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'It ain't such a bad place, Claugvtile
ain't,' retorts Jemima, raLher hurt but

she don't live here. Sbe dou't live no here,
Mra. Tinker says, for good ; she just goes

about. She bas housea and places levrry-
where, incities and in the country. She

_came bore three or four years ago2 auti took a
fancy to a place out of town, and thought,
the air agreed witb 1%r. So she bought
the coutage, and coines for a inonth or two

every fall siuce. And her nephew likes it
fur the shooting-partridges and that She

is going away next week, and won't come
again till next Septeinber.'

" lier nephew ? ' Mini repeats quickly.
Who is lier nephew ? '
' Mr. Vane Vaientine, a young Eiglish

gentleman, aLd her heir. Yon oughter see
him a ridiný t rough the iown, mouuted on a
big black home, as tall andstraight as any-
thing, and looking as if everybody he met

was dirt under his feet ? cries Jemima Ann,
in a burst of enthusiastic admiration.

Inde(d ! Mr. Vane Valeatine puts on
heirs, iioes he ? So he is the heir 1 1 knew

there was a British cousin, and au heir to
the title. Do you know that higti-stepptng
yuung gentleman will be a barouet une uay,
Jemima Aun ?'

" Yes,' says Jemima Ana ; 'Mrs. Tinker
told me. But how do you come to know

You ain't acquainted with him, are yon ?'
6 1 have not tnat pleasure-at pretserit, I

may haye, pobsibly, hJore long. No-don't
ask questions ; all you have to do is to,

answer them. There are ouly the old lady
and this patrician nephew ?'

1, Tjiats all. Mr. Valentine is dead.'
& Yes. But used tiiere not to be some one

else--a son ?'
Jemima Ana looks at her with ever. eTow-

ing canosity. But her back is to the waning
light, and theM *18 nothing to be seen.

1 Ifs odd,' -she says, 'l that you ahould
know about tÈ-at ; not many, people do.

Even Mm. Tinker hates to talk of it. But,
yes-there waa a son.'
What becaine of him V

Well, he went wüd, and ran away, and
made a low marriage, and was- cut off, and
drowned. I don't, know uothin' more-I

don't, indeed. I only fonnd that ont by
chmee. And now I muet go,' mye, nervous-

ky, Jemima Ann, 1 for it w near17 six, and
aunt will be baeký and the hands, supper is
to get y -

Mimi mak« no effort to detun her ; but
when she iis alone she stands for a very long
tim quite atiU, the dark look deepeuing and

ever deepéaing in her ÈÀce. - She hears the
house door open, and the ùLriU, vikegar

,,kin%ý-heara the isweet,vome of Mis. Honk

with her ? Is she generally knocked over in
that uncomfortable manner by the sight of a

stranger ? And she is on her way back to
the hîghly respectable lunatic asylum whence
-she escaped?'

6 Misa Mirni, are you sure Do you meau
to, say you never saw her before ? '

Il Never, to the best of my belief. Why?
Dops she seem to day that she knows me? '

Jemima Ann is silent. There is a my8tei y
here, and she feels that discretion may be
.jucheions.

1 Who is the venarable party anyhow ?
She is a nice kindly-looking body, too, the

sort of motherly soul one would like for a
nurse or that

She iis NIrs. Tinker-Mrs. Susan Tinker.
Susan Tinker. Euphonious cognomen !'

laughed Mimi. 1 What else is she, oh,
reticent Jemima Aun !'

6 Well, she is housekeeper to Madame
'VaIentine. She has been her housekeeper
-for more than twenty yeart3.'

Jemima ie just about lifting the tray to
go, but Mlle. Mimi spriugs erect so sud.
denly, utters an exclamation so sharply

that she drops her load.
,I Land above !' she exclaims in terror,
what is the matter with you ?
Il Who dia you Bay?' Mimi cries

out breathlessIv ; & housekeeper for whom?,
Il Madame VýIentine-old Madame Valen.

-tine of the cott,%ge. So then yon do
know something of the secret af ter all V

Mlle. Mimi is standing up. A flush
sweeps over the pearly fairnese of her face

theu it iades and leavffl her very pale.
She turna abruptly away, walks toa, win-
dow, and stands with her back to tht:

curious Jemima Ann. She stands for fully
five minutes îtanng ont; but she seea
nothing of the duU darkening street, the
leaden October sky, the few passera.dby,

the ugly- sholn over the way.'. The ý1ue
eves gléaming with a light not goed to
13M. Il Dont go, she mye at last, turning
round as she sees Jemima Ann gathering

up the the tray. '1 1 want to aak you a
-qu"on. Who is Madame Valentine? -'
4 Who is she? Why she is Madame

Valentinetthough why madame any more
than otherfolkB 1 don't know, exçept that

éhe is very rich-immensely rich and arîsto-
etatic. Ohý tfiy goodnew 1 ' saya Jemima

Ann, dempairing of conveying any idea, of the
#nnaële of patrician loftmess and weaith

*hieh MmUme Valentine ha& attained.
RiSh - and adstocratie 1 What in the

world then,' uka hfimi- with a gesture of
Immie contempt out of the window, 'I dom

-shè db herirtil


