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AN AMERICAN GIRL IN LONDON.

BY SARA JEANNETTE DUNCAN.

(Continued from page 542.)

“ Have you—are you a professional of any kind ?” inqui
Miss Hippy. “Not that I object to protossl:nal hdlesq—t.hr:g
are often very pleasant. Madame Solfreno resided here for
several weeks ‘while she was retrenching; but Madame
Solfreno was, of course, more or lessan exceptional woman.
She did not care—at least, while she was ratrenching—for the
society of other professionals, and she said that was the great
advantage of my house, none of them ever would come here.
Silll, as I say, I have no personal objection to professionals.
z:,tni:t.h :\'r: have had I}M (lllghles heﬁ t.’h and g'eh:l adies, I must

L generally foun em. u,

1 would not take! " RS danls: of onwr,

I said I was not a professional.

“Oh!™ said Miss Hippy, pitiably bafied. “ Then, perhaps,
you are nota—a young lady? Thatis, of course one can see
T am not Taaried. madeaet T erhapel)

not m: ,» madame,” I sa s
muiw};‘u" o ave you any

ppy rose ponder y. *‘I might as well sh
""“x‘?m“" 1 lll'|°;uea. “that i 1:: .

ne nk,” I re “that you might as well. O herwise

I will notkﬁohln you any longer.” At which, curiously
enough, all hesitation vanished from Miss Hippy’s manner,
and she showed me all her rooms and expatiated upon all
with a single eye to persuading me to
occupy one of them. “‘Have you any rooms, Miss Hippy,” I
inquired, “‘on the ground floor?”

“That,” returned Miss Hippy, as if I had put her the only
pissible question she was not prepared for, ‘I have not. A
goutleman from the West Indies,” Miss Hippy went on im-
pressively, “ hardly ever without inflammatory rhoumatism,
which you will admit makes stairs an imposslgillt.y for him,
occupies my only ground-floor bedroom —just off the dining-

room.

**That is unfortunate,” I said, ‘“‘since I think in this
house I wouald prefer a room on the ground floor. But if I
%e'olde %o vake one of the others I will let you know, Miss

ppY-

Miss ngry's countenance fell. changed, and again became
expressive of doubt—this time offensively.

“1've not asked for any references, though, of course, it is
my custom—"

“You will receive references,” I interrupted, ‘‘ as soon as
you require them. afternoon!” We were standing in
the hail, and Miss Hippy, from force of circumstances, was
obliged to unfasten the door; but I did not hear from her, as
I pss!sad out into the street, any respinsive *‘Good after-
noon!”

My third experience was quite antipodal to Miss Hippy.
Her parlor was Japanesy too in places, but it was mostly
chipped ; and it had a great many rather soiled fat cushions
in it, quite a perceptible odor of beer and tobacco, and a pair
of gentleman's worked slippers under the sofa. I waited for
the lady of the house, a conscious hypocrite.

She came in at last voluminously, rather out of breath,
but with great warmth of manner. ‘Do sit down!” she said.
‘“ Now, it does seem strange! Only las’ night at the table we
were sayin’ how much we wanted one more lady boarder!
You see, I've got four young gentlemen in the city here, and
of usladies there’s just four, 50 we sometimes get up a little
dance among ourseives in the evenin’s. It amuses the young
gooplo, and much better wear out carpets than pay doctor’s

say I.

‘““Now, I generally play,an’ that leaves only three ladies
f )r the four gentlemen, you see! Now, isa’t it a curious coin-
cidence,” she said, leaning forward with a broad confident
smile, * that you should have como in to-day, just after we
were sayin’ how uice it would be if there were enough to get
up the Lancers!”

I bowed my acknowledgements.

‘-You want a room for yourself, I suppose,” my hostess
weat on, cheerfully. “ My top flat, I'm sorry to say, is every
bit taken. There isn’t an inch of room up there, but I've got
a peautiful little apartment on the ground flyor you could use
as a bad sittin’-room, lookin’ out on what green grass we have.
I'll show it to you ;" and she led me across the hall to a dis
maatled cupboard, the door of which she threw open.
*“‘fnat,” she said, ‘‘you cou'd have for twenty-five shillin’s a
week. O! course, it is small, but then —sgo is the price!” and
she smiled the cheerfal, accu~tomed smile that went with the
joke. *‘l've another up here,” she said, leading the way to the
ticat landing, ‘‘ rather bigger—thirty shillin's. You see they re
both bein’ turned out at present, 8o it's rather unfavorab'e ;"
and the lady drew in the deep breath she had lost going up

the stairs.

I counld think of only one thing to say. ‘I believe you said
your top flat was all taken,” I remarked, amiab'y. She was
such a good-natured soul, I couldn’t bear. to say anything that
would hurt her feelings. *‘ That is unfortunate. I particular-
ly wanted a room in a top flat. Bat if I decide on one of
these others I'll let you know!” There were two fibs, and
diametrically opposed fibs, within half an hour, and I know
iv's excessively wroIng to fib; but under the circumstances,

hat could you sa
v “tDo, miyss. Aﬂd. though I wouldn’t for the world per-
suade you, I certainly hope you will, for I'm sure you'd make
a very pleasant addition to our party. I'll just let you out
myself.” And she did.

I drove straight back to the Metropole, very thanktul
indeed that that was evidently the thing Lo do next. If there
had been no evident thing to do next, [ was so depressed in
my mind that I think I would have taken a ticket to Liver-
pool that night and my passage to New_York on the first
steamer that was leaving. I had allowed the day’s experi-
ences, capped by my relation in the morning, to overcome my
eatire nerve-system, which was childish and unreasonable.
I wished then, and often since, that Providence had given us
a more useful kind of nerve-system on our side of the Atlan-
tic—something constructed solidly, on the British plan; and,
just as [ was wishing that, there came a rap. A rap has,
comparatively, no significance until it comes at your bedroom
door when you are alone in a big hotel, two thousand five
hundred miles from home. Then it myans something. This
one meant two cards on a salver and a message. One of the
cards read: ‘‘Mrs. Cumomers Portheris,” with ' Miss Pur-

kiss” written under it in ‘vencil ; the other, Jh Charles
Maferton,” with * % Hertford Stireet, Mayfair.” in one cor-
ner, and * 7%¢ Isthmian Club” in the other. .

«“JIs she there now?!"” I asked the servant, in acute sus-
pen‘s‘e}.qo' miss! The ladies they called about 'alf past thee.
and we was to say that one lady war to be :crc‘ again to-
morrow mornin’ at ten, miss. The gentleman didn't leave no
mes’?‘?}%ﬁl my heart beat again, and i l_ul]}" for I knew that I
had missed my relation and Mis= Purkiss, u‘nd that the way of
escape was still open to me, altt ough ten o'clock in the morn-

ing was rather early to be obliged 1o go out. I must say 1
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thought it extremely foolish of Mics Purkiss to have men-
tioned the hour. It was like a fox making an appointment
with a rabbit —a highly improbable thing for the rabbit to
keep. And I went down-slairs feeling quite amused and
happy, and determined to stay amused and happy.

By ten o'clock next morning I was in Cockspur Street,
Pall Mall, looking for the ** Lady Guides Association.

Sianding in ihe lee of a large policeman on one of your
valuable iron refuges in the middle of the street, a flounced
red and black parasol mdde\l'y shut down almost in my face.
The lady belonging to it leaned over her carriage and said,
“How a’ye do. Miss— Dear me, how stupid I am about
rames! lﬂssChio-zo-yonngdndy-who-x;nn-uway-wxg.houl-get-
ting-my-address! Now I've found ycu, just pop in—

id“l must ask you to drive on, maaame!” the policeman

said.

“ As soon as this young lady has popped in. There! Now,
llklny do;u. what did the relation say? I've been longitg to

ow!"”

And before I realized another thing I was rolling -up
Regent Street statefully in the carriage of Mrs. Torquilin.

VI.

‘“Are you going there now?” Mrs. Torquilin went on.
“Be&l:iakus'e 1I'm only out for an airing—I can drop you anywhere
you like.”

‘“Not by any means, thank you, Mrs. Torquilin,” I said.
“I've been there already.”

Mrs, Torquilin looked at me with an extraordinary ex-
pression. On top it was conscientio shocked, underneath
1t was extremely curious, amused by anticipation, and,
through it al), kindly.

“You don’c get on!” she said. *‘What did I tell you?
‘Mark my words,’ I said to Charlie Mafferton, ‘that child
knows nothing of what is ahead of her!’ But pray go on—
what happenea?”

1 wenton and told Mrs. Torquilin what happened, a good
deal as I told you in the last chapter, but I am afraid not so
properly, because she was very much amused ; and I suppose
if the story of my interview with Mrs. Portheris excitea any
feeling in your mind it was one of sympathy for me. At least,
that was what I intended. But I was so happy in Mrs.
Torquilin's carriage, and so delighted to be talking to some-
body I knew, that I made as funny an account of the tender
greetings of my relation as I could, and it lasted all the wn{‘t.o
the Metropole, where I was to be dropped. I referred to her
always as ‘‘my relation,” because Mrs. Torquilin seemed to
enjoy the expression. lncidentally, too;Itoid her about my
plans, and she was kind enough to say that if I did not find
them satisfactory I must let her know, and she could send me
to a person of her acquaintance where I should be *very
comfy, my dear.” And [ believed her. )

“You see,” she said, ‘' I should like to take a little interest
in your plans, because you seem to be the only really Ameri-
can girl I've come upon in the whole course of my travels.
The New York ones were all English imitations—1I had no
patience with them!”

“Oh!” I responded, cheerfully, ““that’s only on the out-
side, Mrs. Torquilin. 1f you ran down the Stars and Stripes
I guess you would find them pretty American.”

** Well, yes,” Mrs. Torquilin admitted ; *I remember that
was the case.”

But just then we stopped in front of the Metropole, and I
begged her to come in and lunch with me.

**Dear me. child—no! 1 must be off,” she said.

But I used all the persuasion I could, and represented how
dreadfully lonely it was for me, and Mrs. Torquilin hesitated.
At the moment of her hesitation there floated out from the
dining-room a most appetizing suggestion of fried soles.
What small matters contribu:e to important resuits! 1don’t
know anything that I have mere cause to be grateful to than
that little wandering odor, for Mrs. Torquilin, encountering
it, said, with some feeling :

** Poor child! I've no doubt it-is lonely for you. Perhaps
I really ought to cheer you up a bit. I'll come.”

And Mrs. Torquilin and I pursued the wandering odor
into the dining-room.

We had a particularly good lunch, and we both erjoyed it
immensely, though Mrs. Torquilin made a fuss about my
ordering champagne, and said it was simply ruinous, and 1
really ought to have somebody to look after me.

‘“ By the way,” she said, ‘*have you seen anything (f the
Maffertons?”

I told her that Mr. Mafferton had left his card the after-
noon before, but I was cut.

**You were out ?” said Mrs. Torquilin. “ What a pity!”

I said no; I wasn't very sorry, because I felt o unsettled

in my mind that I was sure I couldn’t work myself up to an
intelligent discussion of any of Mr. Mafferton's favorite sub-
jei(;;,s. and he would hardly have found much pleasure in his
visit.
“ Oh, I think he would ! " said Mrs. Torquilin. ‘*What on
earth has ‘intelligent discussion’ to do with it? I know the
Maffertons very well,” she went on, looking at me quite
sharply. ‘' Excellent family —cousins of Lord Mafforton of
Mafferton.”

“Just imagine,” Isaid, ‘‘ his being cousin to a lord! And
yet he's not a bit haughty. Have you ever seen the lord, Mrs.
Torquilin?” ’

*- Bless the child, yes! Gone down to dinner with him
more than once. Bitween ourselves,” said Mrs. Torquilin,
confidentially, ** he's an old brute —neither more or less. But
one can’t be rude tothe man. What he’ll have to say to it,
heaven only knows! But Charlie is quite capable of snapping
his fingers at him. Do have one of these ices.”

I was immensely interested.

** What has Mr. Mafferton been doing ?” I asked.

“I've no reason to believe he's done it yet,” said Mrs.
Torquilip, a little crossly, I thought. ‘‘ Perhaps he won't.”

“I’'m sure I hope not,” I returned. *‘ Mr. Mafferton is ro
nice that it would be a pity if he got into trouble with his
relations, especially if one of them is a lord.”

“Then don’t let him,” said Mrs. Torquilin, more crossly
than before.

“Do you think I would have any influence with him?” I
asked her.

**Oh! come along. child!” Mrs. Torquilin returned. fold-
ing up the napkin. ‘*‘You’re {oo stupid! TI'll see the Maffer-
tons in a day or two,and I'll tell them what I think of you.
Is there nothing else you'll have! Then let us depart, and
make room for somebody else!”

And I followed Mrs. Torquilin out of the rcom with a
vague consciousness that she had an important voice in the
management of the hotel, and had been kind enough to give
me my lunch.

My friend did not take leave of me in the hall.

*I'd like to see the place,” she said. ‘' Tike me up into
the drawingroom.” .

Mrs. Torquilin admired thedrawingrocm very much.

‘““Sumptuous!” she said—*'sumptuous!”

And as I walked round it with her I felta particular kind
of pleasure in being the more familiar with it of the two, and
a little pride, too, in its luxury, which, I had always been told,
was specially designed to suit Americans. I was so occupied
with these feelings and with Mrs. Torquilin's remarks that I
did not observe two ladies on a sofa at the end of the room
uatil we were almeost in front of them. Then I noticed tha:
one of the ladies was sitting bolt upright, with a stern, majes
tic eye fixed full upon me, apparently frozen with indigna
tion ; I also noticed that it was Mrs. Portheris. The other
lady, in rusty black. as I knew she would be, occupied the
farther end of the scfa, very much wilted indeed.

* Miss Wick,” said Mrs. Portheris, portentou-ly standing
up. *“‘I have been shopping in the interval. but my friend.
Miss Purkiss—thi=is Miss Purkiss; Miss Purki=s. thisis Mis=

Wick, the connection from Chicago whom
consented to try to befriend - Miss Purkisz
since ten o'clock. You will excuse her rising -

(R

might say, in a state of collapse!

I turned around to Mrs. Torquilin.
*“ Mra. Torq
theris. Mrs. Portheris—Mrs. Torquilin.” S
In America we always iniroduce. S

But I was astonished at the ohange in Mrs. Tnmv

She seemed to have grown quite two inches taller, and ghe =

was regarding Mrs. Portheris through a pair of vyeglasses g

a mlo;Il in t.h‘:‘most inexplicable manuer, with her month geg.

very firmly indeed in a sert of contempiuous smile, o
“Mrs. Cummers Porthens!” she said. ‘‘Yes; I

Mrs. Cammers Portheris knows me. You did nog 8

I

dear, that Mrs. Portheris was your relation, but you “"a‘

fear that I shall think any the l¢ss of you for thai!”
“ Heppy,”~ said Mrs.
looking distinotly nervous, ** your temper is much the same,
am S0 SOITY t0 8ee, a8 it always was. )
. Torquilin opened her mouth to reply, but i
again resolutely, with an expression of infinite g
Then, to my surprise, she took a chair, in a way_that tola me -
distinctly of her intention not to desert me. 1 felt at thag
moment; that I would have given anything L0 be desert ;
gituation was 80 very embal
think of to do was to ask Miss Purkiss it che und Mrg,
Portherits wouldn’t have some lunch. Miss Purkis logkeg
quite cheertul for & moment, and began to unbution ber glove,

bat her countenance fell when m{ unfeeling relation forbage

her with a look, and said, ** Thank you, no, Miss Wick. Hay-
ing waited so long, we can easily manage without food a litgle -
louger. Let us get

kiss will tell Miss W ick what she has to offer her.”

Mrs. Portheris was evidently trying to ignore Mrs. Topr
quilin, and sat offensively and sideways to her ; but she could
not keep the apprehension out of her ey e.

“Certainly,” I said, **buo Miss Purkiss must have some-
thing. Tell somebody,” I said 10 a servant who had come up
to poke the fire, * to bring up some claret and crackers.”

*‘ Biscuits, child,” put in Mrs. Torquilin, *"is what you
mean. Biscuits, the young lady meaus™”—to the servamt,
** And be eharp about it, for we want to go out immediately,”
Then : * May 1 ask what_arrangements you were thinking of
offering Miss Wick 1" to Miss Purkiee.

Miss Purkiss began quaveringly that she had never done
such a thing in her life before, but as Mrs. Portheris particu-
larly wished it—

*For your own good, Jane,” interrupted Mrs. Portheris;
“entirely for your own good. 1don’t cal that gratitude.”

Miss Purkiss hastily admitted that it was for her own

, of course, and that Mrs. Portheris knew her far 100
well to believe for a moment that she was not grateful ; busl
could have a nice back bedroom on the secora floor and the
use of her sitting-room all day, and 1 being recomn.ended by
Mrs. Portheris, she wouldn't think of many extras. Well,if
there were fires, lights, the use of the bath and piano, boots,
and friends to meals, that would be all.

It is quite impossible!” said Mrs. Torquilin. “I'm sorry
you had the trouble of coming. 1n the fiasi place, 11ear my
woung friend.” with emphasis, and a cursory giance at Mrs.
Portheris' chair, **would find it aull in Upper Baker Street.
In the second” — Mra. Torquilin hesitated 1or a moment and
then made the plunge—*1 have taken a flat for the seasom,
and Miss Wick is coming to me. I believe that is our little
plan, my dear,” with a meaning smile 1o me.

Then Mrs. Torquilin looked at Mrs. Portheris as if she
were wondering whether there could be any discoverable
reason why my relation should stay any longer. Mrs. Por-
theris rose, routed, but with a calm eye and a steady front.

“In that case, I hope you will be forbearing with her,
Heppy ! ” she said. °* Remember that she is a stranger to our
ways of thinking and doing, and has probably never had the
advantages of up bringing that you and 1 have. I have no
doubt, however, that my nephew, Colcnel Wick, has done his
bea{.l for her. A4s you are probably aware, he is worth
million.”

Mrs. Torquilin missed the sarcasm.

*Not L" she returned, coolly. *‘But I'm sure I'm very
glad to hear it, for Miss Wick’s sake. Asto my temper, I've
noticed that those know most about it who best deserve it
Idon’t think you need worry yourself about your young con-
nection, Mrs. Cummers Portheris.”

“No,” said I, meekly ; *'I should-hate to be a weight on
your mind.” .

Mrs. Portheris took my hand in gquite an affecting man-

ner.

“Then I leave you, Miss Wick,” she said, * to thislady—
and to Providence.”
m“Betwmn them,” I said, “I ought to have a very good
e.”

Mra. Portheris dropped my hand.

1 feel,” she said, ‘‘ that 1 have done my part toward you,
but remember, if ever you want a home. Miss Purkiss will
take you in. When in doubt—"'

*Piay trumps!” said -Mra. Torquilin, from the window,
where she stood with her back to all of us. I always do.
Is that your trap waiting outstde, Myrs. Cummers Portheris?

“Itis,” said my relation, betrayed into acperity. ‘Ihope
you have no objection toit?”

" **Oh! none — not the least. But the horses seem very res-
ve.”

‘“Come, Miss Purkiss,” said my relation.

“The wine and biscuits, dear love,” said Miss Purkiss,
‘“‘are just arriving.”

But Mrs. Portheris was bowing with stately indefiniteness
to Mrs. Torquilin’s back. . w

‘*“Come, Miss Purkiss!” she commanded again. “You
can get a sandwich at the A. B. C.” )

And Miss Purkiss arose and followed my relation, which
was the saddest thing of all.

As s00n as they were well out of the room, Mrs. Torquilin
turned round.

*‘I suppose you'll woader about the why and wherefore of
all this turn-up,” she said to me, her cheeks flushed and her
eyes sparkling. ‘‘It’s a long story, and I'll tell you another
time. Buat it comes to this in the end: That creature and I
married into the same family. My husband and the late John
Portheris—poor fellow !—were step-brothers; and that old cat
had the impudence — but there’s no use going into it now.
All1 have to say is, she generally meets her match when she
meets me. I'll put up with no hanky-panky work from Mrs.
Cummers Portheris, my dear—and well she knows it!”

“ 1t was certainly nice of you to help me out of the diffi-
cully, Mrs. Terquilin,” I said, *“for I'd rather go anywhere
than to Miss Purkiss’s, but I'm sorry you had to—"

‘“Tell a tarradiddle! Not a bit of it, my dear —I meant it.
Two are better than one any day — I've plenty of room in my
little flat, and if you like to share the expenses, I'll not object.
Atall events, we can but try it, and it will be showing very
good feeling toward the Maffertons. I'm not a great hand for
Jjunketin g, minq you ; but we'll manage to amuse ourselves &
little—a little giddy-goating dces nobody any haim

Then I kissed Mrs. Torquilin, and she kissed me, and ¥
told her how extremely obliged I was to her, and acked her if
shé had really considered it : and Mrs. Torquilin said, wasn't it
enough that I should be left to *‘that woman” — meaning M.
relation—and that I should come next day to see how we cou
best arrange matters ? »

. ““And while I think of it, child, here is my addres¥, my
friend continued, taking out her cardcase and watching me
verv carefully, with a little emile about ker mouth.

1 looked at it. Ithink my embarrassment gratified ber &
ALLES f.“r‘{he card reed, * Lady Torquilin, 102 Cadogan Man-
-ions, 8 B

I didn't know what tosay. And I had been calling a lads

of hitle " Mrs." all this time! Still, I reflected, she woul
nardiy have been so nice to me if I had offended her v!"‘
g‘-m‘h. and if s}:‘e had been particular about her title ehe coul
ave mentioned it.
It seers,” I said, ** that I have been making a mistake.
Iexyected 1 make mistakes in this country, but I'm sorry
began with you.” u

ilin,” I said, * uhis i8 my relaLion,ln_h;{_:,

Portheris, throwing up herohh.i?:.

rasgsing. The only thing 1

tio our arrangements. Perhaps Miss Pup. -




