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^^T"V *'^ *° "^ ^ ^^- She made no

Z7t t"^- ^'^' ^™'^^ --« -d went,and aU thmgs added to her birthright of graceShe was the Countess's ahnoner: every darshe
did good, lessening pain, whispering bl to the

tTnTi"'™,
"' '"^^^ ^ "^''^ ^"thority to

troubled souls. Back fn,m the hovel to stately
houses she went, and lo! the maid of honor
exqu..te perfect as a flower. Men woo«l, bu^mjhtnotw«her. They came and went, b^t toh^.t was no matter. In her eyes still burned

the ?H f
''^ "'" "'*'' "''•'='' ^'•^ --ted forthe tide to take her. bearing her out beyondthe shaUows to one who also tarried

With a gentle sound the fountain rose and feUma gray stone basin. An>und it wez. set the
««e-tr^s, and beyond the roses tall box andyew most fantastically clipped screened from
observation the fairy spot. Damans, slowly
en ^nng. became at once the spirit of the placeShe paced the fountain', grassy rim to a rustics^t and took it for her chair of state, from
which for a while, with her white hands behind
her head, she watched the silver spmy and the
blue midsummer sky. A lark sang, but so high
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