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CHAPTER I.

THE HOME OF THE PAHVENU.

TT is late in the afternoon of a briijht October day, and a golden
-* flood of sunset light streams through the trees about Hariey
House and glances blindingly bac'c from the west windows of the
great structure. Older and more picturesque houses there may be
in Berkshire

; but newer or larger—no. Peter Deane knew it, and
was proud of it. The thought of it filled his mind always It till-
ed his mind as he stood now in front of the fire in the drawing-
room, his coat tails drawn aside in rather plebeian style. He had
intended it to be a large house and a gorgeous house, and it was
exactly what he intended it to be. He was expecting his daughter
but he was thinking of his house, and of the etiect it would have
upon her ; for she had not yet seen it.

" I think she will be impressed," he said aloud.
" I wish she would come. The train never is on time," was the

response he received, delivered in an impatient tone
It was Bessie Deane who spoke. She had been standing in an

attitude of listening at the open window, but turned to speak to
her father, and disclosed a /ace as sweet and piquant as ever graced
a sixteen-year-old maiden. ^

Almost as she spoke she heard the sound of an approaching car-
nage, and m an instant she was otf, flying around to the front
drive, her fiery golden hair streaming out behind her Kke a cometbne gained the front steps, just as a carriage, resplendent in all the
glory of varnish, polished brass, and new liveries, turned the cor-ner and drew up at the front. The long-coated footman swun<r down

•.u i"\P^^°i^ ^""^ y^^^^ *^« ^"o*"' a'ld Bessie dashed fo°rward
with flushed face and dancing eyes.

'

''Oh, Marjorie, is it you at last ?
" she exclaimed.

' Yes, dear what is left of me," answered a light, musical voicefrom amidst tbn silk linin^- • "nd th« »iA-f v^-r-- "
-v. w ^

. J i ""; """
, ^*""'a" ) ••"" i"« ne-vt mumcut ihe late arrivalstepped out and took the expectant girl to her bosom.


