" said
Henderson's voice in ber ear.

"'Nothing much, only my cook has had,
to go off aI a moment's notice to iier
horne in Ireland, and that accounts for

the. delay. Misa Preston la taking ber
place, and dishing up the dinuer."

idCan't we belp? Old Penrose lsa
tophole cook if that's any use ho you."

' Oh the Uiner la cooked, practicaily,
but__'

"Look here, Penrose, ber. la somethin~
duihe lunyour lin.," Henderson cbafed
'Tiie cookas gone-what about lending a

hand, eh?"
"By ail means."1
"Tii. lad y1you were to hake in-lin'tthat righh, Mrs. Finch? - la disbing up

the dinner."
Penrose Iaugii.d.
"Ih sounds serious. Mrs. Fincb, please

let me iielp the new coek. I assure you,
Imean 1."
Biddy booked ath hbesitahingly.
"id don't like ho let yen; it's to bad,

really, but-
"Not another word. I shail enjoy 1."
Just ah hhah moment the door opened,

and Mlary aunonced:
idDinner is served."
But Penrose disappeared, went dowu

the hall, and tbrough a swing door of
green baize whicb booked as if it led ho
the kitchen d.partments.

A saveury smell floahed ho hlm from an
open deerway. He passed throngh it
ilite a spehless kitchen. At the centre
hable 1 girl was standing with a basin ini
one hand, while with the other she stirred
and beat som.hhing very carefully.

Shc leoked up. A cry escaped ber lips.
lie was censcious of softly ruffled bronze
hair, hhreaded wihh mauve; cf a gleam of
amethysts againsh a creamy hhroat; cf
eyes-startled, lovely, wclcoming eyest
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