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be relevent. “I know what is due to 
my religion, and I have hoped that you 
might come to no bad end.”

“I am very happy, thank you, visiting 
Lady Sophie de Gretton at her house in 
Park Lane,” 
invited me the day I went away from 
here; but you wouldn't let me tell you.”

"Wouldn't let you, indeed!” repeated 
Cousin Sarah. ‘‘The ingratitude of some 
people! You can have your box, I’m 
sure, with pleasure; you needn’t be 
afraid that anything’s been touched, 
except your everyday frock, which I 
thought best to give to Matty, with 
some underclothing that came back 
from the wash, and a white cotton 
blouse which has been made over for 
Jimmy.”

"Had I anything besides? 
wasn’t the clothes I wanted, thank you. 
It was mother’s escritoire. I’ll lock up 
the drawers, and then Carter Pater-

man that I wished to stop. Ji 
I got out, and presently were r 
a damp table which imitated : 
with heaped-up plates of van: j,e
and strawberries before us.

‘‘Now, my dear manny, kind; 
choke yourself to death until yo 
told me that ‘importantest thii 
warned my companion.

"It’s about your eskertore,” 
pronounced Jimmy, with his mouth too 
full for utterance. ‘‘Ma told you 
what you used to call a ‘tarrad..]-}!„; 
because it wasn't polite to say Tv-/ 
The eskertore isn’t upstairs in our rvou. 
any more, at all.”

“What’s become of it?” I questioned 
eagerly.

“Well, it’s an awful long story, for 
there’s such a lot of other things mixed 
up in it, you know.”

I wished that I did know ; but I had 
to bide Jimmy’s time in simulated pa­
tience.

and
'* at
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Ml
I reassured her. “She

car rally

But it

Mr. and Mrs. East looked at “Will you begin at the beginning, 
then, dear,” I suggested, ‘‘and tell it 
that way? I’ll try not to interrupt.

Jimmy nodded, and swallowed 
fully.

“The beginning was just after

each
other. Jimmy began to splutter inar- 
ticularly, but was instantly suppressed 

k°x on the ear from his mother.
'It is not convenient for me that you 

should go up to the room where the 
escritoire is to-day,” said my relative.

Her husband’s eyes grew large, and 
his lips pursed themselves into a whis­
tle; but Henry East knew his position 
in the family too well to put 
mercial-traveler airs of independence 
at Happiholme.

I was torn by sudden apprehension. 
Something had happened during this 
period of my neglect to the one poor 
souvenir wrhich I had of my mother.

you have the escritoire got 
ready yourself, then,” I asked, “if I 
tell Carter Patterson to call this after­
noon?”

man-

you
went out of the house that, evenin." 
My goodness! it seems ’most 
ago, but I s’pose it can’t be, eh? Any­
how, ma went tear’ round just like a 
chicken what’s had its head chopped 
off and ain’t quite sure it’s dead, she 
dumped the baby on the bed and 
to the front room to look outer the 
window after you. She didn’t think at 
first you’d truly gone. But bimeby she 
came back, and then she started 
throwin’ your things on the floor. At 
last she opened the drawers of

a year

on com-
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“Will
your

eskertore. ’Twasn’t locked, though the 
key was stickin’ in it, as it always 
She read some letters that -was there in 
a bundle, and slapped me because I 
said she was a sneak.”

“They were only letters from Anne 
Bryden and her mother,” I laughed 
bitterly. “I had no one else to write to 
me, my little champion.”

“Anyhow, she tore ’em up and stamp­
ed on ’em. Then she stood lookin’ at 
the desk in a queer sort of way, with 
her eyes snappin’. ‘I won’t have the 
thing here, takin’ up house room for 
nothin’,’ says she.” 
born mimic.) “ ‘What I’ll do is to sell 
it to Sam Moss, the old furniture deal­
er round the coiner.’ ”

I had nearly cried out in wrath; but 
I remembered my promise not to inter­
rupt.

“She said first I was to run over to 
his shop, and ask him to come "hnd look 
straight off. But then she changed her 
mind, and thought she’d go herself, be­
cause she wanted to see if he had any­
thing she’d like to change it for. She 
put on her hat, and never knew Emmy 
and me and come along, till we was ail 
at the shop. You know how late old 
Moss keeps open nights, but he’d have 
been shut up in ten minutes. Ma told 
him what she wanted, and when she’d 
described the eskertore, Moss said it 
wouldn’t be much to him, he hardly 
ever got asked for that sort of desk; 
but to please a neighbor she might have 
a big standing lamp with a torn red 
shade that was in a corner of the shop; 
that is, if the eskertore was as good as 
she said it was. when he saw it.

Mrs. East was very red in the face 
and breathing hard.

“I can’t bother myself about trifles 
at such short notice," she protested.

Some day, when I’ve nothing more im­
portant to do, I may be able to see to 
it. You don’t want that ugly old es- 
critoire any more than a cat wants too 
tails. It’s just your aggravatingness.

1 do not want it! I must have it!" 
I courageously insisted, "If you can’t 
promise what I ask, I must go up 
now----- " (Jimmy was a

“Whose house is it?” demanded 
Cousin Sarah, planting her 
person before the door. "I tell 
won’t have you going upstairs, 
no right. If you try it. I’ll have you 
turned out by a policeman for tres­
passing yes, I. will, Henry East. Don’t 
you look at me like that! You shall 
have the escritoire when I’m good and 
ready, and not a minute before.”
T l S.a?ed at her helplessly; and indeed 
I felt helpless, for I did not know what 
to do. I had always been afraid of 
Cousin Sarah East, and I

my
expansive

you I
You’ve

of her now; for I found ~thTT Retook 
more than a smart frock and a brough­
am to deliver me from a mental yoke 
of bondage. If I tried to defy her, and 
fight my way upstairs, there 
doubt that I should be 
great slaughter.

She would not hesitate to seize me 
by my gown and rend it off my back 
in defense of her fortress; which would 
be ignominous for me, and avail no- 
thing to the cause. Mr. East, though 
he might be with me in spirit, would 
be passive in body, and I could not 
well call William to 
all. it seemed that I had come in vain, 
and must retire vanquished.

To add to my embarrassment, at this 
moment of indecision Matty brought in 
the dinner, piled with great skill on 
one tray, several sizes too large for her 
workworn hands. At sight of me 
transformed from Cindrelia to the prin­
cess, her nervous attack returned and 
she would have dropped the parapher­
nalia of the feast had not her master 
sprung to save it while her mistress 
shrieked. The scene degenerated to 
farce comedy; with the steam of steak 
and onions in my nostrils, I could not 
continue the argument in justice to my­
self, and I retired with such dignity 
as I had left.

"I will send Carter Paterson this af- 
ternoon,” I said, “and if the escritoire 
is not then ready, I must—er—I 
take steps-----”

I nearly tumbled over the doorsill in 
backing out for my exit, regained 
balance, and found myself in the

was no 
routed with

“Ma was awful pleased about the 
lamp, for she’d always wanted one, and 
the made Sam Moss go home with her 
that minute, while his wife looked after 
the shop. Em and me went up in our 
room when ma took Moss there to see 
the desk, and his eyes kind of lit up. 
though I could tell he didn’t want ma 
to know he was pleased. He’d said be­
fore he couldn’t send for the thing that 
night, but he changed round, and told 
her that he’d have it fetched at once. 
The boy who came with the handcart 
should bring the lamp at the same time.

“When he went I ran after him, and 
told him he’d be a bad man if he took 
that eskertore, ’cause it was yours, and 
not ma’s to sell. But he shrugged up 
his fat shoulders, and grinned with his 
yellow teeth, and said that was ma's 
business, not his or mine, and little boys 
should be seen and not heard. What 
an old stupid not to know that’s for 
girls, not boys! Anyhow, he had the 
desk fetched away, though I made a. 
row, and got sent to bed without my 
supper. I tell you, I cried ’cause it was 
the first time I could remember when 
you hadn't let me say my prayers by 
your knee, and tucked me in after­
wards, and kissed me good night. But 
ma never knew that I so much as sniv­
eled.”

“Dear old loyal Jim!” I exclaimed. 
"Thank1 you for telling me all this; for 
now the only thing I have to do is 
gc to Moss’ and buy back the esenit- 
oire. I'm sure the lady I’m visiting will 
do that for me; and, as the man on’y 
bought it to please your mother, ho 
can't charge so very much.”

(To be Continued.)

my succor. After
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my
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sage with the dining-room door slam­
med in my face, before I quite under­
stood what had happened.

I did not know what the dubious 
pression on the features of William sig­
nified until he had inclosed me in the 
brougham; but then I guessed, for there 
was Jimmy East crouching 
floor.

ex­

on the

“Oh, don’t put me out. Con,” he 
pleaded.“The Johnny wasn't going to 
let me in, but I said I was your best 
friend, and you’d told me to come. You 
see, ’twis my only chance to get at you 
by yourself, and I’ve got the import­
antest thing to tell you.”

“Your mother will be dreadfullÿ an­
gry with you and me too, Jimmy" I 
objected.

BABY SMILES.

One mother happily expresse'] 
opinion of Baby’s Own Tablets v 
she said "there's a smile in c\- 
dose.” In homes where the Tablets- 
used there are no cross, fretful, si ' 
children. The Tablets make chiM 
well and keep them well. Thex- 
indigestion, colic, constipation, diar­
rhoea, teething, troubles and all : 
other minor ailments of child ' ’
They can be given with absolute > 
to the new born child, for the m 
has the guarantee of a govern me: * 
analyst that the Tablets do not conte 
one particle of opiate or poisone 
soothing stuff. Isn’t such a guarani 
worth something to you. mother? T’ 
Tablets are sold by all medicine ti­
ers or may be had from The Dr. W'" 
Hams’ Medicine Co., Brockx'ille, Or 
at 25 cents a box.

“I don’t care. It’s always something— 
might as well be one thing as another. 
Besides, she won’t know I’m with you. 
She’ll just think I hooked it when she 
wasn’t lookin’, for she was mad with 
me tais mornin* for stickin’ up for you 
and I wasn’t to have had my dinner 
anyhow, ’cept a piece of bread. Let me 
go with you a little way; then I’ll jump 
out and run home.”

“I’ll UH you what we’ll do!” I cried.
some- 
for I 

carriage

“We’ll have luncheon together 
where. Just a short Inch," 
shouldn’t like to keep the 
waiting too long.”

Jimmy looked ecstatic, and 
scarcely speak for joy. When we 
to a pastry cook’s of respectable ap­
pearance—a place I, in common with 
the little boy, had once regarded as 
quite a palace of luxury—I rang the 
electric bell, which informed the coach-

could
came

Ireland maintains nearly 400 egg-dirr 
buting stations for the purpose of bett--- 
ing the poultry of the country.
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fasting, choked me and sent the blood 
with such a rush to my head that tears 
were forced into my eyes.

“There’s Lady Dunbar,” I said hur- 
ried!y;

“Oh, you know^her, then?”
"Not to speak to. I—I’ve only seen 

her once before.”
A moment after Captain Weyland 

was introducing me, in such a manner 
that I guessed he must, be an old friend 
and favorite of Lady Dunbar’s, and he 
did riot neglect to mention, by way of 
making conversation, that this was not 
the first time I had seen my hostess.

A flash of fire darted from her dark 
eyes to mine at this announcement so 
quickly that it might have been a ray 
from the diamond tiara on her night- 
black hair.

"Indeed?” she repeated. "I could al­
most be certain that we had not met, 
Miss Brand, xburs is not a face to 
forget, especially as it—recalls the 
past.”

“We didn’t meet,” I responded meek­
ly. “I saw you----- ” »

“Where?” with veiled eagerness.
For an instant I hesitated. If there

with Lady Dunbar only a few minutes 
ago—unearthed her at last!—and told 
her something about you. She is quite 
curious to see you now.”

"There’s Miss Dunbar," said Sir 
George Seaforth, "with Captain Wey­
land.”

A few seconds later a radiant being, a more beautiful development of yester­
day’s vision in pink muslin, was speak­
ing to Lady Sophie in a soft, sweet 
voice.

For the moment a classical profile 
was turned toward me, and my fasci­
nated eyes lingered upon its cameo-like 
outlines.

She was even lovelier than I thought 
her yesterday as she had leaned back 
by her mother's side in the victoria. 
And yet perhaps "lovely” was hardly 
the word to describe this Honorable Di­
ana, who looked as if the earth were an 
iced cake for her careless fingers to 
pick to pieces and find all the best 
plums.

She was tall as her fair, fabled name­
sake, and her perfect features were of 
the aquiline type, her1 conspicuously 
short upper lip thin and red as wet 
coral. The eyes, which were absolutely 
of almond shape, and very large, were 
as black as eyes ever are, and had 
heavy white lids, darkly fringed above 
and below. The hair elaborately dress­
ed, and wound with a string of pearls 
over the low forehead, was of an almost 
unnaturally bright chestnut, appearing 
all the more vivid because of the dead 
white of the beautiful face, smooth and 
colorless as the petals of a pond lily.

Miss Dunbar said something com­
monplace and agreeable to Lady Sophie 
and then turned to me. Lady Sophie 
had mentioned that she had a guest. 
It was so nice of me to have corns. 
Miss Dunbar hoped that I had been 
dancing a great deal. Her mother had 
said that she wished to meet me. I 
was rather like some one she had once 
known—an old friend, now dead.

1 Would I mind being introduced, if there 
happened to be some dances I didn’t 
fancy, so that I wouldn’t feel that I 
was wasting time?

My heart gave *a little thump. It 
seemed to me that a first conversation 
with Lady Dunbar could hardly fail 
to be interesting.

face, and preparing to meet it? Of 
course, I am more than happy with 
you, and I have never got over the feel­
ing of being in fairyland, as if I’d lift­
ed a stone under a hollow tree and gone 
down a thousand steps, like the chil­
dren in the German story books. But 
they always had to go back to the real 
world after a while, and so must I. 
Hadn’t I better see some agent for 
governesses, and ask----- ”

"I don’t think it will be necessary," 
replied Lady Sophie dryly. “I took a 
great fancy to you when I first saw you, 
as I explained; and during these weeks 
that you have been with me I have 
grown very fond of you — even more 
fond than I supposed possible, with 
such a selfish woman as I confess to 
being. Still, I can’t keep you forever, 
as you remind me, and it is only right 
that you should took to the future. But 
has it occurred to. you, my child, that 
you will have many opportunities of 
remaining forever in the world to which 
I’ve introducêd «you?"

Vain as I had become, I had not yet 
outgrown the habit of blushing.

“You mean—oh, of course, I know 
what you mean, though it seems horrid 
to talk of it."

“You have had several proposals al­
ready, dear,” Lady Sophie continued, 
with no hesitating timidity on her part; 
“not quite what I should have cared 
for you to accept, perhaps; but they are 
only an earnest <ff 
come. If I cared to mention names—"

“Oh, don’t—don’t, please!” I broke in, 
with a face that felt scarlet.

“Well, I won’t!” said Lady Sophie. 
“But there’s one thing I’d better say, 
once for all, and have it done with. If 
you have half the good sense I’ve tried 
to inculcate in you, you’ll choose a rich 
man. It’s just as easy to fall in love 
with a man who has money as with one 
who hasn’t. People have got the im­
pression that you are an heirest

“How dreadful!” I exclaimed. "I 
don’t see why, except for the pretty 
dresses you hav<

“I have played our cards as judici­
ously as I knew how, my child. You 
are the daughter of a dear, dear school 
friend of mine, and have lived all your 
life buried in the country with guar­
dians who were very strict in thejr 
ideas. There’s more or less truth in

it appeared, and every hour had its 
separate engagement, 
good deal of hard work as well as 
pleasure; but on the whole it seemed sfti 
easier thing in a single day from a 
Peckham nursery governess into a but­
terfly of society than I could have sup­
posed possible; though perhaps, as my 
patroness declared, that came of being 
a gentlewoman to begin with.

Lady Sophie’s place at the breakfast 
table was heaped with Invitations each 
morning—invitations in which I shared 
—and we accepted all that we could un­
dertake without actually inducing im- 
meidate nervous prostration, 
have had to talk, an an average, with 
a hundred different people every day, 
and I wondered at myself as I saw 
how easily I picked up the jargon of 
society.

I chatted about the book of the hour 
(which I had glanced at as Adele brush­
ed my hair) ; I exhaustively criticized 
the De Reszkes and Madame Melba 
(whom I had heard twice, when Sir 
George Seaforth gave us his bex at Co­
vent Garden); I babbled of actors and 
actresses whom I had never seen, and 
did not hesitate to discuss the rival 
merits of horses foi; the not far distant 
Ascot.

I evenventured, by the end of a week, 
to risk*dropping my g’s, that one com­
bined touch 'of nature and affectation 
where the two’extremes of society meet.

In all this there was no time to 
think of Happiholme Villa, which seem­
ed now to have belonged to a past in­
carnation.

In the morning we slept or shopped, 
and Lady Sophie’s generosity to me was 
boundless. I dared not express a wish 
lest it should be instantly granted, and 
it appeared to me that her idea of pov­
erty must be an elastic one. In the af­
ternoons we went to “at homes” in the 
Botanical Gardens, or tooled out to 
Ranelagh on Sir George Seaforth’s 
coach, or amused ourselves in some oth- 

*er way, with a large contingent of 
young men usually following in our 
wake. There seemed to be a great 
many young men in this new world of 
mine, and few of them had anything to 
do save amuse themselves and us; or 
if they had anything else they carefully 
refrained from doing it. But other men 
might come, other men might go; there 
was always Sir George Seaforth. Lady 
Sophie de Gretton said that he was a 
very, very old friend of hers.

In the evenings there was always 
somebody’s dinner, or Lady Sophie gave 
a small one of her own, perhaps at 
Willis’ Rooms or the Savoy, as her din­
ing room was strictly limited. After­
wards there was the opera or theatre, 
or two or three dances and a concert; 
so it came about that while this kaleid­
oscopic existence was still a novelty, I 
thought no more of my mother’s prop­
erty, which should have been reclaim­
ed from Peckham; and I drank deep 
of the sweet draught of flattery which 
was held to my lips.

I loved the flowers which were sent 
to me because they were “tribute,” as 
well as because of their beauty. I was 
inwardly pleased with the paragraphs 
in the society papers, that described me 
as a “radiant pew star that had just 
risen over the horison.” I experienced 
a sense of intoxication when editors of 
v/omen’s magazines wrote Lady Sophie 
asking permission to reproduce my pho­
tograph, and fashionable photograph­
ers begged an opportunity of “taking” 
mo for nothing.

It was especially delightful to have a 
new rose named after me; and there 
was .v wicked joy in watching the facq 
of Miss Dunbar, who happened to be 
present when the news of this com­
pliment was broken to me by the en­
thusiastic horticulturist, an eligible, if 
elderly baronet. Altogether, if I had 
time for self-examination, I should 
have seen that the sudden change in 
my circumstances had flown to my 
head, that I was growing vain and tak­
ing everything for granted, and that, 
when the time should come, as maybe 
it soon would, for me to be driven out 
from this land of enchantment, I should 
be in a sad condition to catch up the 
thread of my old existence where I had 
let it drop.

But weeks passed by, and Ascot came 
and went ; yet there had been no word,' 
no hint, from Lady Sophie that it was 
time my wonderful visit drew to a 
close. One night, when I l^ad been too 
tired to sleep, the glamor passed away 
from before my eyes like a cloud, as 
they stared wakefully into the dark­
ness. I saw myself and my surround­
ings more as they really were in rela­
tion to each other than I had yet done, 
shivering as if a cold wind had nipped 
me.

importance of my errand there In 
thinking of the impression I should 
make, and I ran eagerly upstairs to 
get ready the instant that Lady Sophie 
had risen from the table.

We had breakfast in dainty muslin 
dressing gowns, as no eyes but those 
of the servants would behold us, and a 
particularly late night entitled us to 
self-indulgence; but I was childishly 
fastidious in the matter of making my 
toilet for Peckham.

Finally I selected a smart little tailor 
frock of blue cloth, with a toque to 
match, such as no eye in Cousin Sarah 
East's street had ever looked upon. I 
should have liked an elaborate foulard, 
but the rain raised limitations, and 
since my transplantation I had begun 
to study appropriateness as never be­
fore.

There was a

I must

When I was ready I glanced at my 
mirrored reflection, and smiled to think 
how different was this girl from the 
one who had been driven forth from 
Happiholme Villa a month ago.

Lady Sophie had insisted from the 
first on my accepting an allowance of 
pin money, despite the constant flow of 
presents which never ran dry; there­
fore I was never quite penniless; and 
now, when I had dropped her in Bond 
street, I consulted the contents of my 
blue monogrammed purse.

I was the proud possessor of one 
pound and several odd shillings, part 
of which sum I determined to spend 
upon gifts for the three juvenile Easts. 
I shopped the brougham at a toy shop, 
again at a confectioner’s, and finally 
went on my way with the articles 
which I remembered hearing the child­
ren say they would prefer to all others 
reposing on the seat beside me. I felt 
rich, happy, fortunate; I could afford 
to forgive and forget, and my heart 
was soft even toward her who had 
persecuted me of old.

How strange it was to see again the 
dull gray streets, once so familiar! 
Though five weeks ago they had walled 
in my existence, Mayfair and Belgravia 
appeared now far more homelike.

I glanced at the little enameled 
watch which had been a present from 
Lady Sophie, and discovered that the 
Easts would be about assembling for 
their midday meal by the time I could 
reach the house. But I was not 
for this, as they were the 
to be at home. My calculations told 
me also that Mr. East was likely to 
have returned from, his travels, and be 
at rest for a few days in the bosom of 
his family. I was safe now from his 
furtive impertinences, therefore I 
pleased that my auidence should be in­
creased by one.

were no other mystery in the events of 
the past two days, she was a mystery, 
or at least her apparent interest in me 
was no less, and if I wished to fathom 
it (as I naturally did) I must be wise 
as a serpent, harmless as a dove. I 
must begin well, for never afterwards, 
if I made a false craft now, could I 
recover lost ground.

“It was in the park, yesterday after­
noon. You and Miss Dunbar were 
driving together, I thinki” was my cir­
cumspect answer.

“Ah, was that all? How nice of you 
to remember our faces through twenty- 
four hours! But, then, this is surely 
your first season. I should like to have 
a little talk with you, if you really don’t 
mind missing this one dance.”

“I can’t dance it,” I bluntly replied.
"Run away then, Jerry”—to Captain 

Weyland—“like a good boy. I 
Miss Brand to myself.”

"It’s coming. What wHI it be like?” 
I said to myself.

“I hope you won't be torn quite to 
pieces here in this whirlpool. Tell me 
—you only saw me in the park yester­
day?”

1 could not be guilty of a deliberate

what are sure to

want

lie.
CHAPTER XIII. —fancied I saw you afterwards, but 

wasn't sure.”
“Where was that?”
“Oh, in Hamilton Place at first.”
“And after----- ”
“I was going down to Peckham, and 

—I ' thought—I couldn’t be 
course.”

Lady Dunbar smiled upon me; but 
though her smile was brilliant it was 
singularly cold—cold as moonlight on 
mountain snow.

“It must have been I,” she pleasantly 
admitted. “My daughter and I work as 
hard as the rest of our friends at 
ing ourselves, but we try to do a little 
something for others, too; and we 
casionally take a few trifles to 
woman in Peckham. We went to see 
her yesterday. So you were going in 
that direction, too? 
coincidence.”

sorry 
more sureall that; quite enough truth for society, 

on the principle that it’s wrong to cast 
pearls before—well, you know the rest. 
I have been reserved, yet not secretive, 
in my way of speaking of you, and 
naturally people haven’t gone so far as 
to ask direct questions, except Valencia 
Dunbar, who has certainly taken the 
most morbid interest. Why, I can’t 
guess, unless through jealousy for 
Diana; and the slight mystery that sur­
rounds your antecedents has only 
heightened the attraction. I’m afraid 
that I don’t often take up penniless 
gnls and put myself to much trouble 
on their account, so that you can un­
derstand why gossip has accredited you 
with a fortune of your own. You are 
very beautiful; uncommonly fresh and 
original and bewitching; still, vou 
mustn’t let vanity blind you to the fact 
that ineligible» Snay seek the heiress; 
eligibles are the only ones you can 
safely count on as disinterested. By 
the way that hal£ the women in London 
hate you already (with Diana Dunbar 
at the head of the list), I should fancy 
that in a few weeks more you might 
almost have your pick among the men 
they all want.”

I thought of the one man I wantejd, 
and dared not hope wanted me, lest I 
should expect too much of lavish des­
tiny; and for fear that Lady Sophie 
should

Lady Dunbar and a Catechism.
The next dance was the “Washington 

Post,” imported from the States long 
since the days when I had learned 
dancing from a skilled and loving 
teacher. I therefore did not know it, 
nnd did not wish to take a lesson in 
public, though Sir George Seaforth of­
fered to give it, and argued the point 
for some time.

I would go instead to Lady Dunbar, 
I said, and Lady Sophie de Gretton’s 
eyes sparkled with controlled curiosity 
in anticipation of the scene at which 
she would not be present.

“Let me take you to Lady Dunbar,” 
exclaimed Sir George.

Miss Dunbar shrugged her white, 
lavishly displayed shoulders with th^ 
pettish air of a spoiled beauty.

"How horrid of you to have forgotten 
that you made me promise last week 
to dance the ‘Washington Post’ with 
you! It isn’t at all the proper thing 
fox yte to remind you of it, but you 
know I’m not a particularly well-regu­
lated young person, and I hate sitting 
out. Miss Brand doesn’t want to dance, 
arid Captain Weyland loathes the 
'Post.’ Providence evidently intended 
that he should guide her to my 
mother.”

“Of course I didn’t forget; I only 
forgot that this was the ‘Washington 
Post,’ ” asseverated Sir George Sea­
forth. “Awfully good of you to keep it. 
Don’t forget that the next is ours, Miss 
Brand.”

He looked at me no more, as Captain 
Weyland said agreeable things, and 
prepared to be my pilot between the 
Scylla and Charybdis of the crowd. 
But for all that, though Miss Dunbar 
had his eyes and his most courteous 
attention—and she was beautiful 
enough to hold both; probably far. far 
handsomer than I—I had curiously 
peaceful, blissful feeling that I kept 
Sir George Seaforth’s thoughts, and 
carried them away with me across the 
room.

“Pretty girl, Miss Dunbar, isn’t she?” 
remarked Captain Weyland. "She’s in 
splendid form to-night."

"She’s handsomer than anyone I ever 
saw,” I answered.

"So a lot of people think. She’s been 
no end run after since she came out a 
year ago. She was quite the beauty 
of last season, and has held first place 
this season, too, without any trouble; 
it’s been a walkover for her till now— 
everybody ravin’ about her, most of 
the best fellows danglin’ on her line, 
and that sort of thing, you know. 
Wonder if she won’t shy at a rival?”

“Has she one! That’s pretty good, 
isn’t it? I should rather think she had 
—after to-night. It’s been a regular 
sensation.”

“Dear me! Is the girl here, then? 
I’d like to see her. It seems almost 
impossible that anyone could be hand­
somer than Miss Dunbar.”

"So she thought, I fancy. Look here, 
Miss Brand, you come from Devonshire, 
don’t you?”

"I don’t—er—I mean no. Why do you 
ask?”

certain, of
was

The brougham turned into the ugly 
street, which the coachman had found 
only through haughty inquiries, 
drew

and
envnup before the house. D 

sprang the groom, opened the gate, 
ascended the steps—"ran up” would be 
inadequate to express William at his 
best—and made use of the knocker with 
dignified insistence. Since he 
come to such a place, let it be 
quickly.

Matty, the maid-of-all-work, 
ed the

oc-
a poor

must
overRather an odd

answer-
summons, capless, smudged, 

with samples of the week’s 
her apron. At sight of

“Not as odd as it seemed,” I remark­
ed to myself, considering I had lived 
there for five years. But aloud I said 
nothing. I merely smiled a noncommit­
tal smile.

“So out of the way, isn’t it?” 
mured Lady Dunbar.

menu on
. . groom and
brougham she gasped, strove in vain 
for one crucial moment to collect her 
scattered senses, collapsed utterly, and 
fell back upon Mr. East, who had shuf­
fled (in dressing gown and slippers) to 
the rescue.

Oh, yes, Mrs. East was at home; and 
the door of the brougham was thrown 
open for me by the liveried one with a 
flourish. One might

mur- 
“Though one 

doesn’t grumble when it’s for charily, 
of course. Do you often go to Peck- 
ham?”

"Rather often. But I don’t expect to 
do so as frequently m future,” I made 
demure leply.

"Ah. you will be with dear Lady So­
phie lor some time. I am glad of that. 
Diana would like to know 
must get Lady Sophie to spare you to 
us sometimes.

almost have 
thought that he appreciated the humor 
of the situation, and meant to play his 
part in it for all that it was worth.

"How do you do, Mr. East?” I in­
quired on the threshold, extending a 
perfectly gloved hand.

I was conscious that a faint aroma 
of violets, an indescribable atmosphere 
of daintiness, breathed from me, coun­
teracting the fra^tk declaration of fried 
steak and onions in the passage. I 
rustled silkenly as I moved; I was a 
being from a different world; yet 
looked round, the house seemed haunt­
ed by ghosts of myself—shabby ghosts, 
with falling hair, carrying the squalling 
baby; cooking ghosts, taking Matty’s 
place on her day out; crying ghosts, 
nagged into tears by Mrs. East’s ill 
temper.

The image of her which

sfjeak his name, and break the 
sweet spell of silence with a jarring 
note like a snapped string on a violin, 
I hurried to change the subject. 
Whether or nô fate were in it, I know 
not, but the words which sprang to my 
mind and got themselves uttered con­
cerned the escritoire and the neglected 
visit to Peckham.

you. You

You known, you look 
remarkably like a friend of my youth­
ful days—a very beautiful 
may tell you. Her name was Margaret 
Sylvester. I wonder if, by any possibil­
ity, you are related to her?”

I shook my head.
”No, Lady Dunbar, I never heard the 

name before.”
“I am disappointed,”

woman, I

"I needn’t make any trouble, you 
know, for I’d go alone, of course, in an 
omnibus,” I meekly suggested. “Tb*>n, 
if you wouldn’t mind my having the 
escritoire here—or I could store it some­
where, perhaps.”

Lady Sophie had listened attentiv3ly 
to my account, given for the first time, 
of what I had overheard behind the 
curtain at Lady Dunbar's, and though 
she agreed with me in thinking that 
the words regarding an escritoire had 
only seemed to concern me by a mere 
coincidence, she saw no reason why I 
should not retrieve my one valued pos­
session from the stronghold of the 
Easts.

‘ You can have it in your room,” she 
said.

"And you shan’t go in an omnibus. I 
thought when I first proposed your 
coming here, that it would be well not 
to call for you in my own carriage, as 
we did not want the whole neighbor­
hood roused to curiosity, and trying to 
find out where you were going. But it 
is rather different now. You have es­
tablished your position, and at worst, 
if by any possibility Peckham gossip 
could penetrate td Mayfair, it would 
hardly be believed. My little hints as 
to your past are too thoroughly 
grounded; and it seems to me that, 
after your cousin’s treatment of you, it 
would be amusing to descend upon and 
overwhelm her with all the grandeur 
we can muster. I am rather fond of 
amateur theatricals, when no bothering 
rehearsals are required.”

"You did overwhelm Mrs. LeatherLy- 
Smith,” I said, laughing.

"Yes, the vulgar creature. I did it 
with set purpose. If she’d been nice to 
you, we would not only have martyr­
ized ourselves by accepting her stupid 
invitation for dinner, which came a 
fortnight ago, but she should have g-sk- 
efi her—on an off day, when no one 
else was coming. She never would have 
finished talking of it as long as she 
lived. But she bit off her own head. 
I’m sure her mouth looked literally big 
enough to do it. As for your friend, 
Miss Bryden, she really shall come to 
you some time when we're not too busy. 
It ought to make her worth ten pounds 
a year more salary to the Smith wom­
an. However, to return to Peckham: 
you shall go this morning, as it’s too 
dark and rainy for your new photo­
graphs to come out well, if you kept 
your appointment; the artificial light’s 
so horrid. But perhaps you wouldn’t 
mind driving down alone in the 
brougham, leaving me first at Madame 
Escourt’s. I should feel twice the wom­
an I do now after an hour of her elec­
tric massage.”

All the naughty vanity which had 
been growing up in me during the past 
few magical weeks took fire at the 
thought of appearing at Happiholme 
a la princesse. I well-nigh forgot the

as Ishe declared. 
But, in odd contradiction to the state­
ment, her face cleared.

"If she had been even a distant rela­
tive of yours, you could, of course, not 
have failed to hear of her.”

I was tempted to say that I might 
easily have failed, since I knew abso­
lutely nothing of my relatives 
Cousin East, of whom I knew too much. 
But I remembered my metier, which 
wa.3 to learn all I could and betray no­
thing. It therefore only remarked that 
if I had heard so pretty a name as Mar­
garet Sylvester, I should not have for­
gotten it.

_ my mind
called up only preceded the reality for 
she appeared at the top of the base­
ment stairs, puzzled, perspiring, ready 
to be wrathful. But the sharp 
were strangled at birth.

‘•How do you do?” I repeated to her. 
“Oh, don’t shut the odor, if you please. 
William is just bringing up a few little 
presents I have for the children.”

As I spoke, William reappeared, and 
with condescension delivered 
cels into Mr. East’s 
The front door closed; 
toward the dining room, the lady of 
the house being understood to 
something indistinct, which 
like “Well, I never!”

Within were the children, the baby 
tied into a high chair at the table, 
though the midday dinner had not yet 
ceased to frizzle on te kitchen range. 
I bestowed a soldier cap, sword, epau­
lets and belt upon Jimmy, who forth­
with went into spasms of delight; a 
French doll was dealt out to the 
conservative Emmy, who watched her 
mother for a clew to behavior; a wool­
ly sheep that said “Baa” was pressed 
upon the baby; and a box of sweets 
was laid on the shrine of all three.

“I haven’t come to stop long,” X an­
nounced, struggling against the old 
spell of servitude and habit that would 
fain have postrated 
“Don’t let me keep you 
luncheon ’ with a faint emphasis—“I 
only want to make arrangements for 
relieving you of some of the luggage I 
left here, which, of course, you would 
like to be rid of.”

"Well, you do look a toff!” Mr. East 
ejaculated admiringly, 
you gone on the stage?” 
nounced it “styge.”)

Cousin Sarah gave vent to a sound 
which it would be vulgar, but appro­
priate, to describe as a snort.

“Don’t ask questions, Henry, 
young l^dy may consider you indiscreet 
having kept her best friends and only 
relatives in ignorance for so long as to 
what had become of her.”

save

words
Next morning, at a late breakfast, 

when the footman had left us alone 
over our tea and toast and strawber­
ries. I spoke to Lady Sophie. She had 
been sorting out a new batch of invita­
tions, some of which would be accept­
ed, others which were undesirable or 
could not by any means be fitted in, 
and some which were for very far 
ahead.

"I am surprised that Sophie de Gret- 
to me before,” 
with a weary 

note of irritation in her voice which she 
tried in vain to subdue, 
your people and hers are old friends.”

"I look like some one she used to 
know,” I returned. "Perhaps she too 
takes an interest in 
Margaret Sylvester.”

I had meant to be so prudent, but if 
I had deliberately worked up to this 
point, when I might disconcert the 
enemy by throwing a bombshell into 
his lines, I could not have 
more thoroughly.

Lady Dunbar was not a character in 
Adelphi melodrama, therefore she did 
nor pant or start violently, or, indeed, 
exhibit any other notable sign of dis- i 
composure. But she drew in her lips, 
and there was a flicker of the sharply 
cut nostrils, expanding and contract­
ing like those of a vicious horse.

“Has she said anything to make 
think that, Miss Brand?”

“No. It was merely my imagination.”
“You have a vivid one. It must be a 

pleasure 'to you. But surely

ton never spoke of you 
Lady Dunbar continued,

my par- 
nervous hands.“I suppose we walked

murmur
sounded“Maybe I won’t be with you, then,” I 

said, uneasily.
“Not with me!

me on account of
Why, you surely 

haven't been making independent plans 
for Goodwood?”

“No, of course not. But I can’t keep 
on visiting you forever.”

Lady Sophie bit her lip, and looked 
vexed or uncomfortable, I was not sure 
which.

“We did not put any limit on the visit 
when we first arranged that you should 
come, so far as I can remember, dear,” 
she replied, interesting herself in the 
union of a strawberry and' some Dev­
onshire cream.

“You did ask me if I would be willing 
to throw everything for the sake of a 
fortnight. It was early in June then, 
and now it's the first of July.”

“Oh, but that was a joke. I thought 
you quite understood. You will stop 
with me till the erid of the season, of 
course. There’s Henlc-y in a day or two, 
ar.d, as I was telling you, Sir George 
Ms asked us for his house party at 
Goodwood. Then comes Cowes—you’re 
so fond of the water, you’ll enjoy 
Cowes. And that reminds me, we must 
see about your frocks at once. After 
that—well, who knows what may hap­
pen ?”

“That’s just what worries me,” I 
“Who does know? I am accept­

ing so much from you, dear Lady So­
phie. If I had been a princess, instead 
of a poor little waif, you couldn't have 
done more. I dare not think what 
must have spent on my clothes, and— 
and lots of other things.”

Her face contracted with an odd little 
spasm of the nerves, as it often did 
if I alluded to her many kindnesses.

“Doesn’t it seem to you that I ought 
now to begin looking the future in the

succeeded

“Well, there are some Brands there, 
and—er—the girls are so awf’lly re- 
freshin’ly innocent in Devonshire. 
Would you really like to see Miss Dun­
bar’s rival attraction? I’ll show her to 
you at the end of this room before we 
get to Lady Dunbar.”

I thanked him. Now that I was sure 
my frock and hair were above re­
proach, it was rather fun to have peo­
ple look at me as they did. I began 
to think that I must really present 
quite a respectable appearance in a 
pretty frock.

"There she is!" said Captain Wey­
land, stopping suddenly and bringing 
me to a standstill too.

My eyes travelled inquiringly, but 
without result except for my own re­
flection in a huge mirror that ran from 
floor to ceiling. I gave a little gasp, 
and—comprehended.

“How unkind of you to make fun of 
me!” I ejaculated.

“Make fun? ’Pon my honor, I 
in dead earnest; thought I was puttin’ 
it rather nicely, too. My word, Miss 
Brand, you’re going to make havoc 
among us for what’s left of the season! 
As you are strong, be merciful, I beg. 
And look in the society columns of all 
the newspapers to-morrow if you don’t 
believe what I say.”

Compliments are popularly supposed 
to be pleasant fare for a woman, but 
these, coming after nimateen

more

you
me even now. 

from your
your peo-

T am all my own people—at present.”
What induced me to add those last 

two words I do not know, but for 
reason they pricked Lady Dunbar as 
if 1 had stabbed at her with the tiny 
point of a penknife.

Pi

some
“I say, have 

(He pro-

CHAPTER XIV.
A Surprise for Cousin Sarah.

In a day or two I will go to Peck­
ham and take away mother’s escitoire 
from Cousin Sarah East’s house, I 
promised myself among my pillows at 
three o’clock in the morning after Lady 
Dunbar’s ball. But, needless to

The
said.was

say,
the intention went to lay another pav­
ing stone in a place no well-brought up 
young woman ever mentions,. except in 
church.

you "I didn’t think, from what you said 
when you sent me away, that 
would be very anxious,” I Returned, 
quaking as of yore under the glare of 
the boiled gooseberries.

“I hope that I attend chapel regularly 
every Sunday,” retorted Mrs. East; and 
no doubt the remark was intended to

you

Life was a kaleidoscope, with each 
flowery turn of the rainbow wheel 

vea-rs’ brilliant than the lajst. J was
more 

a success.
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BUSINESS DIRECT!

HtlLPER & GENERAL CONTI

CONTRACTORS and build 
Lang, Contractor and Builder 
and repairing. 27 Avalon roa 

Phone A912.Bay.
THOMAS CATTERALL—16 Bro 

Building in all its branches; wi 
and general jobbing. Tel. 820.

CHAS. A. M‘GREGOR. 1422 
street. Jobbing trade a 
Twenty years’ experience, 
promptly filled. Phone BJ437.

Ph<Fhone B1127.
DINSDALE & MALCOL1

Builders and Contractors
BRICK AND STONE BUILi 

A SPECIALTY.
MA!DINSJALE, 

3020 Quadra St. 52 Hill!

BOOT AND SHOE REPAi
re you bou 
here to be 
Ave., oppoi

NO MATTER 
shoes, bring them 
Hibbs, 3 Oriental 

Theatre.

BULBS.
NOW IS THE TIME to 

Home grown bulbs a 
obtain 
Sou

to pi a
grown bulbs are the best, 

ain them at Flewin’s Ga
ith Park

CHIMNEY SWEEPING]
CHIMNEYS CLEANED—Defecj 

fixed, etc. Wm. Neal, 32 Quad]
Phone 1019._______ J

DENTISTS.
DR. LEWIS HALL. Dental I 

Jewell Block, cor. Yates and 
streets, Victoria, B. C. Te 
Office. 557; Residence. 122.

_______ DYEING AND CLEAN IM
PAUL’S DYEING AND CLJ 

WORKS, 120 Fort street. Tel. i
B. C. STEAM DYEWORKS 

dyeing and cleaning establish 
the province. Country orders 
Phone 200. Hearns & Renfrew

EDUCATIONAL.

SHORTHAND SCHOOL. JB 
street. Shorthand, typewrit! 
keeping thoroughly 
filling good positi 
mlllan, principal.

taughc

ENGRAVERS.

ENGRAVER. Stem 
and Seal Engraver. Geo. Crc 
Wharf street, o$ p. Post Office.

GENERAL

BOARDS OF TRADE. Tourist1 
lions, etc., should consult us «1 
paring guide books, advertis,! 
lure, and all kinds of illustra 

S. We group photos artisM- 
2 jarantee best results. B. ( 
Engraving Co.. 26 Broad street

FLOWERS.

BEDDING PLANTS FOR S. 
ar-iums, salvia, lobelia, hangj 
kets; dahlias. Up-to-Date Fish 
opposite City Hall. Douglas stj

FURRIER.

FRED. FOSTER. Taxidermist 
rler. 42^ Johrison street.

LANDSCAPE GARDENE
DERP fSHIRE & PERRY, 

street, Victoria, B. C. Work 1 
contract as desired. Estin t 
plans free. Jobbing promptly
to.

i LEGAL.

MURPHY & FISHER. Barriste 
tors, etc., Ottawa. Parliamen 
partmental and Patent Office 
Practice before Railway Coi
Charles Murphy. Harold Fish

SMITH & JOHNSTON, Barristej 
tors, etc. Parliamentary and 
mental Agents, Agents before ] 
way and other Commissions ad 
Supreme and Exchequer Couf 
wa. Alexander Smith, W. Jol

MACHINISTS.

L. HAFER, General Machinist 
Government street. Tel. 930.

MEDIUM.

R. H. KNEESHAW. Medium an 
175 Chatham street. Sittinj 
Test circle. Thursday night.

MERCHANT TAILOl

-GENTLEMEN—If you wish tj 
swell and a perfect fitting 4 
made and trimmed, don t misa 
dress. Go to the reliable t| 
cutter, J. Sorensen, 92 Govern 
up-stairs, over Western Uni 
graph Office. New assortmexj 
goteds Just in.

MONEY TO LOAN.

MONEY TO LOAN on house 
easy terms; no delay. Apply 
Permanent Loan & Savings 

Government

MONEY TO LOAN on all kin 
proved security. Unredeeme 
for sale, cheap, at 43 Johnson

street.80

MONUMENTS.

MARBLE 
for mo 
and 76

GRANITE AND
PVi™Estimates given 

j E. Phillips, 74 
Tel. B1207. ___

PAPERHANGING.

F. GUEST, Painter, Glazier ai 
hanger. Estimates given.
P. O.. Esquimau.

WALLPAPERS-New designs.! 
paper department well. stock 
Soars. 117 Douglas street, oppj
Hall._________ -

truck and dray,

Store. 54H Yates yfrect _

WATCH REPAIRIN'!

A FETCH, 99 Douglas street, 
of English watch repairing, 
of clocks and watches rep;i're<

SITUATIONS WANTED-!

FARM HAND—Young Scotrhmi 
position, good milker. Bex I| 
Office.

YOUNG MAN, Scotch, wishind 
carpentering trade, would 1 
board and small wage; some ci 
Box 109, Times Office._________J

WANTED—Book work or chcl 
counts, by competent account
106, this office.

EXPERIENCED ACCOUNTAM 
position with^financial or c< 
firm, knowledge of lumber bus 
furnish credentials.
Times Office.
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h-


