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''Nobody knows I can do anything but check the
tradesmen s books and order the dinner."
This was a fact,—nobody knew. Ordinary peo-

ple considered her unattractive; what they saw was
a scraggy woman of medium height with a worn
face visibly beginning to wrinkle under a profusion
of brown hair—a woman who "had been" pretty
when younger, but who now had a rather restrained
an^ nervous manner, and who was seldom inclined
to speak,—yet, who, when spoken to, answered al-
ways gently, in a sweet voice with a wonderfully
musical accentuation. No one thought for a mo-
ment that she might possibly be something of a
scholar,—and certainly no one imagined that above
au things she was a great student of all matters
pertaining to science. Every book she could hear
of on scientific subjects, whether treating of wire-
less telegraphy, light-rays, radium, or other mar-
vellous discoveries of the age, she made it her spe-
cial business to secure and to study patieutly and
comprehendmgly, the result being that her mind
was richly stored with material for thought on far
higher planes than the majority of reading folk ever
attempt to reach. But she never spoke of the thingsm which she was so deeply interested, and as she
was reserved and ahnost awkwardly shy in com-
pany, the occasional callers on her mother scarce-
ly noticed her, except casually and with a careless
civihty which meant nothing. She was seen to
knit and to do Jacobean tapestry rather well and
people spoke to her of these accomplishments as
bemg what they thought she was most likely to un-
deretand,—but they looked askance at her dress,
which was always a little tasteless and unbecom-
ing and opined that "poor dear Mrs. May must
be dreadfully disappointed in her daughter!"

It never occurred to these easy-tongued folk that
Diana was dreadfully disappointed in herself. This


