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My Lady
Cinderella

By Mrs. C. N. Williamson
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CHAPTER XXI. (Continued). )
an hour or so I shall peep in at
igain,” purred Lady Sophie. “Then
e you will look at me with a smile
your poor little face. Good-bye,
Is it in your heart to give a

an instant I hesitated. But it
only - for an instaht. At the end,
fted my tear-stained face, and we
«d each other on the lips. Mine
ered under the touch of hers, and
tears fell once more. I had loved |
well. I had been so happy only an |
r ago.
jood-bye,” I satd -softly.
“Good-bye is a sad word.
t it be au revoir.”

‘I like good-bye so .much better,” I
insisted. ‘“Good-bye, dear Lady Sophie.
;ood-bye.”

In another moment the door had“
ently closed after her sweeping satins,

d I was left aione.

My mind was already made up as to

next act, which was to close the
)ast chapter in my brief love story. |

‘hat I had to do must be done quick-
1. for I could not count upon more
than one undisturbed hour. I had told
l.ady Sophie- that I wished to tHink; |

thought must beyond all else be |
voided—until the afterwards.

f I sat still and let myself weep
W the pictures of the past which
would move before me in a panorama

George Seaforth’s face and figure al-
ways in the foreground—such little

ngth and courage as were left to
me would go.

No sooner had the door shut behind

iy Sophie than 1 sprang up.and be-
gan unfastening my dress.

“His money paid for it!” I reminded
myself, with a sick shiver. “I am the
dell which it has amused him to see
tricked out in the latest fashion. His
loll was to be the smartest in the

w of dolls, or he would not be satis-

i. Oh, my God! I thought him so
lionorable, so chivalrous!” r

But I was thinking again, and I must
not think. I tried desperately to fix

attention on the business of the
moment. What would I not have given

the despised and long-discarded
Peckham garments had been in my |
box, under all the finery brought to |
southwood Park. But they lay at the
bottom of a drawer at home—no, I
mustn’t call it home any more!—at |
Lady Sophie de Gretton’s house. ’l‘hes
best T could do was le dress myself |
from head to foot in the
thirgs I had at hand—the things, I bit-
terly reflected, avhich had cost Sir
George Seaforth the smallest amount
of money.

Seme day, perhaps, I could repay
him, My heart beat with a fierce
agony of joy as I saw myself in the
future writing a check for money I
had earned. It would have to be a
large check. I should send from some |
far-off place, the farther away the bet-
ter; and I should add a line, saying,
“This is, as nearly as I can calculate,
the. sum to which I am indebted to
vou for board, clothing, and incidental
expenses during the season I spent In
Park Lane.” That would be enough.

If he had any hear§ any manlipess
left, this would cut him to the fuyick.
But till then the fact that I must leave
his house dressed in the garments paid
for by him would remain a part of my
humiliation.

[ roused myself with a start. Once
more I had indulged in the forbidden
luxury of thought. In a few minutes
I was clad in travelling dress, the neat
little frock which I had hopefully put
on that afternoon for the short jour-
ney.

Then with a shock I realized the dif-
ficulty regarding money. In my hurried
vreparations I had not fully looked that
(uestion in the face. My purse (what |

mockery to call it mine!) was still in !
the pocket of the gray mohair gown. I
remembered, with curling, quivering

p. that it held ten pounds. I could g0 |
4 long distance with ten pounds; I had |

Au revoir |

not yet quite forgotten how to be econ-|
fmical. But I could not take that |
money; I could not touch a penny of it,
knowing whence it came, |

I had kissed Ladp Sophie when she |
had given it to me, as I always did,

ith a passionate impulse of gratitude, !
which must manifest itself with each
new kindness. =~ No wonder she' had
blushed and I looked uncomfortable
sometimes, saying that she “wished T
would not thank her.”

There were so many things I under-
stood mow, and, understanding, felt
that the world was a cold and cruel
place—a place for hypocrites, for pit- |
falls under -roses, for grinning skulls |
where once I had seen faces beautiful |

benevolence. I marvelled that T did|
ot feel greater bitterness against Lady |

phie for her part in my tragedy. But
I told myself, sadly, that I could for-
ve her, because I had not to tear her
mage from my heart leaving wounds |
that must' bleed forever. There were
her roots that had gone deeper, and
they—but I turned my mind back to the |
ude question of money.

There was my little store of jewelery |

the morocco case, and the strings of |

~ar's also, which I had flung down »a

dressing table after wearing it to-
ght. But these things had come from

" George, though they had posed as

esents from Lady Sophie. I saw now |

it my suspicions should have been

ised long ago by such gifts from a

Mman who never ceased to bemoan her

erty. I could not make use of the
wels, but thankfully I~ remembered
lain other possessions, comparative-
insignificant, yet enough, perhaps,
tiie present emergency. And after- |
rds night come the deluge, for all |
ared.
I had admired an old fashioned |
ontaining a sapphire and a few
diamonds, which Lady Sophie
metimes wore. Next day she had in- |
ted on transferring it to me, saying |

Was too tight.
| here was also a red enameled watch, |
'rooch of curiously twisted gold, and
'angle with a pearl and ruby butter- |

These trifles had been Lady So-
ned part or lot in them.

. Sir George Seaforth had never |

| something seemed to tell

i [
plainest i a

i biack abyss.
| tion, too.

I would have kept all, if I could, in
tribute to such affection as I could still
cherish for Lady Sophie. But they
formed the only key with which I might
unlock my prison door and go out to
freedom. So, collecting the articles to-
gether, I was ready to write “Finis,”
and close the book ended so abruptly.

Only half an hour had passed since
I had been left alone. It would be some
time yet before I should be raissed. I
could stop and write a letter, if I liked
—a letter tec Lady Sophie, or a few
words to George Seaforth which might

| burn in his recollection for many a day

to come.

For a moment I was tempted, but
me that it
would be better not. Lady - Sophie
that was the next question upon which

i would understand. She might tell her
| principal in the plot what she chose.

How to escape without being seen,

| I must strive to concentrate my aching

brain. I did not know my way about
the house; once outside myx room, at
any moment I must stand the chance
of meeting some one who would wonder
at sceing me, lately clad in rosy tulle
(“the color of love,” Lady Sophie had
called it,) now In travelling clothes.

CHAPTER XXII -
“Then You'll Remember Me.’

There was no advantage to be gained
by hesitation, and after the first agitat-
ed pause on my own threshold I closed
the door and walked with apparent
boldness along the corridor.

Presently came a turn. I let it lead
me, and found a stairway which I had
not seen before. Hurrying down, I saw
a door -that opened into dimness. Foot-
steps were coming, voices speaking to-
gether. I thought I recognized Adele’s.

Quickly I darted into the room op-
posite, noticing only one feature— a
iong window open to the floor. It in-
vited mc, and I stepped out. The worst
Wwas OVer now.

The leisured moon of late July had
not yet risen, but a silver haze on the
low-lying mass of eastern clouds her-
alded a coming event, and stars hung

i thickly in a net of tree branches. I
{ could see flower

beds that made he

night sweet With fragrance of mignon- |

ettec. I could see shrubbery, and tall,
black trees, with arms outstretched

{ against the silvery blue, and I divined

the vasue whitencss of a winding path.

Behind me rose the long, irregular
outline of the houseg, its windows flash-
ing light. The rippling notes of a piano
oated out to me. [ recognized Lady

[ Forth’s ciear soprano voice, and im-

agined a tall man, with a serious, sun-
burned face, turning the leaves of her
musie.

A _ sharp, almost intolerable pang
smote me. It was my favorite song,
“Then You’ll Remember Me,” that old-
fashioned appeal that Sir George Sea-
forth had liked to hear me sing. “When
cther hearts—” I put my fingers in my
cars, and ran from the following words
in the direction which I trusted would
take me to the gates.

Lady Forth’s volce died away. With
it seemed to break the last remaining
thread which bpund me to the past.
Presently I came to a lodge, not the one
which we had seen as we drove in ear-
lier in the day. The large gates were
iocked, but there was a little one for
foot passengers at the side, and it was
only latched. A few seconds more and
I wag out in the road.

I began- now to dwell upon the
thought that “they”—I worded it mno
more definitely than that—would per-

{ haps try Lo trace me, and bring me back

lo the life I was leaving.

It would be ignominous to be found.
Ail the wretchedness would have to
come over again, for I should never
consent to do that which I might be

| asked to do.

Lady Sophie would look at my dsess-
es left behind, and would at once be
able to inform herseif which one I had
worn in going away, for she knew my
wardrobe well. Maybe I should then be

| described, with. the clothes in which I

had disappeared, to the local poilce,
and a reward would be offered for dis-
covering my whereabouts. That re-
ward shouid never be earned if I could

| prevent it:

' ‘}"I‘hey" would begin the search at the
railway station, no doubt, ang my first

| thought must be to thwart them there.
. I would walk all night, T said to my-

self, and perhaps in the tardy morning
I might find some cottager who, bribed
to keep my secret, would give me shel-
ter,

I could tell the east by the pearly
moon glimmer spreading behind the
trees, and I chose the direction which
led away from the station. The road
I toek would not matter so much, I de-
cided, as the avoidance of observation.

When I had walked for more than an
hour I was able to see, by aid of the
moonlight, the black hands on the white
face of my little enameled watch. T
would part with it only after all the

| other things were gone, I told myself.

The watch indicated midnight, but I

| was not afraid.

Once I passed a sheet of water, lying
under dark trees, with a sheen of the

| moon across it.

“What if it ended all here—now?" I
whispered in awe that wasg partly long:
ing, partly pain.

Youth was still hot in my blood, un-

| subdued by shame and sorrow; and the

thought of

death was like a sudden
thrust

forward, a look down over a
Yet there was tempta-
The struggle would be socn
over, and then, when they found me,
if they ever did, they would be sorry.
George -Seaforth would realize to the
full what he had done, and his punish-
ment would be bitter.

But after all, it was a weak and obh-
vious thing to court death ag the end-

1 ing to such a tragic drama as mine.

How much stronger to fight down the
shame, and live to work, that the man
who had played with my heart might
be paid back every penny spent in his

| €Xperiiment!

That was something to look forward
to, to make the thought of the future
endurable, though happiness were past.
I turned my eyes away from the glit-

e

tering sh:et of steel, and passed on.

At last I was very tired. My shoes
were thin, and my feet began to ache
—not that it mattered. The moon was
stiil in the sky, but livid with the early
ddwn; its grey yellow face faded white
as the sun looked on it. In another
mood I might have thought the world
beautiful in its first awakening; but I
had only a vague impression of trees
and meadows—always trees and mead-
ows, and hills in the distance. I wished
I could spy smoke curling from the
chimney of a cottage; but no -human
habitation, was In sight.

By and by, as I walked on, slewly and
more slowly now, something stirred In
the distance. A couple of gypsy vans
were moving up from a slight hollow,
on a wide sea of heathery common that
found its limitations at a white beach
of road. \

I waited; here was a chance for me.
A prudent cottage housewife might be
shocked-at the .sudden apparition of a
well-dressed young woman demanding
food, shelter, a change of clothing, with
promise of secrecy. and offering jewelry
as a reward for all. But to the lawless
mind of a gypsy my request might come
with jrresistible appeal. 3

Besides, gypsies would not remain
statioﬁary, but would be always mov-
ing on, going farther away from the
place which had been my point of de-
parture. . They.would be less likely than
neighboring cottagers to see anything
which. might find its way into the pa-
pers, .or be discovered and catechised
by the police.

An ugly, brown-faced young man and
a handsome girl walked beside the first
caravan. I stopped them, and made up
a plausible-sounding story about hav-
ing run away from my guardian, who
wished to force me into abandoning a
career on the stage.
be seen by anyone. Would they let me
ride inside their caravan?

I had no money, but I would gladly
give them this (holding out the gold
twisted brooch); and if the young wo-
man  was willing to spare me a hat
and dress, I would be delighted to leave
her mine in their place; only she must
promise to keep faith with me, and
mention the circumstances of our meet-
ing to no one.

The girl agreed to both my proposals,
with the enthusiastic concurrence of
her companion. I couid trust the word
of the Romany, she said; and 1 did my
best to believe her.

I was supplied with food inside the
caravan, and, %espite the weight of
misery, I ate, hating myself because
that senseless engine my body, de-
i manded stoking with black bread and
i greasy tea.

‘ I slept, too, though I would have de-
| nied the possibility of sleep had any-
| one suggested it. Noon had passed
| when I woke, greatly wondering for a
| moiiient of bewilderment at my strange
I surrov- lings.

| After all, we had not gone as “~r as
| T had hoped, for gypsy caravans .ravel
| but slowly. We were near a village,
however, and my dark young hostess
consented to buy me & thick veil of blue
or green gauze.

Later in the afternoon the exchange
of clothing was effected. I clad my-
seuf in a bright Scotch plaid, which
had been the Romany girl’s holiday
frock. There was also & sunburnt hat,

dom worn on the blue-black hair, which
rebelled against constraint; and the
veil recently procured effectually com-
pleted the disguise.

I do not think when I stepped out of
the caravan that my best friend (if I
had a friend) or my worst enemy (easy
to designate) would have said, “There
is Consuelo Brand.”

My escort left me within half.a mile
of a railway station. The nearest town
was called Chansey.

I had been informed on inquiry that
Chansey was upon the London and
South-Western line. I was glad of this
fact, so far as it was in me to be glad
of anything, for my brain had not been
idle during my waking hours, and I had
decided to make use of a kindly offer
which had once been made me.

Selfishly, during the full weeks that
had passed to the strains of rich musle,
I had more than half forgotten plain
Miss Smith and her eccentric goodness
to me. But with equal selfishness—the
selfishness that is an integral part of
human nature, alas!'—I remembered,
now that it seemed advantageous to
remember.

Miss Smith had announced that she
had ‘““taken a fancy” to me. She had
said that if ever I needed a friend I was
to write to her. I had for a time pre-
served the card which she had glven
me that day, and though the highly

been ‘lost or was lying in some unre-
garded nook in my room at Park Lane,

was able, after a little effort, 1o recall
it, “Miss Jane Smith, The Pines, Lull,
Dorsetshire.”

The time had coma2 when, as che eld-

ed, my brilliant bubble had burst, and
of all things I needed a friend.

It might be, as I imagined Miss Smith
to be a person of some influence in her
own section of the country, that she
could and would help me along the
steep road toward writing that five or
six hundred pound check—now the flit-
ting light which led me through the
darkness and the marsh.

The Pines, in the Dorsetshire village of
Lull.

My ring, sold by a happy thought to
the gypsies at the last moment, had
brought me five pounds. No doubt they
would obtain almost twice that sum if
they chose to part with it later; but
with my eccentric costume, and lack of
self-confidence, I should have had diffi-
culty in getting rid of the jewel in ex-
change for a railway ticket.

It would have turned tragedy into
bathos if I had been arrested on a
charge of attempting to dispose of
stolen property, and I should have been
at a loss to defend myself.

I bought a third-class ticket, and set
forth on my journey to Lull.
felt certain that I
cover my track with skill.
phie would rever find me now. She
would send to Peckham if she cared to
bring me back, I reflected; and she
would learn rothing there.

Suddenly, with the thought of Cousin
Sarah East, and Jimmy, and the others
at Happiheolm Villa, came a darting
prick of recollection. The escritoire! I
| had left it unsearched, the drawers
| scattered on the floor. What Diana had
! had to tell had banished from my mind
! all remembrance of the errand which
;had originally taken me upstairs.

Anyvone who knew of the secret
drawer and the papers could have en-

had contrived to

I did not want to |

~with a yeilow ribbon’ tied round it; sel--

glazed bit of pasteboard had now either |

the address had been so simple that I |

erly spinster had grimly prognasticat- |

I was going to-day to Miss Smith at |

SoﬁarI:

Lady So- |

tered, the moment T left, and robbed me
of that which might in happier circum-
stances have been of infinite value.
Perhaps Diana had not gone, after all,
but had waited, hidden, to watch me
and see what I did. She had expected
me to run away, therefore she might
well have laid her plans beforehand,
couniting on my departure. \

For the first time since last night my
thoughts turned froin preseént misery to
a subject unconnected with it. I des-
perately resented the idea of Diana
Dunbar profiting by my humiliation.
my absence; and my pulses leaped with
the recollection of my own words: “I
have found the drawer, and taken away
the papers,’” I had:falsely told her,
moved by the Impulse which had goad-
ed me to speak.

She believed me; and there was hope
that henceforth the desk might appear
valueless to her and those into whose
hands she had played. I was glad of
this, not only for the triumph of
thwarting my enermy, but because, if I
could ever find oui whal the desk had
contained, th- e might be a legacy com-

{ with the check.

What would become of the -escritoire,
now that I was gone? I anxiously asked
myself. Would Sir George keep it?
Would he gzive it to Lady Sophie? I
wished that I could guess, and, in my
new excitenient, for one moment I was
able to forget what a blank the world
had become.

‘Whatever happened to the desk, I al-
most dared to hope that it would be
safe from the machinations of the Dun-
bar factioni They believed I had the
papers. Why, then, in future I should
be the object of their pursuit!

This was a startling alternative, for
it suggested the fear that I might have
! been followed. I had not thought until
| now of the danger that I might be
i racked by others than my quondam
| friends.

If Diana had stayed to spy! I recall-
ed a ‘rustling among the shrubbery at
Southwood Park as I had passed. I
had been frightened at the moment,
but had reassured myself later with
the reflection that some small wild
ereature of the night had been lurking
there.

It was morbid to fancy now that it
could have been anything more formid-
aple, I decided. I had =afely eluded
friends and enemies alike.

From Chansey, in Surrey, to Lull, in
Dorsetshire, is a long journey; and
there was a change of trains. I had
started soon after four, and it was
nine when a porter at Ll directed me
to Miss Smith’s place. The Pines was
a house of some importance in his eyes
at least, it seemed, for he spoke of it
and its mistress with respect.

- I sbould have a walk .of nearly two
miler beyond the village, I was In-
formed, and the porter-had a fancy
that Miss Smith was not at home.
Perhaps th~*
however. 1..bably he supposéed me to
be a new servant maid, with a queer
taste in dress, arriving to take a situa-
tion.

My heart sank- - with,an additional
weight. Miss Smith’s problematical ab-
sence cid matter considerably to me.
Late as it*was, I had ddirtbted whether
to dare present myself at The Pines
that night, and now I was sure that I
must wait till morning. ' I thanked the
porter for his information, pressed a
few coppers into his not reluctant
palm, and—failed to satisfy his curl-
osity.

Without_telling him whether or no I
regretted the doubt that shrouded Miss
Smith’s movements, I walked away,
and presently coming to an unpreten-
tious
night.

In the pocket of the gypsy’s frock,
tied up in a handkerchief, there re-
mained several pounds and numerous
shillings, over and above the price of
my journey, from the proceeds of the
ring. I produced from this store as
much as would pay for a room at the
inn, and was somewhat unwillingly re-
ceived as & lodger.

My bed was hard, and the thoughts

that disturbed my rest®were harder, so
that I could do nothing but toss and
mean through the dark, endless hours
of the night. I was up betimes physic-
ally refreshed by breakfast, and on my
way to The, Pines.
" If Miss Smith had been sut last even-
ing, she was the sort of woman to re-
turn home early, I argued, so that I
might hope she wouid not be late in
sleeping off her fatigue to-day. She
would be surprised to see me, still more
surprised at my conception of a travel-
ing costume, but my explanations
would soon soften the shock produced
by the red and yellow plaid.

The Pines was a finer place than I
had been led to expeet from Miss
| Smith’s description, but I remembered
that she had frankly advertised herself
|as a rich woman, considered by her

| sister-in-law eminently worth concilta-
| tion.

A few months ago, before grand
| houses had lost their awe-inspiring
{ quality for me, I should have been ex-
ceedingly impressed by Miss Smith’s
residence as I walked up the drive to
attack knocker and bell.

A woman in neat cap and apron
opened the door, staring at the unique
apparition in undisguised amaZement,
tinged with disapproval.

“Is Miss Smith at home?” I inquireq,
with such dignity as a vain woman who
knows herself at a disadvantage can
command. My vanity was in dust and
ashes mnow; still, 'self-consciousness
enough was left to make me writhe a
little under the spinster servant’s
glare.

“No, Miss Smith is not at home,” she
promptly answered. “And let me tell
¥ou, my young woman, you might have
spared me trouble by coming to the
back door.”

Crushed, I nevertheless persisted,

“I am a friend of Miss Smith’s,” I
said mildly.  “I am very sorry she is
{ out. But—"

“She is not only out, she is away,"
| corrected my informant.

“Oh!” 1 could scarcely repress a
| little gasp of consternation, for I had
staked my all on finding Miss Smith
ready to carry out her offer. “Will she
be away long?”’

“She may be back to-morrow;
may not be back for a week.”

“Is she still in London—with Mrs,
Leatherby-Smith?” I asked, anxious to
win confldence by showing my knowl-
edge of the family ¢onnections.

It had not previously occurred to me
that she might be lingering in town, for
Miss Smith had .impressed me -as a
woman who knew her own mind, and
she had told me that her visit to her

she

ing to me, which would materially help |

would not matter to me,;

inn I requested shelter for the

sistér-in-law was to be a short one.
Still, it was possible——

“No; she’s not in London,” returned
the maid, shutting her mouth over an
iron resolution not to betray her mis-
tress to a creature in a red plaid and
a hat with a sofled yellow band. “I
can’'t tell you where she is, any more
than I can tell you when she’s coming
back.”

Evidently my bids to inspire con-
fidence had not succeeded. I was re-
garded as a brazen fraud, who had
picked up a few bits of family history
and patched them together for my own
doubtfu]l purposes.

The woman ostentatiously took a
step back from thé door, which moved
an inch or two toward shutting. This
to the beautiful Miss Brand, who had
been welcome a few days ago in what
the society papers call the “best houses
in England!”

How was my greatness fallen! and
what a featherweight, what a nothing-
masquerading-as-something it had been
at best! Still, my poor little past vani-
tles appeared pitifully pathetic to me
now rather than darkly sinful, as per-

{ haps they ought to have seemed.

I had no more questions to ask. Mur-
muring inarticularly, I bowed my head
to the inevitable and walked away.
The door closed upon the respectable
comfort of Miss Smith’s home, and the
waif in the red plaid atrocity knew not
where she was to ge. .

After I had passed through the gates
which had proved inhospitable to me,
I walked on aimlessly for a long time,
hardly conscious, save for a vague ad-
ditional sense of wretchedness, that a
drizzle of rain was falling.

At first I could not make ap my mind
what to do, since the straw I had
caught at to save me from drowning
had been snatched from my grasp. I
wag afraid to go back to London and
apply to an agency for a situation, as
I had once planned to do in case I
should ever be driven out of fairyland.
I had not had a prophetic soul in those
seemingly remote days, for I had never
dreamed of the way in which my de-
cree of banishment would fall.

At worst I had pictured -Lady Sophfe
de Gretton capriciously tiring of her
guest, and intimating gently that it
was time for flighting. If this 'had
happened, I should have thanked her,
and” obediently disappeared into the
Ewigkeit. But now it appeared to my
sore self-consciousness that there could
be no peaceful twilight of obscurity for
me.  Every eye turned carelessly upon
my face would remain fixed in recogni-
tiongof the battered celebrity fallen off
its pedestal.

Lady Sophie would find me out; she
would hear of me. I dared not go so
rear her world as London. I did not
want to do the cowardly thing I had
thought of last night. What was %o
become of me?

CHAPTER XXIII.
“Wanted Immediately.”

““She may be back to-morrow;
may not be back for a week.”

The words of Miss Smith’s -servant
rang again in my mind, and 4 ray of
hope gleamed out to me with the sud-
den  thought that I might stay and
wait for her.

I had money left which would keep
me for some time if I found cheap
iodgings, and that should not be diffi-
cult in this country. The boom of the
£€a ca:me on the wind whén one’s heart
was stilled to listen, and there must be
fishermen’s coitages not far away.

I would write to Miss Smith, hoping
that my letter might be forwarded
form The Pines. I would write also to
Anne, wha could be trusted to keep my
Secret, asking her what news of the
spinster had lately come to Holland
Park Houve.

This new idea gave me something to
do, something to keep the thoughts
that must nct be harbored out of my
brain. I walked with increased brisk-
ness to the village, and purchased at
one of the shops several necessary ar-
ticles, to supply my suspicious lack of
luggage. I also bought a dark sailor
hat, and material for the creation of a
decent black frock, actually experi-
encing dim stirrings of pleasure in the
anticipation of renewing remembered
makeshifts in seamstressing.

Armed with my acquisitions, thelr
newness concealed in the depths of a
cheap traveling bag, I found the colony
of fishermen I had hoped for—a little
cluster of picturesque antiquity half a
mile inland from crowding black rocks
that rose above the white foam of the
sea.

Lodgings were advertised in more
than one small peephole window, and
I chose to knock at the door of a dwell-
ing with a gay strip of flower garden
in front. I had guessed that the house-
wife there would be clean and capablé,
but my weary imagination had not con-
jured up anything so wholesome, so
motherly and sweet as the reality.

She gazed with kindness upon my
tired, unwveiled face; but even with her
the red plaid was agairnst me, and the
price she named for her rooms was
not as cheap as I had expected.

“I'm afraid I must look somewhere
else,” T said wistfully, hoping that she
might be moved to strike off a few
shillings. :

“I'm sorry,” the answer came, half
doubtfully; ‘‘but, you see, we can eas-
fly get what we ask, specially in Au-
gust, and we often has gentry here.”

I was net “gentry.”' This fact was
s0 self-evident to her that it had not
occurred to the kindly heart that I
could be offended at the implication.
Nor was I offended, but I wanted to
stay with her; I did not want to ‘‘look
tomewhere. else.”

Suddenly the sense of my forlornness
overwhelmed me like a wave. The
world that was so cold to me was filled
with a great mother-want that ached
and ached in my heart, with the long-
ing for arms to fold round me in love,
some bosom which would give me rest.

Tears burst from my eyes. They did
not fall genily, one by one, but came
in a storm. My face worked with the
piteous, childish contortions that will
come with passionate crying.

‘T stammered “Good day,” and hur-
ried off to hide my weakness and my
woe; but the housewiferan after me.

“Why, you poor little body! Why,
dearie, donte, dontee, now! And you
shall stop!” she exclaimed.

I think her hand was on the repre-
hensible plaid, detaining me, pulling
me back inside the low doorway. But
everything was blurred with tears.
Presently I was crying on her shoulder.
She smelled of freshly washed linen
and newly baked bread,

Over the shoulder I saw, through 2
mist, shelves of blue and pictorial
china, a tall clock with red flowers
painted round its face. A dark paich
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of shadow indicated kitchen range and
low mantel, ornamented with spotted
dogs and wonderful vases.

A glitter, like jewels, meant pewter
and copper things depending from
hooks; and there was a yellow cat that
purred, and regarded me with an un-
blinking topaz stare.

“You shall pay what you can, poor
pretty dear,” said the kind creature,
who was doing more for me, according
to her lights, than Lady Sophie de Gret-
ton had ever done.

Thereupon she dried my eyes with a
clean coarse towel that hung before
the fire, petted me and patted me, and
bustled about to get me a glass of
milk- and a seed cake. I had always
hated caraway seeds before than day,
but I krew that in future I should love
them for this woman’s sake.

“You are good to me,” I sobbed; “I'm
so lonely; I've run away from home,
and—and I can never go back.”

“Deary me, poor child! I ’ope you
didn’t run away to marry a young man,
and,he threw you over. There's some
of ’em like that.”,

“On the contrary, I've run away from
& young man,” I exclaimed, with a
queer little smile through the tears
that had brought me relief.

I drank the milk and ate the cake,
and it was arranged that I should oc-
cupy Mrs. Nye’s spare bedroom and
the sitting room attached for the mod-
est"sum of six shillings a week.

I could not teil her how long I was
likely to stay. It might be for a week,
it might be indefinitely. But I men-
tioned that I was anxious to obtain
work. Sometimes siluations were ad-
vertised in the local newspaper, she
cheeringly informed me. Her husband
took it in; it was published once a
week, and a friend of theirs lent them
a London daily paper, too. I should
see both, and who could tell but I might
find exactly the thing I wanted? Mean-
while she would take the best of care
of me, and “mother me up a bit.”

Half an hour later, in a neat littie
sitting room, smelling of the late roses
on the table—with a faint undertone of
mustiness—and deadly portraits of de-
parted Nyes staring down at me from
the walls, I sat writing to Miss Smith
and to Anne Bryden.

I merely informed Miss Smith that I
had left Lady Sophie de Gretton, and
was thrown upon my own resources.
If, when she came home, she would re-
member her kind promise to befriend
me, and help me to obtain work of auy
kind, I should be most grateful. I was
to be found waiting for her return at
Mrs. Nye’s cottage, near Lull; and
Mrs, Nye said that everyone knew her
Thoinas, the best fisherman along the
Dorgetshire coast:

To Anne I was more confidential. I
could not bring myself to tell her all
the miserable details which made up
the truth: but I said that I feared my
new friends had not been quite sincere
with me; that I had left Lady Sophie,
and_requested that Anne would tell no-
body where I was. I was very unhappy
but hoped to feel better and less rest-
llis it I could find an occupation.

t would be kind cf her if she would
write me everything she knew regard-
ing Miss Smith’s whereabouts, for, ven-
turing to rely upon that lady’s proin-
ise, T was waiting in her neighborhood,
in the hope of her speedy return. I also
begged, in a hesitating postscript, that
if any items of news concerning the
movements of Lady Sophie de Gretton,
ihe Dunbars or Sir George Seaforth
reached Anne’s ears, she would remem-
ber them for my benefit,

And so still another phase of life
opened for me, or perhaps it would be
better to call it existence. From Lhe
whirl of a London season to the four
walls of a Dorsetshire fisherman’s cot-
tage—can a more strongly marked con-
trast be imagined?

Mrs. Nye's kindness was the only
balm which Fate gave to the wounds
my spirit had suffered. Yet it was
balm, and by its means I was saved
frcm many intolerable moments. It
seems puerile in the telling, but the
making of my black dress also helped
me. Cutting it out and sewing up the
seams kept me from thinking forbidden
thoughts through hours that otherwise
must have been dark indeed.

When the frock was finished and I
had -donned it in place of the objec-
tional plaid, Mrs. Nye gazed at me In
flattering contemplation.

“Why,; dearie, I always knew you was
a beauty, but now I can see you are a
lady too,”' she ejaculated, leaving me
to be pleased or offended as I might
elect.

Three days passed in a monotonous
round, which seemed broken only by
the striking of the tall clock—audible
all over the cottage—and the coming of
mealtimes, I heard nothing from Miss
Smith, but on the fourth morning a let-
temcame from Anne. Even the Londor
postmark excited me and set my heart
beating.

The envelope was addressed to Miss
“Constance Burns,” ag I had requested,
and I felt as if I were breaking the seal
of a communication addressed to a
stranger.

‘“My dear Con,” Anne began. She had
usually opened with “My Pet,” “Dear-
est Girlie,” or something else pleasant-
ly caressing, so that now, when all my
heart cried out for sympathy, the three
short words struck me as bald and con-
ventional.

“I am sorry to hear that you are In
trouble,” the letter went on; “but I
think that you were born lucky, and
things are bound to come right for you
in the end, so that I don’t feel as sorry
for you as I otherwise should. You
are wise to wait for Miss Smith, I
fancy. She and Mrs. L.-S. are not on
the best of terms at present, so that
the latter is not in the secret of her ex-
cursion. But Miss Smith has another
estates in Yorkshire, which she lets by
the year, and ¥ remember that the ten-
ants are leaving about this time.

“The fussy old lady has probably
gone on there to personally conduct the
move, or see that the house is in ‘appie-
pie order’ for the next incumbents to
come in. She is almost sure {o turn up
at The Pineg again shortly, as she hates
being away from her cats and dogs,
and, above all, the monkey. 1 should
think, if you played your cards weil,
you might get taken on as a sort of
nursery governess to that monkey. Let
me know when you have any more
news. Yours affectionately, Anne.”

Not a word as to my questions about
those I had left. Such a stiff, cold lit-
tle letter! I could not understand it.
I did not see what I could have done Lo
displease my old friend.

“Look here, miss, what I've found for
you!” said@ Mrs. Nye on the fifth day of
our scuaintance.

She brought in my breakfast of bread
and milk, a newspaper tucked un.}er

the tray she eagerly opened out the
pages of the local journal.

“Phere’s a splendid advertisement,”
she explained, finding the wished-for
paragraph with a plump, workworn
finger. “Just the thing for you, and
right in our neighborhood, too.”

She stood, breathing hard, waiting
with arms akimbo until I could read
the few lines and give my verdict.

“WANTED, immediately, a young
lady to act as secretary and read aloud
for a few hours each day to an elderly
gentleman ‘who is blind. = Holiday, if
required, for two months each year,
but lady would during remainder of
time live in employer's house. Duties
light. Salary large to the right ap-
plicant, Apply at once, if possible in
person, in the residencc of the adver-
tiser, Arrish Hall, Swanage Road,
Lull.”

“It must be close to the village!” I
exclaimed.

““No, niiss, not quite close; that is to
say, it’'s a matter of two miles or more.
Miss Smith’s place, The Pines, is the
nearest house, and that's all but a mile
this side. Arrish Hall has been to let
furnished this long time—seven or eight
yvears. Folks used to say ’twas haunt-
ed, but that’s all nonsense, of course;
you and me don't believe in them
things. Still, the house does stand a
bit lonely, that can’t be denied. Not
that it matters for a blind gentleman.
The lonlier the better, he’d say, maybe.
He must be lately come in; I hadn’t
heard the place was let. ’'Tis a won-
der Tom didn't know, for ’tisn’t much
slips past him in the way of news.”

“It sounds attractive,” 1 meditated
aloud. “But there’ll be so many try-
ing for the place that it doesn’t seem
much use for me to apply—a stranger,
without references,”

“The paper’s only just out this morn-
ing, miss,” urged Mrs. Nye. “You'll
have as good a chance as anyone,
right on the spot as you are; not so
many can have been before you. I
suppose the gentleman preferred some-
body living in the neighborhood, or he
wouldn't have put his advertisement in
our local paper and nowhere else that
I've seen as yel, anyhow.”

“Well, I'li walk to Arrish Hall and
try my luck,” I said dubiously, “though
T don’t for a moment think I'll get the
place.” -

“A pity the gentleman can’t see you"
Mrs. Nye regretted. ‘“‘But then, there’s
your voice, miss, and his ears seem to
be all right.”

An hour later I was on my way
along the country road which I had
been told would lead me eventually to
Arrish Hall, the lonely house ahout
which “folks” had talked so much
“nonsense.” I wore my neat new dress
of black alpaca, with white turnover
collar and cuffs, and the plain black

ailor hat I had obtained in the vil-
lage, looking, I flattered myself, like
the respectable young nursery gover-
'\ness out of a situation which, after all,
I ac¢tually was.

In this costume I might hope, it
seemed to me, for at least a more fa-
vorable reception at the door than I
had  experienced at Miss Smith’s,
whatever fate lay in store for me with-
in.

I passed The Pines, and gazed wist«
fully toward the house, which was just
visible among the trees. The blinds in
the front windows were all at ““half-
mast,” 30 to speak; no doubt the mis-
tress was still away.

It wouid be foolish to miss the small-
est chance of obtaining an engagement
simply because I still cherished some
vague hope that Miss Smith might be
willing to redeem her promise when she
should - return. I should have been
glad, nevertheless, if the advertisement
which I was now on my way to answer
need not have appeared until after I
knew definitely what I had to expect
from the kindly, eccentric spinster,

As matters stood, however, there was
nothing for me to do save what I was
doing; and doubtless if Miss -Smith
were at home to advise she would
counsel me to take the position at Ar-
rish Hall, if I were fortunate einough
to get it. Besides, though it was most
unlikely that I would be so fortunate, T
should at worst have the satisfaction
of feeling that I had done my best—
that I had “left no stone unturned.”

The distance after passing Tle Pines
began to seem long. It was all uphill,
end the sun of noon was hot on my
head. The country was iencliar here.
Miss Swnith’s property and thuc Acrish
Hall estate adjoined, so that tihere
were no houses between.

Miss Smith's meadows were well cul-
tivated, suggesting English peace and
comfort, but the land belonging to Ar-
rish Hail—separated from the Pines by
a_ high wall . of ancient, many-tinted
lichened bricks—was desolate from
long neglect. Oaks and pines crowded
beeches and smaller trees, all untrim-
med and out of order.

The dwelling was invisible from the
road; it was a house in an enchanted
forest. Here the Sleeping Beauty might
have lain for a century of charmed
slumber, I somewhat sentimentally told
myself, enmeshed by fairy barriers,
hidden from the world.

The fact that the place had been
handicapped by a grim reputation
would account for its condition; but
now that it was tenanted again, afier
years of emptiness, everything would,
nc doubi, be changed. Even though
the new occupant was a blind man, he
would take a certain pride in his pos-
sessions, and retrieve them from the
curse of desolation.

I entered by way of a rusty firon
gate between tall stone pillars bearing
a half-defaced coat of arms. The drive
was grass grown, and wound into green
distance under a low-hanging canopy
of beeches. It must have been almost
a quarter of a mile, I fancied, in finish-

fore an old Elizabethan house.

The doorbell, as I timidly pulled it,
startled me by the loud, jangling peal
it sent out, echoing and re-echoing with
a curious impression of emptiness
through the house. I felt myself flush-
ing; I did not seem an important
enough person to have dared make so
much noise.

I had not long to wait for admittance.

A middle-aged manservant, who looked
more like a self-respecting valet than
a butler or footman, opened the door
after a short delay, and invited me in-
to a square hall, sparsely and dingily
furnished.
“I have called in answer to an ad-
vertisement in the Lull Herald,” I ex-
plained, not without stammering a lit-
tle.

“Yes, madam,’” responded the ser-
vant. “Will you kindly sit down and
wait here for a few minutes? We have

her arm, and when she had-set down ,

ing its windings with abruptness be- .

R

RPN

B sy




