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The Sacri‘fice of Enid

CHAPTER VI.

Arrangements.

¢ ".rH‘IS young woman is the
only one,” said Simpson,
as he entered the office;
“Ive, been telling her
she’ll have to work hard,
and mayhap yowll increase her pay
before long.” '

“She will certainly have to' WOTK
hard,” said Ronald with a smile. a3
won’t detain you now, Simpson; I
must see if Miss Williams is suitable.”

“Factory work ain’t suitable to her,
sir,” Simpson replied as he departed,
“she looks fit to drop sometimes when
the day is over.”

“And you never told me the work
was so trying,”’ said Ronald reproach-
fully when the door had closed upon
the foreman. .

“The standing was a little trying
during the heat, but it was the same
for me as for everyone else. Wh‘at
would have been the use of complain-
ing? Would you have provided arm-
chairs for all of us?”

“I am afraid I should not.”

There was an expression of delight
in his eyes as he spoke; he was re-
joiced that he could now secure her
society every day. ;

“And surely the conditions of your
factory are very superior to those 'c_)f
a large number of mills; there is
plenty of air, and every reasonable
comfort.”

“T pelieve our mill to be very super-
for to a great many others. All the
game it isn’t fit for you. How glag 1
am that you are coming here. Guile-
less Simpson!” Foroiy

“You will remember, sir,” she sai‘d
demurely, “that the appointment is
altogether Simpson’s.”. 3

“] will remember it. Are you going
to call me ‘Sir?"” :

“] certainly am during business
hours.” ;

“And out of them?”

“T shall not see you.”

“] suppose you will have too much
of my society in them.” :

“Very likely, sir,” she replied mock-
ingly. ;

“Now as to business.
mastered the machine?”

«I have. 0t is very easy to learn. I
cannot write fast as yet, but I shall
devote as much time as possible to
practising out of office hours.” .

“You will do nothing of the kind.
You will write quite fast enough for
me. Besides, you can’t practise out of
hours, for the machine will be here.
Now as to pay.”

“] am mnot worth much at prese-pt.”

“You will receive market price,
neither more nor less. You will be-
gin ‘with two pounds a week, an'd I
make you a present of the machlnﬂg.
If we quarrel at the end of ‘a week it
will be yours to take away.”

“] accept your handsome present
with gratitude. I will pick a quz%rrel
with you, and then offer my serv1(3’es,
and my machine, to someone else.

“You had better not.”

“Seriously, Mr. Westlake, you must
not give me so much at first. T am
not worth it. It is the price of a
skilled, typist, while I am only a
learner.”

“Am T the master of the mill or
are you?”

“You are very much master.” ;

“As 1 unfortunately had occasion
to tell another young lady who was
staying in our house. She went away
this morning in consequence.” :

“Do you mean that handsome girl
who went over the factory with that
young officer?” :

«“yeg. 1T am indeed sorry that you
were subject to any annoyance, and
so was Mr. Haselfoot. You will sure-
ly be glad to -avoid strangers.” 2

“T am delighted to ‘avoi'd them.

“You will work in the inner room
at transeribing my letters '_amd papers.
Sometimes I shall come In and dic-
tate them to you, otherwise you will
be entirely undisturbed. Your hours
will be from ten to one, and from two

Have you
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M ARY WILLIAMS comes to the
office of Ronald Westlake,
paper manufacturer, to ask for
work. He hesitates to employ
her, because she looks too genteel
for mill work. There is a special
mysterious reason for her want-
ing employment for herself, and
also for her lover. Westlake really
falls in love with her. Mary Wil-
liams starts a long journey on
foot back across Dartmoor — to
Plymouth. Riding out, Westlake
meets her and tries to induce her
not to sleep on the moor. Mary
Williams goes on her way. Along
the road she leaves a parcel with a
cottager which she pays him to
keep till it is called for by a man;
afterwards a bicycle  which she
buys on the road. .At Princetown
she visited the gaol—and watched
the convicts on the plantation; af-
terwards returned to Willowbridge
and the paper mill. Her duties at
the mill are much enlivened by the
peculiar attentions of her employer
who becomes very unpopular with
this fiancee, Miss Ormonde, in con-
sequence. He offers Mary a posi-
tion as typist. Two people find
themselves each between two fires.

to five. I hope six hours will not be
too much, but you needn’t work all
that time, you know.” ;

“l certainly shall, if there is any
work to do.”

He smiled; he was resolved that
some of the time, at all events, should
be spent in talking to him.

“What a determined young lady you
are!” i

“l am obliged to be with so deter-
mined a man. The hours are by no

. means long, and I repeat I am not

worth so much money yet.”

“But you are. I shall give you my
confidential letters to write, and trust
you as I should trust no other person
on the premises. You will have it in
your power to betray my trade secrets
to other employers, and injure my
business vastly.”

¢¢PUT why do you trust me? As I
said  before, what possibie
grounds have you for doing so?”

““Are our senses given us for noth-
ing? You are true as steel. You
could as soon betray a trust as a
statue turn into a living being.”

“I think,” she said softly, “my one
virtue is that T am straightforward—
as far as circumstances will allow me
to be. Oh, Mr. Westlake, suppose one
day you turn round on me and re-
proach me for having kept you in the
dark. But it is not my wish to do so.”

“l will never reproach you.”

She looked at the eclock.

‘Do you know what time it is, Mr.
‘Westlake? T must be off at once or
T shall be late for the factory.”

“You are not going back to the fac-
tory. I will speak to Simpson. Take
a holiday this afternoon, and come to-
morrow morning at ten. Oh, T forgot
to tell you; Saturday is a half day, and
whenever you want a holiday you have
only to ask for it.”

“Thank you, sir,” she replied with
merry eyes, and the mocking air
which always made him feel he was
her humble slave instead of her mas-
ter. and that she knew it well.

“But you must ask deferentially, you
know.”

“Certainly, sir; T will go on my
knees to you, sir, if you desire it.”

“That is a very safe ‘If} and you
know it.”

“I do know it, sir, and I have the
honour to wish you good morning.”

Her radiant air died away as soon as
she had left the mill premises. It was
as if a heavy weight had been lifted
from her shoulders to quit the uncon-
genial toil and society of the mill, and
every day she appreciated Ronald’s
kindness more, let it proceed from his
regard for her or not. She knew that
he would treat her with every defer-
ence, and never presume on their re-
spective positions by word or deed,
still the load of care which she always
carried could never be wholly re-
moved. She might forget it for a

short time, but the bitter, black facts
remained, and could not be set on one
side, or more than momentarily for-
gotten. Her life, as she regarded it,
must continue to be one of trouble and
anxiety.

“I'm afraid your dinner’s cold,” said
Mrs. Mason, who met her at the gate
of the farm house. “I thought you
were in as usual, and put it on the
table.”

“It doesn’t matter at all,” replied
Mary. But she was tired after her
morning’s work, and the coarse table-
cloth, the black-handled 'blunt knife,
the worse fork, the common crockery
ware, all filled her with disgust, which
was not lessened at the sight of the
dish of half-cold meat and potatoes
mixed, with fat floating on the top of
the gravy.

iShe pushed it away and ate some
biscuits and ripe currants, then took
herself severely to task as she sud-
denly remembered the convicts she
had seen engaged at Princetown in
hard toil.

“You are not a bit better than some
of them,” she said to herself. ‘“What
you want is to be treated to some
real hardships as they are, and per-
haps after you had eaten prison fare
of suet pudding and gruel, with at
times only bread and water when you
committed the smallest offence, you
would not grumble at good meat which
is cold through your own fault. And
if you were shut up for a week in
solitary confinement, with only a
plank bed to sleep on, it would, no
doubt, be the best thing for you, and
would teach you to value such bless-
ings as are left to you.”

She laughed, and finally went up-
stairs, and indulged in a good cry.
Simpson was quile right when he had
said factory work was unsuitable to
her. In spite of her fine constitution
it had already affected her mervous
system. Happily that time was over.

Ronald Westlal e returned home joy-
ful. He was in the highest spirits,
and both he and Haselfoot roared with
laughter at one another’s anecdotes.

“You are two heartless fellows!”
said Mr. Westlake. “You ought both
to have been in tears over Louise’s
departure. You made a great mis-
take, Haselfoot, in not inducing her
to stay. Are you aware she has thou-
sands of pounds in her own right, an
uninterfering mother and no father?”

“But what has that to do with me?”

“I thought perhaps it might have
something to do with you. Never
heard of such a thing in your life be-
fore, did you; no naval man ever has.”

“I will not profess to misunder-
stand you,” said Haselfoot with a
smile, for no one ever took Mr. West-
lake’s jokes in bad part even if they
obiected to them, as they were given
with such evident good-heartedness;
“but as far as I am concerned I like
to be captain in my own ship, and I
intend to be.”

“AND you think Miss Ormonde
would take command? Well, I
daresay she would. Ronald

seems to be of your opinion.”

Ronald made no reply; he did not
think it necessary to publish his dis-
agreement with Louise, even if she
had mentioned the fact herself. He
followed his mother when she left the
table instead of going back to the
offfice.

“Simpson has been telling me,” he
said, “that my ‘handwriting is the de-
spair of the mill, it is go vile, and that
I ought to engage a typist. I have
accordingly done so.”

“Dear me! that’'s quite a new-
fz:\ngled notion,” returned his father;
“in, my time people could write plain-
ly without all these modern inven-
tions. ‘Still T must say it may be an
improvement when anyone writes like
you do.” -

“He writes a beautiful hand,” said
Mrs. Westlake, “not a bit like a busi-
ness clerk would. It is a thorough
gentleman’s hand.”

“I grant you it is excellent to look
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