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My Lady
Cinderella

By Mrs. C. N. Williamson
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APTER IX. (Continued).
Leatherby-Smith didn't think
1i1d remember me: I was just
way,” I could not resist the
on of saying.

istess, who had been on the
{ an eager response, visibly wilt-
i I repented by vengefulnuzss;
er all, I had eaten of her bread
It

CHAPTER X.
[ Understudy Cinderella.
Sophie de Gretton turned her
ion exclusively to.me, appearing
to hear Mrs. Leatherby-Smith's
tically expressed hope that she
d sit down, keeping n< therefore:all
iding—with the exception of Miss
th.
suppose Miss Smith would have
i for the Queen, but she certainly
not see the necessity of doing so
LLady Sophie de Gretton,. even
igh thig was the first:“title” that
ever entered her sigter-in-law's

s bad luck would have it,” Lady

ie was saying,’*I had an. ‘early

" this morning. It was going to

very busy day; and something

:d me at seven—so, as I couldan't

again, I breakfasted in my room

eight, and was out of .the. hnuse

-past. I accomplished a siege of

1g at a dressmaker’'s, a massage

an who is such a brute that she

t come to one’s house, three sales

charity visit, got home to lunch-

eon at two, found your wire, and—here

Iam. You and I have oceans to do be-

fore Lady Dunbar's ball to-night"—I

could almost feel the thrill that went

through Mrs. Leatherby-8mith's aniple

person at this magnificent announce-

ment—*“‘oh, you're going, of course; 1've

ranged all that. So naw, I fhink, if

vou are ready, my child, we had belter
be off.”

“I am quite ready,” I answered with
alacrity. And then I turned to Mrs.
Leatherby-Smith. *Thank you for your
kindness in letting me stop,” I said, as
stiffy as I could. %

She took my hand and pressed it be-
tween her two large ones, in the:clasp
of which it temporarily disappeared as
Jonah disappeared in the jaws of the
whale,

“It has been a pleasure, I assure
vou,” she ejaculated, having the grace
to turn a deep, beét red. “If I have
heen able to do you a slight kindness,
dear Miss Brand'’—how well she re-
membered my name, of a sudden!—*"you
can more than return it by coming to
see us sometimes, Miss Bryden and me,
to tell us all about your gay doings.
Of course, we shall probably meet at
the houses of Lady Sophie de Grettan's
friends’’—Lady Sophie's face doubted
thig supposition—"but that is different.
Drep in to lunch or tea whenever you
like; you'll always be welcome, and—
it would be a great pleasure to me if
Lady Sophie found time to come with
you,"”

“So kind of you,” breathed Lady So-
phie, gazing out of the window.

“And I am thinking of giving a litile
dinner party before Ascot. I shall send
you both invitations. There will be
some very distinguished people. No
doubt, Lody Sophie, you will know
most of them. If you—if you are dis-
epgaged — indeed, any evening you
should be free, if you would name it—
the invitations are not yet out—I——"

“Thank you so much; quite charming
of you. But unfortunately I'm such a

1Isy woman., I'm afraid there’s some-
thing on for every night till Henley;
and, of course, this dear child will go
everywhere with me. Later, perhape—
ah, yes, very pleased. Good-by.” A
hand shake which made Mrs. Leather-
by-8Smith’s valued pump-handle affecia-
tion appear antediluvian,

I had gone to Miss Smith,

“You were' very, very kind to me,” I
said gratefully. “I don't know how to
thank you enough. I hardly see what I
should have done last night if you
hadn't been so good.”

“I liked you,” brusquely responded
the spinster. “I've generally found, in
spite of all nonsense to the contrary,
that pretty girls are better inside as
well as out than ugly ones. A beauti-
ful soul oozes through the pores, so to
speak, and naturally the face is beauti-
ful, too. That’'s why I'm drawn to
handsome people. And look here"—
she spoke with purposeful distinctness
which atiracted Lady Sophie's eyes
and ears—‘“things seem to be turning
out all right for you; but you don’t
know how the story’ll end yet. If you
ever need a friend, here's my address.”
She took an old-fashioned, glazed visit-
ng card from her case. “Don't forget

and understand that I shan't forget
you, or the welcome I promise you if
You should want it. I'm a plain wom-

I hardly know what Park Lane

ks like, and I can't take you to any
balls, nor to Henley; but bread’s as
guod as cake when your stomach’s
pty, my dear. Good-bye, and good

k. I don’t grudge you all the fun

u can get; I was young once.”

thanked her genuinely, and put the
tint piece of pasteboard away in my
1bby purse as she watched me. But
heart was light, and anticipations

‘" 4 wonderful future frothed in my
"rad like champagne. I did not dream
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“woman could drive such a

. marry-a rich man.

that I would ever care to look at Miss
Smith’s visiting card again, save as a
souvenir of a stranger’s kindness. But
queer combinations are shuffled with
the cards of Fate.

Anrne and I bade each other farewell,
and a luke-warm invitation that she
would lunch with me some day was
understood to have dropped from Lady
Sophie’s lips. I was at a loss to coms
prehend my patroness.

Why ded she desire my companion-
ship, “my dear” me, and pat my hand
with the right glove of . friendship,
while putting Anne Bryden—who was
at least as highly placed, socially, as I
—politely beyond the pale? The subtle
differences in her manner formed part
of the mystery, and, even while I re-
sented them, captured my imagination.

I wanted to know—there was scarcely
anything that I did not want te know;
and I looked forward with boundless
curiosity, boundless interest, to the ris-
ing of the curtain on the first act of
my new life,

A smart little brougham waited with
conscious superiority at the gate. There
was a dignified coachman, and the
groom bore a striking resemblance to
the footman who had admitted me yes-
terday to fairyland.

For nineteen years, and up to this
moment, I had considered a hansom
cab the height of luxury, splendid, all
but unobtainable; yet curiously enough
I now sank back on olive-green satin
cushions with a peaceful sense of being
in my natural element.

“This is a victoria day—far too hot
for a brougham," observed Lady Sophie.
“But I am a very poor woman, my
child, and have to mgke up for poverty
by preternatural shrewdness. If you
can only possess one vehicle, let it be a
brougham, practicable though not
pleasant for all weathers; and have a
pair of footmen who will submit, by a
lightning change, to transform them-
selves into coachman and groom—one
gawky youth in livery left at home to
answer the bell and be bullied by the
cook. No one except a very clever
four-in-
hand, I assure you, my ‘dear; but the
exigencies of my life have . superin-
duced clevermess. I hope you won't
need to cultivate it; it is very wearing,
and makes wrinkles. The recipe for re-
taining an agreeable dullness is—to
Thig I am going to
lead insensibly up to your doing by
driving at once to Woodland’s.”

I laughed. - “I don’t see the connec-
tion.”

“No? That is very pretty and inno-
¢ent of you. But do you realize that,
as it is now foar o'clock, we have
exactly three hours in which to turn a
—TI beg your pardon, my dear—the pret-
tiest of Cinderellas into a‘princess?”’

“I knew you had a wand,” I ejacu-
lated.

Lady Sophie held up a dove-colored
purse that matched her dress.

“And here it is—the wand that wields
a magic sway aver the whole world.”

I felt my cheeks burn, for I had not
understood her whole meaning before.

“Oh!” I stammered. “You are very
food, but—but I couldn’t let you; I—"

To my surprise—for she was not a
woman to blush easily—Lady Sophie
changed color, and looked oddly con-
science stricken.

“Don’t be too grateful,” she broke in
abruptly. ‘“What I shall do for you is
nothing, really—only a pleasure. Please
believe that always, whatever may
happen in future, whatever people may
say to you of me, I am happy to-day,
and it is you who have made me so.
This--this episode brings a certain
spice into my life, and—I am truly your
friend. You can take everything which
you and I will buy to-day with a light
heart.”

‘“But,” I ventured, fearing to he rude,
yet not quite satisfled, ‘“you said just
now you were a poor woman, and—""

“I am seldom too poor to indulge my-
self. I only economize in necessaries,
not luxuries, which are too interesting
to deny oneself.”

Her words were merry, yet her ex-
pression was worried, and there was a
little nervous line between her keen
eyes. She was concealing something
from me, I knew; but even if I wubld
have questioned her I could not. The
brougham had drawn up before Wood-
land’s, and the footman-groom was
opening the door.

During the next three hours I felt
more than ever like the creature of a
dream. I, who had endured the gift
of two second-hand dresses from Mrs.
East in the course of each year, and
been conventionally thankful; I, who
had worn stays bought in a Peckham
sale for two shillings and threepence
half-penny, stocks that came off brown
on my feet, and pink flannelette petti-
coats!

I, who had survived these experi-
ences, suddenly to find myself let loese
ainong lingerie of pale Linted silk and
laced cambric, shoes far superior to the
famous glass slippers, cobwebby silken
hose, pelticoats that might have been
ball dresses, hats that framed my face
as if it had been a picture, and last, but
by no means least, frocks beyond
dreams dreamed in Peckham.

“Of course, these gowns are only
ready-made makeshifts,” explained
Lady Sophie, “butl they will serve until
you can have something better; and
it’s fortunate that you have such anf
easy figure to fit, or we should have1
been in a fidget about to-night.”

“Am I actually going to a ball with
you?” I questioned dazedly. “But I
can’t have been invited.”

“I sent a note to Lady Dunbar after |
luncheon, before 1 started out to find |
you, asking if I might bring a young |
friend who was unexpectedly coming to
stay with me; and, of course, she will
auswer that she’s delighted. There’ll
be a hote waiting for me when we get
home. And speaking of home, it is
quite time we started. I think we have
everything that's- absolutely essential,
and it is nearly seven o’clock. Dinner’s
at nine—just you and I alone (I got aut
of a stupid engagement with an old
friend), and you ought to have an
hour’s rest. I want you to be fit and

{of the habit.

[ —

fresh, for I'm counting on your first
appearance to be a great success.”

I had never been to 'a dance in my

life. .
“Suppose,” I ventured, when we were
rolling toward ®Park Lané in:. the
brougham, “that I should do something
clumsy, and—and disgrace myseclf?”

“You are a lady, my dear. No wom-
an, be she duchess or queen, can be
more. Don’t think I've emBarked upon
this experiment without studying your
accent and your manners, for my repu-
tation is at stake in a certain quarter,”

“I wonder what you.mean?” I pon-
dered aloud.

“Don’'t wonder; there’s no time for
wondering., I forgot to ask—but you
look as if you knew how to dance. It's
decidedly important fer & dehutadtea”’

“My mother was an exqui%t® dancer,®
i answered rather proudly. “She taught
me, becausc she used to say that, even
if I never needed it as an accomplish-
ment, it would make me easy and
graceful. I don’'t know if it has; but
I can dance well—ull except the new-
fashioned. things which have come in
since then.”

“Good, My mind’'s relieved. Some
day you must tell me anything you are

willing to tell about your mather, your |

past, and your life in—Peckham, I
think you said? But now we have
other matters to occupy .our minds.
My dear girl—I shall ¢all you Consuelo
—do you realize that a gredt deal de-
pends upon to-night?”

I gazed at her, frightened. We were
just driving into Park Lane.

“Luckily,” she went on, almost as it
speaking to herself, “the last Drawing-

rooin of the season is over, so that |

there ig the best of excuses for nct pre-
senting you. Otherwise it would have
been awkward, for such 'searching
questions are asked, and if they can’t
be satisfactorily answered, there’s an
end. As it is, there are no obstacles in
your way, and you have the ball at
your feet—for with a girl as pretty as
you are, plenty of men—men worth
having, too—care nothing about a dot.
You must make hay while the sun
shines; and, by a natural phenomenon,
the sun will begin shining to-night.
Trust me for facing you the right way
at the start, and—here we are at
home."”

Such things as I was to wear at the

ball we had prudently brought with us |

in the carriage, and the ‘“gawky youth”
of whom Lady Sophie had spoken (he
séemed rather a splendid person to me)
assisted a French maid in carrying the
various parcels to my room.

And what a delicious room it was!
I had never seen anything like it, and
I could hardly believe that I was to
occupy it -during-the vaguely indefinite
elysium of my visit in Lady Sophie de
Gretton'’s house. No greater contrast
could be imagined between its fovers’'-
knotted, convolvulus-wreathed chintzes,
its water-color - sketches, its  book-
shelves, its dainty, silver-spread dress-
ing table and mirrors, and the grim,
brown, dingy space between four un-
compromising wallg that. I, had shared
with the children of Mrs. East.

I splashed in a bathroom adjoining
my own room; I was clad in silk and
lace and nainsook; a blue robe de
chambre was slipped on by the smiling
Adele; I reposed on frilled pillows
scented with. lavender, and arose re-
freshed] ‘thodgh T hdd beén too excited
to sleep.

While I rested my hostess had been
coifed, and she was free to superintend
Adele’s manipualtions of my gold-
brown curly mop. The French maid
had her will of me at first, and decor-
ated me seriously, as if I had been a
church on the eve of a feast day; but
when she had finished, Lady Sophei
impatiently bade her undo the elaborate
work.

“Aftereall, Miss Brand’'s own way is
best,” she decided. ‘‘She must be re-
garded as a picture, I find, never as a
fashion plate. She has her own strik-
ing, original siyle, and those loose na-
tural waves, with the g¢areless knot, and
a curl escaping here and there over the
forehead, are more in keeping."”

I was thus saved forever from undul-
ation and complicated unspeakabilities.

We dined in tea gowns—I in a smart
new one; and afterwards there was the
ball dress to be put on. It was all
white, and sparkled; when I moved it
looked like a spray of a waterfall that
glistened in moonlight; and from be-
neath, with each step I took, there was

a rainbow’/flash from the buckles on |
{ right.”

little white satin slippers.

“You will do,”” Lady Sophie pro-
nounced; and she laid down a &tring of
pearls she had held up te my throat,

“Such a neck as yours was not meant |

to have its lines broken by paltry jew-
elry. It’s llke swan’s down. What
lashes those long violet eyes of yours
are blessed with, child! Your enemies
might think you darkened them and
your eyebrows, they are in such con-
trast to your bright hair; but I know
better. That’s right, blush—it's very

| becoming, and I hope you won't get out
Now, Adele, her cloak. |
| It’s nearly eleven; I think we might be

starting, for Lady Dunbar lives i
Cleveland Square.”

“By the way,” she said, speaking
suddenly out of a reverie, when we
were once more in the brougham, “do
yon remember, before I spoke to you in
the park, admiring a handsome girl in
pink muslin, and wishing that your
lot in life might be like hers, even if it
were but for a single month?”

“Yes,” I answered expectantly.

“Well, she’s Miss Dunbar—the ‘Hon-
orable Diana,” she’s a right to have her
letters addressed—and it’s to her moth-
er’s house we're going to-night.”

I sat up excitedly,

“Oh, Lady Sophie, how strange—how
very strange!’’

“Do you think so? I fail to see why.”

“3ut you don’t know all. They, Miss
Dunbar and her mother, didn’t see me
that time in the park, but afterwards,
when Anne and I had left your house

| and walting for an omnibus, their vic-

toria passed through Hamilton Place.”

I went eagerly on, and did not cease
until T had told the story of the chase
to Peckham, and the telegram that had
been sent before I lost sight of the vie-
toria and its occupants. Lady Sophie
paid me the compliment of listening
thoughtfully. :

“How exceedingly odd!” shé® com-
mented. “Of course, there might have
been nothing in it; indged, I don’t ex-
actly see what there could be; but cer-
tainly, on the face of it, the thing looks
mysterioug. What could have taken
Lady Dupbar down to Peckham, un-
less she was following you? She’s a
pcculiar woman, but not as peculiar as
that.”

This unconscious criticism of ° the
neighborhood st}‘uck my sense of hu-
mor, and I laughed. But I did@ not

i
i
l

mention the supposition that had been
in my mind, because, far some reason
which I hardly analyzed, I did not wish
to-speak of Sir George Seaforth. I knew
now that, as the vision in pink was
Miss Dunbar, my elucidation of the
puzzle had been wrong, and I was cur-
iously glad; but I could not bring my-
self %o utter his name in my present
mood.

My heart was beating very fast when
the brougham stopped before an awn-
ing and a long path of crimson cloth.
I think.-a young, -untried soldier, about
to fight his first bgttle, must feel some-
what as I did then. 4

A knot of ‘curious, shabbily clad folk
croew@ed as near the crimson path as
2 T @liceman would let them. I saw
s AW ™uch as I had been before
the touch or-™pgic wand, and a queer
little thril =went through me under
their frankyy admiring gaze. ‘What
was I that I should.be here, in satin
and film of chiffon, while. they were
there, . in sordid, undistinguishable
stuft?

What would they-think if they knew
that T was more néarly akin to them
than to the other radiant. butterflies
that flitted before me and followed he-
hind? Would they still ggéd-naturedly
envy me, as they 'did ‘nmow, or would

they, with a clearer vision than had :

been granted, me. behold a dark preci-
pice over which T trifi¢d, unawares?

ILady Sophie de Gretton’s little house
in Park Lane was daintly pretty; Lady
Dunbar’s ' big house in Cleveland
Square was‘maéniﬁcent. Having pass-
ed through 4 vestibule, and taken off
our cloaks in.a room that appeared to
be all. mirrors;,’we came out into a great
hail, marvellous with. mellow pictures
and tapesiries, brilliant with hundreds
of wax candles in old-fashioned crys-
tal chandeliers, and having a wide mar-
ble staircase that wound up to regions
yet unseen, ; e

I thought of Burne-Jones’ ‘“‘Golden
Stair,” a copy of which I had once seen
and never forgotten, for up and down
moved figures bright and fair as angels.
Among so many beautiful women, what
was I? Even the men here were gorge-
ous in uniforms, or with orders shining
on ribbons that crossed the severe black
and white of their evening dress. There
was at least one Indian potentate, in
native splendor, with a turban that
blazed with diamonds; but nowhere did
I see the hostess or her pretty daugh-
ter.

I longed for, yet dreaded the moment.
If T were right, and Lady Dunbar had
been actually moved to emotion by the
sight of my face as she passed it in the
street, I could not help thinking that
she would be far more moved at be-
holding me under her own rgof, dressed,
not merely clothed, ciyilized, chaperon-
od. I stepped to distant music; I felt
that I was to be leading lady in the
drama about to begin,

CHAPTER XI.
The First Act of the Play.

We fought our way upstairs, but
somehow we still missed the hostess.
Later I was to guess why. At the top
Lady Sophie met a number of people
whom she knew, and, having something
to say to her friends, listened to a
murmured request from a young
Guardaman, all mustache and monocle.
‘What he said I could ngi hear, but an
introduction to me presently followed,
and I was borne away for a dance.

We had a waltz in a large ballroom,
with a floor which I agreed with my
partner in thinking ‘“heavenly,” and
then, as my idea of making conversa-
tion had produced the remark that the
night was very warm, he proposed.that
we should _seek a certain cool nook
known to him of old.

“Sit out the next with me and have
an ice, won't you?’ he suggested. “You
don’t know what a jolly place I'm going
te take you to. Miss Dunbar says Lady
Dunbar always gives orders to have it
Jocked before a ball or dance, as for
some reason or other she :doesn't care
to have people going there; but Miss
Dvnbar, who is no end of a rippin’ girl,
has bribed a servant to Jeave the door
open.” :

“Perhaps we oughtn’t—" I meekly be-
gan, in my ignorance ‘that the rule of
really “smart” society is to do what
one likes without regard-ta the feelings
of anyone else; but Captain Weyland
cut me short.

“Rather! You just trust me to look
after you, Miss Brand. It will be all

“But won't Lady Sophie be expecting
me to come back at the end of the
dance?”’ I uncomfortably pleaded.

“Not she! She’s too awfully rippin’.
Come along.”

And I went.

He walked down the lesgth of a corri-
dor, up some steps, info a room, and on
until we reached 2z add but beautiful
space that looked down into a court-
yvard below, filled with flowers. It ap-
peared to be a combination of censer-
vatory, aviary, and boudoir; and I
could imagine why, if Lady Dunbar
regarded the¢ prejudices of a few rare
birds she kept there, she might desire
to lock out unsympathetic strangers.

Captain Weyland, who was rather a
good-looking as well as an impudent
young man, ensconced me among the
cushions of a tete-a-tete sofa, and an-
nounced his Intention of -setting forth
in search of ices.” There were sure to
be a lat gcing about (he alluded to them
as if they had been pilgrims), and he
wouldn’t he away three minutes.

I hoped that he would be more, and
when his back was turned I settled my-
self to a hasty reddjustment of my dis-
ordered mind. I had hardly 'assured
myself that I reslly was Consuelo
Brand, and no other, when I heard the
sound of voices behind a velvet curtain,
embroidered with gold and silver in Ja-*
panese fashion, which filled in one end
of the room,

‘“It’s locked. There's no danger of
anybody being there,” said a woman,
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in/ full, deep, contralte tones, “I al-
ways give orders that I can’t have this
oné®place digsorganized; it's too near my
oewn rooms. Tell me, quick, all you
have to tell. I must g0 back in a mo-
ment;- already people must be wonder-
ing, though fortunately it’s a crush.
How can anyone expect to find the
hostess?”’

I sprang up, anxious to make my un-
welcome presence known, yet doubtful
how best to do it, and more than a lit-
tle frightened, for there could be no
doubt that behind that curtain was ihe
formidable Lady Dunbar—the heroine
of the victoria.

“The girl may have the papers, or she
may not,”” responded a man, whose
voice: low and cautious as it was,
sounded oddly familiar. “It all' de-
pends on her knowledge of the escri-
toire. Myself, I should say she knew
nothing, or her knowledge would have
been used before this.”
~ “Phat may merely mean lack of
money, lack of self-confidence or
friends, Great Heaven, that I should
be at the mercy of a creature like that!
‘If only you——"

“Here’s the ice!” triumphantly ex-

claimed Captain Weyland. “I wasn’t
‘long; was I?”
Silence on the other side of the cur-
tgin, To face my companion, I had to
“turn my back in that direction, and my
'spine seemed to ereep under the sensa-
tion that eyes were fixed wupon it.
Thank gocdness, if eyes were peering,
‘the -fact that my back was turned and
that a sheltering screen intervened
'wouild prevent me from being seen now
and recognized later.

‘It was an effort to talk commonplace
and give the thanks that were Jue for
the ice, I had heard very few words,
and I could not patch them together
for' a meaning, but they had had a

‘What girl had what papers? And if
she had or had not got them, what was
that to me? The tantalizing scrap of
conversation which I had no right to
overhear, and had not meant to over-
hear, could not possibly concern me, it
seemed; yet the mention of an eseri-
toire had touched a keynote. I had an
escritoire, old-fashioned, valueless, save
for assocciation.

The word “escritoire” had suddenly
reminded me that the poor plcce of
property which had ccme into my pos-
sespion through my dear mother’s death
had been left at Hapbiholme Villa, un-
thought of, disregarded. That I had
forgotten it until this-moment seemed
like néglect of my mother’s precious
memory.

My few miserable bits of wearing
apparel were of no importance. Cousin
Sarah East might give them to g dealer
In rags for all I cared now; but tane
escriloire was different. I ought not
for a moment to have allowed its exist-
ence to slip my mind. ~

No doubt there were millions of es-
critoires in the possession of millions of
girls all over the world; but the words
spoken by the man's vdice, represent-
ing an unseen personality, lingered in
my thoughts as I tried to chat with
Captain Weyland. I must go bock to
Happiholme Villa and reclaim the es-
critoire without delay.

‘What if Lady Dunbar and her com-
panicn behind the curtain had meant
me? Of cofirse they hadm't! ~It' 'was
fidiculous, and conceited too, to fancy
it; but at all events the subject they
had discussed had been of serious im-
portance to them, and I would have
liked to know how they had stood the
shaock of our unexpected interruption.

How dead the silence was behind the

curtain! Were those two lingering,
watching, listening, in their turn, or
had they gone away? What if they
should lift the velvet folds and come
into this room to see who had dis-
turbed them, who had overheard? Lady
Dunbar would not care to think that
the girl she had followed in-her victoria
(if ehe had indeed condescended to fol-
low) was the eavesdrapper, knowingly
or not.
.As Captain Weyland talked, - other
voices seemed to hum in an ominous
undertone near the portals of my ear,
though I was well aware they existed
only in my fancy;- and having hur~
riedly disposed of half the pink ice
peach he had brought me, I ungrate-
fully said that I must go back to Lady
Sophie—already I had stopped away too
iong.

“They haven't finished the dance af-
ter ours yet,” Captain Weyland re-
proached me, “and you promised to sit
it out. However, we must try to find
Lady Sophie, if you'’re deteérmined on
spoiling my evening.” i

I denied this intention, but persevered
in my resolve, And though the Guards-
man’s eyes were not as observant as
they might have been, with assistance
frcm me we contrived to discover my
chaperon in a room hdjolning the ball-
room. We threaded our way toward
her, and having nearly sailéd into port,
were headed off by a man whe had
discovered Lady Sophie almost simul-
taneously. :

He hurried to gain' her side; I half
drew back, biting my lip, for the new-
comer was none other than Sir George
Seaforth. Did I wish him to see me
now, or did I not? I was not sure; but
the dew-spangled cohweb of gauze over
my breast was quickly rising:and fall-
ing. 3

It was too late to draw back, unless
I were willing to let Capiain Weyland
believe that I had changed my mind,
and decided to dance the next with him,
as he had requested, So I let him guide
me on; and then, behind Sir George
| Seaforth’s back, we paused for an in-

we should interrupt.

“If only it weren’'t too late!” he was
saying, with some feeling. ‘Just my
luck, and serves me exactly right, 1
suppose; but, for all that, it is rather
hard lines. If you could see what an
angel of beauty she was, you'd under-
stand how absolutely she would have
filled the place—"

“Ah, here’s the little friend I was
telling you of!” interpolated Lady
Sophie, who had caught sight of me,
with Captain Weyland, over Sir George
Seaforth’s well-set-up shoulders. There
was an inscrutable light in her eyes,
though her face wore its laziest smile.
‘““Consuela, dear, you are very naughty
to have stopped away so long. I was
afraid you and Captain Weyland had
not been able to ind me. May I intro-
duce Sir George Seaforth?”

He turned, and we looked into each
other’s eyes. I don’t know wha{ mine
said, and I idd not dare to try to read
his. Perhaps I could not if I would.
But, whatever else was there, I think
surprise was the predominant emotion.

UL ea

strange sound for a night of festivity.'

| stant, by instinctive mutual consent, to !
allow a sentence to be finished before |

No, I was not engaged for the next
waltz. The lancers would be over in a
moment. I felt that my responses were
prim and inadequate, my manner awk-
ward; for the first timegI became pain-
fully conscious of my 'hands, and did
not seem able to keep them from
fidgeting with my fan—that{ new, ex-
pensive fan which it would be so dis-
astrous to break.,

Presently we went away - together,
leaving Lady Sophie . talking to 'an
ample dowager, who wore plumes on
somebody else’s ahir. I was conscious
that his eyes were upon me, but I could
not look up.

CHAPTER XII.
Must He Who Breaks Pay?

It was a relief to begin the dance, and
it was a joy to continue,¥6r Sir George
Seaforth could waltz as few men can.
I was in a dream when it was over, and
he took me into the conservatory; a
conservatory was the conventional
thing, I had heard, though I Kknew
nothing from experience.

“Why were you so surprised?’ I
heara myself asking, and then felt that
I should have preferred to say anything
rather than that. -

Sir George Seaforth looked at me as
if he would read my thoughts.

“Why was I so surprised?”” he echoed,
“You mean, when 1 saw that—you were
you?”

“Yes.” X .

“Why should I not have been sur-
prised? It was the last thing in the
world 'I expected. If I had thought of
it, I should have believed it far too
good to be true.”

“But you heard my name last night,
If you had remembered you -inight
have-—"

“Remembered?”

He lJaughed a little in an odd way.

“I have remembered little else. Con-
suelo Brand! It's not a name to forget,
even if.the owner—but you know what

a peculiar manner Lady Sophie has of |
prunouncing the letter r. I thought she |

said that the—the friend who had come
to visit her was Miss Brand. I had just
been telling her——"

He paused abruptly, and frowned, as
1f he were annoyed at his own indis-
cretion. ”

‘Do finish the sentence,” I pleaded,
longing to know what -he would say,
and recailing with a tingle of Lhe nerves
each word Captain Weyland and I had
caught as we waited ocur {urn two ap-
proach Lady Senhie.

Again he looked at me strangely, Ms
gray eyes wistful as well as searching.
Suddenly it flashed back to me how
Lady Sophie had apparently tried 1o
keep us apart when he had called dur-
ing Anne’s and my visit, and how Anune
had surmised that he was “part of tne
mystery.” The expression of his face
tended to confirm this surmise of hers,
and I would have given much if it had
heen possibie for me to frankly ques-
tion him.

If I had any power of judging char-
acter he was sweet-tempered yet hot-
tempered at the same time; impulsive,
more than a little obstinate, and fond
of haviug his own way—he had not
that prominent chin, deeply cleft in the
1aiddle, for nothing. I was sure—proud
to a Tfault, perhaps a bit conceited,
headstrong, and quick to draw himself
within a shell of reserve if strangers
endeavored to pass such barriers as he
chose to eraci, 8till, despite all this,
somehow I was not in the least afraid
of him.

I felt that I might say almosi any-
thirg without danger of bcing mis-
understood; that, though,it was not his
nature to be either patient or forchear-
ing, I might count on his being both
with me. It was not fear ithat closed
my lips, but a feeling which I could not
lave explained, although without put-
ting it into words I understood it, and
knew that it concerned only myself,

“I might finish my sentence in twao
ways,” he said slowly, “And both would
be ecqually truthful, I might pay you
a compliment, or I might—I might say
something which would disgust you
with me, and end all chance of—tha
friendship I hope to win from you by
and by. To do the first might offend
you, and—I confess I haven't the moral
courage for the other.”

“You puzzle me,”’ I returned, “I
den’t understand you.” 5

“They say, when a woman under-
stands a man he can no longer hope to
interest her. That is one of the reascns
why I'm glad you don’t understand
me."”

“Then there are several reasons? You
are certainly rather mysterious. But
everything is mysteriqus iately.”

“Nalurally, to you. Life is life, and
you are a debutante. /I shouldn’'t won-
der if this were your first ball.’

“I hope I haven't done anything
dreadfu! to make you guess it So soon
But it's true. Only two days ago, if
anyone had told me that 1 should ever
go to a ball I should have thought they
were mad, or making fun of me.”

I paused in the flow of my con-
fidences, blushing hotly; for there was
my duty to. my benefactress, and I did
not think that Lacy Sophie would care
to have the sordid past of her young
guest known and discussed. Perhaps
the reason she had disliked the idea of
our meeting yc3terday was vecause she
had not wished Sir George 10 see me
for the first time in my shabby clothes.
It had been for the sake of sparing my
pride that she had desired to kKeep us
apart; and n that case there was no
mystery at all so far as Sir George
Seaforth was concerned.

Lady Sophie did not guess that des-
tiny had seen fit, for some playful pur-
pose of its own, 1o thwart her weli-
laid scheme, and perhaps I would never
confess. I could see no reason why I
should. Nevertheless, even as it was,
Sir George knew nothing of my form-
er circumstances, except that he had
twice seen me yesterday poorly clad,
and once in a position of some diffi-
culty. I mnight have been masquerad-
ing in my cheap garments, for all that
he could tell, and for Lady Sophie's
sake, though not for my own, I would
check my impulse toward unnecessary
confidences.

“Didn’t your people approve of
dances?” my companion encouraged me
to go on.

“Er—not for me, at any rate,” I an-
swered quite truthfully, with a twinkle
in my eyes. I imagined Cousin Sarah
East's attitude toward a request of
mine to attend such an entertainment.
“But I love it—oh, how I love dancing!
I was never so happy in my life—at
least, since my mother left me—as I
am to-night.”

“How Many dances will you give me?
I oughtn’t to be gelfish, but do let me
have six!”

‘“Would that t;e the usual thing—real-
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ly, truly? You see, I don't know, so I
must depend on you to tell me.”

“Well, if you put me on honor, per-
haps I'm asking too much for your first
ball. - But I think I may beg for four
with a clear conscience, if you don't
mind being good-natured and letting
me have them.”

“l like it!” 'I'had exclaimed before I
h# time {) ask myself whether frank-
ness were fashionable for young maid-
ens in sociely. ‘“You dance so splen-
didly,”* I compraomised.

“Our step did suit, didn’t it? I'm so
glad, It :seems, somehow like. a good
omen,”

‘““Are you a soldier?”' T asked abrupt-
ly, “You walk like one, and, I fancy,
dance like cne, too.”

“That's rather a  sore point, but I
don’'t dislike taiking of it with you. I
used to be a soldier; it was my life, the
thing I cared for most on earth. But I
had solemnly promised my father that
when he died, and I came into the title,
I'd chuck the army and take up his
work, which meant to him all and more
than being a soldier meant to me. You
sea, he was awfully interested in im-
proving the condition of the working
people, and as charity begins at heme
he had done a lot for our tenants. I
hoped he would live to be a very old
man, and I expected when I made that
promise to get twenty more good years
of soldiering at least; but he died—dear
old governor!—quite suddenly a year
ago; and his last word to me was, ‘Re-
member!” I knew what he was think-
ing of, and satisfied him that I wasn't
going to break my word. Now, I seem
to have told you a lot about myself.
Won't you tell me something of youtr-
self, too? Fancy, I'd spent all day
trying to think how I was to meet you
again; and here you are.”

“My story isn’t written yet; I am only
in thé first chapter,” I said demurely.

“Then I'm in that first chapter. What
luck for mbe, even if my part be but a
small one! I hope, though, I'm not go-
ing to turn out the villain of the tale,”

I glanced up at him as we walked
slowly back toward the ballroom,

“You don’t look much like a villain.”

A slight contraction drew his level,
dark brows together, and his lips were
compressed, as if with-a thought that
gave him pain, -

“You mustn’t judge by appearances,’
he said.  “There’s disinterested advice
to a debutante. If there ever has been
anything of the villain about me, I'm
going to set to work and write it out
of my story to-right. I wonder if ene
can do that? What do you think? Does
he who breaks always have to pay—pay
with the one immediate jewel of his
soul, the only coin the gods will ac-
cept? But how could you have an opin-
fon on that subject, Miss Brand? Good
musie, isn’t it, and a jolly floor? We're
just in time for this gallop. I wish it
had been a waltz.”

His arm silid round my waist, and I
danced, feeling more than ever puzzled,
partly because of his question, but more
because of his quick change of voice
and subject. We did not stop until the
gallop was over. Next came the waltz
that Sir George Seaforth had wished
for, ‘and when it had ended, all too
soon, I asked that he would take me to
Lady Sophie. We would have those
other dances later, if he liked.

As we walked across the room to-
gether I could not help noticing that
almost everyo 7
larly intereste@l in us. They looked at
me, and looked again. In a lower rank
of society I think the gaze might have
degenerated into a stare. .

“I do hope my hair isn’t coming down,
or anything the matter with my frock,”
I exclaimed almost beseechingly to
Lady Sophie, when we had reached her
side at last.

I had spoken in a low, distressed
voice, but Sir George must have heard
the words, for his eyes and Lady So-
phie’s met, and both smiled.

“It has begun,” she remarked to him.
Then, turning to me, “Don't be alarm-
ed, dear; you are quite right. Yours
is a new face, that's all. People are
wondering who you are. I was talking

seemed to be particu=- -
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