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Georgina.



Georgina of the Rainbows

CHAPTER I

HEF EAKIIEK MEMORIES

I'Lmhfe"'^'' ""^ "»"•««<• hi. teeth

b«ng fed dripping .poo„f„,, of br«d?„dmt'frAe .Urer porringer which rested onZm ^"

^^xt";'Lr '^^ "*" '•««« "- .h«
l>erhiKh4.ir.h / ""."'' ''°'™ "^ *« »t«P of

pmeofit chantinln "^ u'
S""' »lway» made a

M.ock.:i:,hls":,"^ 7r:z tr?f" h"
* '^"^" *"

or way, as if she were one of
II



12 Georgina of the Rainbows

2? KMi^*nT> T^""
"^*^ ^»^ *«»• "Tippy"

the child cUcd her before .he could .peak pl«iri?L

but Mw. Tnplett rather seemed to like it Being
the working houtekeeper, companion and everything

t game of Gjjrgl«i', breakfast, even if she had

i^lTr^'l' I ^J*'
"*".? *'^ "^^^ •**»? *<» "y» "Curly,

locks, Curly-locks, wilt thou be mine?" or to preis

ulfiru^^J^^ •«•'"•* Georgina»s dimpled rose-
leaf cheek as if it were somthing too temptingly deai-and sweet to be resisted. She merely said, "Here I"
cadi time she thrust the spoon towards her.

Mrs. Tnplett was in an especial hurry this mom-
mg, and did not even look up when old Jeremy camemto the room to put more wood on the fire. In win-
ter, when there was no garden work, Jeremy did

hand. Although he must have been nearly eighty
years old, he came in, tall and unbending, with a big
log across his shoulder. He walked stiffly, but his
back was as steiight as the long poker with which
he mended the fire.

Georgina had seen him coming and going aboutAe place every day since she had been brought to
live m this old gray house beside the sea, but this



Her Earlier Memories
WM the fine time he h.^ j *3

wiA h« .. long ;, ri,eS^' •*? *" »» ««rry
h'le. red-faced Sd„„ ^a^**

'"'? *« Picture ofi
•round hi, l„„ d,"" Hi* r*^'*".

""«'" "ound
«"" .lipped down o^, hh^rS**:*""-".™,-hwd. when he .tooperto

'
iTA •.* **P'y^"ned

H« let CO with . .„„ T^" *« OB into the &„.
"««?e jeized him. .nd be5„"*^"!""' « ""'sfcty
'»« in /tKin«tion «t Ae.lf^ ^° '"'* "*« e«z.
making, .,w .fl of h".^'^T- "^ 'P"'" «>• w..
« hi. eye. h.d.Xt d^n '"?i"*° *« «'«•

et. upon the heart, or hU «°T 'T **' '<«k-
..d«. of hi. head, Ae ^„ d?« h.v"^

'" '"'» *«
nfied, for rte had not m l!!?*;*

'""' "<»« ter-
may be a «p.„^ ^^^ '"™ed that one', teeth
•uch a terrible thinj to t>T'."^- " "«.
tiujundreamed^f ffrtionV

"»" 80 to piece. i„

barely mi„i„g the rug Z^'^T °" *' «°»'.
»"»** her fron, the to^Kj^ZjT'^ '"['"8 *°
»" haying a .pa,m. She d!d

„*/'*"*'"? *« <*ild
Jeremy'. ,„„,. ^^j, ^.V^™ ^""ect it with old
'"«. and turned to .« ht if u?

""**"' ^bbe,.

'<!;* he had «,hed ouVofAe^eV". ** '*'*>

^«y were an old.fa.hTo„1d r^^J^^' """«»•
set such as one never



14 Georgina of the Rainbows

•ect now. They had.been nude in En^^tnd. Thq
were hinged together like jtwt, ind Georgine yellec

agtin at the taw 'them all UadrMied and gaping
dangling from the tongt. It wav not the grinninf
teeth thenuelvet, howeirer, which frightened her
It was the awful knowledge, vague though it was tc

her infant mind, that a human body could 6y apart
in that way. And Tippy, not underttanding the

cause of her terror, never thought to explain thai

they were false and had been made by a man ir

tome out4f-the-way comer of Yorkahire, instead
of by the Ahnighty, and that their removal was pain
lest.

It was several years before Georgina learned the
truth, and the impression made by the accident gren
into a lurking fear which often haunted her as time
wore on. She never knew at what moment she might
fly apart herself. That it was a distressing ex-

perience she knew from the look on old Jeremy*!
face and the desperate pace at which he set off to
have himself mended.

She held her breath long enough to hear the doof
bang shut after him and his hob-nailed shoes go
scrunch, scrunch, through the gravd of the path
around the house, then she broke out crying again
so violently that Tippy had hard work quieting hen
She picked up the silver porringer from the floor
and told her to look at the pretty bowL , The fall

had put a dent into its side. And what would
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GtoijnW. gTMt^mt .unt have uid could the hi»

1.1^ « "•BgBtjr nimcnkc Then an. h«

tround the "m in taU. dim-looped !.» „ 1?^-
wluch h.d p^ down th«»5. mH," tLS^

l«»rbo^ tnd dmrntdctUy bide her "hi^kr sLI.mgw-thher W». Aoe. Ji A.wini^Ldf^on e.ch pmk cheek. G«„^, «.tt»MiC^

•round the h.ri)or. u,d the narrow bowd-w,* Jjl
f" ^ong one nde of it ,U th. wy.^^ ^
J»t .n front of the houw in . wiie rfl^"' J

?5 "t.'^e::i^^-S;e^r.t«v"where down the street ThV^. k u
^^ **""*"

"M...ki» ^ "'^^- ^ne •obt broke out «MiiiHuthI" commanded Mm Trinl-^ ^ • l
«n impatient ditke. "Har^to wha^'

^""'^ ^'
wlonff r.nV »«., 7 .

^°*^ • coming up

'W)rd Towncner" w.. meiningleM to



l6 Georgina of the Rabbows
Georgifii. There wai nothing by that name in her
linen book which held the pictures of all the animals
from Ape to Zebra, and there wai nothing by that
name down in Kentucky where the had lived all of
her ihort life until these last few weeks. She did
not even know whether what Mrs. Triplett said was
coming along would be wearing a hat or horns. The
cow that lowed at the pasture bars every night back
in Kentucky jangled a bell. Georgina had no dis-
tinct recollection of the cow, but because of it the
wund of a bell was associated in her mind with horns.
So horns were what she halfway expected to see, as
she watched breathlessly, with her face against the
glass.

"Hark to what he'n calling I" urged Mrs. Triplett.
A fish auction. There's a big boat in this morning

with a load of fish, and the Towncrier is telling every-
body about it."

So a Towncricr was a man! The next instant
Georgina saw him. He waa an old man, with bent
shoulders and a fringe of gray hair showing under
the fur cap puUcd down to meet his cars. But there
was such a happy twinkle in his faded blue eyes, such
goodness of heart in every wrinkle of the weather-
beaten old face, that even the grumpiest people
smiled a little when they met him, and everybody he
spoke to stepped along a bit more cheerful, just be-
cause the hearty way he safd "Good morning I" made
the day seem really good.
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""•'•"'f"uV'^'W. 'W. «p on the win.dow Md beckon him to come in ud w.nn himldfbefore he lUrtt bade to town."

t«^L"l'K*l'"'
9«"»»«*' "••»<• to meke it do the

•hire m the invitition. but in her touchy frtmeoJ

bMckle. Imoclted .g.inM the p,ne, end her w^l.

Itrhou."
""" " "•' •"•"'-"" "" «"«• towTrS;

•ry^i.'^ bh,l''T.'"?'
•"" */'• ^""^'"''* »«»ory i( « blank, eave for a con/wed recoUection of

»,;*!« r
'« '""'' '"'P"' '•" to clang the dap.

Zjiy ^^' •* """^ '<" her to .4ng alon^But »me dmi picture of the kindly face puAered into

n«er.!^A.^ ""^^ " ^'^' •»<• tliereafter die
"^"

liTh*!TT"'" «° "'Vkl'nging along th*

•afcty whidi hi. «,ng gave her that mornine S<»ne

u ror a cloth to wipe up the bread and milk



l8 Grcorgina of the Rainbows

"It's a mercy you happened along, Mr. Darcy, or
she might have been screaming yet. I never saw a
child go into such a sudden tantrum."
The answer came in jerks also, for it took a vigor-

ous trotting of the knees to keep such a heavy child
as Georgma on the bounce. And in order that his
words might not interfere with the game he sane
them to the tune of "Ride a Cock Horse."

"There must have been—some very good
Reason for such—a hulla-ba-lool"

«<T»1

Hi

1 11 tell you when I come back," said Mrs. Trip-
lett, on her feet again by this time and halfway to
the kitchen with the dripping floor clodi. But when
she reappeared in the doorway her own concerns had
crowded out the thought of old Jeremy's misfor-
tune.

"My yeast is running all over the top of the crock,
Mr. Darcy, and if I don't get it mixed right away
the whole baking will be spoiled."

"That's all right, ma'am," was the answer. "Go
ahead with your dough. I'll keep the little lass out
of mischief. Many's the time I have sat by this ffrc
with her father on my knee, as you know. But it's
been years since I was in this room last."

There was a long pause in the Banbury Cross ride.
Ihe Lrier was looking around the room from one
familiar object to another with the gentle wistful-
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ness which creeps into old eyes when they peer into
the past for something that has ceased to be.
Ajeorgina grew impatient.

"More ridel" she commanded, waving her hands
and ducking her tongue as he had just taught her to

"Don't let her worry you. Mr. Darcy," called
Mrs. Triplctt from the kitchen. "Her mother will
be back from the post-office most any minute now.
Just send her out here to me if she gets too bother-
some.

Instantly Georgina cuddled her head down against
h.s shoulder. She had no mind to be separated
from this new-found playfellow. When he produced
a battered silver watch from the pocket of his vel-
veteen waistcoat, holding it over her ear, she was
charmed into a prolonged silence. The clack of
1 ippy s spoon against the crock came in from the
kitchen, and now and then the fire snapped or the
green fore-log made a sing-song hissing.
More than thirty years had passed by since the

old Towncncr first visited the Huntingdon home.

who7T' .*^7°^"^"«^'- then, but a seafaring man

h»^w\u f T'"^
'''"" "^^^'^ '^' globe, andhad h.s fill of adventure. Tired at last of such arovmg hfe, he had found anchorage to his likingm this quaint old fishing town at the tip end of CapeCod. Georgina s grandfather, George Justin Hunt-

inpdon, a judge and a writer of dry law books, had
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Gcorgina of the Rainbows
been one of the first to open his home to him. They
had been great friends, and little Justin, now Geor-
gina s father, had been a stiU closer friend. Many aday they had spent together, these two, fishing 8r
blueberrymg or tramping across the dunes. The boy
called h.m "Uncle Darcy," tagging after him like a
shadow, and feehng a kinship in their mutual love of
adventu

, which drew as strongly as family ties.The Judge always said that it was the old sailor's
yarns of sea life which sent Justin into the navy "in-
stead of the law office where he belonged."
As the old man looked down at Georgina's soft.

herZl?H T^u "f
f"'* ^'^ ^'^°"^^"' «"d feli

could I ?lv
^"'"^ ^5^'"^ ^*"" °" ^^' «<=^k, he

could almost beheve .t was the same child who had

tS nf .h rl?"! ^i'"^
^'^'' ^«°- ^' ^«» hard tothmk of the little lad as grown, or as filling th. re-

sponsible position of a naval surgeon. Yet when he
counted back he realized that the Judje hid been

fnl T'V, r"'.
'"^ '^' '^^^^^ *>«d been stand-ng empty all that time. Justin had never been back

s nee It was boarded up. He had written occasion-
ally during the first of his absence, but only boyish
scrawls which told little about himself ^ ^
The only real news which the old man had of himwas m the three clippings from the Provincetown

^-racon, which he carried about in his wallet The
first was a mention of Justin's excellent record in
fighting a fever epidemic in some naval station in the
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tropics. The next was the notice of his marriage to
a Kentucky girl by the name of Barbara Shirley, and
tile last was a paragraph clipped from a newspaper
dated only a few weeks back. It said that Mrs. Jus-tm Huntmgdon and little daughter, Georgina, would
arnve soon to take possession of the old Hunting-
don homestead which had been closed for many
years. During the absence of her husband, servingm foreign parts, she would have with her Mrs. Maria
Triplett.

The Towncrier had known Mrs. Triplett as long
as he had known die town. She had been kind to
him when he and his wife were in great trouble. He
was thinking about that time now, because it had
something to do with his last visit to die Judge in
this very room. She had happened to be present,
too. And die green fore-log had made diat same
sing-song hissing. The sound carried his thoughts
back so far that for a few moments he ceased to hear
the clack of the spoon.



CHAPTER II

oeorgina's playmate mother

he w,, , I^'P'?* 1P»« '» *« painful scene which

,,J^ r^K u*!.*"
'""'^ •" "»'«• ""d looking up.

I can tell she-, disappointed from d,e way she walfaalong a. If she could hardly push against the wind."
1 fte old man, leaning sideways over the arm of his

^i Ti-}'' "?? ""'"<' *« "'"dow to peer
out, but he did It without dislodging Georgina, who«. repeating the "tick-tick" of fhe watch f„ a wlt^

Aolilder
contentedly against the Towncrier's

rel^rri^r,?'"
''"'

V^'^ °i " «'''•" ^' »mmented,

doser vfi ^.Z^""'r*"• ''""'y drawing intodoser view. She must be year, younger than Jus-

«d ,^^""" ? *? "" '" *' postK,ffice last week«d told me who she was, and I've been intending
ever since to get up this far to talk with her abow
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of her fringed scarf back over her shouTder ^t

some "he s«l<J ^ I
"" ?°"' '""""ee and lone-

.vcXTdir,r*fsr:r ,';"' ^'
only named it once to her =n^ t ,5^ 8°- ^

and winked ba^th. telA an1','°?
°'

'J"'''''
"P

.poken Southern wTy of h" , "oh f 'I
?"" '°^*-

Tippy r She', take^ to «?'„»' x" * ''*."• ""'•

Georgina does 'm,n !S T ^'PP''' '•»* «»

a lc,«.- I.- . ™ y"" *''fc "bout it I feel lik-
. fatten .h,p„recked on a desert island. ItWll „
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24 Georgina of the Rainbows

strange and dreadful here with just, sea on one side
and sand dunes on the other.'

"

At the sound of her name, Georgina suddenly sat
up straight and began fumbling the watch back into
the velveteen pocket. She felt that it was time for
her to come into the foreground again.

"More ridel" she demanded. The galloping
began again, gently at first, then faster and faster
in obedience to her wishes, until she seemed only a
swirl of white dress and blue ribbon and flying brown
curls. But this time the giddy going up and down
was in tame silence. There was no accompanying
song to make the game lively. Mrs. Triplett had
more to say, and Mr. Darcy was too deeply inter-

ested to sing.

"Look at her now, stopping to read that sign set

up on the spot where the Pilgrims landed. She does
that every time she passes it. Says it cheers her up
something wonderful, no matter how downhearted
she is, to think that she wasn't one of the Mayflower
passengers, and that she's nearly three hundred years
away from their hardships and that dreadful first

wash-day of theirs. Does seem to me though, that's

a poor way to make yourself cheerful, just thinking
of all the hard times you might have had but didn't."

"Thing it I" lisped Georgina, wanting undivided
attention, and laying an imperious little hand on his

cheek to force it. "Thing!"
He shook his head reprovingly, with a finger

'if
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across his lips to remind her that Mrs. Triplett was
stiU talking; but she was not to be silenced in such
a way. Leaning over until her mischievous brown
eyes compelled him to look at her, she smiled like

It^^ut r^- u
^*°^P"»'» «"»ile was something

irresistible when she wanted her own way.
Pleaiher she lisped, her face so radiantly sure

that no one could be hardhearted enough to resist the
magic appeal of that word, that he could not dis-
appoint her.

S3^'' ii"^'.
r^'^^hl" he exclaimed. "She could

wheedle the fish out of the sea if she'd say please
to em that way. But how that honey-sweet tone and
the yells she was letting loose awhile back couldcome out of that same little rose of a mouth, passesmy understanding." .

f-wcs

,

Mrs. Triplett had left them again and he was
singing at the top of his quavering voice, "Rings onher fingers and bells on her toes," when the frontdoor opened and Georgina's mother came in. The
salt wind had blown color into her cheeks as bright

A?iirrT^/"^"* }^'' di'^Wointment about
the letter had left a wistful shadow in her big gray
eyes, but it changed to a light of pleasure when shesaw who was romping with Georgina. They wereso busy with their game that neither of them noticedner entrance.

wjfll'r^TV*'''
*?°°' '°^^^y ^^^^'"^ h«r and stoodwith her back against it watching fliem a moment.
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TTien Georgina spied her, and with a rapturooi cry
of Barbyr tcramblcd down and rin to throw her-
•elf into her mother's arms. Barby was her way of
•aying Barbara. It was the first word she had ever
spoken and her proud young mother encouraged her
to repeat it, even when her Grandmother Shirley in-
wsted that It wasn't respectful for a child to call its
mother by her first name.

"But I don't care whether it is or not," Barbara
had answered. 'AH I want is for her to feel thatwe re the best chums in the world. And I'm not go-mg to spoil her even if I am young and inexperienced.
1 here are a few things that I expect to be very strict
about, but making her respectful to me isn't one of

Now one of the things which Barbara had decided
to be very strict about in Georgina's training wasmaking her respectful to guests. She was not to
thrust herself upon their notice, she was not to inter-
nipt their conversation, or make a nuisance of her-
scit. bo, young as she was, Georgina had already
learned what was expected of her, when her mother
having greeted Mr. Darcy and laid aside her wraps,
drew up to the fire to talk to him. But instead of
doing the expected thing, Georgina did the forbid-
den. Since the old man's knees were crossed so that
she could no longer climb upon them, she attempted
to seat herself on his foot, clamoring, "Do it again 1"

No, dear," Barbara said firmly. "Uncle Darcy's
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Mmt^Vt, ^1 ^^' ^ ~'"* '*«''« to Barbv and

not".:;" rve'r^Se^r" A.r f
•""

?r"<^'"
"•"<»

ceiling dirZ, overbad Vt'
""''^ '" "" *e

the I d on . but as soo'" 'T
"°''' ^'^P^' ^^^ P"^

littl*. UA t-Tu °" ** '**« " ready to act like aiitUc lady, lift her out, please."
^^ " "^c iiKe a
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The ttrangeneM of her lurroundingt kept her quiet

« moment longer, and in that moment she discovered
that by putting one eye to a lc9sely*woven spot in the

hamper she could see what Mrs. Triplett was doing.

She was polishing the silver porringer, trying to mb
out the dent which the fall had made in its side. It

was such an interesting kitchen, seen through this

peep-hole that Georgina became absorbed in rolling

her eye around for wider views. Then she found
another outlook on the other side of the hamper,
and was quiet so long that Mrs. Triplett came over
and peered down at her to see what was the matter.
Georgina looked up at her with a roguish smile.

One never knew how she was going to take a punish-

ment or what she would do next.

"Are you ready to be a little lady now ? Want me
to lift you out?" Both little arms were stretched joy-

ously up to her, and a voice of angelic sweetness said
coaxingly: "Pleathe, Tippy."

The porringer was in Mrs. Triplett's hand when
she leaned over the hamper to ask the question. The
gleam of its freshly-polished sides caught Georgina's
attention an instant before she was lifted out, and
it was impressed on her memory still more deeply
by being put into her own hands afterwards as she
sat in Mrs. Triplett's lap. Once more her tiny fin-

ger's tip was made to trace the letters engraved
around the rim, as she was told about her great-great
aunt and what was expected of her. The solemn
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iippy wtt not one who could «•> r-iJi u
•ce • child suffer for lack o/n, •

""^^ ^^ ""^

her «,me had bl p" .„ fo?
'"' " '"'' *""•»*

.round that .hi„i„gT»J" " """'' «*""«'<•"»



CHAPTER III
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THE TOWNCRIEK HAS HIS SAY

'T^HE old Huntingdon house with its grty gtblet• ind stone chimneys, stood on the beach near the
breakwater, just beyond the place where everything
seemed to come to an end. The house itself marked
the end of the town. Back of it the dreary dunes
stretched away toward the Atlantic, and in front the
Cape ran out in a long, thin tongue of sand between
the bay and the harbor, with a lighthouse on its
farthest point. It gave one the feeling of being at
the very tip end of the world to look across and see
the water closing in on both sides. Even the road
ended in front of the house in a broad loop in which
machines could turn around.

In summer there was always a string of sightseers
coming up to this end of the beach. They came to
read the tablet erected on the spot known to Geor-
gma as "holy ground," because it marked the first
landing of the Pilgrims. Long before she could read,
Mrs. Triplett taught her to lisp part of a poem which
said:

"yiye, call it holy ground,
The thoil where firth they trod."
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She ttught it to Georgim bectuie the thoucht itW.I only f„r to Jottin that hit child .hould jrow

up to b. .. p„„d of her New England hon,. ,TZw.. of her Southern one. Barbara was alway, .ing-ng ,0 her .bout "My Old Kentucky Home." andGoing Back to Dixie." and when they pl.yed t<^

fnfrr„!if .l*"*??
*'.'''"<>"'« J""' wa, build-

ing Grandfather Shirley's house in the sand

„«.'.^*"*!; ''Yu,*"'
'"'"* " "P »'* *ells and

7.1^ Vt "1 '*'''''"• '"*" *" *••« •'««'y «•»« poststopM by lanterns. Twigs of bayber^'and wild
beach plum made trees with which to border its ave.
nues, and every dear deh>ht of swing and arbor and

wodir *" °!"'' '" ""•""'• P''V-day.. was re-produced in mmiature until Georgina loved them,

put, and the «m.di.l, and the hole in the fence where

for ^^JH^ '""»"? *"'"«^- I^«« "«» « 'fryfor «verything. By the time she had outgrown her
..p she could make the whole fair structure by her'sel^ithout even a suggestion from Barbara.

room aW She learned to read from letter, traced

nd oebbut
'"^ '^TH'"

**" """"'f "'* »h.ll.

2f ^ne^ttiStrri.?":trer^"t

Mrs. Triplctt'8 time for lessons was when Geor-
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gina was following her abr^t the house. Such fol-
lowing taught her to Move briskly, for Tippy, like
time and tide, never w litrd, and it behooved one to
be close at her heels if one would see what she put
mto a pan before she whisked it into the oven. Also
It was necessary to keep up with her as she moved
swiftly from the cellar to the pantry if one would
hear her thrilling tales of Indians j.nd early settlers
and brave forefathers of colony ti.aes.

There was a powder horn hanging over the din-
ing room mantel, which had been in the battle of
Lexington, and Tippy expected Georgina to find the
same inspiration in it which she did, because the
forefather who carried it was an ancestor of each.
"The idea of a descendant of one of the Minute-

men being afraid of rats!" she would say with a
scornful rolling of her words which seemed to wither
her listener with ridicule. "Or of a« empty ear-
ret! Tutl" ^^ ^

When Georgina was no more than six, that dis-
gusted "Tutl" would start her instantly down a
dark cellar-way or up into the dreaded garret, even
when she could feel the goose-flesh rising all over
her. Between the porringer, which obliged her to
be a little lady, and the powder horn, which obliged
her to be brave, even while she shivered, some times
Georgina felt that she had almost too much to live
op to. There were times when she was sorry that
ihe had ancestors. She was proud to think that one
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of them Oand in the honors of the tall PiW™monument overlooking the town and h^^Zthere were days when she would have traded him

tt.d ^h""
'*?"' P''^ -'* ^o little Podges"

F Y wim tnem, but she often stood at the bark .a**

One day when they stroUed by drageine a vou„.

rSr '".* """y """P"" by a strinTS^d tH!

do that I"
' Coomaway.IassI Ye maun't
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Only the moment before she had heard Rosa scream
at Manuel, "You ain't my boss; shut your big
mouth I"

*

It was on the tip of her tongue to scream the same
thmg at old Jeremy and see what would happen. She
felt, instmctively, that this was shocking language
But she had not yet outgrown the lurking fear which
always seized her in his presence that either her
teeth or his might fly out if she wasn't careful, so
she made no answer. But compelled to vent her in-
ward rebellion in some way, she turned her back on
the hedge that screene4 him and shook the gate till
the latch rattled

^

Looking up she saw the tall Pilgrim monument
towermg over the town like a watchful giant. She
had a feehng that it, too, was spying on her. No
matter where she went, even away out in the bar-
bor m a motor boat, it was always stretching its long
neck up to watch her. Shaking back her curls, she
looked up at it defiantly and made a face at it, just
Uie ugliest pucker of a face she could twist her lit-
tle features into.

But it was only on rare occasions that Georgina
felt the longing for playmates of her own age.
Usually she was busy with her lessons or happily
following her mother and Mrs. Triplett around the
house, sharing all their occupations. In jelly-making
time she had the scrapings of the kettle to fill her
own little glass. When they sewed she sewed with
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them, even when she was so small that she had to
have the thread tied in the needle's eye, and could dono more than pucker up a piece of soft goods into
big wallops. But by the time she was nine years old
she had learned to make such neat stitches that Bar-
bara sent specimens of her needlework back to Ken-
tucky, and folded others away in a little trunk of
keepsakes, to save for her until she should be grown

Also by the time she was nine she could play quite
creditably a number of simple Etudes on the tinkly
old piano which had lost some of its ivories. Her
daily practicing was one of the few things about
which Barbara was strict. So much attention had
been given to her own education in music that she
found joy in keeping up her interest in it, and wanted
to make it one of Georgina's chief sources of pleas-
ure. To that end she mixed the stories of the great
operas and composers with her fairy tales and folk
lore until the child knew them as intimately as she
did her Hans Andersen and Uncle Remus.
They often acted stories together, too. Even Mrs.

1 riplett was dragged into these, albeit unwillingly,

.7 "^Z'v ^"'^"^"^^^n^ P»rt«- For instance, in
Lord Ullin s Daughter," she could keep on with her

knitting and at the same time do "the horsemen hard
behind us nde." by clapping her heels on the hearth
to sound like hoof-beats.

Acting came as naturally to Georgina as breathing,
bhe could not repeat the simplest message without
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table. '
^"^^^^ "P ^««'"«'t the library

him when he «m came b«ause h. ./ ^ "'''""'""*

talk about Justin armuA a, IVr' j" "*u '

-°

Later she welcomed h^n^ if-
''""*'* '° •«"•

to depend^^tctsd a^
"''' ""' «""

Most of all she appreciated h^
»"/ «couragement.

in Georeina If h-l'Ti! I
''^'""""te interest

i.. couJ::; hite'-tat ':z^'z f;rfraccomplishments Mnr-
5.^*^*^ P"***' »" ner httle

thread-'in h^needl^frhtlhrshe' w^ ^^
'"

to sew, and it was hi*. „„^!-r •
^*^ learnmg

ward attempts Jhi^t'uSfh';;;;'-".'
'"

'"•?;
her stitches we„ realty prai^ettS:

*" "" ''" "'«''

b««rinn!ni with w™ ^ o^on'^^UWeT''
"'*"«''

hooks a, "The Leatherstocking T L"? V° ""^

h.d Geor.naU.d'^rrth:;:::™^
::^
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Uian he began to t,ke her mother to task for aUow-

JouU make the 1.39 old before her time I" he

cyt heth n'llf
*" T'"^ "' «»*»8 books'ao'f^over her head that A, can only sort of tip-toe up ..

Iln'l?"W' *« «'««''ing that makes her growUncle Darcy." Barbara answered in an indulgl

"iJVhr. °"
-'^^'l'

°' ''" interruption.
"^

And she teUs me that she sometimes sits as muchas an hour at a time, Ustening to you play on ?hep.ano. espeaaUy if if, W music 'that mleT vou

fevert^^' 'f"^ "' '° "' '" « ^P ^tnever come, jn, or of waves creeping up in a londvplace where the fog-bell tolls.' tL* were her v^„word, and ^, , fc., ,„ moumK ?ttS
Barbara laughed.

"Nonsense, Unde Darcy. As lone as she 'v—
canVal"'' l"'

'" ^" "' «'• » ««' tamZ
elin d, I-

^"".'hould have seen her ddT^
elfin dance 4,, morning. She entered into the spiWof .t IJce a Irttle whirlwind. And, besides, Ere
play w'h"" X"","'".*" ' '"" ""-"""o
;„^ j\u ' ""'y " ^"' »«)<"'ntance, in thetown, and they are too far from u. to make vl,it.*g
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^vJtotri^; "^^uT ^"^ ^°^^ •^ *^ time

7

rl ^!! f• ' P^*y ^'* *>«' «o much that we're mor*like two chum, than mother and child"
'

haH I"' /• * T"^^ ^* *^'«*' ^<>' »>oth of you if younad more mends oufcifl* ti. /^
"ywuuyou

feel fh, ..J. °''™«- Then Georgina wouldn't

hon from Justin and your watching for hi, letters

"i""" "»k.ng your whole life just a wai ,U tilWeen h., furloughs, more than you haTe'n? T.
"But, Uncle Darcyl" exclaimed Barbara "itwould be just the same no matter how many friend,

-'No. bX-'rid":^'
"' '-"^^ ^' '"-ci •

STtr,;'erh:t^i^i:--
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1 ;• 5?* '*•* •"« owed it to the Judge to do thumuch for hi. grandchild. The u»al cXd, of Z^mer peopk would be coming soon. He had h^Sthat Gray Iijj, »„ eo be reopened thi. ^Ter
^.7T^"I '°,"''' ^'^^'^^y •« childreHT^f;end of the beach. If Opportunity came that nearto Georgina's door he knew .everal way. of inA

'

mg-ttolmock. Sohewe„toff,mi4ThilSf
"



CHAPTER IV

NEW FRIENDS AUD THE GREEN STAIRS

'T^HE town filled up with artists earlier than usual
that summer. Stable lofts and old boathouses

along the shore blossomed into studios. Sketching
classes met in the rooms of the big summer art
schools which made the Cape end famous, or set up
their models down by the wharfs. One ran into
easels pitched in the most public places : on busy street
corners, on the steps of the souvenir shops and evenm front of the town hall. People in paint-besmeared
smocks, loaded with canvases, sketching stools and
palettes, filled the board-walk and overflowed into
the middle of the street.

The Dorothy Bradford steamed up to the wharf
from Boston with her daily load of excursionists, and
the accommodation" busses began to ply up and
down the three miles of narrow street with its rest-
less tide of summer visitors.

Up along, through the thick of it one June morn-
ing, came the Towncrier, a picturesque figure in his
short blue jacket and wide seaman's trousers, a red
bandanna knotted around his throat and a wide-
rimmed straw hat on the back of his head.

40
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"Notice!" he cried, after each vigorous ringinir

He^hts and the Gray I„„, a black leather bill-case
with important papers."
He made slow progress, for someone stopped himat a most every rod with a word of greeting, andhe stopped to pat every dog which thrJst a friindly

nose into his hand in passing. Several times strangeil
stepped up to him to inquire into his affairs as if hewere some ancient historical personage come to life.Unce he heard a man say:

"Quick with your kodak, Ethel. Catch the Town-

aZZ -"T '^?"«^- ^^'^ '^y '^"^'^ only oneoAer place m the whole United States that has onerou can t afford to miss anything this quaint "

of the beach. He walked still more slowly herefor many cottages had been opened for summer resi!dents since the last time he passed along, and heknew some of the owners. He noticed thf the loftabove a boat-house which had once been the studio

use. He wondered who had taken it. Almost acrossfrom It was the "Green Stairs" where Georrin^^^^^^^^

h3rbeS:
""^ '^"^ ' ''' -- -^°- -^

The "Green Stairs" was the name she had given toa long fl^ht of wooden steps with a railing on ea^
side, leading from the sidewalk up a steep embank!
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incnt to the bungalow on top. It was a widc-tpread-
ing bungalow with as many windows looking out to
sea as a lighthouse, and had had an especial interest
for Georgina, since she heard someone say that its
owner, Mr. Milford, was an old bachelor who lived
by himself. She used to wonder when she was
younger if "aU the bread and cheese he got he kept
tipon a shelf." Once she asked Barbara why he
didn't "go to London to get him a wife," and was
told probably because he had so many guests that
there wasn't time., Interesting people were always
coming and going about the house; men famous for
things they had done or written or painted.
Now as the Towncrier came nearer, he saw

Georgina skipping along toward him with her jump-
mg rope. She was bare-headed, her pink dress flut-
tenng in the salt breeze, her curls blowing back from
her glowing little face. He would have hastened his
steps to meet her, but his honest soul always de-
manded a certain amount of service from himself for
the dollar paid him for each trip of this kind. So
he went on at his customary gait, stopping at the
usual intervals to ring his bell and call his news.
At the Green Stairs Georgina paused, her atten-

tion attracted by a foreign-looking battleship just
steammg into the harbor. She was familiar with
nearly every kind of sea-going craft that ever an-
chored here, but she could not classify this one. With
her hands behind her, clasping her jumping rope
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ready for another throw, the stood looking out to
tea Presently a slight scratching sound behind her
made her turn suddenly. Then she drew back
startled, for she was face to face with a dog whidi
was sitting on the step just on a level with her eyes.He was a ragged-looking tramp of a dog, an Irish
terrier, but he looked at her in such a knowing,
human way that she spoke to him as if he had been
a person.

"For goodness' sake, how you made me jump I I
didn t know anybody was sitting there behind me."

It was almost uncanny the way his eyes twinkled
through his hair, as if he were laughing with her
over some good joke they had together. It gave her
such a fee ing of comradeship that she stood and
smiled back at him. Suddenly he raised his rightpaw and thrust it towards her. She drew back an-
other step. She was not used to dogs, and she hesi-
tated about touching anything with such claws in it
as the paw he gravely presented.

But as he continued to hold it out she felt itwould be impolite not to respond in some way, so
reaching out very cautiously she gave it a limp shake.
Then as he still kept looking at her with questioning

What 8 your name, Dog?"
A voice from the top of the steps answered, "It's

Captain Kidd." Even more startled than when the
dog had claimed her attention, she glanced up to
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•ee a tmall boy on the highest step. He mt suckinff
tn orange, but he took hit mouth away from it Ions
enough to add. "Hi. name'i on his collar that he got
yesterday, and so's mine. You can look at »em if you
want to." '

Geo^n, leaned forward to peer at the engraving

.pot ,u.t below «.ch a wide open mouth with a «d
tongue lolling out of it. She put her hand, behindner instead.

>

"Is--is he-t pirate dog?" ,he ventured.
The boy considered a minute, not wanting to say

yes If pirates were not respectable in her eyes, and

she held them in as high esteem as he did. After a

!.W^,,rf
.**?^* ""'^

*i
^'' """«« ^' «"«o"nced,

Well, he • just as good as one. Hr- buries all his
treasures. That's why we call him Captain Kidd."

bov fr!?'"*
!?°* u

^°?*' W"«ing glance at the

darker "^*' ^'' ^"'^ ^*^'»^»- "•» ^^ ^«re

trl^T^'
^*"A" •/'"^^•ng »bout him that at-

tractcd her, even if his face was smeary with orange
juice and streaked with dirty finger marks. She
wanted to ask more about Captain Kidd, but her
acquaintance with boys was as slight as with dogs.

?Jm I ' !."^^'" '^^''' '^' '^'^ her ropeover her head and went skipping on down the board-walk to meet the Towncrier.
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waited »St 1 heZ h/h !i'l'

'"'*.'" '"'' """"' '"d

. «irl, but^' "'*' * "»* *" P'»y "i* ju«

old man » if it »„. h.? • uf !" "'"'' '«"" *e
and walked a oiX.id,«™ ?t ""

•

^'" *""""1

•he talked. He wi.(^d L ^H '^'"* " '»'""'' "

. black leather bni!;^°,:i!lL'r
""' P"""8- "Lo*.
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In answer the old man's quavering voice rose in

a song which he had roared lustily many a time in
His younger days, aboard many a gallant vessel:

"Oh, my name is Captain Kidd^
And many tvick-ud things I did,
And heaps of gold I hid.

As I sailed."

The way his voice slid down on the word wick-«rf
made a queer thriUy feeling run down the boy's back,
and all of a sudden the day grew wonderfully in-
terestmg, and this old seaport town one of the nicest
places he had ever been in. The singer stopped at
the steps and Georgina, disconcerted at finding the
boy at such close range when she expected to see him
far above her. got no further in her introduction to
Captain Kidd than "Here he

But the old man needed no introduction. He had
only to speak to the dog to set every inch of him
quivcnng in affectionate response. "Here's a friend
worth having," the raggedy tail seemed to signal in
a wig-wag code of its own.
Then the wrinkled hand went from the dog's head

to the boy s shoulder with the same kind of an af-
fectionate pat. "What's your name, son?"

"Richard Morland."
"What?" was the surprised question. "Arc vou

\'r wm/ "*[!"* Morland. who is visiting up here
at the Milford bungalow?"



New Friends and the Green Stairs 47
;;Ycs, that's us."

"Well, bless my stars, it's his bill^asc I havi. h..n

mouth iu.t aftc/DaddfwttTwav" h" " '" '"'

ng to die a hole ,„ fk
"'"/""y- He was start-

being a pupp, yet. youS^'"t.„^^ t awa 'r'"""h-m and reckanized it, and jv. h° •
'' ^™"'

.11 morning for Dad to cl'ehoL""
""'""«'""

'

Kidd.'et«ngrrttVhttrs^7i.^'p^^^^

re1j;t:r3feit^ •" ^^^l^n^pt^S
The To^cn-slTkrC'atlr^ '"*-

ward „"««*•
'

' """P?" y°"'" >« d'i'ning the re-

R^^ard"
*'"^' '""' °" P''«" How ofd is h"

"And how old are you, son?"
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"Ten my last birthday, but Vm so big for my age
I wear 'leven-year-old suits."

Now the Towncrier hadn't intended to stop, but
the dog began burrowing its head ecstatically against
him, and there was something in the boy's lonesome,
dirty little face which appealed to him, and the next
thing he knew he was sitting on the bottom step of
the Green Stairs with Georgina beside him, telling
the most thrilling pirate story he knew. And he told
It more thrillingly than he had ever told it before.
The reason for this was he had never had such 1
spellbound listener before. Not even Justin had
hung on each word with the rapt interest this boy
showed. His dark eyes seemed to grow bigger and
more luminous with each sentence, more intense in
their piercing gaze. His sensitive mouth changed
expression with every phase of the adventure—dan-
ger, suspense, triumph. He scarcely breathed, he
was listening so hard.

Suddenly the whistle at the cold-storage plant
began to blow for noon, and the old man rose stiffly,

saying

:

"I'm a long way from home, I should have started
back sooner."

"Oh, but you haven't finished the story 1" cried the
boy, in distress .t this sudden ending. "It couldn't
stop there."

Georgina caught him by the sleeve of the old blue
jacket to pull him back to the seat beside her.
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"Please, Uncle Darcyl"
It was the first tirtic in all her coaxing that that

magic word failed to bend him to her wishes.
"No," he answered firmly, "I can't finish it now,

but rU tell you what I'll do. This afternoon I'll row
up to this end of the beach in my dory and take you
two children out to the weirs to see the net hauled
m. There's apt to be a big catch of squid worth
gomg to see, and FU finish the story on the wav»
Will that suit you?"

Richard stood up, as eager and excited as Cap-
tarn Kidd always was when anybody said "Rats!"
But the next instant the light died out of his eyes and
he plumped himself gloomily down on the step, as
if life were no longer worth living.

"Oh, bother I" he exclaimed. "I forgot. I can't
go anywhere. Dad's painting my portrait, and I
have to stick around so's he can work on it any old
time he feels like it. That's why he brought me on
this visit with him, so's he can finish it up here."
"Maybe you can beg off, just for to-day," sue-

gested Mr. Darcy.
*

^

''No, it's very important," he explained gravely.
Its the best one Daddy's done yet, and the last

thing before we left home Aunt Letty said, 'What-
ever you do, boys, don't let anything interfere with
getting that picture done in time to hang in the ex-
hibition,' and we both promised."
There was gloomy silence for a moment, broken

by the old man's cheerful voice.
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"Well, don't you worry till you see what we can do.
I want to see your father anyhow about this bill-case

business, so I'll come around this afternoon, and if

he doesn't let you off to-day maybe he will to-morrow.
Just trust your Uncle Darcy for getting where he
starts out to go. Skip along home, Georgina, and
tell your mother I want to borrow you for the after-
noon."

An excited little pink whirlwind with a jumping
rope going over and over its head, went flying up
the street toward thi end of the beach. A smiling
old man with age looking out of his faded blue eyes
but with the spirit of boyhood undimmcd in his
heart, walked slowly down towards the town. And
on the bottom step of thr Green Stairs, his arm
around Captain KiJJ, the ,y sat watching them,
looking from one to the other as long as they were
in sight. The heart of him was pounding deli'.' sly
to the music of such phrases as, "Fathoms deep,
lonely beach, spade and pickaxe, skull and cross-
bones, bags of golden doubloons and chests of ducats
4nd pearls/"



CHAPTER V

IN THE FOOTSTEPS OF PIRATES

'J^HE weirs, to which they took their way that
afternoon in the Towncrier's dory, The Betsey,

was "the biggest fish-trap in any waters thereabouts,"
the old man told them. And it happened that the
net held an unusually large catch that day. Barrels
and barrels of flapping squid and mackerel were
emptied into the big motor boat anchored alongside
of it.

*

At a word from Uncle Darcy, an obliging fisher-
man in oilskins held out his hand to help the chil-
dren scramble over the side of The Betsey to a seat
on top of the cabin where they could have a better
view. AU the crew were Portuguese. The man who
helped them climb over was Joe Fayal, father of
Manuel and Joseph and Rosa. He stood like a
young brown Neptune, his white teeth flashing when
he laughed, a pitchfork in his hands with which
to spear the goosefish as they turned up in the net,
and throw them back into the sea. If nothing else
had happened that sight alone was enough to mark
It as a memorable afternoon.

Nothing else did happen, really, except that on
SI
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the way out, Uncle Darcy finished the story beffunon the Green Stairs and on the way back told them
another. But what Richard remembered ever after
as seemmg to have happened, was that The Betsey
suddenly turned into a Brigantine. Perched up on
one of the masts, an unseen spectator, he watched a
inutmy flare up among the sailors, and saw that
struttmg, swaggering villain, John Quelch, throw

the captain overboard and take command himself."He saw them hoist a flag they called "Old Roger "
havmg m the middle K>f it an Anatomy (skeleton)

with an hour-glass in one hand and a dart in the
heart with three drops of blood proceeding from

He heard the roar that went up from all those
bearded throats— (wonderful how Uncle Darcy's

dloAis)!!!!""*
vo»cc could sound that whole

"Of all the lives, I ever say,
A Pirate's be for I.

Hap what hap may, he's alius gay
An' drinks an^ bungs his eye.
For his work he's never loth,
An' a-pleasurin' he'll go
Tho* certain sure to be popt of.
Yo ho, vnth the rum below."

And then they made after the Portuguese vessels.
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nine of them, and took.them all (What a bloody fight
it was!), and sailed away with a dazzling store of
Measure, "enough to make an honest sailorman rub
nis eyes and stagger in his tracks."

Richard had not been brought up on stories as
Georgina had. He had had few of this kind, and
none so breathlessly realistic. It carried him out
of himself so completely that as they rowed slowly
back to town he did not see a single house in it, al-
though every western window-pane flashed back the
out-going sun like a golden mirror. His serious,
brown eyes were following the adventures of these
bold sea-robbers, "marooned three times and
wounded nine and blowed up in the air."
When all of a sudden the brigantine changed back

into The Betsey, and he had to climb out at the boat-
landmg, he had somewhat of the dazed feeling of
that honest sailor-man. He had heard enough to
make him "rub his eyes and stagger in his tracks."

Uncle Darcy, having put them ashore, rowed off
with the parting injunction to skip along home.
Gcorgma did skip, so light of foot and quick of
movement that she was in the lead all the way to the
Green Stairs. There she paused and waited for
Kichard to jom her. As he came up he spoke for
the first time since leaving the weirs.

Wish I knew the boys in this town. Wish I
knew which one would be the best
ging with me.

to get to go dig-
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Georgina did not need to tik, "digging for what?"
She, too, had been thinking of buried treasure.

"/'// go with you," the volunteered sweetly.
He turned on her an inquiring look, as if he were

taking her measure, then glanced away indifferently.
You couldn't. You're a girL"

It was a matter-of-fact statement with no sus-
picion of a taunt in it, but it stung Georgina's pride.
Her eyes blazed defiantly and she tossed back her
curls with a proud little uplift of the chin. It must
be acknowledged thdt her nose, too, took on the
tnfle of a tilt. Her challenge was unspoken but to
evident that he answered it.

"Well, you know you couldn't creep out into the
night and go along a lonely shore into dark caves
and everything."

"Pi/y I couldn't 1" she answered with withering
scorn. "I could go anywhere you could, anybody
descended from heroes like / am. I don't want to be
braggity, but I'd have you to know they put up that
big monument over there for one of them, and an-
other was a Minute-man. With all that, for you
to think I'd be afraid I TutI"
Not Tippy herself had ever spoken that word

with finer scorn. With a flirt of her short skirts
Georgma turned and started disdainfully up the
street. ' H uic

"Wait," called Richard. He liked the sudden
flare-up of her manner. There was something con-
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«m.b.ck. i.wuXii.VhVibtu'^rrr
cner, that matchlew TeUer of T.lJ. .r™./k- T

"I AiA^', — . ' *'*• »'">•» nii path.^^l didnt .ay you wa«'t brav.." he caUed aft.,

arf^n'd
'""""'• *" ""^'^ «"""»« half-way

Would you be afraid of coffins anH .~.„i.
«o to a graveyard in the dead o^thellX^

°' '"

Tom Sawyer and Huck Rm,2 j" **' "" "'"'
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'•Oh, don't you know? They had the dead cat
•nd they saw old Injun Joe come with the lantern and
kill the man that was with Muff Potter."
By the time Georgina had given the bare outline of

the story m her dramatic way, Richard was quite sure
that no power under heaven could entice him into a
graveyard at midnight, though nothing could have
induced him to admit this to Georgina. At far back
as he could remember he had had an unreasoning
dread of coffins. Even now, big as he was, big
enough to wear ";ieven.yearK)ld suits," nothing
could tempt him into a furniture shop for fear of
seeing a coffin.

One of his earliest recollections was of his nurse
taking him into a little shop, at some village where
they were spending the summer, and his cold terror
when he found himself directly beside a long brown
one, smelling of varnish, and with silver handles.
His nurse s tales had much to do with creating this
repulsion, also her threat of shutting him up in a
coffin if he wasn't a good boy. When she found
that she could exact obedience by keeping that dread
hanging over him, she used the threat daily

"I'll tell you what I'll do," he said finally. "I'll
let you go digging with me if you're game enough to
go to the graveyard and walk clear across it all by
yourself and"—dropping his voice to a hollow whi^per— touch—ten—tombstones/"
Now, if Richard hadn't dropped his voice in thai
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•cary way when he said, "and touch ten tombitonei,"
It would have been no test at all of Georgina'i cour-
age. Strange, how just his way of saying those four
words suddenly made the act such a fearsome one.

Do It right now," he suggested.
"But it isn't night yet," she answered, "let alone

bemg mid-night."

"No, but it's clouding up, and the sun's down. By
the time we'd get to a graveyard it would be dark
enough for me to tell if you're game."
Up to this time Georgina had never gone any-

where without permission. But this was something
one couldn't explain very well at home. It seemed
better to do it first and explain afterward.

Fifteen minutes later, two children and a dog
arrived hot and panting at the entrance to the old
burymg ground. On a high sand dune, covered with
thm patches of beach and poverty grass, and a sparse
growth of scraggly pines, it was a desolate spot at
any time, and now doubly so in the gathering twi-
light. The lichcn-covered slabs that marked the
graves of the early settlers leaned this way and that
along the hill.

The gate was locked, but Georgina found a place
where the palings were loose, and squeezed through,
leaving Richard and the dog outside. They watched
her through the fence as she toiled up the steep hill.
The sand was so deep that she plunged in over her
shoe-tops at every step. Once on top it was easier

f
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Shi"t
'^^'

"T'' ''"* 8"" made a firm turf.She stopped and read the names on some of theslabs before she plucked up courage to Touch one

^^JaI/"' ^^* ""'"""l »" '•»«»« if onlyRichard had not dared her in that scary way.
^

Some httle, wild creature started up out of thegrass ahead of her and scurried away Her helrtbeat so fast she could hear the blood poundTngagamst her ear-drums. She looked back. RichaMwas watchmg, and she was to wave her hand ea^h

with her. She stooped id peered at one, trvine toread the mscription. The clouds had hirrTd the«.mmg of twilight. It was hard to decipher 1
I '^^T'i""! '"'" •"" '° '°^« him," she read slowlyInstantly her dread of the place vanished. She kidher hand on the stone and then waved to Rfch rdThen she ran on and read and touched another'

f..-,.?'''™""" »"<1 "Experience," "Mercv

"

and "Thankful." What queer names ^eoplehaTln

theVi'nl/r ' ff """ "range Pierre, A ;etched m the stone of those old gray slabs-urns andangels and weeping willows!
—urns ana

She signaled the tenth and last. Richard won-dered why she did not turn and come back AtThJ
sl.m Lttle silhouette against the darkening sky, her
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of the eX„ime„t''
'"" ''"'" *' '»« ''" V"",

would not speak until^K ^
'"'" '"'" ^ut she

palings and'tood biide hfm ""IJ.""''
.'""«" *«

.ani.p„ss.e.h4ti^^^^^^^^

tfe ptrate graves!"
^» 'netni

1 hey must

»w":drrxr ?7° '"""'«'''» *« >•. an.

convinced by tleXr-slr'" " """"1"' '«" ""
Picion was L,e Pres ndv r"""""

*" '^'" '""

natural voice.
*^"""">' Georgma spoke in her

in a p«™nL^fJ°" -"-t
j°' K ''^"-ered

now. It's getting too dark Th "mi b'"
''"'•' '™^

home to supper."
^ "ey II be expecting me

Georgina glanced about her Th. M„ a
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had happened to The Betsey. She started home-
ward, half running, but her pace slackened as Rich-
ard, hurrying along beside her, began to plan what
they would do with their treasure when they found

"There's sure to be piles of buried gold around
here, he said. "Those pirate graves prove that a
lot of em lived here once. Let's buy a moving pic-
ture show first."

Georgina's face grew radiant at this tacit admis-
sion of herself into partnership.

"Oh, yes," she assented joyfully. "And then we
can have moving pictures made of us doing all sorts
of things. Won't it be fun to sit back and watch
ourselves and see how we look doing 'em?"

"Say I that's great," he exclaimed. "All 'the kids
in town will want to be in the pictures, too, but we'll
have the say-so, and only those who do exactly to suit
us can have a chance of getting in."

"But the more we let in the more money we'd
make in the show," was Georgina's shrewd answer.
t^verybody will want to see what their child looks

like in the movies, so, of course, that'll make people
come to our show instead of the other ones."

"Say," was the admiring reply. "You're a part-
ner worth having. You've got a head."

Such praise was the sweetest incense to Georgina
She burned to call forth more.
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J'.?^.V" ",.*'"'' "' '»" "f *'ngs when once 1get started," she assured him with a grand air.

,,,h ^'Vf ''°"8 '*'*"<' 8'»"«<1 "veral times

Irion," Tr""
"'"''''

^f """ »-' "'-t'< -8-

«ri? t u u'[t''/' * «'"" °f 8°'<1 i" *e browncurls which bobbed over her shoulders. He liked

prctt?'
"""'"^ '"'°" *" her hair was

of^!r Tu' «'"? "' «°'<'' »'«>• i" «h« thoughtsof each. They could fairly see the nuggets theywere soon to unearth, and their imaginations, eachfired by the other, shoveled out the foin whi h thep.«ure show was to yield them, in the same wy that

tlieboat. They had not attempted to count themsraply measured them by the barrelful.
Dont teU anybody," Richard counseled her as

tnL^T"^ " *' ^'"^ S'»i"- "Cross your hearajjd body you won't tell a soul. We want to sur^ri^e

Georgina gave the required sign and promise asgravely as if it were an oath
F™mi»e, as

TamirJ'i°/T'""'?
^'"^"'^'' f'"h" »n<i cousin,

GrTenSujl^'"
""''"' ''"' '"""' ''""'^ "P *e

"Dicky looks as if the affairs of the nation wereon h.» »h„uWer, " observed Cousin James. 4ZXIdoesn t reahze these are his care-free days."

?il
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^

"They're not," answered the elder Richard.
1 hey re the most deadly serious ones he'll ever

have. I don t know what he's got on his mind now,
but whatever ,t is I'll wager it is more importal
business Aan that dca you're trying to pull off with
the Lold Storage people."



CHAPTER VI

SPEND-THE-DAY GUESTS

'T^HERE was a storm that night and next day a
heavy fog dropped down like a thick white veil

over town and sea. It was so cold that Jeremy
lighted a fire, not only in the living room but in the
guest chamber across the hall.

A week earlier Tippy had announced, "It'll never
do to let Cousin Mehitable Huntingdon go back to
Hyannis without having broken bread with us. She'd
talk about it to the end of her days, if we were the
only relations in town who failed to ask her in to a
meal, during her fortnight's visit. And, of course,
if we ask her, all the family she's staying with ought
to be invited, and we've never had the new minister
and his wife here to eat. Might as well do it all up
at )nce while we're about it."

Spend-the-day guests were rare in Georgina's ex-
perience. The grand preparations for their enter-
tainment which went on that morning put the new
partnership and the treasure-quest far into the back-
ground. She forgot it entirely while the dining-room
table, stretched to its limit, was being set with the
best china and silver as if for a Thanksgiving feast.
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Mrs. Fayal, the mother of Manuel and Joseph and
Kosa, came over to help in the kitchen, and Tippy
whisked around so fast that Georgina, tagging after,
was continually meeting her coming back.

Georgina was following to ask questions about the
expected guests. She liked the gruesome sound of
that term "blood relations" as Tippy used it, and
wanted to know all about this recently discovered
in-law, the widow of her grandfather's cousin,

1 homas Huntmgdon. Barby could not tell her and
Mrs. Triplett, too busy to be bothered, set her down
to turn the leaves of the family album. But the
photograph of Cousin Mehitable had been taken
when she was a boarding-school miss in a disfiguring
hat and basque, and bore little resemblance to the
imposing personage who headed the procession of
visitors, arriving promptly at eleven o'clock.
When Cousin Mehitable came into the room in her

widow s bonnet with the long black veil hanging
down behind, she seemed to fill the place as the
massive black walnut wardrobe upstairs filled the al-
cove. She lifted her eyeglasses from the hook on her
dress to her hooked nose to look at Georgina before
she kissed her. Under that gaze the child felt as
awed as if the big wardrobe had bent over and put
a wooden kiss on her forehead and said in a deep
whispery sort of voice, "So this is the Judge's grand-
daughter. How do you do, my dear?"

All the guests were middle aged and most of them
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portly. There were so many that they fiUed all the
chairs and the long claw-foot sofa besides. Geor-
gma sat on a foot-stool, her hands folded in her lap
until the others took out their knitting and embroid-
cry. Then she ran to get the napkin she was hem-
ming. The husbands who had been invited did not
arrive until time to sit down to dinner and they left
immediately after the feast.

Georgina wished that everybody would keep still
and let one guest at a time do the talking. After the
first few minutes of general conversation the circle
broke into little groups, and it wasn't possible to fol-
low the thread of the story in more than one. Each
group kept bringing to light some bit of family his-
tory that she wanted to hear or some old family joke
which they laughed over as if it were the funniest
thing that ever happened. It was tantalizing not to
be able to hear them all. It made her think of times
when she rummaged through the chests in the attic,
pulling out fascinating old garments and holding
them up for Tippy to supply their history. But this
was as bad as opening all the chests at once. While
she was busy with one she was missing all that was
being hauled out to the light of day from the others.

Several times she moved her foot-stool from one
group to another, drawn by some sentence such as,
"Well, she certainly was the prettiest bride I ever
laid my two eyes on, but not many of us would want
to stand in her shoes now." Or from across the

f

\ 1
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room, "They do say it was what happened the night
of the wreck that unbalanced his mind, but I've al-
ways thought it was having things go at sixes and
sevens at home as they did."

Georgina would have settled herself permanently
near Cous.n Meh.table, she being the most dramatic
and voluble of them all, but she had a tantalizing
way of lowermg her voice at the most interesting
part, and whispenng the last sentence behind her
nand. Georgma was nearly consumed with curiosity
each time that happened, and fairly ached to know
tnese whispered revelations.

It was an entrancing day—the dinner so good, the
ancient jokes passing around the table all so new and

Z7 *° ^^^'^•"^^""ng them now for the first
time. She wished that a storm would come up to keep
everybody at the house overnight and thus prolong
the festal feehng. She liked this "Company" at-
mosphere in which everyone seemed to grow expan-
sive of soul and gracious of speech. She loved every
relative she had to the remotest "in-law."

^h-^^'k''"^
""^'"^^ ""''^ * S*"^** thankfulness tothmk that she was not an orphan. Had she been one

there would have been no one to remark that her eyeswere exactly like Justin's and she carried herself like
a Huntingdon, but that she must have inherited her
smile from the other side of the house. Barbara had
that same smile and winning way with her. It was
pleasant to be discussed when only pleasant things
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were said, and to have her neat stitches exclaimed
over and praised as they were passed around.

She thought about it again after dinner, and felt so
sorry for children who were orphans, that she de-
cided to spend a large part of her share of the buried
treasure in making them happy. She was sure that
Kichard would give part of his share, too, when he
found It, and when the picture show which they were
going to buy was in good running order, they would
make it a rule that orphans should always be let in
free.

She came back from this pleasant day-dream to
hear Cousin Mehitable saying, "Speaking of thieves,
does anyone know what ever became of poor Dan
Darcy?"

Nobody knew, and they all shook their heads and
said that it was a pity that he had turned out so
badly It was hard to believe it of him when he
had always been such a kind, pleasant-spoken boy,
just like his father; and if ever there was an honest
soul in the whole round world it was the old Town-
crier.

At that Georgina gave such a start that she ran
her needle into her thumb, and a tiny drop of blood
spurted out. She did not know that Uncle Darcy
had a son She had never heard his name mentioned
before. She had been at his house many a time, and
there never was anyone there besides himself except
his wife, "Aunt Elspeth" (who was so old and feeble

( '
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that the stayed in bed most of the time), and the
three cats, "John Darcy and Mary Darcy and old
Yellownose." That's the way the old man always
spoke of them. He called them his family.

Georgina was glad that the minister's wife was a
newcomer in the town and asked to have it explained.
Everybody contributed a scrap of the story, for all
side conversations stopped at ihe mention of Dan
Darcy's name, and the interest of the whole room
centered on him.

It was years ago, when he was not more than
eighteen that it happened. He was a happy-go-lucky
sort of fellow who couldn't be kept down to steady
work such as a job in the bank or a store. He was
always off a-fishing or on the water, but everybody
liked him and said he'd settle down when he was a
bit older. He had a friend much like himself, only
a little older. Emmett Potter was his name. There
was a regular David and Jonathan friendship be-
tween those two. They were hand-in-glove in every-
thing till Dan went wrong. Both even liked the same
girl, Belle Triplett.

Here Georgina's needle gave her another jab. She
laid down her hemming to listen. This was bringing
the story dose home, for Belle Triplett was Tippy's
niece, or rather her husband's niece. While that did
not make Belle one of the Huntingdon family, Geor-
gina had always looked upon her as such. She visited
at the house oftener than anyone else.
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•

Nobody in the room came right out and said what
it was that Dan had done, but by putting the scraps
together Georgina discovered presently that the
trouble was about some stolen money. Lots of peo-
ple wouldn't believe that he was guilty at first, but
so many things pointed his way that finally they had
to. The case was about to be brought to trial when
one night Dan suddenly disappeared as if the sea had
swallowed him, and nothing had ever been heard
from him since. Judge Huntingdon said it was a
pity, for even if he was guilty he thought he could
have got him off, there being nothing but circum-
stantial evidence.

Well, it nearly killed his father and mother and
Emmett Potter, too.

It came out then that Emmett was engaged to
Belle For nearly a year he grieved about Dan's
disappearance. Seems he took it to heart so that
he couldn't bear to do any of the things they'd al-
ways done together or go to the old places. Belle
had her wedding dress made and thought if she could
once get him down to Truro to live, he'd brace up
and get over it.

They had settled on the day, when one wild,
stormy night word came that a vessel was pounding
itself to pieces of? Peaked Hill Bar, and the life-

saving crew was starting to the rescue. Emmett lit

out to see it, and when something happened to the
breeches buoy so they couldn't use it, he was the first

1
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to mtwer when the call came for volunteer! to man

medal if he d l.ved to wear it, for he saved five livei
that night. But he lost his own the las* . ne he
climbed up on the vessel. Nobody kncT. wh. ^h.r It

was a rope gave way or whether his fingers ^.re v.
nearly frozen he couldn't hold on, biit he .In nncu
mto that raging sea, and his body was washed up
on the beach next day.

Georgina listened, horrified.

"And Belle with her wedding dress all ready,"

"'.7,5^"" ^«*»''>^^e w'th a husky sigh.
What became of her?" asked the minister's wile.
Uh, she s still living here in town, but it blighted

her whole life in a way. although she was just in her
teens when it happened. It helped her to bear up,
knowing he'd died such a hero. Some of the town
people put up a tombstone to his memory, with a
beautiful inscription on it that the summer peoplego to see, almost as much as the landing place of the
Pilgrims. She'll be true to his memory always, and
It s something beautiful to see her devotion to Em-
mctt s father. She calls him "Father" Potter, and
IS always doing things for him. He's that old net-
mender who lives alone out on the edge of town
near the cranberry bogs."

Cousin Mehitable took up the tale:
"I'll never forget if I live to be a hundred, what

1 saw on my way home the night after Emmctt was
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drowned. I was living here then, you know. I wis
PMting through Fi.hburn Court, and I thought Vd

fo„I?K "^
"?"'' V'^ '° ^'' ^"^' "mowing how

fond he d always been of Emmett on account of Danand km be.ng such friends. I went across that sandy
place they call the Court, to the row of cottages athe end. But I didn't see anything until I had opened
the Darcy s gate and stepped into the yard. The

"'^u*"" f^''^^' ^° '**" ^^^'^^ y°" know.
The yellow blind was puUed down over the front

window, but the lamp threw a shadow on it, plain asa photograph. It was the shadow of the old man,
sitting there with his arms flung out across the tableand his head bowed down on them. I was just hesil
tatmg, whether to knock or to slip away, when Iheard him groan, and sort of cry out, "Oh, my

S*?way." ^^ °"^^ ^°" ^"^"^ ^'^' «°"^

fn ?ri"!'
'^'^"'"^ * '""^"^ »°^ ^^^'^•"d *»". turned

to see the tears running down Georgina's face. The
next instant she was up, and with her arms around
the child, was gently pushing her ahead of her out

ZiTa k °°"I:
'"'°, '**" *'""• With the door shut

behind her she said soothingly:
"Barby didn't know they were going to tell suchunhappy stones, darling. I shouldn't have let you

"But I want to know," sobbed Georgina. "When
people you love have trouble you ought to know, so's
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to be kinder to them. Oh, Barby, I'm so sorry I
ever was saucy to him. And I wish I hadn't teased
his cats. I tied paper bags on all of John Darcy
and Mary Darcy's paws, and he said I made old
Y-yellownose n-nervous, tickling his ears "

Barbara stopped the sobbing confessions with a
kiss and took Georgina's jacket from the hat-
rack.

"Here," she said. "It's bad for you to sit in the
house all day and listen to grown people talk. Slip
into this and run outdoors with your skipping rope
a while. Uncle Darcy has had very great trouble,
but he's learned to bear it like a hero, and nothing
would make him grieve more than to know that any
shadow of his sorrow was making you unhappy. The
way for you to help him most is to be as bright and
jolly as you can, and to tease his old cats once in a
while."

Georg;ina looked up through her tears, her dimples
all showing, and threw her arms around her ador-
ingly.

"What a funny mother you are, Barby. Not a bit
like the ones in books."

A cold wind was blowing the fog away. She raced
up and down the beach for a long time, and when
she came back it was with red cheeks and ruffled
curls. Having left the company in tears she did
not like to venture back for fear of the remarks
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which might be made. So she crossed the hall and
stood in the door of the guest chamber, considering
what to do next. Its usual chill repellance had been
changed mto something inviting by the wood fire on
the hearth, and on the bed where the guests had
deposited their wraps lay an array of millinery which
drew her irresistibly.

It was a huge four-poster bed whick one could
mount only by the aid of a set of bedside steps, and so
high that the valance, draped around it like a skirt,
would have reached from her neck to her heels had
It been draped on her. It was a chintz valance
with birds of paradise patterned on its pink back-
ground, and there was pink silk quilled into the quaint
tester overhead, reminding her of old Jeremy's
favorite quill dahlias.

Usually when she went into this room which was
seldom opened, she mounted the steps to gaze up
at that fascinating pink loveliness. Also she walked
around the valance, counting its birds of paradise
She did not do so to-day. She knew from many
previous countings that there were exactly eighty-
seven and a half of those birds. The joining seam
cut off all but the magnificent tail of what would have
been the eighty-eighth.

Mounting the steps she leaned over, careful not
to touch the crocheted counterpane, which Tippy
always treated as if it were something sacred, and

i
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lodwd at the hats spread out upon it. Then she laid
daring fingers on Cousin Mehitable's bonnet. It was
a temptation to know what she would lank like if
she should grow up to be a widow and have to wear
an imposing head-gear like that with a white ruche
in front and a long black veil floating down behind.
The next instant she was tying the strings under her
chin.

It made her look like such an odd little dwarf of
a woman that she stuck out her tongue at her re-
flection in the mirror. The grimace was so comical,
framed by the stately bonnet, that Georgina was
delighted. She twisted her face another way aad
was still more amused at results. Wholly forget-
ful of the fact that it wit a mourning bonnet, she
went on making faces at herself until the sound of
voices suddenly growing louder, told her that th«
door across^ hall had opened. Someone was com-
mg acrom

\v^^^ '^** *" **^^ *° **^*^ °* **»« bonnet.
WiA a frightened gasp she dived under the bed,
with It still on, her heels disappearing just as some-
one came into the room. The bed was so high she
could easily sit upright under it, but she was to
afraid that a cough or a sneeze might betray her,
that she drew up her knees and sat with her face
pressed against them hard. The long veil shrouded
her shoulders. She felt that she would surely die if
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anyone should notice that the bonnet wat iron. «happen to lift the valance a.d findtr^^'^^Ce
widi it on her head. Then she forgot herlTr [^listenmg to what Cousin MehitaWe w« sayl4

I



CHAPTER VII

"the tishbite"

COUSIN MEHITABLE was speaking to Mrs.

Triplett, who seemed to be searching through

bureau drawers for something. Georgina could tell

what she was doing from the sounds which reached

her. These drawers always stuck, and had to be

jerked violently until the mirror rattled.

"Oh, don't bother about it, Maria. I just made

an excuse of wanting to see it, because I knew you

always kept it in here, and I wanted to get you off

by yourself for a minute's talk with you alone. Since

I've been in town I've heard so much about Justin

and the way he is doing that I wanted to ask some-

body who knew and who could tell me the straight

of it. What's this about his leaving the service and

going junketing off to the interior of China on some

mission of his own? Jane tells me he got a year's

leave of absence from the Navy just to study up

some outlandish disease that attacks the sailors in

foreign ports. She says why should he take a whole

year out of the best part of his life to poke around

the huts of dirty heathen to find out the kind of mi-

crobe that's eating 'em? He'd ought to think of

76
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Barbara and what's eating her heart out. I've taken
a great fancy to that girl, and I'd like to give Justin
a piece of my mind. It probably wouldn't do a bit

of good though. He always was peculiar."

Georgina could hear only a few words of the
answer because Tippy had her head in the closet now,
reaching for the box on the top shelf. She stopped
her search as soon as Cousin Mehitable said that, and
the two of them went over to the fire and talked in

low tones for a few minutes, leaning against the
mantel. Georgina heard a word now and then. Sev-
eral times it was her own name. Finally, in a louder
tone Cousin Mehitable said

:

"Well, I wanted to know, and I was sure you
could tell me if anyone could."

They went back across the hall to the other guests.
The instant they were gone Georgina crawled out
from under the bed with the big bonnet cocked over
one eye. Then she scudded down the hall and up the
back stairs. She knew the company would be going
soon, »ad she would be expected to bid them good-
bye if she were there. She didn't want Cousin
Mehitable to kiss her again. She didn't like her
any more since ^e had called her father "peculiar."

She wandered aimlcs^ about for a few minutes,
then pushed the door open into Mrs. Triplett's room.
It was warm and cozy in there for a small fire still

burned in the little drum stove. She opened the front
damper to make it bum faster, and the light shone
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out in four long rays .which made a flickering in the

room. She sat down on the floor in front of it and

began to wonder.

"What did Cousin Mehitable mean by something

eating Barby's heart out?" Did people die of it?

She had read of the Spartan youth who let the fox

gnaw his vitals under his cloak and never showed,

even by the twitching of a muscle, that he was in

pain. Of course, she knew that no live thing was
tearing at her mother's heart, but what if something

that she couldn't understand was inrting her darling

Barby night and day and she was bravely hiding it

from the world ISce the Spartan youth?

Did all grown people have troubles? It had

seemed such a happy world until to-day, and now all

at once she had heard about Dan Darcy and Belle

Triplett. Nearly everyone whom the guests talked

about had borne some unhappiness, and even her own
father was "peculiar.** She wished she hadn't found

out all these things. A great weight seemed to settle

down upon her.

Thinking of Barbara in the light of what she had

just learned she recalled that she often looked sorry

and disappointed, especially after the postman had

come and gone withooC leaving a letter. Only this

morning Tippy had said—could it be she thought

something was wrong and was trying to comfort her?

"Justin always was a poor hand for writing let-

ten. Many a time Fve heard the Judge scolding
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and stewing around, because he hadn't heard from
him when he was away at school. Letter writing

came so easy to the Judge he couldn't understand why
Justin shirked it so."

Then Georgina thought of Belle in the light of
what she had just learned. Belle had carried her
around in her arms when she was first brought to

live in this old gray house by the sea. She had made
a companion of her whenever she came to visit her
Aunt Maria, and Georgina had admired her because

she was so pretty and blonde and gentle, and enjoyed
her because she was always so willing to do whatever
Georgina wished. And now to think that instead of
being the like-everybody-else kind of a young lady

she seemed, she was like a heroine in a book who
had lived through trouble which would "blight her
whole life."

Sitting there on the floor with her knees drawn up
and her chin resting on them, Georgina looked into

the fire throui^ the slits of the damper and thought
and though Tlien she looked out through the little

square wimkyir-panes across the wind-swept dunes.

It did not seaa Uke summer with the sky all over-

cast with clouds. It was more like the end of a day
in the early autmnn. Life seemed overcast, too.

Presently thxmigh a rift in the sky an early star

stole out, and she made a wish on it. That was one
of the things Belle lad taught her. She started to

wish that Barby might be happy. But before the
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whispered verse had entirely passed her lips she
stopped to amend it, adding Uncle Darcy's name and
Belle s. Then she stopped again, overcome by the
knowledge of aU the woe in the world, and gathering
all the universe into her generous little heart she
exclaimed earnestly;

"I wish everybody in the world could be happy."
Having made the wish, fervently, almost fiercely,

in her mtcnse desire to set things right, she scrambled
to her feet. There was another thing that Belle
had told her which she must do.

"If you open the Bible and it chances to be at a
chapter beginning with the words, 'It came to pass,'
the wish will come true without fail."

Taking Tippy's Bible from the stand beside the
bed, she opened it at random, then carried it over to
the stove in order to scan the pages by the firelight
streaming through the damper. The book opened
at First Kmgs, seventeenth chapter. She held it di-
rectly in the broad rays examining the pages anx-
iously. There was only that one chapter head on
cither page, and alas, its opening words were not
It came to pass." What she read with a sinking

heart was:

"And Elijah the Tishbite."

Now Georgina hadn't the slightest idea what a
Tishbite was, but it sounded as if it were something
dreadful. Somehow it is a thousand times worse to
be scared by a fear which is not understood than by
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one which is familiar. Suddenly the felt as bewild-
ered and frightened as she had on that morning long
ago, when Jeremy's teeth went flying into the fire.

The happiness of her whole little world seemed to be
going to pieces.

Throwing herself across the foot of Tippy's bed
she crawled under the afghan thrown over it, even
burrowing her head beneath it in order to shut out
the dreadful things closing down on her. It had
puzzled and frightened her to know that something
was eating Barby's heart out, even in a figurative

way, and now the word "Tishbite" filled her with a
vague sense of helplessness and imp^ ading disaster.

Barbara, coming upstairs to hunt her after the
guests were gone, found her sound asleep with the
afghan still over her head. She folded it gently back
from the flushed face, not intending to waken her,
but Georgina's eyes opened and after a bewildered
stare around the room she sat up, remembering. She
had wakened to a worid of trouble. Somehow it did
not seem quite so bad with Barbara standing over
her, smiling. When she went downstairs a little

later, freshly washed and brushed, the Tishbite rolled
out of her thoughts as a fog lifts when the sun shines.

But it came back at bedtime, when having said
her prayers, she joined her voice with Barbara's in
the hymn that had been her eariiest lullaby. It was
a custom never omitted. It always closed the day
for her:
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"Eternsl Father, strong to save,
fyhose arm doth bind the restless wave,
Oh, hear us when we cry to thee
For those in peril on the sea."

As they sang she stole an anxious .lance at Bar-
bara several times. Then she made up her mind that
Cousin Mehitable was mistaken. If her father were
pecuhar," Barby wouldn't have that sweet look on

her face when she san^ that prayer for him. If he
were making her unhappy she wouldn't be singing it
at all. She wouldn't care i-hether he was protected
or not "from rock and tempest, fire and foe."
And yet, after Barby had gone downstairs and

the sound of the piano came softly up from below—
another bedtime custom, Georgina began thinking
again about those whispering voices which she had
heard as she sat under the bed, behind the bird^f-
paradise valance. More than ever before the music
suggested someone waiting for a ship which never
came home, or fog bells on a lonely shore.

Nearly a week went by before Richard made his
first visit to the old gray house at the end of town.
He came with the Towncrier, carrying his bell, and
keeping close to his side for the first few minutes.
Then he found the place far more interesting than
the bungalow. Georgina took him all over it, from
the garret where she played on rainy days to the
seat up in the willow, where standing in its highest

?» ,-:
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crotch one could look dear across the Cape to the
Atlantic. They made several plans for their treas-
ure-quest while up in the willow. They could see a
place off towards Wood End Lighthouse which
looked like one of the pirate places Uncle Darcy
had described in one of his tales.

Barby had lemonade and cake waiting for them
when they came down, and when she talked to him
it wasn't at all in the way the ladies did who came
to see hit Aunt Lctty, as if they were talking merely
to be gracious and kind to a strange little boy in
whom they had no interest. Barby gave his ear a
tweak and said with a smile that made him feel as if

they had known each other always

:

"Oh, the good times I've had with boys just your
size. I always played with my brother Eddy's
friends. Boys make such good chums. I've often
thought how much Georgina misses that I had."

Presently Georgina took him out to the see-saw,
where Captain Kidd persisted in riding on Richard's
end of the plank.

"That's exactly the way my Uncle Eddy's terrier
used to do back in Kentucky when I visited there one
summer," she said, after the plank was adjusted so
as to balance them properly. "Only he barked all

the time he was riding. But he was fierce because
Uncle Eddy fed him gunpowder."
"What did he do that for?"

"To keep him from bdng gun-shy. And Uncle





««aocory rbouitkm tbt chart

(ANSI and ISO TEST CHART No. 2)

! 2.8 23
I»
^^ h

la 12
12.2

Hi 1^ !!
IB

u
I*

1.luf

Ib |20

1.8

/1PPLIED IN/HGE Ir

1653 East Main Stmt
Roches ler, N«w York 14609 USA
(716) 482 - 0300 - Phon.
(716) 288 - 5989 - Fox



84 Georgina of the Rainbows
Eddy ate some, too, one time when he was little

"Did it?"

"I don't know whether that did or not c
thmg did though for he's the gatlt Ln I JoT "

Richard con^dered this a momem and thcT°M-

Kidd ::'.^; ™t ^""^ ''" «»'"« - «'" -P-'n

D^^t^ayr" '""" "" """"«"'" -* Uncle

"Very well, if you can get it vourself R.,* k

st.Wd"°V°
*''"'^ *.U Ctvcn't".!*Skimmed. Tippy wouldn't like it."

I know what to get it out of " rali-^ r>
"out of the blue pitcher "

' ^ Georgina,

aoS^f:^'Pi;;'ranatr^^^^^^

When he followed her into the dining-room .he
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was upon a chair, reaching for the old powder horn,
which hung on a hook under the firearm that had
done duty in the battle of Lexington. Richard
wanted to get his hands on it, and was glad when
she could not pull out the wooden plug which stopped
the smaU end of the horn. She turned it over to him
*°

.?i!"* .
P^*^^** '"'° '* ^^«n shook it.

There isn't more than a spoonful left in it," he
said.

"Well, gunpowder is so strong you don't need
much. You know just a little will make a gun go off
It mightn t be safe to feed him much. Pour some
out m your hand and drop it in the milk."

Richard slowly poured a small mound out into the
hollow of his hand, and passed the horn back to her
then went to the kitchen whistling for Captain Kidd!
Not all of the powder went into the milk, however.
Ihe last bit he swallowed himself, after looking at
It long and thoughtfully.

At the same moment, Georgina, before putting
back the plug, paused, looked all around, and poured
out a few grains into her own hand. If the Tishbitc
was going to do anybody any harm, it would be well
to be prepared. She had just hastily swaUowed it
and was hanging the horn back in place, when Rich-
ard returned.

"He lapped up the last drop as if he liked it." he
reported. "Now we'll see what happens."»»



CHAPTER VIII

THE TELEGRAM THAT TOOK BARBY AWAY

day Tu ulT"' ^"
u"""*

'"""« f«»" day toaay, but unbeknown either to artist or model the

ptr; °
„*th' ""I-

"''P'" '" *' '"Zoning o Z
home RJ i^^^

P«''P'"»T sittings in the stadio at

bel^^K "u" ''"'"'' '' """"T always tobegin with some exhortation such as:
Now, Dicky, this has go, to be more than justa Study of a Boy', Head.' I want to show by theexpression of your face that it i, an iUustrTti'n oJthat poem, 'A boy's wiU is the wind's will and thehougte of youth are long, long though • "ch^h t Binney Rogers and his gang out of your mind

srdesh7„ ' T^ r,'
*"•* *'"' of 'omethinrbe-side shinny and the hokey-pokey man."

So far the portrait was satisfactory in that it was

alertly listening for such things as Binney's cat-call
».gnaling him from the alley. Here by the sea th!„was no need for such exhortations. No sooner w"s

86
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he seated before the easel in the loft which served as
a studio with its barn-like, double doors thrown open
above the water, than the rapt expression which his
father coveted, crept into his dark eyes. They grew
big and dreamy, following the white sails across the
harbor. He was planning the secret expedition heand Georgina intended to undertake, just as soon as
the portrait was finished.

There were many preparations to make for it.They would have to secrete tools and provisions; andm a book from which Georgina read aloud whenever
there was opportunity, were descriptions of various
rites that It were well to perform. One was to sac
rifice a black cock, and sprinkle its blood upon the
spot before beginning to dig. Richard did not ques-
tion why this should be done. The book recom-
mended it as a practice which had been followed bysome very famous treasure hunters. If at times a

TZUt'T^" '"'* calculating gleam suddenly
dispelled the dreaminess of expression in which his
father was exulting, it was because a black Orpine-
ton rooster which daily strayed from a nearby cot-
tage to the beach below the studio window, chose thatmoment to crow. Richard had marked that blackcock for the sacrifice. It was lordly enough to b Lg
success upon any enterprise.

^
.In the meantime, as soon as his duties as modelwere over each morning, he was out of the studio

with a whoop and up the beach as hard as he could
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run to the Huntingdon house. By the time he
reached it he was no longer the artist's only son,
hedged about with many limitations which belonged
to that distinction. He was "Dare-devil Dick, the
Dead Destroyer," and Georgina was "Gory
George, the Menace of the Main."

Together they commanded a brigantine of their
own. Passers-by saw only an old sailboat anchored
at the deserted and rotting wharf up nearest the
breakwater. But the passers-by who saw only that
failed to see either Dare-devil Dick or Gory George.
They saw, instead, two children whose fierce mus-
tachios were the streakings of a burnt match, whose
massive hoop ear-rings were the brass rings from a
curtain pole, whose faithful following of the acts
of Captain Quelch and other piratical gentlemen was
only the mimicry of play.

But Barbara knew how real they were, from the
spotted handkerchief tied around the "bunged eye"
of Dare-devil Dick, under his evil-looking slouch
hat, to the old horse pistol buckled to his belt. Gory
George wore the same. And Barbara knew what
serious business it was to them, even more serious
than the affairs of eating and drinking.

Tippy scolded when she found that her half-pint
bottles which she kept especially for cream had beefi
smuggled away in the hold of the brigantine. But
without bottles how could one give a realistic touch
to the singing of "Yo ho, and the rum below"?
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And Tippy thought it was heathenish for Barbara

to let Georgina dress up in some little knickerbockers
and a roundabout which had been stored away with
other clothes worn by Justin as a small boy. Buther disapproval was beyond words when Barbara
herself appeared at the back door one morning, so
cleverly d.sgu.sed as a gypsy, that Mrs. Triplett
grudgingly handed out some cold biscuits before she
discovered the imposition. The poor she was glad
to feed, but she had no use for an impudent, strolling

"Don't be cross. Tippy," pleaded Barbara, laugh-
ing t.l the tears came. "IW to do it. I can't bear
to feel that Georgina is growing away from me-
that she is satisfied to leave me out of her games
Since she s so taken up with that little Richard More*
land I don t seem as necessary to her as i used to
be. And I can t bear that, Tippy, when I've alwaysbeen first in everything with her. She's so neces-
sary to me."

^

rn.!)!^''
v^"^^'" '"^'^' ;° *"'^"- She felt that she

coi Idn t do justice to the occasion. She doubted ifthe Filgrim monument itself could, even if it were

TeJUa^'H- "? '°;*' ^"" ^'''^^' ^"d deliver a

Ih^. .?"m fl^"'"^
"^ motherhood. She wonderedwhat the Mayflower mothers would have thought ifthey could have met this modern one on the beach,

with face stained brown, playacting that she was abeggar of a gypsy. How could she hope to be one 'ill

m



90 Georgina of the Rainbows

of those written of in Proverbs—"Her children rise
up and call her blessed. Her own works praise her
in the gates."

Tippy ate her dinner alone that day, glancing
grimly through the open window from time to time
to the sand dunes back of the house, where an old
hag of a gypsy in a short red dress with a gay ban-
danna knotted over her head, broiled bacon and
boiled corn over a smoky campfire; and two swagger-
ing villains who smelled of tar and codfish (because
of the old net which ,half-way filled the brigantine),
sucked the very cobs when the corn was eaten from
them, forever registering that feast high above all
other feasts in the tablet of blessed memories.
The interruption to all this came as unexpectedly

as a clap of thunder ^rom a clear sky. A messen-
ger boy on a wheel whirled up to the front gate with
a telegram. Tippy signed for it, not wanting the
boy to see Barbara in such outlandish dress, then
carried it out to the picnickers. She held it under her
apron until she reached them. Telegrams always
spelled trouble to Mrs. Triplett, but Barbara took
this one from her with a smiling thank you, with it

rising from her seat on the sand. Her father often
telegraphed instead of writing when away on his va-
cations, and she knew he was up at a lake resort in
Michigan, at an Editors' Convention. Telegrams
had always been pleasant things in her experience.



The Telegram That Took Barby Away 9

1

But as she tore this open and read she turned pale
even under her brown stain.

«J-?'?TV' '^f
^"'P'^- """'•* '" *" automobile

accident. They don't say how bad—just hurt. And
he wants me. I must take the first train

"

She looked up at Mrs. Triplett helplessly, not even
making an effort to rise from the sand, she was so
dazed and distressed by the sudden summons. Itwas the first time she had ever had the shock of bad
news. It was the first time she had ever been called
upon to act for herself in such an emergency, and
she felt perfectly numb, mind and body. Tippy's
voice sounded a mile away when she said •

"You can catch the boat. It's an hour till the
Oorothy Bradford starts back to Boston."

Still Barbara sat limp and powerless, as one sits in
a nightmare.

Georgina gave a choking gasp as two awful words
rose up in her throat and stuck there. ''The Tish-
btte. Whatever that mysterious horror might be,
plainly its evil workings had begun.

"Tut r exclaimed Tippy, pulling Barbara to her
feet. Keep your head. You'll have to begin scrub-
bing that brown paint off your face if you expect to
reach the boat on time."

Automatically Georgina responded to that "tut"
as if ,t were the old challenge of the powder horn.No matter how she shivered she must show what
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brave stuff she was made of. Even with that awful
foreboding clutching at her heart like an iron hand
and Barby about to leave her, she mustn't show one
sign of her distress.

It was well that Georgina had learned to move
briskly in her long following after Tippy, else she
could not have been of such service in this emergency.
Her eyes were blurred with tears as she hurried up
to the garret for suitcase and satchel, and down the
hall to look up numbers in the telephone directory.
But it was a comfort even in the midst of her distress
to feel that she could take such an important part in
the preparations, that Tippy trusted her to do the
necessary telephoning, and to put up a lunch for
Barby without dictating either the messages or the
contents of the lunch-box.

When Mr. James Milford called up, immediately
after Richard had raced home with the news, and
offered to take Mrs. Huntingdon to the boat in his
machine, he thought it was Mrs. Huntingdon herself
who answered him. The trembling voice seemed
only natural under the circumstances. He would
have smiled could he have seen the pathetic little face
uplifted towards the receiver, the quivering lip still

adorned with the fierce mustachios of Gory George,
in strange contrast to the soft curls hanging over her
shoulders now that they were no longer hidden by a
piratical hat. She had forgotten that she was in
knickerbockers instead of skirts, and that the old
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horse-pistol was still at her belt, until Barbara caught

.lui V f'"*"« ^•''^ " ^^^^^ '*>«^ ^"'•n«d into
a sob, looking for a spot on her face clean enough : '.

It was all over so soon-the machine whirling up
to the door and away again to stop at the bank an
instant for the money which Georgina had telephoned
to have waumg, and then on to the railroad wharf
where the Doroihy Bradford had aire dy sounded
her first warnmg whistle. Georgina had no time to
realize what was actually happening until it was over,
bhe climbed up into the mammoth willow tree in the
corner of the yard to watch for the steamboat. Itwould come into view in a few minutes as it ploughed
majestically through the water towards tJie light-

Then desolation fell upon her. She had never
realized until that moment how dear her mother wasto her. Then the thought came to her. suppose itwas Barby who had been hurt in an accident, and
she Georgina. was hurrying to her as Barby was hur-
rying to grandfather Shirley, unknowing what

forgot her own unhappiness at being left behind, in
sympathetic understanding of her mother's distress

.1m r'^'l^T^ *° *'"'' ^^°"* ^" part of it she
told herself, she was going to be so brave
Then her glance fell on the "holiday tree

"
The holiday tree was a little evergreen of Barby's
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ch.istening if not of her planting. For every gala
day in the year it bore itrange fruit, no matter what
the season. At Hallowe'en it was as gay with jack-

o-lanterns and witches' caps as if the pixies them-
selves had decorated it. On Washington's birthday
each branch was tipped with a flag and a cherry tart.

On the fourteenth of February it was hung with val-

entines, and at Easter she was always sure of finding

a candy rabbit or two perched among its branches
and -^ests of colored eggs. It seemed to be at its

best at Christmas, but it was when it took its turns at

birthday celebrations that it was most wonderful.
Then it blossomed with little glass lanterns of every
color, glowing like red and green and golden stars.

Last year it had borne a great toy ship with all sails

set, and nine "surprise" oranges, round, yellow boxes,
each containing a gift, because she was nine years
old. In just two more days she would be ten, and
Barby gone

!

At that instant the boat whistle sounded long and
deep, sending its melodious boom across the water.
It seemed to strike some chord in the very center of
her being, and make her feel as if something inside

were sinking down and down and down. The sen-

sation was sickening. It grew worse as the boat
steamed away. She stood up on a limb to watch it.

Smaller and smaller it seemed, leaving only a long
plume of smoke in its wake as it disappeared around
Long Point. Then even the smoke faded, and a for-
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lorn little figure,
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s^^ngely «t variance with the fierce

pirate .u.t. .he crumpled up in the crotch of the wil-
low, her face hidden in her elbow, and began to Tob
piteou.ly

: "Oh, Barby I Barby I"
' ^
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CHAPTER IX

li

THE BIRTHDAY PRISM

'pHE Towncrier, passing along the street on an
early morning trip to the bakery, stopped at the

door of the antique shop, for a word with Mrs.
rates, the lady who kept it. She wanted him to
cry an especial ba^rgain sale of old lamps later in

the week. That is how he happened to be standing
in the front door when the crash came in the rear of
the shop, and it was because he was standing there
that the crash came.

Because Mrs. Yates was talking to him she
couldn t be at the back door when the fish-boy came
with the fish, and nobody being there fo take it the
instant he knocked, the boy looked in and threw it
down on the table nearest the door. And because the
hsh was left to lie there a moment while Mrs. Yates
finished her conversation, the cat, stretched out on
the high wmdow ledge above the table, decided to
have his breakfast without waiting to be caUed. He
was an enormous cat by the name of "Grandpa "

and because he was old and ponderous, and no longer
light on his feet, when he leaped from the window-
s IJ he came down /-Jumsily in the middle of the very

9t>
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table full of the old lamps which were set aside for
the bargain sale.

• ?J f^'^'l^'
'^ "^^ '^*^ ^'88"' *"d fanciest lamp

in the lot that was broken-a tall one with a frosted
glass shade and a row of crystal prisms dangling
around the bowl of it. It toppled over on to a pair
of old brass andirons, smashing into a thousand

"Grln^ °m\°^«^^'" ^*^!^ '" «^<^n^ direction, and
Grandpa, h.s fur electrified by his fright until he

looked twice his natural size, shot through the door
as If fired from a cannon, and was seen no more
that morning.

Naturally, Mrs. Yates hurried t. the back of the
store to see what had happened, and Mr. Darcy, fol-
lowing, picked up from the wreck the only piece of
the lamp not shattered to bits by the fall. It was one
ot the prisms, which in some miraculous way had
survived the crash, a beautiful crystal pendant with-
out a single nick or crack.

He picked it up and rubbed his coat sleeve down
each of Its three sides, and when he held it up to the
light It sent a ripple of rainbows dancing across the

K \/^V^*'^f*^
'''^"'' P^^^^^^d ^s a child; andwhen Mrs. Yates, loud in her complaints of Grandpa

came with broom and dustpan to sweep up the litter,
he bargained with her for the prism.
That is how he happened to have an offering for

Georgina s birthday when he reached the house a
couple of hours later, not knowing that it was her



98 Georgina of the Rainbows
W«hd.,. Nobod, had „„.™be„d it, B„by being

-;Stf~r;p„*' V."""^ 'r ••>« "«<«

wa, gloriously ,u„„yw,rad2' ""^ ''" *« "
ruffling the h.Vr a^„TIdfnj "h T"" "««
ding alone like w!nT 7 f *' "*"*« "'•» »^d-

dc,Lte^^She waTtl^' 7V'J ^" *" *« ">»«
it was, but therrwaSm V f '" '<"«« "h" ^'X
subieci. Even oppZn" i«Lt? '" T'' "" *^«

t«ken away, for Belk hLS
P'°* ^'PP^ "««

by» absent;, aidt .tutTrd'"^ '".'^ »"
gina otherwise would have S^ne ** "" °*"-

no pifno'/raate'r ^Jch?'
*?"" "".''" '»- "«"

birthday. Ther" would h '"l*
*"""°» " « »"*

the program oTo^t^Z^'''^r '" '•* '"

dragged, Georgina went to her^ale! an^ri'™'exerc.se, as usual. With the "ou Ss'on tW*"beside her, she practised nnf „Jl t "P"""
time, till the sand had ™„ hl^^ ''l'

accustomed

but a quarter of t h,T r ^T*""' •"" ""« all

»aunter'ed Cleil^ot >'''the d^' ^'" "«
Mood by one of ,h, • .

*"'"K-room and

*r^ugh''thewir:'s*:nrtrSn'-'='"«-

-°fit"^riu^^^^^^

.':t«fher:fTitri^-?«^^^^^^^^^
-row that would '.blirh?rth"!,rT,:r<'*:
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bare now like anC
^™"*'°"«- To see it standing

hcHast fHenH ^ °'?'?*'^ ''"' '"^^'^ ^<^r f«» that

ha«?h3nrf Ul ?f "";• ^" y°" Uncle Darcy

voice thtrclor'*'"!.'"
''"«"""8 in the cheery

went out through the screenl^' . •''T''' "
""^
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wanted presents, she sobbed. It was that she wanted
someone to be glad that she'd been born and it was
so lonesome without Barby

In the midst of her reluctant confession Mr.
Darcy bethought himself of the prism in his pocket.

'Here," he said, drawing it out. "Take this and
put a rainbow around your troubles. It's a sort of
magic glass. When you look through it, it shows
you thmgs you can't see with your ordinary eyes.
Look what it does to the holiday tree."
There was a long-drawn breath of amazement

from Georgina as she held the pi. sir to her eyes and
looked through it at the tree.

Oh I Oh I It does put a rainbow around every
branch and every little tuft of green needles. It's
even lovelier than the colored lanterns were. Isn't
It wonderful? It puts a rainbow around the whole
outdoors."

.

Her gaze went from the grape arbor to the back
garden gate. Then she jumped up and started
around the house, the old man following, and smiling
over each enthusiastic "oh" she uttered, as the prism
showed her new beauty at every step. He was
pleased to have been the source of her new pleasure.

It s like looking into a different world," she cried,
as she reached the kitchen door, and eagerly turned
the prism from one object to another. Mrs. Trip-
lett was scowling intently over the task of trying to
turn the lid of a glass jar which refused to budge.
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"Oh,^ it even puts a rainbow around Tippy's
frown, Georgina cried excitedly. Then she ran to
hold the prism over Belle's eyes.
"Look what Uncle Darcy brought me for my

birthday See how it puts a rainbow around every
blessed thing, even the old black pots and pans I"

In showing it to Tippy she discovered a tiny holem the end of the prism by which it had been hung
from the lamp, and she ran upstairs to find a piece
of ribbon to run through it. When she came down
again, the prism hanging from her neck by a lon^
pink ribbon Uncle Darcy greeted her with a new
version of the Banbury Cross song;

"Rittffs OH her fingers and ribbon of rose,
She shall have rainbows wherever she goes."

"That's even better than having music wherever
you go answered Georgina, whirling around on her
toes. Ihen she stopped in a listening attitude, hear-mg the postman.

When she came back from the front door with
only a magazine her disappointment was keen, but
she said bravely

:

"Of course, I knew there couldn't be a letter from
Barby this soon. She couldn't get there till last night-^ut just for a minute I couldn't help hoping—but
I didn't mind it half so much. Uncle Darc^, when I
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looked at the postman through the prism. Even his
whiskers were blue and red and yellow."

That afternoon a little boat went dipping up anddown across the waves. It was The Betsey%\th
Uncle Darcy pulling at the oars and Georgina as
passenger Lifting the prism which still hung from
her neck by the pmk ribbon, she looked out uponwhat seemed to be an enchanted harbor. It wasS ""•J ' ^"' °^ "'"^°^*- ^^^n^ "'1 w" out-

ing ^\f """Wr^"^
"»"^ <^dged with lines of redand gold and blue. Even the gray wharves weretmged with magical color, and the water itself, toher reverent thought, suggested the "sea of glass

njmgled with fire," which is pictured as one of the
glories of the New Jerusalem.

"Isn't it xvonderful. Uncle Darcy?" she asked in

thU ?. VT"* 'r •
"^''^ J"^' ^^' » "^'racle the way

this bit of glass changes the whole world. Isn't it
?''

Before he could answer, a shrill whistle sounded

Tl""^ uH: ^^^ ''"'' P*"'"S '*>« boathouse on
the beach below the Green Stairs. Looking up theysaw Richard, hanging out of the open doors of the
loft, waving to them. Georgina stood up in the boat
and beckoned, but he shook his head, pointing back-ward with his thumb into the studio, and disconso.
lately shrugged his shoulders.
"He wants to go so bad!" exclaimed Georgina.

Seems as if his father's a mighty slow painter.
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Maybe if you'd ask him the way you did before,
Uncle Darcy, he'd let Richard off this one more time—bemg my birthday, you know."
She looked at him with the bewitching smile which

he usually found impossible to resist, but this time
he shook his head.

"No, I don't want him along to-day. I've brought
you out here to show you something and have a lit-
tle talk with you alone. Maybe I ought to wait till
you re older before I say what I want to say, but at
my time of life I'm liable to slip off without much
warmng, and I don't want to go till I've said it to
you."

Georgina put down her prism to stare at him in
eager-eyed wonder. She was curious to know what
he could show her out here on the water, and what
he wanted to tell her that was as important as his
solemn words implied.

"Wait till we come to it," he said, answering the
unspoken question in her eyes. And Georgina, who
dearly loved dramatic effects in her own story-telling,
waited for something—she knew not what—to burst
upon her expectant sight.

They followed the line of the beach for some time,
dodging in between motor boats and launches, under
the high railroad wharf and around the smaller ones
where the old fish-houses stood. Past groups of
children, playing in the sand they went, past artists
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sketching under their white umbrellas, past gardens
gay with bright masses of color, past drying nets
spread out on the shore.

Presently Uncle Darcy stopped rowing and
pomted across a vacant strip of beach between two
houses, to one on the opposite side of the street.

"There it is," he announced. "That's what I
wanted to show you."

Georgina followed the direction of his pointing
nnger. *

"Oh, that I" she said in a disappointed tone. "I've
seen that all my life. It's nothing but the Figurehead
House."

She was looking at a large white house with a
portico over the front door, on the roof of which
portico was perched half of the wooden figure of a
woman. It was of heroic size, head thrown Sack as
If looking off to sea, and with a green wreath in its
hands. Weather-beaten and discolored, it was not
an imposing object at first glance, and many a jibe
and laugh it had called forth from passing tourists.

Georgina's disappointment showed in her face.
"I know all about that," she remarked. "Mrs

Tupman told me herself. She calls it the Lady of
Mystery. She said that years and years ago a
schooner put out from this town on a whaling cruise,
and was gone more than a year. When it was cross-
mg the equator, head( i for home, the look-out at
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the masthead saw a strange object in the water that
looked like a woman afloat. The Captain gave or-
ders to lower the boats, and when they did so they
found this figurehead. She said it must have come
from the prow of some great clipper in the East
India trade. They were in the Indian Ocean, you
know.

"There had been some frightful storms and after-
wards they heard of many wrecks. This figurehead
was so long they had to cut it in two to get it into
the hold of the vessel. They brought it home and
set It up there over the front door, and they call it
the Lady of Mystery, because they said from whence
that ship came, what was its fate and what was its
destination will always be shrouded in mystery.' And
Mrs. Tupman said that a famous artist looked at it
once and said it was probably the work of a Spanish
artist, and that from the pose of its head and the
wreath m its hands he was sure it was intended to
represent Hope. Was that what you were going to
tell me ?

' *

The old man had rested on his oars while she hur-
ried through this tale, with a mischievous twinkle in
her eyes, as if she thought she was forestalling himNow he picked them up again and began rowing out
into the harbor.

"That was a part of it," he admitted, "but that's
only the part that the whole town knows. That old
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figurehead hat a meaning for me that nobody else
thats livmg knows about. That't what I want to
pass on to you."

He rowed several minutes more before he said
slowly, with a wistful tenderness coming into his dim
old eyes as he looked at her:

•'Georgina, I don't suppose anybody's ever told
you about the troubles I've had. They wouldn't talk
about such things to a child like you. Maybe I
shouldn't, now; but when I saw how disappointed
you were this morning, I said to myself, 'If she's old
enough to feel trouble that way, she's old enough to
understand and to be helped by hearing about
mme. '

It seemed hard for him to go on, for again he
paused, looking off toward the lighthouse in the dis-
tance. Then he said slowly, in a voice that shook
at times

:

"Once—I had a boy—that I set all my hopes on—
just as a man puts all his cargo into one vessel; and
nobody was ever prouder than I was. when that little
craft went sailing along with the best of them I
used to look at him and think, 'Danny'll weather the
seas no matter how rough they are, and he'll bring up
in the harbor I'm hoping he'll reach, with all flags
nymg. And then—something went wrong-^—-"

The tremulous voice broke. "My little ship went
down—all my precious cargo lost "

Another and a longer pause. In it Georgina
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•eemcd to hear Couiin Mehitable's huiky voice, half
whispering:

"^nd the lamp threw a shadow on the yellow
bhnd, plain as a photograph. The shadow of an old
man sttttng with his arms flung out across the table
and his head bowed on them. And he was groan-
ing, 'Oh, my Danny! My Danny! If you could 09h
have gone that way.' "

For a moment Gcorgina felt the cruel hurt of his
grief as if the pain had stabbed her own heart. The
old man went on

:

"If it had only been any other kind of a load, any-
thmg but disgrace, I could have carried it without

.
flinchmg. But that, it seemed I just couldn't face.
Only the good Lord knows how I lived through those
first few weeks. Then your grandfather Huntingdon
came to me. He was always a good friend. And he
asked me to row him out here on the water. When
we passed the Figurehead House he pointed up at that
head. It was all white and fair in those days, before
the paint wore off. And he said, 'Dan'l Darcy, as
long as a man keeps Hope at the prow he keeps
afloat. As soon as he drops it he goes to pieces and
down to the bottom, the way that ship did when it

lost its figurehead. You mustn't let go, Dan'l. You
must keep Hope at the prow.
"'Somewhere in God's universe either in this

world or another your boy is alive and still your son.
You've got to go on hoping that if he's innocent his
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name will he cleared of this disgrace, and if he'i
guilty he'll wipe out the old score against him some
way and make good.'

"And then he gave me a line to live by. A line
he said that had been written by a man who was
stone blind, and hadn't anything to look forward to
all the rest of his life but groping in the dark. He
said he'd not

^^ ^
"'Bate a jot

Of heart or hopf, but still bear up and steer
Right onward*

"At first it didn't seem to mean anything to me, but
he made me say it after him as if it were a sort of
promise, and I've been saying it every day of every
year since then. I'd said it to myself first, when I
met people on the street that I knew were thinking
of Danny's disgrace, and I didn't see how I was
going to get up courage to pass 'em. And I said it
when I was lying on my bed at night with my heart

'°i°rt*"^
^^^"^ ^ couldn't sleep, and after a while

It did begin to put courage into me, so that I could
hope m earnest. And when I did that little
lass "

He leaned over to smile into her eyes, now full
of tears, he had so wrought upon her tender sym-
pathies-

"When I did that, it put a rainbow around my
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trouble juit at that pritm did around your empty
holiday tree. It changed the looks of the whole
world for me.

"That's what I brought you out here to tell you,
Gcorgina. I want to give you the same thing that
your grandfather Huntingdon gave me—that Ime to
live by. Because troubles come to everybody.
They'll come to you, too, but I want you to know this,
Baby, they can't hurt you as long as you keep Hope
at the prow, because Hope is a magic glass that
makes rainbows of our tears. Now you won't forget
that, will you? Even after Uncle Darcy is dead and
gone, you'll remember that he brought you out here
on your birthday to give you that good word—'j/i//
bear up and steer right onward; no matter what
happens. And to tell you that in all the long, hard
y^ars he's lived through, he's proved it was good."

Gcorgina, awed and touched of soul, could only
nod her assent. But because Childhood sometimes
has no answer to make to the confidences of Age is
no reason that they are not taken to heart and stowed
away there for the years to build upon. In the un-
broken silence with which they rowed back to shore,
Georgma might have claimed three score years be-
sides her own ten, so perfect was the feeling of com-
radeship between them.
As they passed the pier back of the antique shop,

a great gray cat rose and stretched itself, then walked
ponderously down to the water's edge. It was
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"Grandpa." Gcorgina, laughing a little shakily be-
cause of recent tears, raised her prism to put a rain-
bow around the cat's tail, unknowing that but for him
the crystal pendant would now be hanging from an
antique lamp instead of from the ribbon around her
neck.



CHAPTER X

MOVING PICTURES

TT often happens that when one is all primed and
* cocked for trouble, that trouble flaps its wings
and flies away for a time, leaving nothing to fire at.

So Georgina, going home with her prism and her
"line to live by," ready and eager to prove how
bravely she could meet disappointments, found only
pleasant surprises awaiting her.

Mrs. Triplett had made a birthday cake in her ab-
sence. It was on the supper table with ten red
candles atop. And there was a note from Barby be-
side her plate which had come in the last mail. It

had been posted at some way-station. There was a
check inside for a dollar which she was to spend as
she pleased. A dear little note it was, which made
Georgina's throat ache even while it brought a glow
to her heart. Then Belle, who had not known it was
her birthday in time to make her a present, an-
nounced that she would take her to a moving picture

show after supper, instead.

Georgina had frequently been taken to afternoon
performances, but never at night. It was an adven-
ture in itself just to be down in the part of town

III
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where the shops were, when they were all lighted, andwhen the summer people were surging along theboard-walk and out into the middle of the narrow
street m such crowds that the automobiles and "ac
commodations" had to push their way through
slowly. w.th a great honking of warning horns.
The Town Hall was lighted for a dance whenthey passed jt. The windows of the little souvenir

shops seemed twice as attractive as when seen by day,

le^/^'^r ".'"'f
'" '^' ^^^"'"g' P^oP»<^ were luready Imed up m the drug-store, three deep around

the soda-water fountain.

Georgina thankful that Tippy had allowed her towear her gold locket for the occasion, walked down
the aisle and took her seat near the stage, feelinir as
conspicuous and self-conscious as any debutante en-tering a box at Grand Opera.

It was a hot night, but on a line with the front

Tdtk From" I '°"r
' ^'"^ '°°^ °P^"'"^ -^ -^°

thrr. u .u ^
''^"*' Georgina sat she could look out

boat^t J;-^°'.'
?"^ ''' '^' ^'«^^^ °^ - hundred

boats twinkling in long wavy lines across the blackwater and now and then a salt breeze with the fishytang she loved, stole across the room and touched hercheek like a cool finger.

The play was not one which Barbara would have
chosen for Georgina to see, being one that was adver-
tised as a thriller. It was full of hair-breadth es-capes and tragic scenes. There was a shipwreck in
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it, and passengers were brought ashore in the

breeches buoy, jus^ as she had seen sailors brought

in on practice days over at the Race Point Life-

saving station. And there was a still form stretched

out stark and dripping under a piece of tarpaulin,

and a girl with long fair hair streaming wildly over

her shoulders knelt beside it wringing her hands.

'jeorgina stole a quick side-glancr at Belle. That

was the way it had been in the story of Emmett Pot-

ter's drowning, as they told it on the day of Cousin

Mehitable's visit. Belle's hands were locked to-

gether in her lap, and her lips were pressed in a thin

line as if she were trying to keep from saying some-

thing. Several times in the semi-darkness of the

house her handkerchief went furtively to her eyes.

Georgina's heart beat faster. Somehow, with the

piano pounding out that deep tum-tum, like waves

booming up on the rocks, she began to feel strangely

confused, as if she were the heroine on the films;

as if she were kneeling there on the shore in that

tragic moment of parting from her dead lover. She

was sure that she knew exactly how Belle felt then,

how she was feeling now.

When the lights were switched on again and they

rose to go out, Georgina was so deeply under the

spell of the play that it gave her a little shock of

surprise when Belle began talking quite cheerfully

and in her ordinary manner to her next neighbor.

She even laughed in response to some joking remark
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as they edged their way slowly up the aisle to the
door. It seemed to Georgina that if she had lived
through a scene like the one they had just witnessed,
she could never smile again. On the way out she
glanced up agam at Belle several times, wondering.

Going home the street was even more crowded
than It had been coming. They could barely push
their way along, and were bumped into constantly

7 P!?P*^/°^«'"« back to escape the jam when thecrowd had to part to let a vehicle through. But after
a few blocks of such jostling the going was easier.Ihe dnig-store absorbed part of the throng, andmost of the procession turned up Carver Street to

ford Strc'e?
^""^ '^* '°"^^" ^'^°"^ °" ®^*^-

By the time Georgina and Belle came to the last
half-mile of the plank walk, scarcely a footsteo
funded behind them After passing the Wn
btairs there was an unobr tnicted view of the harborA full moon was high overhead, flooding the waterand beach widi such a witchery of light that Geor-gina moved along as if she were in a dream-in a
silver dream beside a silver sea.

^ m a

Belle pointed to a little pavilion in sight of the
breakwater. "Let's go over there and sit-down afew minutes," she s-.d. "It's a waste of good ma!terml to go indoors on a night like this."
They crossed over, sinking in the sand as theystepped from the road to the beach, till Georgina
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had to take of! her slippers and shake them before

she could settle down comfortably on the bench in

the pavilion. They sat there a while without speak-

ing, just as they had sat before the pictures on the

films, for never on any film was ever shown a scene

of such entrancing loveliness as the one spread out

before them. In the broad path made by the moon
hung ghostly sails, rose great masts, twinkled

myriads of lights. It was so still they could hear

the swish of the tide creeping up below, the dip of

near-by oars and the chug of a motor boat, far away
down by the railroad wharf.

Then Belle began to talk. She looked straight out

across the shining path of the moon and spoke as if

she were by herself. She did not look at Georgina,

sitting there beside her. Perhaps if she had, she

would have realized that her listener was only a

child and would not have said all she did. Or maybe,

something within her felt the influence of the night,

the magical drawing of the moon as the tide feels it,

and she could not hold back the long-repressed

speech that rose to her lips. Maybe it was that the

play they had seen, quickened old memories into pain-

ful life again.

It was on a night just like this, she told Georgina,

that Emmett first told her that he cared for her

—

ten years ago this summer. Ten years I The whole

of Georgina's little lifetime! And now Belle was

tw«;nty-seven. Twenty-seven seemed very old to
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«JOing home, she was like the R^ii- u
*""gcr.

.at ..ftt pawibn " "" ^" *' "«'' "'"'« *«y

fon^h?""*'"' ''u
* """'8'""« ""th no Barby to "button her eye, shut with a Ids," at the end of her bir^day. the gomg-to-sleep time would be sad R../^'was ,0 bu,y recalling the events of ft A u

'?'

never thought of the^mittedtemony' "^oflTtime she lay awake, imagining all som ofh„ v ?
scenes in which she was the herol

""''"'

First, she went back to what Unde Darcy had
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told her, and imagined herself as rescuing an only

child who was drowning. The whole town stood by

and cheered when she came up with it, dripping, and

the mother took her in her arms and said, "You are

our prism, Georgina Huntingdon! But for your

noble act our lives would be, indeed, desolate. It

is you who have filled them with rainbows."

Then she was in a ship crossing the ocean, and a

poor sailor hearing her speak of Cape Cod would

come and ask her to tell him of its people, and she

would find he was Danny. She would be the means

of restoring him to his parents.

And then, she and Richard on some of their treas-

ure-hunting expeditions which they were still plan-

ning every time they met, would unearth a casket

some dark night by the light of a fitful lantern, and

inside would be a confession written by the man who
had really stolen the money, saying that Dan Darcy

was innocent. And Uncle Darcy and Aunt Elspeth

would be so heavenly glad The tears came to

Georgina's eyes as she pictured the scene in the little

house in Fishburn Court, it came to her so vividly.

The clock downstairs struck twelve, but still she

went on with the pleasing pictures moving through

her mind as they had moved across the films earlier

in the evening. The last one was a combination of

what she had seen there and what Belle had told

her.

She was sitting beside a silver sea across which
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t lilver moon wtt miking a wonderful ihining pathof silver npple., and .omebody wa. telling her-

f !fc
"^ ,?'.?' '"' "l-'intance. "And if he had a

part o a rif"/
*"."' '".''''" "'*"' '"^ take thepart of a real daughter to him. But she wouldn't

an oU fisherman, too crippled to follow the "a Zlonger, so now he wa, just a mender of nets, sittingall^day knottmg twin, with dirty t.r.blacke«d fin!

aboutthelcitchenina"' 1^1? "™ "'PP'"«

breakfast m! t "
V'^

B^eham apron, preparing

th?n<r h,!5" '^"•J"P>«« "" «ill in bed. Such a

reXtn"""
'""'""<' '"'°" "'*'" C-^ina''

"It'f'irK '/''J'"""?"' '" ''" '«'*•" B<ll« reported

.he can-t J ' " u
' "' "'" "* "y «>mfo«,Tnd

'kI! f""' "'"""" groaning. So she's sort ofbetween the de'il and the deep sea ' A„rf f„T •
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she doesn't like it if you do; but you can't wonder
when the pain's so bad. It's pretty near lumbago."

Gcorgina, who had finished her dressing by tying
the prism around her neck, was still burning with the
desire which Uncle Darcy's talk had kindled within
her, to be a little comfort to everybody.

"Let me take her toast and tea up to her," she
begged. With that toast and tea she intended to
pass along the good word Uncle Darcy had given
her—"the line to live by." But Tippy was in no
humor to be adjured by a chit of a child to bear up
and steer right onward. Such advice would have
been coldly received just then even from her minister.
"You don't know what you're talking about," she

exclaimed testily. "Bear up? Of course I'll bear
up. There's nothing else to do with rheumatism, but
you needn't come around with any talk of putting
rainbows around it or me either."

She gave her pillow an impatient thump with her
hard knuckles.

"Deliver me from people who make it their busi-
ness in life always to act cheerful no matter what.
The Scripture itself says There's a time to laugh
and a time to weep, a time to mourn and a time to
dance.* When the weep'ng time comes I can't abide
cither people or books that go around spreading
cheerful sayings on everybody like salve I"

Tippy, lying there with her hair screwed into a
tight little button on the top of her head, looked



120 Gcorgina of the Rainbows

strangely unlike herself. Georgina descended to the
kitchen, much offended. It hurt her feelings to have
her good offices spurned in such a way. She didn't
care how bad anybody's rheumatism was she mut-
tered. "It was no excuse for saying such nasty things
to people who were trying to be kind to them."

Belle suggested presently that the customary piano
practice be omitf-d that morning for fear it might
disturb Aunt Maiia, so when the usual little tasks
were done Georgina would have found time drag-
ging, had it not been for the night letter which a
messenger boy brought soon after breakfast. Grand-
father Shirley was better than she had expected to
find him, Barby wired. Particulars would follow
soon in a letter. It cheered Georgina up so much
that she took a pencil and tablet of paper up into the
willow tree and wrote a long account to her mother
of the birthday happenings. What with the red-
candled cake and the picture show and the afternoon
m the boat it sounded as if she had had a very happy
day. But mostly she wrote about the prism, and what
Uncle Darcy had told her about the magic glass of
Hope. When it was done she went in to Belle.
"May I go down to the post-office to mail this and

stop on my way back at the Green Stairs and see if
Richard can come and play with me?" she asked.

Belle considered. "Better stay down at the Mil-
ford's to do your playing," she answered. "It might
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bother Aunt Maria to have a boy romping around

here."

So Georgina fared forth, after taking off her prism

and hanging it in a safe place. Only Captain Kidd

frisked down to meet her when she stood under the

studio window and gave the alley yodel which Rich*

ard had taught her. There was no answer. She re-

peated it several times, and then Mr. Moreland ap-

peared at the window, in his artist's smock with a pal-

ette on his thumb and a decidedly impatient expres-

sion on his handsome face. Richard was posing, he

told her, and couldn't leave for half an hour. His

tone was impatient, too, for he had just gotten a

good start after many interruptions.

Undecided whether to go back home or sit down
on the sand and wait, Georgina stood looking idly

about her. And while she hesitated, Manuel and

Joseph and Rosa came straggling along the beach in

search of adventure.

It came to Georgina like an inspiration that it

wasn't Barby who had forbidden her to play with

them, it was Tippy. And with a vague feeling that

she was justified in disobeying her because of her

recent crossness, she rounded them up for a chase

over the granite slabs of the breakwater. If they

would be Indians, she proposed, she'd be the Deer-

slayer, like the hero of the Leather-Stocking Tales,

and chase 'em with a gun.
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They had never heard of those tales, but they were
more than willing to undertake any game which Geor-
gma might propose. So after a little coaching
in war-whoops, with a battered tin pan for a tom-tom,
three impromptu Indians sped down the beach under
the studio windows, pursued by a swift-footed Deer-
slayer with flying curls. The end of a broken oar
was her musket, which she brandished fiercely as she
echoed their yells.

Mr. Morcland gave a groan of despair as he
looked at his model when those war-whoops broke
loose. Richard, who had succeeded after many trials
in lapsing into the dreamy attitude which his father
wanted, started up at the first whoop, so alert and
interested that his nostrils quivered. He scented ex-
citement of some kind and was so eager to be in the
midst of it that the noise of the tom-tom made him
wriggle in his chair.

He looked at his father appealingly, then made
an effort to settle down into his former attitude. His
body assumed the same listless pose as before, but
his eyes were so eager and shining with interest that
they fairly spoke each time the rattly drumming on
the tin pan sounded a challenge.

"It's no use, Dicky," said his father at last. "It's
all up with us for this time. You might as well go
on. But I wish that little torn-boy had stayed at
home."

And Richard went, with a yell and a hand-spring,

,ii-i
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to throw in hit lot with Manuel and Joseph and be
chased by the doughty Deer*ilayer and her hound.

In the readjustment of parts Rosa was told to answer
to the name of Hector. It was all one to Rosa
whether she was hound or redskin, so long as she

was allowed a part in the thrilling new game. Rich-

ard had the promise of being Deer-slayer next time

they played it
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CHAPTER XI

THE OLD RIFLE GIVES UP ITS SECRET

QUT of that game with forbidden playmates, grew
events which changed the lives of several peo-

ple. It began by Richard's deciding that a real gun
was necessary for his equipment if he was to play
the part of Leather-Stocking properly. Also, he
argued, it would be a valuable addition to their stock
of fire-arms. The broken old horse-pistols were
good enough to play at pirating with, but something
which would really shoot was needed when they
started out m earnest on a sure-enough adventure
Georgma suggested that he go to Fishburn Court

and borrow a rifle that she had seen up in Uncle
Darcy s attic. She would go with him and do the
asking, she added, but Belle had promised to take
her with her the next time she went to see the net-
mender, and the next time would be the following
afternoon, if Tippy was well enough to be up and
around Georgina couldn't miss the chance to see
mside the cottage that had been the home of a hero
and Belle's drowned lover. She wanted to see the
newspaper which Mr. Potter showed everybody who
went to the house. It had an account of the wreck
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and the rescue in it, with Emmctt's picture on the
front page, and black headlines under it that said,

••Died like a hero."

Tippy was well enough to be up next day, so
Richard went alone to Fishburn Court, and Geor-
gina trudged along the sandy road with Belle to the
weather-beaten cottage on the edge of the cranberry
bog. Belle told her more about the old man as they
walked along.

'•Seems as if he just lives on that memory. He
can't get out in the boats any more, being so crippled
up, and he can't see to read much, so there's lots of
time for him to sit and think on the past. If it

wasn't for the nets he'd about lose his mind. I

wouldn't say it out, and you needn't repeat it, but
sometimes I think it's already touched a mite. You
see the two of them lived there together so long
alone, that Emmett was all in all to his father. I

suppose that's why Emmett is all he can talk about
now."

When they reached the cottage Mr. Potter was
sitting out in front as usual, busy with his work.
Georgina was glad that he did not offer to shake
hands. His were so dirty and black with tar she felt

she could not bear to touch them. He was a swarthy
old man with skin like wrinkled leather, and a bushy,
grizzled beard which grew up nearly to his eyes.
Again Georgina wondered, looking at Belle in her
crisp, white d' ,ss and white shoes. How could she

1
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care for this unkempt old creature enough to call him
Father?

As she followed Belle around inside the dreary
three-room cottage she wanted to ask if this would
have been her home if Emmett had not been
drowned, but she felt a delicacy about asking such

a question. She couldn't imagine Belle in such a

setting, but after she had followed her around a

while longer she realized that the house wouldn't

stay dreary with such a mistress. In almost no time
the place was put to rights, and there was a pan of
cookies ready to slip into the oven.

When the smell of their browning stole out to

the front door the old man left his bench and came
in to get a handful of the hot cakes. Then, just as

Belle said he would, he told Georgina all that had
happened the night of the wreck.

"That's the very chair he was sittin' in, when Luke
Jones come in with the word that men were needed.

He started right off with Luke soon as he could get

Into his oil-skins, for 'twas stormin' to beat the band.

But he didn't go fur. Almost no time it seemed like,

he was comin' into the house agin, and he went into

that bedroom there, and shet the door behind him.

That of itself ought to 'uv made me know something
out of the usual was beginnin' to happen, for he never
done such a thing before. A few minutes later he
came out with an old rifle that him and Dan Darcy
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used to carry around in the dunes for target shootin*

and he set it right down in that corner by the chim-

ney jamb.
" 'First time anybody passes this way goln' down

to Fishburn Court,' he says, *I wish you'd send this

along to Uncle Dan'l. It's his by rights, and he'd

ought a had it long ago.'

"An' them was his last words to me, except as he

pulled the door to after him he called 'Good-bye Pop,

if I don't see you agin.'

"I don't know when he'd done such a thing before

as to say good-bye when he went out, and I've often

wondered over it sence, could he 'a had any warnin'

that something was goin' to happen to him?"

Georgina gazed at the picture in the newspaper

long and curiously. It had been copied from a faded

tin-type, but even making allowances for that Em-
mett didn't look as she imagined a hero should, nor

did it seem possible it could be the man Belle had

talked about. She wished she hadn't seen it. It

dimmed the glamor of romance which seemed to sur-

round him like a halo. Hearing about him in the

magical moonlight she had pictured him as looking

as Sir Galahad. But if this was what he really looked

like Again she glanced wonderingly at Belle.

How could she care so hard for ten long years for

just an ordinary man like that?

When it was time to go home Belle suggested that
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they walk around by Fishburn Court. It would b*out o their wa,. but she had heard that AunrE pe^'wasn t as well as usual.

^"vna

"Emmett always called her Aunt," she explained

Zrf,. ci *
'

""•• ^' "" »" f°"d of Dan'smoAer She was so good to him after hi, own wen

forhfstt^"""'"^'"--''«-''-verIc:"
"You know," she continued, "Aunt Elspeth neverwould g.ve up but that Dan was innocent, and Ice

the running away itself told the story "
When they reached Fishburn Court they could see^o people sitting i„ front of the cottaJe UncleDarcy was „ an armchair on the grass whk on"i^e cat, m h,s lap, and Richard sat on one seat of the

"uZ vTlu'f "^'P'"'" ^'^^ °" *< oppo-site one. Richard had a riSe across his knees, theone Georgma had suggested borrowing. He passedhi, hand caressingly along it, stock now and thenand at intervals raised it to sight along the barrel'

when he raised it to take aim in various directions
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At the click of the gate-latch the old man tumbled
Yellownose out of his lap and rose stiffly to welcome
his guests.

"Come right in," he said cordially. "Mother'll be
glad to see you, Belle. She's been sort of low in her
mind lately, and needs cheering up."

He led the way into a low-ceilinged, inner bedroom
with the shades all pulled down. It was so dark,

compared to the glaring road they had been follow-

ing, that Georgina blinked at the dim interior. She
could scarcely make out the figure on the high-posted

bed, and drew back, whispering to Belle that she'd

stay outside until they were ready to go home. Leav-
ing them on the threshold, she went back to the shady
door-yard to a seat in the swing beside Captain

Kidd.

"It's Uncle Darcy's son's rifle," explained Rich-

ard. "He's been telling me about him. Feel how
smooth the stock is."

Georgina reached over and passed her hand lightly

along the polished wood.

"He and a friend of his called Emmett Potter

used to carry it on the dunes sometimes to shoot at

a mark with. It wasn't good for much else, it's so

old. Dan got it in a trade once ; traded a whole lit-

ter of collie pups for it. Uncle Darcy says he'd for-

gotten there was such a gun till somebody brought it

to him after Emmett was drowned."

"Oh," interrupted Georgina, her eyes wide with
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one I'd s«„Z i„ ,;; ,« Lr & '*7"
'II'

wreck, and told what was to be done with it 'Th.were h s last words " .h^ jj j . * ^"*^"*

^^^
words, she added, quoting Mr. Pot-

She reached out her hand for the dumsv nU fiarm and almost drouoed \t a,./ - ^, ^ ^'"^^

than she ^xJrtZ^^u ' ^'"^ '^ '° '""^^^ ^^viercnan sne expected. She wanted to touch with her

"The hammer's broken." continued Richard

eo?Brr,etr„ttTe'::;
'"'• ^''^ '• -S

the roof .eaked o"
"" '"Cj^ 'LTc^U^^Tflmuseums would be glad to have ifh 1

aren't many of ehese^old mntS"ks IhZ' hI'I

keeo it as iZT t ,• "?'' 8°"*' •»" *" '^ants to

store by" .^"^ " *" '"" •"""« Danny «t such

P-au' onr,rcf'.?[^-;P«;''>« '' a small brasf

you what let's do." IZlZ': ^TCt o In'thususm. "Let's polish it up so's we can reTd t^em"
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Tippy uses vinegar and wood ashes for brass. Til
run get some."

Georgina was enough at home here to find what
she wanted without asking, and as full of resources
as Robinson Crusoe. She was back in a very few
minutes with a shovel full of ashes from the kitchen
stove, and an old can lid full of vinegar, drawn from
a jug in the corner cupboard. With a scrap of a
rag dipped first in viregar, then in ashes, she began
scrubbing the brass plate diligently. It had corroded
until there was an edge of green entirely around it.

"I love to take an old thing like this and scrub
it till it shines like gold," she said, scouring away
with such evident enjoyment of the job that Richard
insisted on having a turn. She surrendered the rag
grudgingly, but continued to direct operations.
"Now dip it in the ashes again. No, not that way,

double the rag up and use more vinegar. Rub around
that other corner a while. Here, let me show you."

She took the rifle away from him again and pro-
ceeded to illustrate her advice. Suddenly she looked
up, startled.

"I believe we've rubbed it loose. It moved a little

to one side. See?"

He grabbed it back and examined it closely. "I
bet it's meant to move," he said finally. "It looks
like a lid, see ! It slides sideways."

••Oh, I remember now," she cried, much excited.
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"That's the way Leather^tocking'. rifle wa> made.There w„ a ho e in the stock with a bra., plate cmt, and he kept little pieces of oiled deer-ski insideof .t to wrap bullet, in before he loaded 'em n 1remember just a, plain, the place in the story wherehe .topped to open it and take out a pieceTf'iled
deer-skin when he ,tarted to load "

A, she eq,lained she snatched the rifle back into

Plate Zi?'hK°T T"' '"<' P"«^ « *e bras"

Th n RilrH, f *'/''8' -' •" *umb nailiften Kichard took it, and with the aid of a rustv
button-hook which he happened to have in hUpJShavmg found .t on the street that morning, hepSthe plate entirely back.

pusnea

Z^'„7l'' Z""l^'J r""'"
'"''<"' '" •« "Claimed.

In tantly «,o heads bent over with hi, in an at-

byTde wkh gI
""'.'"

""'f
'' ""'«'^ •""'- ""«

as herl
°""«'"" ""*> •>!» curiosity a, great

"Whatever-, in there has been there an awful longhme ,a>d Richard a, he poked at the content, withh,s button-hook, "for Uncle Darcy said the riflednever been u,ed ,ince it wa, broughTback to him "
And It

,
ten years come Michaelmas ,ince Em-

The piece of paper which they finally ,ucceeded indrawmg out had been folded many times and
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crumpled into a flat wad. Evidently the message on
it had been scrawled hastily in pencil by someone little

used to letter writing. It was written in an odd
hand, and the united efforts of the two little reade s

could decipher only part's of it.

"I can read any kind of plain writing like they do
in school," said Richard, "but not this sharp-cornered

kind where the m's and u's are alike, and all the tails

are pointed."

Slowly they puzzled out parts of it, halting long
over some of the undecipherable words, but a few
words here and there were all they could recognize.

There were long stretches that had no meaning what-
ever for them. This much, however, they managed
to spell out

:

"Dan never took the money. ... I did it. .. .

He went away because he knew I did it and wouldn't
tell. . . . Sorry. . . . Can't stand it any longer. . .

.

Put an end to it all. . .
."

It was signed "Emmett Potter."

The two children looked at each other with puz-
zled eyes until into Georgina's came a sudden and
startled understanding. Snatching up the paper she
almost fell out of the swing and ran towards the

house screaming:

"Uncle Darcy I Uncle Darcy! Look what we've
found."

She tripped over a piece of loose carpet spread
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ju«t i„.ide the front door ai a rug and fell full lengthbut too excited to know that .he had .kinned herelbow .he .crambled up, .till calling:
"

^^<^^tl>^TOf, Dan never took the money. It wasEmmett Potter. He said so himselfl"

\

'



CHAPTER XII

A HARD PROMISE

A DOZEN times in Georgina't day-dreaming she
•^ *• had imagined this scene. She had run to Uncle
Darcy with the proof of Dan's innocence, heard his
glad cry, seen his face fairly transfigured as he read
the confession aloud. Now it was actually happen-
ing before her very eyes, but where was the scene
of heavenly gladness that should have followed ?

Belle, startled even more than he by Georgina's
outcry, and quicker to act, read the message over his
shoulder, recognized the handwriting and grasped
the full significance of the situation before he reached
the name at the end. For ten years three little notes
in that same peculiar hand had lain in her box of
keepsakes. There was no mistaking that signature.
She had read it and cried over it so many times that
now as it suddenly confronted her with its familiar
twists and angles it was as startling as if Emmett's
voice had called to her.

As Uncle Darcy looked up from the second read-
ing, with a faltering exclamation of thanksgiving, she
snatched the paper from his shaking hands and tore
it in two. Then crumpling the pieces and flinging
them from her, she seized him by the wrists.

"No, you're not going to tell the whole world,"
she cried wildly, answering the announcement he

135
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made with the teari raining down his cheek.

Tir«;i„r,'.'. •"^^'•^' ^ »'
-'

h.rl^i* uT*^ .icreamed her demand. He could

r;.k. J. J**!'
°' Georgina'. shocked face with

.traif^erdtX"'" "'* "*""• "'""'

Go on out, children, for a little while " h. ..m
gently, and dosed the door in thrir fact!

' "'"

She dished .nto oneTeaV^fthttLrndVcrd

s«l|M;^rant;-i^^^
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the windows and the swing being a narrow one the

closed door was of I'^tle avail. It was very still

there in the shady dooryard, so still that they could

hear old Yellownose purr, asleep on the cushion in

the wooden arm-chtir beside the swing. The broken
sentences between the sobs were plainly audible. It

seemed so terrible to hear a grown person cry, that

Georgina felt as she did that morning long ago, when
old Jeremy's teeth flew into the fire. Her confidence

was shaken in the world. She felt there could be

no abiding happiness in anything.

"She's begging him not to tell," whispered Rich-

ard.

"But I owe it to Danny," they heard Uncle Darcy
say. And then, "Why should I spare Emmett's
father? Emmett never spared me, he never spared

Danny."

An indistinct murmur as if Belle's answer was
muffled in her handkerchief, then Uncle Darcy's

voice again

:

"It isn't fair that the town should go on counting

him a hero and brand my boy as a coward, when it's

Emmett who was the coward as well as the thief."

Again Belle's voice in a quick cry of pain, as sharp

as if she had been struck. Then the sound of an-

other door shutting, and when the voices began again

it was evident they had withdrawn into the kitchen.

"They don't want Aunt Elspeth to hear," said

Georgina.
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"What's it all about?" asked Richard, much my*,
tificd.

'

Georgina told him all that she knew herself, gath-
ered from the scraps she had heard the day of Cousin
Mehitable's visit, and from various sources since;
told him m a half whisper stopping now and then
when some fragment of a sentence floated out to them
from the kitchen; for occasional words still contin-
ued to reach them through the windows in the rear,
when the voices rose at intervals to a higher pitch
What passed behind those closed doors the chil-

dren never knew. They felt rather than understood
what was happening. Belle's pleading was begin-
ning to be effectual, and the old man was rising to
the same heights of self-sacrifice which Dan had
reached, when he slipped away from home with the
taint of his friend's disgrace upon him in order to
save that friend.

That some soul tragedy had been enacted in that
little room the children felt vaguely when Belle came
out after a while. Her eyes were red and swollen
and her face drawn and pinched looking. She did
not glance in their direction, but stood with her face
averted and hand on the gate-latch while Uncle
Darcy stopped beside the swing.

"Children," he said solemnly, "I want you to
promise me never to speak to anyone about finding
that note m the old rifle till I give you permission
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can.

Will you do this for me, just because I ask it, even if

I can't tell you why?"
"Mustn't I even tell Barby?" asked Georgina,

anxiously.

He hesitated, glancing uncertainly at Belle, then
answered:

"No, not even your mother, till I tell you that you
Now you see what a very important secret it is.

Can you keep it, son? Will you promise me too?"
He turned to Richard with the question. With a

finger under the boy's chin he tipped up his face and
looked into it searchingly. The serious, brown eyes
looked back into his, honest and unflinching.

"Yes, I promise," he answered. "Honor bright
I'll not tell."

The old man turned to the waiting figure at the
gate.

"It's all right. Belle. You needn't worry about it

any more. You can trust us."
She made no answer, but looking as if she had

aged years in the last half hour, she passed through
the gate and into the sandy court, moving slowly
across it towards the street beyond.

With a long-drawn sigh the old man sank down
on the door-step and buried his face in his hands.
They were still shaking as if he had the palsy. For
some time the children sat in embarrassed silence,

thinking every moment that he would look up and say
something. They wanted to go, but waited for him
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llr'^fi.'""'*
'^'""">"'*- He seemed to have for-

cZlt'' ""%*"'; '^"'"y ' ''»«'' i»»ide the

bouJther" * '• '"'"''« *-P«« which

•"»n
' ?"'

'

"''•'»?««<' Richard.

"W^ .n I
/'. ''?' ^'" »"'"" »'»° whispered,

ki^hl" • *' '''°"' ""<' "" ''' I"* '» *e

anyhol!"'''
'""'" ''""""^ "^ '*"' *" «" » ^""^

Stealthily, as if playing I„dia„, they stepped outof the swing and hptoed through the grass aroundthe corner of the house Fv.n tu. j
'"""u

les.lv in.f-,j 7,.,.'' *="«""« dog went no se-lessly, mstead of fnsking and barking as he usuallyAd when startmg anywhere. Thrir return w«^uaUy stealthy As they slipped through t£^ «teGeorgma looked back at the old man. He was^Us.tt,ng on the step, his face in hi, hands, a, ifIeV^„bowed down by some weight too heavy'for hi. sh^Jl!

The weary hopelessness of his attitude made her

neck'bwre^f Ta '^'"Z
''" '""' '""""J ^necR, but she did not dare. Trouble as great as that

comforted by a caress. The only thing to do was toslip past and not look.
aowasto

leavLtt'^e rirf-^'-'T """• '"^ ''* '«" «way

fX h!tli "W""* '"u*"
«"" I^fnctively hefelt that It ought not to be played with now. It wa.the nSe which had changed everything



CHAPTER XIII

LOST AND FOUND AT THE LINIMENT WAGON

'II/'ITH Mrs. Triplett back in bed again on ac-

count of the rheumatism which crippled her,
and Belle going about white of face and sick of soul,
home held little cheer for Georgina. But with Mrs.
Triplett averse to company of any kind, and Belle
anxious to be alone with her misery, there was noth-
ing to hinder Georgina from seeking cheer elsewhere
and she sought it early and late.

She had spent her birthday dollar in imagination
many times before she took her check to the bank to
have it cashed. With Richard to lend her courage,
and Manuel, Joseph and Rosa trailing after by spe-
cial invitation, she walked in and asked for Mr.
Gates. That is the way Barby always did, and as far
as Georgina knew he was the only one to apply to
for money.

The paying teller hesitated a moment about sum-
moning the president of the bank from his private
ofHce at the behest of so small a child, so small that
even on tiptoe her eyes could barely p e, into the
window of his cage. But they were entreating eyes,
so big and brown and sure of their appeal that he de-
cided to do their bidding.
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Just as he turned to knock at the door behind him
it opened, and Mr. Gates came out with the man
with whom he had been closeted in private confer-
ence. It was Richard's Cousin James. The children
did not see him, however, for he stopped at one of
the high desks inside to look at some papers which
one of the clerks spread out before him.

"Oh, it's my little friend, Georgina," said Mr.
Gates, smiling in response to the beaming smile she
gave him. "Well, what can I do for you, my dear ?"

"Cash my check, please," she said, pushing the
slip of paper towards him with as grand an air as if

it had been for a million dollars instead of one, "and
all in nickels, please."

He glanced at the name she had written painstak-
ingly across the back.

"Well, Miss Huntingdon," he exclaimed gravely,
although there was a twinkle in his eyes, "if all lady
customers were as businesslike in endorsing their
checks and in knowing what they want, we bankers
would be spared a lot of trouble."

It was the first time that Georgina had ever been
called Miss Huntingdon, and knowing he said it to
tease her, it embarrassed her to the point of making
her stammer, when he asked her most unexpectedly
while picking out twenty shining new nickels to stuff

into the little red purse

:

"All of these going to buy tracts for the mission-
aries to take to the little heathen?"
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"No, they're all going to—^to
"

She didn't like to say for soda water and diew-
ing gum and the movies, and hesitated till a substi-

tute word occurred to her.

"They're all going to go for buying good times.

It's for a sort of a club we made up this morning,
Richard and me."
"May I ask the name of the club?"

Gcorgina glanced around. No other customer
happened to be in the bank at the moment and Rich-
ard had wandered out to the street to wait for her.
So tiptoeing a little higher she said in a low tone as
if imparting a secret

:

"It's the Rainbow Club. We pretend that every-
time we make anybody happy we've made a little

rainbow in the world."

"Well, bless your heart," was the appreciative
answer. "You've already made one in here. You
do that every time you come around."
Then he looked thoughtfully at her over his spec-

tacles.

"Would you take an old fellow like me into your
club?"

Georgina considered a moment, first stealing a
glance at him to see if he were in earnest or still try-

ing to tease. He seemed quite serious so she an-
swered :

"If you really want to belong. Anybody with a
bank full of money ought to be able to make happy
times for the whole town."
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J^^A^V''/^^^ What are the rule, and whatare the duties of a member?"

i.™?r'" ^'°T* ""^ embarrassed. He seemed toexpect so much more than she had to offer. Sheswunr the red purse around nervously as she an!swc»

"I guessJOB won't think it's much of a club

IS just to go around making what it says."
Lount me as Member number Three," said Mr

^n r Tu'S:-, T" P""^ '<• '-» y-- Shakeh»i
I hoDe vl-n ? "

""^i
*" ** <"e"''^*'ion, and

1 nope you II drop around once in a while and letme know how it', getting along."
The beaming smile with which Georgina shookhand, came back to him aU morning at infe^als

listener, followed her out of the bank presently andas he drove h.s machine slowly past the drSg^torehe saw the five children draining their glass« a? the

wte Richard and Georgina to go to Truro with him
It never would have occurred tfhim to™i™ A^t^.
little Portuguese children a ride also h=,l L - !
overheard that conversation in the bal'**'
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warSl '-^IT''" ^.l*"' ''™««' '-"iling '>

S'm IK"' ''"'
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So for the first time in their lives Manuel and
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Joseph and Rosa rode in one of the "honk wagons"
which heretofore they had known only as something
to be dodged when one walked abroad. Judging
by the blissful grins which took permanent lodging
on their dirty faces, Cousin James was eligible to
the highest position the new club could bestow, if

ever he should apply for membership.
If Mrs. Triplett had been downstairs that even-

ing, none of the birthday nickels would have found
their way through the ticket window of the moving
picture show. She supposed that Georgina was
reading as usual beside the evening lamp, or was
out on the front porch talking to Belle. But Belle,
not caring to talk to anyone, had given instant con-
sent when Georgina, who wanted to go to the show,
having seen wonderful posters advertising it, sug-
gested that Mrs. Fayal would take her in charge.
She did not add that she had already seen Mrs. Fayal
and promised to provide tickets for her and the
children in case she could get permission from home.
Belle did not seem interested in hearing such things,
so Georgina hurried off lest something might hap-
pen to interfere before she was beyond the reach of
summoning voices.

On the return from Truro she had asked to be
put out at the Fayal cottage, having it in mind to
make some such arrangement. Manuel had seen one
show, but Joseph and Rosa had never so much as
had their heads inside of one. She found Mrs.
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objected to washing for the suiuner people. Shewa. u.ed to that, having done it .ix day. „« „f

Fayal. What ,hc wa. glooming over wa, that Joe

of the money for the b.gge.t catch of the season, andnot a dime of ,t had d,e seen. It had aU gone into4e pocket of an itinerant vendor, and Joe w«lying ma «>dden stupor out under the grape arborat the side of the cottage

.t.fe'ofen"' ^''•? ^"^^ ''«" •'« f"'""' *«itate of aSairs. She did not suppose Mrs. Favalwould have a mind for merry-maWng under the cTr
cumstances. But, indeed, Mrs. Fayal did.

AU the more reason that I should go o8 and for-get my troubles and have a good time for a while "

If not the word, of her own "line to live by." MrsFayal could bear up and steer onward with a joySheart any fme she had the price of admi„ion to a

721 '"
".r^u"- ^ '«''"8 th" as a member

rtm^ to make good it, name, Georgina promised

herself She would send them by Richard if notallowed to take them in person.

end of the long summer day. Richard joined her
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it the foot of the Green Stairs with the price of his

own ticket in his pocket, and Captain Kidd tagging
at his heels.

"They won't let the dog into the show," Georgina
reminded him.

"That's so, and he might get into a fight or run
over if I left him outside," Richard answered.
"B'leeve I'll shut him up in the garage."

This he did, fastening the door securely, and re-

turning in time to see the rest of the party turning
the corner, and coming towards the Green Stairs.

Mrs. Fayal, after her long day over the wash-
tub, was resplendent in lavender shirt-waist, blue
serge skirt and white tennis shoes, with long gold
ear-rings dangling half-way to her shoulders. Man-
uel and Joseph were barefooted as usual, and in over-
alls as usual, but their lack of gala attire was made
up for by Rosa's. No wax doll was ever more
daintily and lacily dressed. Georgina looked at her
in surprise, wishing Tippy could see her now. Rosa
in her white dress and slippers and with her face
clean, was a little beauty.

Mrs. Fayal made a delightful chaperon. She
was just as ready as anyone in her train to stop in
front of shop windows, to straggle slowly down the
middle of the street, or to thrust her hand into Rich-
ard's bag of peanuts whenever he passed it around.
Cracking shells and munching the nuts, they strolled
along with a sense of freedom which thrilled Geor-
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gin» to the core. She had never felt it before Sh.

^t'T*^ *'• ''^"^ »"'• Richard hi. o«. wd

"Let's go," said Richard and Gcorgina in thesame breath Mr« r«««i ^ r
^*"*^»'"» '" tne

to see all fTl. J^*^'
^"* ^^^ » 80°^ t»n»e and

rin!!; .

""*' *^ *^* "«' bot>bed her long ear-

-rcr uie wagon to hear what the man was savm»He h^^up a bottle and shooic it overrhc^n

J!^"'''r7 '""'"'<»» fheumatism remedy " hecncd, made from the fat of wild<at,. W.^^nted

'I
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to cure every kind of ache, tprtin and miiery known
to man. Only fifty cents, ladies and gentlemen, sure
cure or your money back. Anybody here with an
ache or a pain?"

The children pushed closer. Richard, feeling the
effect of the gun-powder he had eaten, turned to
Georgina.

"I dare you to climb up and touch the end of the
wild-cat's tail."

Georgina stood on tiptoe, then dodged under
someone's elbow for a nearer view. The end of
the tail protruded from between the bars of the cage,
in easy reach if one were on the wagon, but those fur-
tive eyes keeping watch above it were savage in
their gleaming. Then she, too, remembered the gun-
powder.

"I'll do it if you will.'*

Before Richard could put the gun-powder to the
test the man reached down for a guitar leaning
against his chair, and with a twanging of chords
which made the shifting people on the outskirts stand
still to see what would happen next, he began to sing
a song that had been popular in his youth. Or,
rather, it was a parody of the song. Georgina recog-
nized it as one that she had heard Uncle Darcy
sing, an 1 even Tippy hummed it sometimes when
she was sewing. It was, "When you and I were
young, Maggie."
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f 'pr»y h Mr whit, hT,Lr tut!But tk. nnin.nt keeps us .s s^y"^a,aieAs p,hen you and I were young!" ^'

.0,^ WM d^L?'!'*"?'^
'"^ P"-«d o" '^hen theong was done, but the ffrcater n.**. ^t *i. .

« timple demonstration of how quickly th\tm^a!:oil will cure you " 4"'cjuy cms magic

"hM you c.„ do with it, my friend"^' '"' '"

such
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'-^
•urprise spread across his Lr^^u / P^"*^*^

was cured, *« .t w., nothing .ho^ of . m",^



Lost and Found at the Lininient Wagon 151

•teppcd down from the wheel Richl.A
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Gtorgin. pve one gUnce at the wild-cat'. «,..
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fashioned gray dress and an air of being perfectly at
home. It was the serene, unconscious manner one
would have in sitting on the door-step at home. She
did not seem to belong in the midst of this seething
curious mass, or to realize that she was a part of the
show. She smiled, v at Georgina in such a friendly
way that Georgina smiled back and continued to
stand on the wheel. She hoped that this nice old
lady would say something about the virtues of the
medicine, for it cured two more people, even while
she looked, and if she could be sure it did all that
was claimed for it sKe would spend all the rest of
her birthday money in buying a bottle for Tippy.
The placid old lady said nothing, but her reas-

surmg presence finally made Georgina decide to buy
the bottle, and she emptied the red purse of every-
thing except the tickets. Then the man embarrassed
her until her cheeks flamed.

"That's right, little girl. Carry it to the dear
sufferer at home who will bless you for your kind-
ness. Anybody else here who wiU imitate this child's
generous act? If you haven't any pain yourself,
show your gratitude by thinking of someone less
fortunate than you."

Georgina felt that her blushes were burning her
up at thus being made the centre of public notice
She almost fell off the wheel in her haste to get down,
and m doing so stumbled over a dog which suddenly
emerged from under the wagon at that instant.
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"Why, it's Captain Kiddl" she exclaimed in as-

tonishment. "How ever did he get here?"
"Must have scratched under the door and trailed

us," answered Richard. "Go on home, sir 1" he com-
manded, sternly, stamping his foot. "You know they
won't let you into the show with us, and you'll get
into trouble if you stay downtown alone. Go on
home I say."

With drooping tail and a look so reproachful that
It was fairly human. Captain Kidd slunk away, start-
mg mournfully homeward. He sneaked back ir a
few minutes, however, and trailed his party as Ur
as the door of the theatre. Somebody kicked at him
and he fled down the street again, retracing the trail
that had led him to the wagon.
A long time after when the performance was

nearly over he went swinging up the beach with
somethmg m his mouth which he had picked up from
near die end of the wagon. It was a tobacco pouch
of soft gray leather that had never been used for
tobacco. There was something hard and round in-
side which felt like a bone. At the top of the Green
Stairs he lay down and mouthed it a while, tugging
at It with his sharp teeth; but after he had mumbled
and gnawed it for some time without bringing the
bone any nearer the surface, he grew tired of his
newfound plaything. Dropping it in the grass,
he betook himself to the door-mat on the front
porch, to await his master's return.



CHAPTER XIV

BURIED TREASURE

A^HEN Georgina tiptoed up the walk to die

front porch where Belle sat waiting for her

in the moonlight, Tippy called down that she wasn't

asleep, and they needn't stay out there on her ac-

count, whispering. It did not seem an auspicious

time to present the bottle of liniment, but to Geor-
gina's surprise Tippy seemed glad to try the new
remedy. The long-continued pain which refused to

yield to treatment made her willing to try anything
which promised relief.

It was vile-smelling stuff, so pungent that when-
ever the cork was taken out of the bottle the whole
house knew it, but it burned with soothing fire and
Tippy rose up and called it blessed before the next

day was over. Before that happened, however,
Georgina took advantage of Belle's easy rule to

leave home as soon as her little morning tasks were
done. Strolling down the board-walk with many
stops she came at last to the foot of the Greer.

Stairs. Richard sat on the top step, tugging at a
knotted string.
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"Come on up," he called. "See what I've taken

away from Captain Kidd. He was just starting to
bury it. Looks like a tobacco pouch, but I haven't
got it untied yet. He made the string all wet, gnaw-
ing on it."

Georgina climbed to the top of the steps and sat
down beside him, watching in deep and silent interest.
When the string finally gave way she offered her lap
to receive the contents of the pouch. Two five-dollar
gold pieces rolled out first, then a handful of small
change, a black ring evidently whittled out of a rub-
ber button and lastly a watch-fob ornament. It was
a little compass, set in something which looked like
a nut.

"I believe that's a buckeye," said Richard. He
examined it carefully on all sides, then called ex-
citedly:

"Aw, look here ! See those letters scratched on
the side—'D. D.' ? That stands for my name. Dare-
devil Dick. I'm going to keep it."

"That's the cunnlngest thing I ever saw," declared
Georgina in a tone both admiring and envious, which
plainly showed that she wished the initials were such
as could be claimed by a Gory George. Then she
picked up the pouch and thrust in her hand. Some-
thing rustled. It was a letter. Evidently it had
been forwarded many times, for the envelope was
entirely criss-crossed with names that had been writ-
ten and blotted out that new ones might be added.
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All they could make out was "Mrs. Henry"

—

"Texas" and "Mass."
"I'd Lke to have that stamp for my album," said

Richard. "It's foreign. Seems to me I've got one
that looks something like it, but I'm not sure. Maybe
the letter will tell who the pouch belongs to."

"But we can't read other people's letters," ob-

jected Georgina.

"Well, who wants to? It won't be reading it just

to look at the head and tail, will it?"

"No," admitted Georgina, hesitatingly. "Though
it does seem like peeking."

"Well, if you lost something wouldn't you rather

whoever found it should peek and find out it was
/ours, than to have it stay lost forever?"

"Yes, I s'pose so."

"Let's look, then."

Two heads bent over the sheet spread out on
Richard's knee. They read slowly in unison, "Dear
friend," then turned over the paper and sought the

last line. "Your grateful friend Dave."
"We don't know any more now than we did be-

fore," said Georgina, virtuously folding up the letter

and slipping it back into the envelope.

"Let's take it to Uncle Darcy. Then he'll let us

go along and ring the bell when he calls, 'Found.'
"

Richard had two objections to this. "Who'd pay
him for doing it? Besides, it's gold money, and any-

body who loses that much would advertise for it in
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the papers. Let's keep it till this week's papers come
out, and then we'll have the fun of taking it to the
person who lost it."

"It wouldn't be safe for us to keep it," was Gcor-
gina's next objection. "It's gold money and burglars
might find out we had it."

"Then I'll tell you" Richard's face shone as
he made the suggestion

—
"Let's bury it. That will

keep it safe till we can find the owner, and when we
dig it up we can play it's pirate gold and it'll be like

finding real treasure."

"Lets I" agreed Georgina. "We can keep out
something, a nickel or a dime, and when we go to dig
up the pouch we can throw it over toward the place
where we buried the bag and say, 'Brother, go find

your brother,' the way Tom Sawyer did. Then we'll
be certain to hit the spot."

Richard picked up the compass, and rubbed the
polished sides of the nut in which it was set.

"I'll keep this out instead of a nickel. I wonder
what the fellow's name was that this D. D. stands
for?"

Half an hour later two bloody-minded sea-robbers
slipped through the back gate of the Milford place
and took their stealthy way out into the dunes. No
fierce mustachios or hoop ear-rings marked them on
this occasion as the Dread Destroyer or the Menace
of the Main. The time did not seem favorable for
donning their real costumes. So one went disguised
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as a dainty maiden in a short pink frock and long

brown curls, and the other as a sturdy boy in a grass-

stained linen suit with a hole in the knee of his stodc-

ing. But their speech would have betrayed their evil

business had anyone been in earshot of it One
would have thought it was

"fVild Roger come again.

He spoke of forays and of frays upon the Spanish

Main,"

Having real gold to bury made the whole affair

seem a real adventure. They were recounting to

each other as they dug, the bloody fight it had taken

to secure this lot of treasure.

Down in a hollow where the surrounding sand-

ridges sheltered them from view, they croudied over

a small basket they had brought with them and per-

formed certain ceremonies. First the pouch was
wrapped in many sheets of tin foil, which Richard

had been long in collecting from various tobacco-

loving friends. When that was done it flashed in the

sun like a nu^ret of wrinkled silver. This was
stuffed into a baking-powder can from which the label

had been carefully scraped, and on whose lid had
been scratched with a nail, the names Georgina Hunt-
ingdon and Ridbard Moreland, with the date.

"We'd better put our everyday names on it in-

stead of our pirate names," Gory George suggested.
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"For if anything should happen that some other
pirate dug it up first they wouldn't know who the
Dread Destroyer and the Menace of the Main
were."

Lastly, from the basket was taken the end of a
wax candle, several matches and a stick of red seal-
ing-wax, borrowed from Cousin James' desk.
Holding the end of the sealing-wax over the lighted
candle until it was soft and dripping, Richard daubed
It around the edge of the can lid, as he had seen the
man in the express office seal packages. He had
always longed to try it himself. There was some-
thmg peculiarly pleasing in the smell of melted seal-
mg-wax. Georgina found it equally alluring. She
took the stick away from him when it was about half
used, and finished it.

"There won't be any to put back in Cousin James'
desk if you keep on using it," he warned her.
'Tm not using any more than you did," she an-

swered, and calmly proceeded to smear on the re-
mainder. "If you had let me seal with the first end
of the stick, you'd have had all the last end to save."

All this time Captain Kidd sat close beside them,
an interested spectator, but as they began digging
the hole he rushed towards it and pawed violently
at each shovelful of sand thrown out.
"Aw, let him help !" Richard exclaimed when

Georgina ordered him to stop. "He ought to have
a part in it because he found the pouch and was start-
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ing to bury it his own self when I took it away fromhim and spoiled his fun."

Gcorgina saw the justice of the claim and allowed

did they stop digging to give him a chance than he
stopped also.

"RatsI" caUed Richard in a shrill whisper.

frftlu r'"\^
""^'^ '^^ ^°« *»*««" digging so

franticaUy that the sand flew in every difection.
Each Jime he paused for breath Richard called
Rats again. It doubled the interest for both chil-

dren to have the dog' take such frantic and earnest
part m their game.
When the hole was pronounced deep enough the

can was dropped in, the sand shoveled over it and
tramped down, and a marker made. A long, forked
stick, broken from a bayberry bush, was run into the
ground so that only the fork of it was visible. Then
at twenty paces from the stick, Richard stepping them
off in four directions, consulting the little compass
in so doing, Georgina placed the markers, four sec
tions of a broken crock rescued from the ash-barrel
and brought down in the basket for that especial
purpose. ^

"We'U let it stay buried for a week," said Richard
when all was done. "Unless somebody claims it
sooner. If they don't come in a week, then we'llknow they re never coming, and the gold will be



CHAPTER XV

A NARROW ESCAPE

]yj
R. MILPORD was stretched out in a hammock
on the front porch of the bungalow when the

children came back from the dunes with their empty
basket. They could not see him as they climbed up
the terrace, the porch being high above them and
draped with vmes; and he deep in a new book was
only vaguely conscious of approaching voices.
They were discussing the "Rescues of Rosalind,"Ae play they had seen the night before on the films.

1 heir shnll eager tones would have attracted the
attention of anyone less absorbed than Mr. MU-
jord.

"I'll bet you couldn't," Georgina was saying. "If
you were gagged and bound the way Rosalind was,
you couldn'j get loose, no matter how you squirmed
and twisted.

reZT ^i^im
*" ^''' ?*"«* *"^ ^^y "^•" '^•^hard

retorted. "I'll prove it to you that I can."
Always an automobile dashes up and there's a

chase. It s been that way in every movie I ever
saw, announced Georgina with the air of one who
has attended nightly through many seasons.

I can do that part all right," declared Richard.
1 can nm an automobile."

i6i
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There wat no disputing that fact, no matter how
contradictory Georgina't frame of mind. Only the
day before she had seen him take the wheel and run
the car for three miles under the direction of Cousin
James, when they came to a level stretch of road.

"Yes, but you know your Cousin James said you
were never to do it unless he was along himself. You
wasn't to dare to touch it when you were out with
only the chauffeur."

"He wouldn't care if we got in and didn't start
anything but the engine," said Richard. "Climb in
and play that I'm running away with you. With
the motor chugging away and shaking the machine
it'll seem as if we're really going."
By this time they were inside the garage, with the

doors dosed behind them.

"Now you get in and keep looking back the way
Rosalind did to see how near they are to catching
us."

Instantly Georgina threw herself into the spirit
of the game. Climbing into the back seat she as-
sumed the pose of the kidnapped bride whose adven-
tures had thrilled them the night before.
"Hay my white veil is floating out in the wind,"

she commanded, "and I'm looking back and waving
to my husband to come faster and take me away from
the dreadful villain who is going to kill me for my
jewels. I wish this car was out of doors instead of
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in this dtrk garage. When I look back I look bang
againit the doted door every time, and I can't make
it seem as if I was seeing far down the road."

"Play it's night," suggested Richard. He had put
on a pair of goggles and was making a great pre-

tence of getting ready to start. Georgina, leaning
out as Rosalind had done, waved her lily hand in

frantic beckonings for her rescuers to follow faster.

The motor chugged harder and harder. The car
shook violently.

To the vivid imaginations of the passengers, the
chase was as exciting as if the automobile were really

plunging down the road instead of throbbing steadily

in one spot in the dim garage. The gas rolling up
from somewhere in the back made it wonderfully
realistic. But out on the open road the smell of
burning gasoline would not have been so overpower-
ing. Inside the little box-like gaiage it began to

close in on them and settle down like a dense fog.

Georgina coughed and Richard looked back ap-
prehensively, feeling that something was wrong;, and
if that queer smoke didn't stop pouring out in such
a thick cloud he'd have to shut off the engine or do
something. Another moment passed and he leaned
forward, tumbling for the key, but he couldn't find

it. He had grown queerly confused and light-

headed. He couldn't make his fingers move where
he wanted them to go.
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He looked back at Georgina. She watn't waving
her hands any more. She was lying limply back on
the teat at if too tired to play any longer. And a
thousand miles away—at least it sounded that far
above the terrific noise the motor was making, he
heard Captain Kidd barking. They were short, ex-
cited barks, so thin and queer, aUnost as thin and
queer as if he were barking with the voice of a
mosquito instead of his own.
And then—Richard heard nothing more, not even

the noise of the motor. His hand dropped from the
wheel, and he began slipping down, down from the
•eat to the floor of the car, white and limp, over-
come like Georgina, by the fumes of the poisonous
gas roUmg up from the carburetor.
Mr. Milford, up in the hammock, had been

vaguely conscious for several minutes of unusual
sounds somewhere in the neighborhood, but it was
not until he reached the end of the chapter that he
took any intelligent notice. Then he looked up think-
mg somebody's machine was making a terrible fuss
somewhere near. But it wasn't that sound which
made him sit up in the hammock. It was Captain
Kidd s frantic barking and yelping and whining as if
something terrible was happening to him.

Standing up to stretch himself, then walking to the
comer of the porch, Mr. Milford looked out. He
could see the little terrier alternately scratching on
the garage door and making frantic efforts to dig
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under it. Evidently he felt left out and wtt trying
desperately to join his little playmates, or else he felt
that something was wrong inside.

Then it came to Mr. Milford in a Hash that some-
thing waj wrong inside. Nobody ever touched that
machine but himself and the chauffeur, and the
chauffeur, who was having a day off, was half-way to
Yarmouth by this time. He didn't wait to go down
by the steps. With one leap he was over the railing,
crashing through the vines, and running down the
terrace to the garage.

As he rolled back one of the sliding doors a suffo-
eating burst of gas rushed into his face. He pushed
both doors open wide, and with a hand over his
mouth and nose hurried through the heavily<harged
atmosphere to shut off the motor. The fresh air
rushing in, began clearing away the fumes, and he
seized Georgina and carried her out, thinking she
would be revived by the time he was back with Rich-
ard. But neither child stirred from the grass where
he stretc'icd them out.

As he called for the cook and the housekeeper,
there flashed into his mind an account he had read
recently in a New York paper, of a man and his wife
who had been asphyxiated in just such a way as this.
Now thoroughly alarmed, he sent the cook running
down the Green Stairs to summon Richard's father
from the studio, and the housekeeper to telephone in
various directions. Three doctors were there in a
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miraculously short time, but despite aU they could doat the end of half an hour both little figure, still lay
white and motionless. '

Then the pulmotor that had been frantically tele-

fust « tl? ^"'""fuT *' ^'^'-"^'"^ «^^'0"' -nd
just as the man dashed up with that. Mrs. Triplctt
staggered up the terrace, her knees shaking so thatshe ^could scarcely manage to climb the last few

Afterwards, the happenings of the day were very

?..nV^"'?r' '"•"^- ^^' ^^^ ^n indistinct
recollection of being lifted in somebody's arms and

Somebody said soothingly to somebody who was cry-

"Oh, the worst is over now. They're both bean,nmg to come around." *

,Jt"'^''* 7't '"J""
*"™ ''«' »"<' »•>« wild.c« from

she climbed up m the wagon beside it. But when sheopened her eye. ,t was Tippy who was bending over
her, smoothing her curb in a comforting, purry wavbut die smell of liniment stiU nm,g in thf.^ "

Ihen Georgma remembered somethi ig that musthave happened before she was carried home fTomthe bungalow.-Captain Kidd squirming out of Tip^W. arms, and Tippy with the tear, streaming down
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her face trying to hold him and hug him as if he had
been a^person, and the Milford's cook saying: "If
It hadn t been for the little beast's barkin' they'd have
been dead in a few minutes more. Then there'd
have been a double funeral, poor lambs."
Georgma smiled drowsily now and slipped off

to sleep agam, but later when she awakened thechann of the cook's phrase aroused her thoroughly.

?ikf w '^.ri'^"'"^
^*^*' "^ ^^"^^'^ funeral" was

hke. Would ,t have been at her house or Richard's?
Would two little white coffins have stood side by sideor would each have been in its own place, with thetwo solemn processions meeting and joining at the
foot of the Green Stairs. Maybe they would have
put on her tombstone, "None knew her but to love

K.
.^°'/*\*^ f"'dn't be said about her. She'd

been wilfully disobedient too often for that, like thetime she played with the Portuguese children on pur-
pose to spite Tippy. She was sorry for that dis-
obedience now for she had discovered that Tippy

proved It by hugging Captain Kidd so gratefully
for saving their lives, when she simply loathed dogsSomehow Georgina felt that she was better acquamted with Mrs. Triplett than she had ever been
before and fonder of her. Lying there in the darkshe made several good resolutions. She was going
to be a better girl in the future. She was goingfo do
kind, lovely things for everybody, so that if an early
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tomb should claim her, every heart in town would be
saddened by her going. It would be lovely to leave
a widespread heartache behind her. She wished she
could live such a life that there wouldn't be a dry eye
in the town when it was whispered from house to
house that little Georgina Huntingdon was with the
angels.

She pictured Belle's grief, and Uncle Darcy's and
Richard's. She had already seen Tippy's. But it

was a very different thing when she thought of Barby.
There was no pleasure in imagining Barby's grief.
There was something too real and sharp in the pain
which darted into her own heart at the thought of
it. She wanted to put her arms around her mother
and ward off sorrow and trouble from her and keep
all tears away ffom those dear eyes. She wanted to
grow up and take care of her darling Barby and pro-
tect her from the Tishbite.

Suddenly it occurred to Georgina that in this es-

cape she had been kept from the power of that mys-
terious evil which had threatened her ever since she
called it forth by doing such a wicked thing as to
use the "Sacred Book" to work a charm.

She had been put to bed in the daytime, hence her
evening petitions were still unsaid. Now she pulled
the covers over her head and included them all in one
fervent appeal

:

"And keep on delivering us from the Tishbite,
forever and ever, Ameat"



CHAPTER XVI

WHAT THE STORM DID

^EXT mofiiMig oearij crcryonc in the town was
talking^t the stwm. Belie said what with

the booming of die wave, against the breakwater
and the wind rattling the shutters, she hadn't slept a
wink all m^ Jt ,eem«l as if erery gust would
surely take the hovae off ito foundation
Old Jeremy repoiBitf that it was one of the worst

to blow all die sand dun«» into the sea. They'd had
the best shaking up and shifting aro««i diat diey'd
had m years, he declared. Captain Ames' cranberry
bog was boned so deer in s»l you couldn't sec a
blossom or a leaf. Amd Hierc «m sand 4rifted all

7uli^J^"'^\ ^' ^^ "^'^^ ^"' °^«r die wall,
till die UM pool was half full of it.

Gcorgi«a listwed languidly, feeling very comfort-
able and importaat widi her breikfast btouglit in
to her on « tray. Tippy diought it was too chilly
tor her in die dining-room where diere was no fire.
Jeremy had kindled a cheerful blaze on die livinjr-
room heardi and his tales of damage done to the
shipping and to roofs and chimneys about town

i6»
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The only thwig which made the storm seem a personal
affair wa. die big limb blown off the willow tree.

Mrs. Tnplctt and Jeremy could remember a stormyea« ago which shifted the sand until the whole faceof the Cape seemed changed. That was before theOovemment planted grass all over it, to bind it to-
gether with firm roots. Later when the ring of anaxe told that the willow limb was being chopped in

doors
°''^'"* ^^"""^ ^** •*« »"ow«d to go out-

"Let me go out and see the tracks of the storm,"
she^urged. "I feel aU right. I'm aU over t^as

But Mrs Triplett preferred to run no risks. All
sne SMd to Georgina was :

"No, after such a clo^ call as you had yesterday
you stay n^t here where I c«i keep an eye on you'
and take it quietly for a day or two," but when

W

wcm into the next room Georgina heard her say to

"There's no knowing how that gas may have af-
fected her heart."

Gcorgina made a face at the first speech, but the
•econd one made her lie down languidly on the sofa
with her finger on her pulse. She was half persuaded
that diere was something wrong with the way it beat,
and was about to ask faintly if .he couldn't have a
little blackberry cordial with her lunch, when she
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ner pul.e, and was skipping to the front door when

I'Z ShThad
"°"' ^l'"-^—» -dTcal"

hand
"'"* °' »" "'"^ "«« "<* in her

"Here I" she said abruptly to Richard, who was

he Z77fn- *• '""'''" °P'"'"e of *e door tiahe nearly fell in against her.

teet I can t have any dirty quadruped like thattracking up my clean aoors."
'

».« " Tinn!,°°'"''KK"
*' P^fo™'"" in amaze-went r,ppy Knibbing away at Captain Kidd's

*~.cm.lly letting hi„ „„. i„„ ,^^ ;

^d

*r«Mpt wid, the „d of a broom! She could«.rc^ beheve what her own eyes told her. She and

Ai^l"" /r '"'
'
"^'°« ""•" '"deed, closer

^"urtl^'iXT""''' " '"''' '"'" "
"''"

And tbe change was towards Richard, too Shehad ne«r «emed to like hin, mudh betterIn^
when ^ n^!^ •'" '"' ""^"K *' "«™ bottle,

hn^fr^.^^'^ P™*' '"'' *' *"«'8ht it madeWe girl, boisterous and rode to play wid, boy, and*« wondered at Barby's letting Georgina plaT^t^

i
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him Several timet .be had done her wondcrinc
out loud, io that Georgina heard her, and wanted
to tay thinga back—shocking things, such as Rosa
said to Joseph. But she never said them. There
was always that old silver porringer, sitting i»rim and
lady-Iike upon the sideboard.

Things were different to-day. After the dog's
paws were wiped dry Tippy asked Richard how he
felt after the accident, and she asked it as if she really
cared and wanted to know. And she brought in a
plate of early summer apples, the first in the market,
and told him to help himself and put some in his
pocket. And there was the checker-board if they
wmted to play checkers or dominoes. Her unusual
concern for their entertainment impressed Gcorgina
more than anything else she could have done with the
seriousness of the danger they had been in. She felt
very solemn and important, and thanked Tippy with
« sweet, patient air, befitting one who has just been
brcmght up from the "valley of the shadow."
The moment they were alone Richard began

breathlessly

:

*

"Say. 0»i tlie way here I went by that place where
we buried the pouch, and what do you think? The
markers arc out of aight and the whole place itself

:: dHbtTr "^ ^ '^^^ "^'^^ -- - ^^'-^

The seriousness of the situation did not impress
Georgma until he added, "S'pose the person who lost
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it «>«« b«k for it? Maybe we'd be put In pri«„ "

"But Aunt Letty ,ay, there's no getting around<t. Be «,re your sin will find you out,' always And

i^rJ^y r^-cky that way' Seen, to „Ti n«ef
fd^V "^J" '"I

''' *" I ""ghtn't to a done AmI didn t get found out. Aunt Letty has a b~k 0,11

tha't pr'^elTET"™" """ ^'^ ^'"^^^tnat pro»e» «. Every story in it proves it One iiabout a traveler who murdered a man'^ tot it«cret for t«nt, years. Then he gav, i^ „ay ^'u^^mg m h,, sleep. And one was a feather inTh„!v:

^«^1f * ' '^ '°"y "'h stories,

it „„ Jl
"•"'Mo" yo" die, even if you coverIt up for years and years."

"wfsILTk
*5'* ** "^ ''"•" P"»«'«d Georgina

it «fnnd?f1r'^^**''^'*'''»<'- '<>k«P

^M .. 7* ?» 'fad It, that isn't our fault W.didnt make tfce wind blow, did we?"
^*

.isted RiS^"' 5°" "T^ '» *« pouch," in.

Im,,
"'™™, and It wasn't ours, and maybe the

body.'" ^ °*^ ""^ *' Po''" or some.
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Aunt Lctty's bedtime efforts to keep Richard's
conscience tender were far more effective than she
had dreamed. He was quoting Aunt Letty now.
"We wouldn't want anybody to do our things that

way." Then a thought of his own came to him,
You wouldn't want the police coming round and

taking you off to the lockup, would you ? I saw 'em
take Binney Rogers one time, just because he broke
a window that he didn't mean to. He was only shy-
ing a rock at a sparrow. There was a cop on each
side of him a hold of his arm, and Binney's mother
and sister were following along behind crying and
begging them not to take him something awful. But
all they could say didn't do a speck of good."
The picture carried weight. In spite of her light

tone Georgina was impressed, but she said defiantly:
Well, nobody saw us do it."

J'You don't know," was the gloomy answer,
bomebody might have been up in the monument

with a spy glass, looking down. There's always
people up there spying around, or out on die masts in
the harbor, and if some sleuth was put on the trail
of that pouch the first thing that would happen would
be he'd come across the very person with the glass
It always happens that way, and I know, becaase
Bmney Rogers has read almost all the detectire
stories there is, and he said so."

A feeling of uneasiness began to clutch at Geor-
gina's interior. Richard spoke so knowingly and
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convincMi^y thw riie felt . r«d need for blackbem,

wrong. I m noe going to get tared about it I'mJ».t goiijg to bear up and .teer right onr.nd keeohop,ng Aat ever,^i„g ,„, ^„ „„f,„ ^J»j J^JP

luiiy ror the time being, that R chard, too felt rh.^ inauence of it. and paaaed toto^'d:!:,;!:!

"We're going to be in all the DaDer« '» K-
nounced "A reporter caUed up f^Xln': .,k

. ririikr: ' '^"T'".
'^'«-''-"Xa rcw cases like ours in the whole United Stat<.«

Captain Kidd will have hi, name in. too. I h«rdSt ^'"J".""
°"' *« ''"'Ptone that he wa.the hero of the hour; that if he hadn't given Ae

wafto hr'l.*''
""' ?"': '°"«- ^« ""''h^d portraitwas to be hung in the Art gaUery in the To,^ H^that morning and he wanted to be on han7at the

"Daddy's going to let me go with him when MrLocke come, for him on hi, yacht He's g„,ng ,»
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take me because I lat still and let him get such a good
picture. It's the best he's ever done. We'U be
gone a week."

'•When are you going?" demanded Georgina.
Uh, m a few days, whenever Mr. Locke comes."

.wJJ°''^''^"".^"^ ***** P°"^ ^"*'" she an-
swered. Already she was beginning to feel little and
forlorn and left behind. "It'll be awful lonesome
with you and Barby both gone."

Tippy came in soon after Richard left and satdown at the secretary.

"I've been thinking I ought to write to your
mother and let her know about yesterday's perform-
ance before she has a chance to hear it from outsiders
or ^the papers. It's a whole week to-day since she

"A week," echoed Georgina. "Is that all? It

"*iS*
* J?°"'^

at l«a»t. It's been so long."
Mrs. Tnplett tossed her a calendar from the desk.
Count ,t up for yourself," she said. "She lefttwo days before your birthday and this is the Wed-

nesday after."

While Mrs Triplett began her letter Georgina
shidied the calendar, putting her finger on a date as
she recalled the various happenings of it. Each day

sh.a„H"A"^r/ ^"i\That one afternoon when
she and Richard found the paper in the riHe sccricd
an age m itself. It seemed months since they had
promised Belle and Uncle Darcy to keep the secret.
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She gitnced up, about to say m>, then bit her

of their having a .ecret. Then the thought came toher that Emmett'. .in had found him out iS a, strange

the chicken thief to whom the feather clung. It wa.

book'"'' P-'^ri/^^'^ '° ^^ ^°^ •« Aunt Let^'Ibook. Richard's positiveness made a deeper im!
pre8.,on on her than she liked to acknowledge. She
shut her eye, a moment, squinting them up so tighttha her eyelid, wrinkled, and hoped a. hard a: Secouldhope that everything would turn out «U right.

to caSTr *'*'?'' ^°^^l"«."P ^'°"» *»" '««« »" ^i"»e

wriSdcs.
'"* "" '*'^ *"• '^'*^*^ '"^°

Gcorgina opened her eyes with a start.
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CHAPTER XVII

l! t-'

IN THE KEEPING OF THE DUNES

QCARCELY had Georgina convinced herself by
the calendar that it had been only one short week

since Barby went away instead of the endlessly long
time it seemed, than a letter was brought in to her.

"My Dear Little Rainbow-maker," it began.
"You are surely ji prism your own self, for you

have made a blessed bright spot in the world for me,
ever since you came into it I read your letter to
papa, telling all about your birthday and the prism
Uncle Darcy gave you. It cheered him up wonder-
fully. I was so proud of you when he said it was a
fine letter, and that he'd have to engage you as a
special correspondent on his paper some day.

"At first the doctors thought his sight was entirely
destroyed, by the flying glass of the broken wind-
shield, but now they are beginning to hope that one
eye at least may be saved, and possibly the other.
Papa is very doubtful about it himself, and gets very
despondent at times. He had just been having an
especially blue morning when your letter was brought
in, and he said, when I read it

:

" That is a good line to live by, daughter,' and he
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had me get out his volume of Milfon and read the
whole sonnet that the line is taken from. The fact
that Milton was blind when he wrote it made it spe-
cially interesting to him.
"He and mamma both need me sorely now for

a little while, Baby dear, and if you can keep busy and
happy without me I'll stay away a couple of weeks
longer and help take him home to Kentucky, but I
can't be contented to stay unless you send me a postal
every day. If nothing more is on it than your name,
written by your own little fingers, it will put a rain-
bow around my troubles and help me to be contented
away from you."

Georgina spent the rest of the morning answering
It. She had a feeling that she must make up for her
father's neglect as a correspondent, by writing often
herself. Maybe the family at Grandfather Shir-
ley s wouldn't notice that there was never any letter
with a Chinese stamp on it, addressed in a man's big
hand in Barby's pile of mail, if there were others for
her to smile over.

It had been four months since the last one came.
Georgina had kept careful count, although she had
not betrayed her interest except in the wistful way
she watched Barby when the postman came. It made
her throat ache to see that little shadow of disap-
pointment creep into Barby's lovely gray eyes and
then see her turn away with her lips pressed together
tight for a moment before she began to hum or speak

f:!

il
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brightly about something else. No Chinese letter
had come in her absence *o be forwarded.

Georgina wished her father could know how very
much Barby cared about hearing from him. Maybe
if his attention were called to it he would write
oftcner. If the editor of a big newspaper like Grand-
father Shirley, thought her letters were good enough
to print, maybe her father might pay attention to
one of them. A resolve to write to him some day
began to shape itself in her mind.

She would have been surprised could she have
known that already one of her episUcs was on its
way to him. Barby had sent him the "rainbow let-
ter." For Barby had not drawn oflF silent and hurt
when his letters ceased to come, as many a woman
would have done.

"Away oflF there in the interior he has missed the
mails," she told herself. "Or the messenger he
trusted may have failed to post his letters, or he may
be ill. I'll not judge him until I know."

After Georgina's letter came she resolutely put her
forebodings and misgivings aside many a time,
prompted by it to steer onward so steadily that hope
must do as Uncle Darcy said, "make rainbows even
of her tears."

Georgina wrote on until dinner time, telling all
about the way she had spent her birthday dollar.
After dinner when the sunshine had dried all traces
of the previous night's rain, she persuaded Tippy
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that she was entirely over the effects of the gas, and
perfectly able to go down street and select the picture
postals with which to conduct her daily correspond-
ence.

Richard joined her as she passed the bungalow.
They made a thrilling afternoon for themselves by
whispering to each other whenever any strange-look-
ing person passed them, "S'pose that was the owner
of the pouch and he was looking for us." The dread
of their sin finding them out walked like a silent-
footed ghost beside them all the way, making the two
pairs of brown eyes steal furtive glances at each
other now and then, and delicious little shivers of
apprehension creep up and down their backs.
Whether it was the passing of the unseasonable

weather into hot July sunshine again or whether the
wild-cat liniment was responsible, no one undertook
to say, but Mrs. Triplett's rheumatism left her sud-
denly, and at a time when she was specially glad to be
rid of it. The Sewing Circle, to which she belonged,
was preparing for a bazaar at the Church of the
Pilgrims, and her part in it would keep her away
from home most of the time for three days.
That is why Georgina had unlimited freedom for

a while. She was left in Belle's charge, and Belle,
still brooding over her troubles, listlessly assenttJ to
anything proposed to her. Belle had been allowed to
go and come as she pleased when she was ten, and
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cabbie of taking care of herself
^

Hardly was Mrs. Triplett out of sight that firstmorn^g when Georgina slipped out of the ba* gate

ardour ^thT'""'",?' f""""'^"' '° '"«' R^ch-

hand1 .K r*^?""- "* '"'"'K'" » ho". »><) in hishand was the l.ttle compass imbedded in the nut.When all was ready, according to Georgina's in-trucfons, he h,med around three^imes, thfnla'ilgthe east tossed the compass over his shoulder say!ng solemnly, "Brother, go find your brot^ r."' Shestood ready to mark Ae spot when it should faU, but

nis teeth before she could reach the place where irhad toud,ed the ground. So Richard tookte nutaway and held the agitated little terrier by the coUar

Th,, time Richard reached the nut befotv the dog.

Then he began d,gg,ng into the sand with the hoe sojndj^tnously that Captain Kidd was moved to frantic

J'^%^'^V° ""^ ''°"«" ^nd fc«P quiet," or.dered R.chard. "Rats I You'll have Cousin Tame,

know. He th,„ks something is the matter now, fver^time you bark. Rats 1 1 say."
".every

The magic word had it, eHect. After an instant



In the Keeping of the Dunes 183

wwl'T'k* !?!"]"' "" ^« P'»"'«d i'to "" hole«h.ch Richard had started, and sent the sand ByinBfunously around him with his active little pawsGeorgma dragged the accumulating pile, aside tTththe fire-shovel on one side, and Richard plied theloe

t"n Kidd'ro T'" f'^
"""' «"" '- deep for Cap!

went deeper. But it was unsatisfactory work Theshifting sand, dry a, powder at this d7pA was co„!standy caving in and filling up the space
Ihey tned making new holes, to the north of theold one^hen to the south, then on the remaining

s.des They were still at it when the whistle at thf
«. d.,.orage plant blew for noon. Georgina rubbed

the^ends of her curls up and down to cool her hot

"I don't see how we can dig any more to-day," she«.d^ wearily. "The sun is blislring. I L aU

"Vvc had enough," confessed Richard. "Butwe've got to find diat pouch."
After a moment's rest, leaning on the hoe-handle,he had an inspiration. "Let's get Manuel and Josephand^Ros. to help us. They'd dig aU day for'a

"I haven't one nickel left," „id Georgina. Then

jeUy-roIl. Those Fayals would dig for eats as quick

i

H.

*i
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as they would for money. I'll tell Belle we're goinato have a sort of a picnic over here and she'll let mebring all that's left in the cake box "

Richard investigated his pockets. A solitary nickel

Z K T^"^ "^'^ °"'- "'^'^'' "«^» for each of

stokTertar '" '°"'" '' "^^' '^' "^^^^^^^

wa?°?K "^^U^ ?"'
n' ''°"^^" '^ y°" <^'^'ded that

way. Shed howl till somebody came to see whatwas the matter. But we could do this way. The

roll ""wV '^"uT "^°"^y ^''' '^' '"^^^ i<^"y-roll. We II wa.t t.Il the digging is over and then letthem divide it to suit themselves."
By five o'clock that afternoon, the compass had

been sent to "hunt brother" in a hundred different
places, ind the hollow circled by the bayberry bushes
and beach plums where the pouch had been hidden
filled with deep holes. Captain Kidd had responded
to the repeated call of "Rats" until the magic wordhad lost all charm for him. Even a dog comes to
understand in time when a fellow creature has "an
axe to grind." Finally, he went off and lay down,
merely waggmg his tail in a bor.J way when any
further effort was made to arouse his enthusiasm.

Ihe Fayal children, working valiantly in the
trenches, laid down arms at last and strolled home,
their faces streaked with jelly-roll, and Georgina
went wearily up the beach, dragging her fire-shovel
after her. She felt that she had had enough of the
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stmldV'""•*' 7" "' ^" »""»' «'«i™- She

tne water or when her eyes were $hu(.
But we won't give up," ,he said staunchly as sheparted from Richard. "We're obligedTfind tfat

•'R;v'°al7*- • "'r.>"P '•°P« " *« P"" "

Richard ^''^ ^'^"^ '»» '° •» "»««<!.•• «id

It had ,n K *^ ""•'"'' " *' ""<»» holes "If

hav! h r '" ""' P'""' "'•»'8'« down, It wouldhave been deep enough to strike a pirate'i chest byth.. fme. I hope they'll Ml „p before anybody comelthis way to notice them."
'^Somehow, I'm not so anxious as I was to bo o«_a.p.rat,n' ,0 bold,'" said Georgln. with a tired^^lgh

of such effort, and not altogether satisfied as to the
d.visK,n of wages which had led to war In theirm.dst, did not come back to the Place of th Pouchnext mommg, but Richard and Georgina appeared
promptly, albeit with sore muscles and ebWng »Ausiasm Only stern necessity and fear of "on"quences kept them at their task.

Cousin James had reported that there was a fish-mg vessel m Aat morning with two enormous horsemackerel m the catch, which were to be cut up and
salted at Railroad wharf. It was deliciousiT cooldown on the wharf, with the breeze blowing offX 'I
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water through the great packing shed, and the white
sails scudding past the open doors like fans. With
Mrs. Tnplett busy with the affairs of the Bazaar,
It would have been a wonderful opportunity for
Cicorgina to have gone loitering along the pJ-r,
watching the summer people start off in motor Soats
or spread themselves lazily under flapping sails for
a trip around the harbor.

But something of the grim spirit of their ances-
tors, typified by the monument looking down on them
from the hill, nerved both Richard and Georgina onemore time to answer to the stern caU of Duty



CHAPTER XVIil

FOUND OUT

.me .„d „„od over my bed and ..id th,Tbe«i"

Mid, Brother, go find your brother.' And I beian

srrti-er?.'
'-' ""•'" -o O-P" -« I

.

Georgina made no answer. The dream did not

her' D^Urn a" "".V "" '""f^'"*-
«>•« had .wu^gher prism around her neck that morning when shf

sl^f'bti'v "T r""'
'"* "'"<• ^he aCd herself by Jashmg the bars of color across Captain Kidd

''f^»'d ««««d her lack of interest.
Well, It may not sound very bad out here in thedaybght, but you ought to have had it. I yeTedlti!Daddy shook me and told me I'd wake up the wMe

187
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end of town with tuch a nightmare. If you'd have
leen that old Chinaman's face like a dragon's, you'd
understand why I feel that we've just got to find that
pouch. It's going to get us into some kind of trouble,
certain sure, if we don't."

Georgina rose to begin digging again. "It's lucky
nobody ever comes this way to see all these holes,"
she began, but stopped with her shovel half lifted. A
familiar voice from the circle of bushes at the top of
the dune called down cheerily:

•'Ship ahoy, mates. What port are you bound for
now? Digging through to China?"

"It's Uncle Darcyl" they exclaimed in the same
breath. He came plunging down the side of the dune
before they could recover from their confusion.
There was a pail of blueberries in each hand. He
had been down the state road picking them, and was
now on his way to the Gray Inn to sell them to the
housekeeper. Leaving the pails in a level spot under
the shade of a scrubby bush, he came on to where
the children were standing, and eased himself stiffly

down to a seat on the sand. It amused him to sec
their evident embarrassment, and his eyes twinkled
as he inquired

:

"What mischief are you up to now, digging all

those gopher holes?"

Neither answered for a moment, then Georgina
gulped and found her voice. "It's—it's a secret,"
she managed to say.
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"Oh," he answered, growing instantly grave at theT °^'*"' "'*''^- "^*»^"

' "»"«"•' "k any que.tons. We must always keep our secrets. Wtimes It s a p.ty though, when one has to promise to

is to^n,. ••
*"' ^°"''" '*"'' '^' ^"'*^'" '^ y°" *hat mine

•s CO me.

the proiniK they had made to him and Belle. With

Clear, he said:

••There's something I've been wanting to say toyou children ever since that day you had the rifle,and now s as good a chance as any. I want you to^ow that I never would have promised what I did

Mn!h p ? ?*^f ""y P°"'^'^ d'ff"<^nce to

Dannv''.\ K. ^"'t
*^' '''""' ^" ^°"^"»«d aboutDanny s trouble. She seems to have forgotten therewa any trouble except that he went away from home.For months she's been looking for him to walk inmost any day.

"Ever since I gave my word to Belle, I've beenstudymg over the right and wrong of it. I felt Iwasn t acting fair to Danny. But now it's clear inmy mmd that .t rvas the right thing to do. I argue

^
this way. Danny cared so much about saving Em-mm from disgrace and Belle from the pain of find-

Zl °",' "' ^'7'' ^'"'"« '° «'^<^ "P »»••« homeand good name and everything. Now it wouldn't be
tair to him to make that sacrifice in vain by telling
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while it can still be such a death-blow to Emmett's
father and hurt Belle much as ever. She's gone on
all these years fairly worshiping Emmett's memory
for being such a hero."

Uncle Darcy stopped suddenly and seemed to be
drawn far away from them as if he had gone inside
of himself with his own thoughts and forgotten their
presence. Georgina sat and fanned herself with her
shade hat. Richard fumbled with the little compass,
rolling it from one hand to the other, without giving
any thought to what he was doing. Presently it

rolled away from him and Captain Kidd darted after
it, striking it with his forepaws as he landed on it,

and thus rolling it still farther till it stopped at the
old man's feet.

Recalled to his surroundings in this way, Uncle
Darcy glanced at the object indifferently, but some-
thing strangely familiar in its appearance made him
lean closer and give it another look. He picked it

up, examining it eagerly. Then he stood up and
gazed all around as if it had dropped from the sky
and he expected to see the hand that had dropped it.

"Where did you get this?" he demanded huskily,
m such a queer, breathless way that Richard thought
his day of reckoning had come. His sin had found
him out. He looked at Georgina helplessly.

"Yes, tell I" she exclaimed, answering his look.

^^

"^—I—^juft played it was mine," he began.
" 'Cause the initials on it are the same as mine when
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we play pirate and I'm Dare-devil Dick. I was only
going to keep it till we dug up the pouch again. Wewere keeping it to help find the pouch like Tom Saw-
yer did

1 IV-^T"^ '? ^''*'"^ *^^' U"^^^ farcy's hand,

^h" r^r^u" '''^"l^"'
^" "^*^" "»°^« threatening

than the Chinaman's of his nightmare, and his voicemore imperative.

"Tell me
1 Where did you get it? That's my

compass/ I scratched those letters on that nut.D. D. stands for Dan'l Darcy. I brought it homefrom my last voyage. 'Twas a good-luck nut they
told me in the last p rt I sailed from. It was one
of the first things Danny ever played with. There's
the marks of his first little tooth under those letters

.
I gave ,t to him when he got old enough to claim it,'
for the letters were his, too. He always carried itm his pocket and he had it mth him when he wentaway For the love of heaven, child, tell me where
you found It?"

The hand which clutched Richard's shoulder was
shaking as violently as it had the day the old rifle

naZhf '!'
""""'u

\"^,«j^^^'-d' f^<^Iing the same un-namabe terror he had felt in his nightmare, could

fotdltT'''
^°"'' ^°^- ^^P'^'" Kidd

Then all three of them started violently, for a
hea^rty voice just behind them called out unexpect-
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"Hullo, what's all the excitement about ?"

the back of h^! rf'^J U-'
^'' ^^^^ J^""''^y ontne back of h,s head, and his hands in his pockets

harbor through a long spy-glass, and happening toturn ,t towards the dunes had seen the two childrendigging diligently with shovel and hoe
Looks as if they'd started to honey-comb the

~kZ: t!!" ""f'f
""' ''°"^^^- "Curious howmany hmgs kids of that age can think of. It mightbe well to step down and see what they're abouT''He put up the spy-glass and started down, ap-

t^tn ?hfor.
°"^ ''' - '''^—^-

--^ '^

out he thought with a smile as he saw the old mansit down on the sand.

did when I was Dick's age. I believe I'll just slipup and listen to one for old times' sake " ^

turned to the newcomer appealingly.

at thl,TTh ^V^'"^
""''^ ' '^''^' '" *^'* ''oke. "Lookat this I The first trace of mv boy since he leff mJ^and they can't tell me where they gVt i

t

'
'

He held out the compass and Mr. Milford took itfrom his trembling fingers.

"Why, / remember this old trinket. Uncle Dan'l I"



Found Out »93
exclaimed Mr. Milford. "You let me carry it in
my pocket one day when I was no bigger than Dicky
here, when you took me fishing with you. I thought
It was responsible for my luck, for I made my first
big catch that day. Got a mackerel that I braced
about all season."

Uncle Darcy seized the man's arm with the same
desperate grip which had held the boy's.

^^

"You don't seem to understand!" he exclaimed.
1 m trymg to tell you that Danny is mixed up with

this in some way. Either he's been near here or
somebody else has who's seen him. He had this with
him when he went away, I tell you. These children
say they took it out of a pouch that the dog found.
Help me, Jimmy. I can't seem to think "
He sat weakly down on the sand again, his head in

his hands, and Mr. Milford, deeply interested,
turned to the children. His questions called out a
confusing and involved account, told piecemeal by
Georgina and Richard in turn.

"Hold on, now, let's get the straight of this," he
interrupted, growing more bewildered as the story
proceeded. "What was in the pouch besides the
gold pieces, the other money and this compass?"
"A letter with a foreign stamp on it," answered

Kichard. "I noticed specially, because I have a
stamp almost like it in my album."
On being closely cross-questioned he could not

say positively to what country the stamp belonged.
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He thought it was Siam or China. Georgina re

Sherr!
^^^'^

°V^ envelope, and the word TexasShe wa^re of that and of "Mass." and of "M ;

••D ^T" ^^^^'^f^^'ng or other.

ford "S.^ivL^! 1 ^^^ ^^"^5'" P--«ted Mr. Mil-rora jjidn t you try to read that ?"

high "S ti ""r'^'"t'
^'' ^^^^ -^'^^ntly»'gn. ^e only looked at each end of it to se^Jffh-

"But It did have a smell," she exclaimerl "tmember t oerferflv n,-ii
cxciaimed. I re-
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to get pretty well acquainted with that smell. And
afterwards when we were wrapping the tin foil
around the pouch, getting ready to bury it we both
turned up our noses at the way it smcUed. It seemed
stronger when the sun shone on it."

"The wild-cat woman," repeated Mr. Milford,
turning on Georgina. "Where was she? What did
you have to do with her? Was the dog with you^"

Little by little they began to recall the evening,
how they had started to the show with the Fayal
family and turned aside to hear the patent medicine
man sing, how Richard and Geor^iaa had dared each
other to touch the wild-cat's tail through the bars,
and how Georgina in climbing down from the wheel
had stumbled over Captain Kidd whom they thought
safely shut up at home.

"I believe we've found a clue," said Mr. Milford
at last. "If anybody in town had lost it there'd have
been a notice put up in the post-office or the owner
would have been around for you to cry it. Uncle
Dan 1. But if it's the wild-cat woman's she probably
did not discover her loss till she was well out of town
and maybe not until she reached her next stopping-
place." '^ *

"There's been nothing of the sort posted on the
bulletin board at the post-office," said the old man.
1 always glance in at it every morning."
Mr. Milford looked at him thoughtfully as if con-

sidering something. Then he said slowly

:
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hope of my life realized/ ' *' °"' «"«

back^VL'^T" ""f .*" ^°'' "«"' '<> bring him

h.tL^ed'm'ear^i''' "" '" "" "'"™''^™

"It isn't fair!" he exclaimed. "It isn't fair f w

fei';:-?refifzt?;:rr'"
the justice in it now " ^ *° ^^^

appla'hv ';r
« "^'"""^ '""" "' "'» -" *•">.

The younger man took a step forward ,n^ i.-an arm across the bent shoulders
""^ '*"'
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"All right, Uncle Dan'l," he said heartily. "If

there's anything under the sun I can do to help you
I'm going to do it, beginning right now. Come on
up to the house and I'll begin this Sherlock Holmes
busmess by telephoning down the Cape to every town
on it till we locate this wild-cat liniment wagon, and
then we'll get after iit as fast as the best automobile
m Provincetown can take us."
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CHAPTER XIX

TRACING THE LINIMENT WAGON

'pO Well«.et, to Orleans, to Chatham went the* telephone call, to Harwichport and then backagam to the little towns on the bay side of he Caoe

straight course in their meanderings. It was some

AHa t r^"" ""1"'' "''«'<'"'^" locatTng themAtjast he hung up the receiver announcing

:

. 1
hey showed m Orleans last nieht all ri^hf k,.»

-t wasn't the road to Chatham they S^k "u o^?
),'"«

ov'e'rtXZ, s'' ""u
'° "r""- We ca:'et y

get bSV^^rrfdrrL''"^^ '" *" '"''">" "^

it 3!?"TT """'' ™°'"'"' ^<"- Georgina when

haT-W-.tat"h
'" ""*" '•>' -» '-'-"i'd ntnat we

,
that she was actua y to have a shar, i„an automobile chase like the one, that had thrUled

"I hlrdlT'"- ^' *" "O"'™ was soo'n'ove,I hardly faww what to do about leaving Mother "
began Uncle Darcy in a troubled voice. "She-feelng uncommon poorly to-day-she's in bed and ctt
ng -t.

.
frs. Saggs came in to sit with her while I

«98



Tracing the Liniment Wagon 199
was out bluebcrrying, but she said she couldn't stay

P"V^"°f°^^- She has company coming."
Couldn t you get some of the other neighbors to

T\!r",. .*^^^*''' '*°"" y°"'d *>« away?" askedMr. MUford. ''It's important you should follow up
this clue yourself." ,

^

"No, Mrs. Saggs is the only one who keeps
Mother from fretting when I'm away from her.Her side wmdow looks right into our front yard, and
ord.nar.ly .t would be enough just for her to call
across to her now and then, but it wouldn't do to-day,
Mother not bemg as well as common. She'd forget
where I was gone and I couldn't bear to have herlymg there frightened and worried and not remem-
bermg why I had left her alone. She's like a child
at times. You know how it is," he said, turning to

.?T'-. ^°' ^'«'*^' ^"' J"«* ""ding to be
soothed and talked to."

Georgina nodded. She knew, for on several oc
casions she had sat beside Aunt Elspeth when shewas m such a mood, and had quieted and pleased
her with little songs and simple rhymes. She knew
she could do It again to-day as effectually as Mrs.
baggs, ,f ,t wasn t for giving up that exciting motor
chase after the wild-cat woman. It seemed to her
a greater sacrifice than flesh and blood should be
called upon to make. She sat on the porch step,
twirling her prism carelessly on its pink ribbon while
she waited for the machine to be brought around
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Then the climbed into the back seat with Uncle Darcvand the two pails of blueberries, while Richard set-
tied himself and Captain Kidd in front with his
Cousin James.
They whirled up to the Gray Inn to leave the blue-

berries, and then around down Bradford Street to
Fishburn Court to attempt to explain to Aunt Els-
peth On the way they passed the Pilgrim monu-
ment. Georgina tried not to look at it, but she
couldn't help glancing up at it from the iorner o
her eye.

"You must," it seemed to say to her.
I won't," she as silently answered back.
It s your duty," it reminded her, "and the idea of

a descendant of one of the Pilgrim Fathers and one

Lr of^'TT" '^^!^« ^'' ^"^- A pretty mem-
ber of the Rainbow Club you arc," it scoffed
They whirled by the grim monster of a monument

quickly, but Georgina felt impelled to turn and look
back at It, her gaze following it up higher and higher,
above the gargoyles, to the tipmost stones which
seemed to touch the sky.

"I hate that word Duty," she said savagely to

r'^' T V.''«
="^ "«^y ^"^ " always-h-fron

°

of.you as that old monument. They're exactly alikerou can t help seeing them no matter which way youlook or how hurd you try not to."
At the gate she tried to put the obnoxious word

out of her mind by leaning luxuriously back in the
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ctr and looking up at the chimney topi while UncleDarcy .^pped out .nd went into the houw. He cam'

yard and put hit head in at Mrs. Saggi' tide win-dow After a .hort converaation with her he 0^.ouMo the gate and atood irreiolutely fingering the

"I don't know what to do," he repeated, hia voice

now T," T""* *•" ''«'°«- "MotheV. aZpnow M«. Sagg, .ay. rte'll go over at twelve and

Z^,.i !'*' ^"'-' ""' ""'P f««"8 I ought

manl A ^" •';?' '*" •" '°"e- Couldn't youmanage without me?
Ajid then, Georgina inwardly protesting, "I don'twant to and I won't," found heraelf stepping oTct

keepa:tX" •''"'•''"'• °"'^- '""

and^'trdtrrlHy?"''
""^ ** "" -"•• '»«

"Why, of courae you can. honey. It never oc-

c^«l'T u
""^ " ""'' '"' '"'« y°" 'o "op and

Z ir • ^' r, "" ''° " "«" *»" anybody
else, because Mother's so fond of you "

„A„"!'i.".''*''
" "'"'"^ '" ''"' <>' »o either of theoAer. that It was a sacrifice for her to give up this

ride. There was not a word from anyone about itsbeing a noble thing for her to do. Mr. Milford, ina hurry to be off, merely nodded his satisfaction at

•
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having the matter .rringed to quickly. Uncle D.rcy

ffiai '° ''*"'*'*'' '°' * ''*'''"* ''''''' ^''^

Ja^^^u
^"P •" «*' *>"« 'or you, Georgina," he

•aid as he went back to the car. "Ju,t call her if you
want her for any reason. There', plenty cooked in
the cupboard for your dinner, and Mrs. Saggs will
tend to Mother', tea when the time come.. When
•he wake, up and a.k. for me be.t not tell her I'm
out of town Ju.t «ay I'U be back bye and bye. andnumor her along that way."
And then they were off with a whirr and a clang

that sent the chicken, in the road .cattering in every
direction. Georgina wa. left standing by the gate
thinking "What made me do it? What m«^/me
aoitf 1 don t want to stay one bit."

Sal^!»,°ru' °(,P*°^'"«
*^^"«d away and the u.ual

Sabbath-like .tillne.. settled down over all the court.
She walked .lowly acros. the shady little grass plot
to the front door, hesitated there a moment, then
went into the cottage and took off her hat.A glance into the dim bedroom beyond showed her
Aunt Elspeth's white head lying motionless on her
pillow. The sight of the quiet sleeper made her
feel appallingly lonesome. It was like being all by
herself in the house to be there with one who made
no sound or movement. She would have to find
something to do. It was only eleven o'clock. She
tiptoed out into the kitchen.
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Th. .Iminic h.d been left lying on the table. Sheooked .lowly through it. end w.. rewarded by find!ng fomething of interett. On the lut page wa, acolumn of riddle., and one of them wa. .'o'g^od ^

to Richard. She wa. sure he never could gue.. it

glance, the decided to copy it. She did not knowwhere .0 look for a .heet of paper, but remembered
.everal paper bag. on the pantry .helves, .0 rfiew nt m .earch of one. Finding one with on y a cip!ful of .ugar left m it, .he tore off the top and wrote

of Tl'!'
'"''''•"*/'" ** '"'8 *•" 'ook «•• inventoryof the .upphe. .n the pantry from which .he wa. to

^A^"^'"""- ^'"" '>* '»'' Sni'hed coping

honey
""'""5' P"' »'<* *>'*»''" and a dish of

"I'll get my dinner now," ihe decided, "then I'llbe^ready to .,t with Aunt Elspeth when her tea

shelf It was m unconscious imitation of Mrs. Trip-lew s brisk manner. Pattering after that capablehousekeeper on her busy round, as persistently „Georgina had done all her life, had taught her tomove in the same way. Presently she discovered that
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Uaht Tk' ^"' ^'•'^
'" '^' ^'^^' ^°od ^'ovc ready to

b^ k> I' *'°^' ^''' ^° *'"'»" •" comparison to thebig kitchen range at home, that it appealed to Geor!

.W a.";l°V'°"' T^""'
^^^^ ^°- She stoodTook.ng at It thmkmg what fun it would be to cook some-hmg on .t all by herself with no Tippy sUnli^gTyto say do this or don't do the other.

^

to mi '"^
I ""^^''i^

^' '"^^^'^ *° *»^^« 'omc fun

self a,.?^.
""^ d'sappointment." she said to her-self as the temptation grew stronger and stronger.

but shT ^

""" '" ?^- '^'PPy ^''' "»« beafthembut she never lets me break them and IVe alwayswanted to break one and let it go plunk into th'e

She did not resist the temptation long. There wasdie sputter of a match, the puff of a Hame. and The
httle stove wa. roaring away so effectively' that oneof old Jeremy's saymgs rose to her lips. Jeremy hada proverb for everything.

^
.nT^^^l *!?*' '°°? ''°*'" '^^ '^'*^ °"* '°"d, gleefully,and reached mto the cupboard for the crock of branm which the eggs were kept. Then Georgina's skill
as an actor showed itself again, although she was not
conscK)us of imitatmg anyone. In Tippy's best man-
ner she wiped out the frying-pan, settled it in a hot
place on the stove, dropped in a bit of butter.
With the assured air of one who has had long

practice, she picked up an egg and gave it a sharp
crack on the edge of the pan, expecting it to part
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TnT'/h '"k°
'"''''", *"'' '" "««"" "> el'dt properly

easy that .he had always resented Tippy's sayingshe would make a mess of it if she tried to do it. Bufmess was the only name which could be given to whapoured out on the top of the stove a! her fin„rswent crashmg through the shell and into theK
hands, and m the one instant she stood holding themout from her >n disgust, all the rest of the eggwS
n:mfrt:tti:ir'''"'°"'~°'''*'-^''^-<'

the^eUi™ aid mieTttrlm' Ge™"?
''' "« '"

„i . ° ""'^^ '"^ room. Georgina sc-anff to

tispeth and then with carving knife and stove-lid

"A.A-A"T^ *' '^"'"^ ""»!"' '"o *e fire.

didnV li T^ ",'f'^'"
''" """""J- "Maybe I

agam. She felt mto the bran for another egg. Thistime she struck the sheU so hard that its conten ,

slid to ^e 9oor. She was ready to cry as she wiped

ver / '^TuV^"' ^' *'" """ *° h" ">ind some
verses which Tippy had taught her long ago. And

haMh™'r'' n't^'-^y
''«" '" *" '» '"™ *1m,

beads Tk" "%'"d>'«"'«« of a string of blue

andit bejn"""'
°' ""' P'"" "" "^"-eraace,"
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"Here's a lesson all should heed

tt ,r .
'^n,trya0MH.

If at first you don't succeed,

Try, try again."

and it ended,

"That which other folks can do
IVhy with patience may not youf

Try, try again.It

«jEr "-^ S?f "«' *' «™ "•««' that shetaught Georgma "The Landing of the Pilgrims" • but

7flk T T^" '""' '""8 a time since l^iZ,should be held accountable for the after effe«'^of

t ^i"""«-,." °"^8™ persevered it was no

sto^e^wtr/v
''"' *• ^r'-^-P'" '» *e back of thestove where it was cooler, and with her red liospursed mto a tight line, chose another egj. Totelsharply on the edge of the pan, thereby^ acZg«nd breakmg the shell into halves H,r .hi,

punched through into the yolk oi Si, o^e alfo t?
to land .t all m the pan That was better. SheSshedout Ae fragment of sheU and took another egg

This time the feat was accomplished as deftly asan expert chef could have done it, and a pleased"mi"
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took the place of the grim determination on Geor-
gina's face. Elated by her success she broke another
egg, then another and another. It was as easy as
breathing or winking. She broke another for the
pure joy of putting her dexterity to the test once
more. Then she stopped, appalled by the pile of
empty shells confronting her accusingly. She counted
them. She had broken eight—three-fourths of a set-

ting. What would Uncle Darcy say to such a wicked
waste? She could burn the shells, but what an awful
lot of insides to dispose of. All mixed up as they
were, they couldn't be saved for cake. There was
nothing to do but to scramble them.

Scramble them she did, and the pan seemed to
grow fuller and fuller as she tossed the fluffy mass
about with a fork. It was fun doing that. She made
the most of this short space of time, and it was over
all too soon. She knew that Aunt Elspeth had grown
tired of eggs early in the summer. There was no
use saving any for her. Georgina herself was not
especially fond of them, but she would have to eat
all she could to keep them from being wasted.
Some time after she rose from the table and looked

at the dish with a feeling of disgust that there could
still be such a quantity left, after she had eaten so
much that it was impossible to enjoy even a taste
of the blueberry pie or the honey. Carrying the dish
out through the back door she emptied it into the
cats' pan, fervently wishing that John and Mary
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Only that momiilVhad he:id T-
'"' *?"""•

*c Price of egg, from the b«t"toI'aT 'T'"*ey were unusually high and wJ? ' f* "''
they were so many sumSlr ! i •

'° «" ^'^'""
»on. She didn'tSowXeT '" *""" ""' «'•
enough for aU the «!=«„. '^

"'" '^°'"« «» ««
It took Georla soml ? ""^ /"' *' B«»"-

Then going bal "trStn'T''' !!"
""""'"••

^e shells and dropped'thtir H.^.t'te'"'
""

nhce was costini? her f^, ^ "^^ tnc nre. Her sac-

Pated. Who!tmeXTsh/" ''"
'"I""'-

^Itvay, Duty. But for fh,f 1 l . . *y '8""-
would be racing doU ^h. T ^^'"^ ™«» »1"

wake of the Jd-cat ^om
"1'° ""7"" '» *«

had caught up with hery« " "''"'^'"«'
'' *«y
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DANCE OF THE RAINBOW FAIRIES

QEORGINA, intent on washing the frying-pan
and cleaning the last vestige of burnt egg from

the top of the stove, did hot hear Mrs. Saggs come
in at tii. front door with Aunt Elspeth's dinner on a
tray. Nor did she hear the murmur of voices that
went on while it was being eaten. The bedroom wasm the front of the house, and the rasping noise she
was making as she scratched away with the edge of
an iron spoon, kept her from hearing anything else.
So when the door into the kitchen suddenly opened it
gave her such a start that she dropped the dishcloth
into the woodbox.

Mrs. Saggs sniffed suspiciously. There was some-
thing reproachful in the mere tilt of her nose which
Oeorgina felt and resented.

"I thought I smelled something burning "

"r'I f
"pert you did," Georgina answered calmly.

But It s all over now. I was getting my dinner
early, so s I could sit with Aunt Elspeth afterward "

Mrs. Saggs had both hands full, as she was carry-
ing her tray, so she could not open the stove to look
in; but she walked over towards it and peered at it
from a closer viewpoint, continuing to sniff. But
there was nothing for her to discover, no clue to the

ao9
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't on a bud, in a,t sun I. f r . A'''
'''""" '" """"g

"YouVc been .u^ ,o"e""t °'7 "'"^ **
fhe said in an appStonll"?*' *'"'"'* J""?"
like her better Th»V ."* """'* Georgina
basket which had b«nlefr,i5''"~

'"' "" ' ""k-
barrel. In it wasTn,-. f1"?.°" '"P "' *« «our
The sharp «;«, .oftenT

"' '"''*"'"«''
""<«"e-

/"< ^ctt-tiittd^arri^- .:r/°r"*'
"'•'

J>'» poor old wife. It',Tm? • \'" """"e" and
he gee, along with th h™^:',?' ^t**'

'«"' "««
her and all."

"uscworJc and taking care of

"Well, I wi,h yrdHLTrM' ?'«""««•
to patch her poor old nijh^l ?" ^"^ tT'ng
beat that? Here chil7j*°'^

''"•''"' Can you
"e full with th t'rat

*
Vstl^-

'^'"'- ^^ •>»"*
ra mend it thi, ^{tldXmVl ""^ "^ '™-
to the company " ' ™ ""ing talking

,

rThem pitiful old ,tTC« ofh'.'^.r'*
>•

claimed. "Thev »ir> m.i. T^ '"»"' »be ex-»ey .ure make a botch of ^wing, C
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they don't ever make a botch of being kind. Well,
1 m off now. Guess you'd better run in and set with
Mis Darcy for a spell, for she's waked up real natu-
ral and knowing now, and sc-ms to crave company "

Georgina went, but paused on the way, seeing
the tamiliar rooms in a new light, since Mrs. Saggs'
remarks had given her new and illuminating insight
Everywhere she looked there was something as elo-
quent as that bit of unfinished mending to bear wit-
ness that Uncle Darcy was far more than just a
weather-beaten old man with a smile and word of
cheer for everybody. Ringing the Towncrier's bell
and fishing and blueberrying and teDing yarns and
helping everybody bear their trouble was the least
part of his doings. That was only what the world
saw. That was all she had seen herself until this
moment.

Now she was suddenly aware of his bigness of soul
which made him capable of an infinite tenderness and
capacity to serve. His devotion to Aunt Elspeth
spread an encircling care around her as a great oak
throws the arms of its shade, till her comfort was his
constant thought, her happiness his greatest desire.

Ihem pitiful, old, stiff fingers of his'nl" How
could Mrs. Saggs speak of them so? They were
heroic, effectual fingers. Theirs was something far
greater than the Midas touch—they transmuted the
smallest service into Love's gold.

Georgina, with her long stretching up to books that
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word, the longing whidh «;«H k ri? '.^ '""'

forW, ,0 £Cdtr .'dtrt. *"? ' "t-

bi«5 "" '"•" '- '°'" '"'" "-«-«*,," d,. Aoughe

Darcv was ««/ « f T'^^^J" *« "sure her that Uncle

important bu,i„e„ and wouldZ CTt^ZT'

rainbow.airSrc^rritr ''""'''"*'

ihe
g^y flashes of color, dartinir hke i^Ifin »•

nere j^rid ther*. a« r^ • *"1» ''*c elJin wings

P.;a.ed lunt'E'Ch'^rneren 2.rflifted a thin, rfiriveled hand to ltd. at
*"'

!gave a weak httle laugh each tW ^h i
!", *"''

grasp. It was surN ,T k j .
"">' ''"''"l h"

with'thicCwh «i„s'"« "'r"
'""'""'"'•

Georgina g ancXt her t? ?*"«. <"" °" !'

H..peth.,

I
^ .^htCn^l^r:/-

fters. It d,d not seen, possible that d,i, f„il old
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woman with the snowy-whitc hair and sunken cheek,
could ever have been a rosy child like herself. As
If in answer to her thought, Aunt Elspcth spoke,
groping again with weak, ineffectual passes after the
rainbows.

"I <:an't catch them. They bob around so. That'sthe way I used to be, always on the move. They
called me 'Bouncing Bet I'

"

"Tell me about that time," urged Georgina. Backamong early memories Aunt Elspeth's mind walked
with firm, unfailing tread. It was only among those
of later years that she hesitated and groped her way
as ,f lost in fog. By the time the clock had struck
he hours twice more Georgina felt that she knew in-
timately a mischievous girl whom her family called
Bouncing Bet for her wild ways, but who bore no
trace of a resemblance to the feeble old creature who
recounted her pranks.

And the blue-eyed romp who could sail a boat like
a boy or swim like a mackerel grew up into a slender
slip of a lass with a shy grace which made one think
of a wild-flower. At least that is what the old
daguerreotype showed Georgina when Aunt Elspeth

iri^;ri.""^"''^l"^ ?'°"«** * ^^""'^ *o find it.
it w. ; taken in a white dress standing beside a young
sailor in his uniform. No wonder Uncle Darcy
looked proud in the picture. But Georgina never
would have known it was Uncle Darcy if she hadn't
been told. He had changed, too.
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^««rf w hand when our hair is gray.
Sorrow and sun for everyone
As the years roll on.

Hand in hand when the long night tide
Uently covers us side by side—
^h, lad, though we know not when.
Lf;^'^ill be with us forever then.

^J^^ys the same, Darby my own,
Always the same to your old wife Joan/"

pause when Georgina ^^^^t^Z l^^V^:Z:

fk- • J J ' ^°"''"K home from Brewster wifh

Aunt Elspeth drew a long, tired sigh.
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^eorgin. She hentated over making tjch an o0er^r *"•.»"« •» f«* book, in d,: ho«« No*:mg but the almanac looked intereating. AuntXP«h a.««ed, and pointed out a worn Ilttle Xmtof derofon. on top of the bureau, .aying:
That

, what Dan! reads me on Sunday.."

Piter *"""*? '*• .^"''•"•''' '» had been com-piled for the u.e of .ea.f.ring people, for it wa. fullof the promise, that .ailor-folk best understand-none of the shepherd psalm, or talk ofTeen pa,!««rM and help^ving hills. It was all about migh»

sTcomforhf• •*7«:' *' """P- ^' «^'™ he^self comfortably i„ the low rocking^Aair beside thebed, tossed back her curl, and was about to berinwhen one of the rainbow lights from th° prUmdanced .crow the page. SUe waited, .miling^uS
"

yet lite Lord mil command His lovina kindntsi I, thl

JT.t" '*»«/"««'* >l>roush Ihe walers I mil be

7J« Z'J
""'V "".T"" '*'> """' •"» over.

aZaliniL' "
^'•"^ "•'"">" ^ord which makelht^-y m the ,ea, and a palh in Ihe mighly waters."

I
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Aunt Ebpeth reiched out . groping hind for

G«,g,„, didn't w.nt to h.ve he, hind held, «pl

foruble to .It with her .m, .tretched up in .uch .P^mon but rfie w,. too polite to withdr.w it. .o Ihread on for several pages.
"He maketh the storm a calm, so that the xvaves

Attrarted by th« sound of heavv bre«thin<r .he

laTd Ir- /""• ELpeth w.. a.leep. Wgtlaid the book on the table, and dowly. very .low"vbegan to raise her..lf out of the ch. r, afraW of.rou.,ng the .leeper who .till held her haid A. she«ood up, the board in the floor under her .queakedShe was afraid to take another step or to trj to pullher hand away. She had come to Sie end o7 h°r r

e

Elspeth .next awakening might be to a crying rest

dor.'^aln"'""'
"" "-" "»' "-•"• ^ '^-"

It wa, very .till i„ the bedroom. A fly buzzedon the out„de of the window Kreen, and away offon another .trcet the "accommodati;„» wa, 1^!
a'' .he ta^^h

'" ** '""• ^'"««"« "" *« horn"A. .he .at thu., not even rocking, but ju.t jiggline

come back to her after a while like a refrain
"^
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He brinseih them into their de.ired hiven So H.

pe.M end ..„ri,C' CI. 5T« ' ""'"^'M .enw of

f.ith which h.d«lilH»t^:'^ *.""• ." "•• *'
room. It WM Z f.r ?"'.. T *•" '""'j' '«'«

Dare, yelrXr v..rh T^"^,.*"' "P""™* "ncle

i" *T ~nM. r.t tend";; 'v"".""*""
fulfil oil it. promi.« <K

™d *« tru.ted would

that goe. Mt JZ Ih ?•
'"• ?' '"'«'' '"«»">«

i« w.* thaTtSd her ^^L"'*'"
'"'''''"«''''«

only a. .he^tfII'.JtZZfT '" '•

nette when it. fragrance wolVi„ ^ .l . ' ""«"»•

H.e'^Sg'/rSnr braS'rn- rwords of the oW n.oi
°'^**"'"« through the

sway Whl^; ,^'" '*'; ™*"e ^"-r ceased to

it L w..^ f'^ """'' '8ain she did not hear



CHAPTER XXI

ON THE TRAIL OF THE WILD-CAT WOMAN

jyjEAN vVHILE, the pursuing party had made the
* trip to Brewster and were on their way home.

At the various small towns where they stopped to
ask questions, they found that the patent-medicine
vendors had invariably followed one course. They
had taken supper at the hotel, but after each even-
ing's performance had driven into the country a
little way to camp for the night in the open. At
Orleans an acquaintance of Mr. Milford's in a feed
store had much to say about them.

"I don't know whether they camp out of consider-
ation for the wild-cat, or whether it's because they're
attached to that rovin', gypsy life. They're good
spenders, and from the way they sold their liniment
here last night, you'd think they could afford to put
up at a hotel all the time and take a room for the
cat in the bargain. You needn't tell me that beast
ever saw the banks of the Brazos. I'll bet they
caught it up in the Maine woods some'rs. But they
seem such honest, straightforward sort of folks,
somehow you have to believe 'em. They're a friendly
pair, too, spcciaUy the old lady. Seems funny to

3l8
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hear you speak of her as the wik-cat womm. That
name is sure a misfit for her."
Mr. Milford thought so himseli, when .1 litde later

he came across her, a mile out of Brewster. She was
sittmg m the wooden rocking chair in one end of the
wagon, placidly darning a pair of socks, while she
waited for her husband to bring the horses fror^ some
place up in die woods where he had taken diem for
water. They had been staked by the roadside all
night to graze. The wild-cat was blinking drowsily
m Its cage, having just been fed.

Some charred sticks and a litde pile of ashes by
the roadside, showed where she had cooked dinner
over a camp-fire, but the embers were carefully ex-
tmguished and the frying pan and dishes were stowed
out of sight in some mysterious compartment under
the wagon bed, as compactly as if they had been
parts of a Chinese puzzle. Long experience on the
road had taught her how to pack with ease and dex-
terity.

She looked up with interest as the automobile drew
out of the road, and stopped alongside the wagon.
She was used to purchasers following them out of
town for the liniment after a successful show like
last night's performance.

Despite die feedman's descripdon of her, Mr.
Milford had expected to see some sort of an advent
turess such as one naturally associates with such a
business, and when he saw die placid old lady with
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the smooth, gray hair, and met the gaze of themotherly eyes peering over her spectacles at him, hescarcely knew how to begin. Uncle D.rcy. growine
mpatient at the time consumed in politd^eaS
up o the object of their coming, fidgetted in hi, sea?At last he cou d wa,t no longer for remarks about

Iwhe-H •''""" ^""^ ""versational paths led

S H"nterrupted abruptly.
I m the Towncrier from Provincetown, ma'amDM you lose anything while you were there ?"
Wei, now," she began slowly. "I cant sav

So'u^h r "h
' *'"'* *'"" '' "" '" P-incetownthough. I made sure it was some place between Har-

i^trc'^ii^^'-''^'''''"-- --»''-

ford pol^ely. He had cautioned his old friend on

build h>s hopes up too much on finding that thiswoman was the owner of the pouch
'You may have to follow a hundred different clues

hL "Z-'l t""' °J
*« "8'« ""«•" he warned

well find the owner, just because two children as-

linime'„^ ir^' '"
''f

"""""^ "* *e odor of

and that th " 7" t" '*''^ ^'^'^ '"'»'»'«"and that this is all a wild-goose chase."
But Uncle Darcy h<,d built his hopes on it had set

his heart on finding this was the ri^t clue! and hts
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sr.df
'"" "'* "' «<"" y°- so." when sh. .„.

able, and keeS in 1T ""'' ^™'" *« ™'"-

from 8ome heath,™ ,!, f
* ?^ P™vincetown. It's

name I Zi^lrZ^ulVt""^ '" °""»"*»h
scarcely, and n^'^rnt.'ttl'i,"" "'*"« "'

the world wags, and therein^ J " '«"" "''"«

it unless I do."
""'' '""^ "« «° answer

"r:?tj;thU'„yf"^:;f'-'d ^""' °"'y-
this come into your hands ?"

""""' '"°"- ""^ *<<

Pa^^a^^td-'^;.-^^^^^^

«claTm'ed7%t^de"1u7tr'*"
'^^•' ^''"'" "«

aiming to tell mTiC- *
^^I

"'"' y"" «"«
wa, <^ven to mTas ^V^l Shf'"* ""™- "
young fellow who waftaken 'ict S

'""' ''*°' '''' '

in Texas. He'd been „„T- "^ ""* <'<"™

Galveston, but camtonlir/r"'' *' *'^» '"

roped him in to bZve he 'o„u T" f"«'«"'>'

cattle in a few month, H ^ """" » '<"*'ne in

Henry, and he Ze^wn^wir: ^:^^J-and me nursed him through " ""'>'
Always talkative, she pou„d out her information
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nZ In ',^,'*",T'
''?'"' ••" ^ »''* """Pdling eager-ne«s of the old man's gaze.

"He was a nice boy and the most grateful soul

n«,Tdr- ^" 't
'"'^'' *"'« '» *« cattle butnes, Md he soon pushed on. He was all broke up

tia a h^K r.
"^'"8/ood-bye. You could seetha

.
al hough he's one of your quiet kind, hiding his

luA If"^ ^' r /"/''"• "' 8'^« "» *i» good!uck charm when he left, because he didn't have any-A.ng else to ^ve, to ,how he appreciated our nurL«g h,m and domg for him, and he said that he'dmak,,t brrn^ u, good luck or die a-trying and we'dhear from him some of these days "

"And you did?"

..?:skedri::;ir'
•'"""-« "* -«--

"Yes, about live years ago he sent us a nice little

a wealthy Englishman who spent his time eoine

i^ b" ?'r" ?'""'""« "-" P'»" > <» writ!ng book, about them. He was in South America

This last letter foUowed me around from p Uar 'opost, always just missing me and having to hCe tl^eaddress scratched out and written overfiU you ^uldhardly make head or tail of what was on it

K . k t^ "" '".''"'* *° *« »<'<'«» he gave mebut whether .t was in 'Afric's sumiy fountafn or fc
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h^lh^'tTT^'' ' ""'' "" "'"'• " "" someheathemsh 'land m error's chain,' a, the missionaryhymn says. I was so worried over losing the letteron account of the address, for he did sefm so be^on hearing from us, and he's a nice boy. I'd hate

M^^%Jl'Tf 'T'''"«
'^'"^ '^ ^»nd it over.

He tlu I'^r
""'^^

S"'
"^""^^ explanationHe told of Captam Kidd finding it and bringi

ing ,t home, of the two children burying it inplay and the storm sweeping away every trace of the
markers. While he told the story several automo!
biles passed them and the occupants leaned out "tolook at the strange group beside the road. It wasnot every day one could see an old lady seated in arockmg chair in one end of an unattached wagon
with a wild-cat m the other. These passing tourists
would have thought it stranger still, could they haveknown how fate had been tangling the life threads of
these people who were in such earnest conversation,

oftSs"""' ''^"^ "'"'^^ ^"" ' '''" ^'^'^

"^"J^i*'^^"^^
""°" ^^'^ ^°"^Pass was saved,"

concluded Mr. Milford, "was because it had themi lals 'D. D.' scratched on it, which stands for thil
httle boys name when he plays pirate-Dare-devil

The motherly eyes smiled on Richard. "If you
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^nt to know the real name those letters stand for

"
she said, "It's Dave Daniels. That's the name of the
boy who gave it to me."

Richard looked alarmed, and even Mr. Milford
turned with a questioning glance towards Uncle
Darcy, about to say something, when the old man
leaned past h.m and spoke quickly, almost defiantly,
as a child might have done.

"That's all right. I don't care what he told you
his name was. He had a good reason for changing
It. And I m going to tell you this much no matter
what I promised. / scratched those initials on theremy own self, oVer forty years ago. And the boywho gave it to you is named Daniel, but it's his first
name, same as mine. Dan'l Darcy. And the boy's
mine and I ve been hunting him for ten long years,
and I ve faith to believe that the good Lord isn't
going to disappoint me now that I'm this near the end
of my hunt. He had a good reason for going away
from home the way he did. He'd a good reason for
changing his name as he did, but the time has comenow when it s all right for him to come back and,"
shaking his finger solemnly and impressively at the
woma.., Iv;ant you to get that word hack to him
wtthout fail."

r.
"
m"m

'*!'] J;
°"^5^ circumstantial evidence. UncleDan 1, said Mr. Milford, soothingly. "You haven't

any real proof that this Dave is your Danny "

"Proof, proof," was the excited answer.
*

"I tell



»
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you, man, IVe all the proof I need. All I ask for
is the address in that letter. I'll find my boy quick
•enough."

"But I don't know," was all the woman could
answer. "The only way in the world to find it is to
dig up that pouch."

"But even if you can't remember the new address
tell me one of the old ones," he pleaded. "I'll

take a chance on writing there and having it for-
warded."

But the woman could not recall the name of a sin-

gle city. South America, Australia, New Zealand,
she remembered he had been in those countries, but
that was all. Richard, upon being cross-questioned
again, "b'leeved" the stamp was from Siam or China
but couldn't be certain which.

"Here comes Henry !" exclaimed the woman in a
relieved tone. "Maybe he'll remember."

Henry, a tall, raw-boned man with iron-gray hair
under his Texas sombrero, in his shirt sleeves and
with his after-dinner pipe still in his mouth, came
leisurely out of the woods, leading the horses. They
were already harnessed, ready to be hitched to the
wagon. He backed them up to the tongue and
snapped the chains in place before he paused to give
the strangers more than a passing nod of greeting.
Then he came around to the side of the wagon near-
est the machine, and putting one foot up on a spoke



226 Georgina of the Rainbows

tude, while the whole story was repeated for his bene

"So you're his father," ..e said musingly, looking

li^rf-
"'^ "'* ''""'' 'y" *,t wer used tSappraising strangers.

"Who ever would a thought of coming across

?„! ^.'^L^'t'"?' "P •>"« O" old Cape Cod?You look like him though. I bet at his age you wereas much alike as two pea, in a pod. I never dd
. Z^T *" '''''*<' '<""• H< was a close-mouthed chap. But I,omehow got the idea he must

i-^htr nnt""''
"'" "" """• "' ""''""

wifl^'-^Th"""
*;"'''"8-'=»P' ""fy." demanded hiswite The gentlemen wants to know where thatlas letter wa, written from, what the postmark was

lonled", "a ?!?'• "' """ '-""y "he stamp b":longed to And ,f you don't know that, what aresome of the other places he wrote to us from?'- "

«, ,„ "^'^ "P *« wong tree when you ask«. any such questions," wa, the only answer h'e could

r;eadLg'ma«e'r^ ""
""'"'"" *" '"^*'"« "«

cn^Th'T' 'l™''"' '"K""™'. everything thatcou d be brought up as aids to memory were of noavail. Henry s memory was a blank in that one im-

five-doUar gold pieces out of his pocket and a handful
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of small change which he dropped into the woman's
lap despite her protests.

"We'U square up the damage the children did as
far as possible," he said with a Is .igli. "But we can't
get the letter back until the wind 1. ready to turn the
dunes topsy-turvy again. That may be in years and
It may be never. Let me have your address and if
ever it is found it shall be sent directly back to you,
and the children can inherit the money if I'm not
here to claim it."

The man made a wry face at mention of his ad-
dress. "We sort of belong to what they call the
floating population now. Home with us means any
old place where Mother happens to set her rocking
chair. We've turned the ranch over to my daughter
and her husband while we see something of the
world, and as long as things go as smoothly as they
do, we're in no great shakes of a hurry to get back."

"But the ranch address will always find us,
Henry," she insisted. "Write it down for the gentle-
men. Ain't this been a strange happening?" she
commented, as she received Mr. Milford's card in
return with the Towncrier's name penciled on the
back. She looked searchingly at Richard.

"I remember you, now," she said. "There was
such a pretty little girl with you—climbed up on the
wagon to touch Tim's tail through the bars. She
had long curls and a smile that made me want to
hug her. She bought a bottle of liniment, I re-
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member, and I've thought of ^ .r « a^
ftcn. thought how a l"tfle face lie tha?K ''T

"""
all the world around it"

"*" *'"«**'*"» "P

RiZJd!
""'' ^"'^'"* Huntingdon," volunteered

onZtheHidtoter"r ^"^^ '^ ^-"
yours too TK °\*'*'%P"^" of paper, sonny, and

w^ritoXrutiVi^n'r ^'^ ^°""^^ ^'"

is just like a stoZ ul""^ **'°"' ^^^^ ^his

for the papers, wouldn't it?"
^ '^

text or another Uncle Darcy ddaved H,
^"'

P.t.fully eager for more new7of Da^y TheTma?."

:i^Sa;: ofd'Td\7bid'» '^- --
Just what i> »o. n L °f^^^^

fo near once more

could have sat there the rest of th.Av' ^^
her repeat^ „„e ^^l:!,tdt^ '

iT

C
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way « man craiy with fever would call it, naturallymakes you recollect it."

'"turaiiy

d7J'''Z'JT!1
'"""^

°-
*''•" '"'""«'» Uncle

"ft, wa. the answer in a tone which seemed to

m.TbLL"''"'' "[ '""PP""""-'- "I thought

She did not finish the sentence, for the engine hadbegun o shake noisily, and it seemed to distra« herAought, And now there being really nothing more

bX rf
•" '" T" '°' ""«"'"« "«y "id good!bye to their wayside acquaintances, feeling that thevwere parting from two old friends, so cordial we«*. good wishes which accompanied the leavJl^at



CHAPTER XXII

THE RAINBOW OAMB

^^MdJoIor "'^ ""^ """P*^ ^'O"* being

•bout her ridin?L •
'"""• "'^''8 •omething

w.nr tots roTbJ?,:?; itz "'
"J"!"'

.nd .milt^; ptCl, i?hTh h"*'"!
*" *"' '»"''

to her after / 1„ t .
' ""' J"" ""'n «»tored

•bout ,. .tW„„ . vT*- .^""^ *"= '""'"d »o gl»d

•prang up^Xc„'„
usedtVe "dt" **"^ j"'

awakening, with only one thfn, dearie r"'-
"' ''"

necessity for haste Sh- . t !V" ''" """<'• ">e

thewinlw ndc:ghtiph,«t ^V """"u
'"""

t^ene,troo..hut?^u^„^sh^er.t,J-^r^S
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lt'^"^11^' 'l""
•*' '••'' "'<" ""hing .bout

tourewiter. She had not even tad eood-bveMr. MJford nodded ple..,ntly when .he' went

no : "" '"• rT* ""op '"• kiddie," but heTd
feel well enough acquainted with him to .hout outquestion, behind hi. back.- B..ide., .fter they h°d

thing to Richard, who was .itting up in front ofhjm about the working, of the car* and kept o" cl

fn.e'upt •
"" "' *• "'^ ''°"«- She couWt

me home " hI K rii'
'^'^ '^'"<"* '<" "'""Bing

«k tH' ^- \' "."'* ""'"«' '"d opportunity toa.krt,e question .he longed to know.

M, M°,"i
""/ "" .'"""'" ^^ i« •>« pouch?"Mr. Milford wa, leaning forward in his .eaVtoexamme somethmg that had to do with th .hi ing

:.&rg""'
""""" """«

••• --"^-d*

wa'sTrom
".?'"""'''"''

"r"''" "'"« *e letterwas from, so we're not much wi«;r than we were be-

wa/Xe'lVd " r,'"''T
'°' » ««'""'y 'hTo-was alive and weU less than two months aero Af

east Uncle Dan'l believe, it is D.n^.*:omt'
:ndt"a°:^."

"'" ^"" '^"'•' ™- «'«v« o^:
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Having adjusted the difficulty, Mr. Milford, with
a good-bye nod to Georgina, started on down the
street again. Gcorgina stood looking after the rap-
idly disappearing car.

"Well, no wonder Uncle Darcy looked so happy,"
she thought, recalling his radiant face. "It was
knowing that Danny is alive and well that made it

shine so. I wish I'd been along. Wish I could have
heard every thing each one of them said. I could
have remembered every single word to tell Richard,
but he won't remember even half to tell me."

It was in the pursuit of all the information which
could be pumped out of Richard that Georgina
sought the Green Stairs soon after breakfast next
morning. Incidentally, she was on her way to a
nearby grocery and had been told to hurry. She
ran all the way down in order to gain a few extra
moments in which to loiter. As usual at this time
of morning, Richard was romping over the terraces
with Captain Kidd.

"Hi, Georgina," he called, as he spied her com-
ing. "I've got a new game. A new way to plav
tag. Look."

^

Plunging down the steps he held out for her in-
spection a crystal paperweight which he had picked
up from the library table. Its round surface had been
cut into many facets, as a diamond is cut to make it

flash the light, and the spots of color It threw as he
turned it in the sun were rainbow-hued.
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. -'^^"^'L
*"* explained. "Instead of tagging Cap-

tain Kidd with my hand I touch him with a rainbow,
and Its lots harder to do because you can't always
make it light where you want it to go, or where you
think It IS going to fall. IVe only tagged him twice
so far m aU the time IVe been trying, because he
bobs around so fast. Come on, I'll get you before
you tag me," he added, seeing that her prism hung
trom the ribbon on her neck.

She did not wear it every day, but she had felt an
especial need for its comforting this morning, and
had put It on as she slowly dressed. The difficulty
of restoring the eggs loomed up in front of her as a
real trouble, and she needed this to remind her to
keep on hoping that some way would soon turn ud
to end It.

'^

It was a fascinating game. Such tags are elusive,
uncertain things. The pursuer can never be certain
of touching the pursued. Georgina entered into it,
alert and glowing, darting this way and ihzt to es-
cape being touched by the spots of vivid color. Her
prism threw it in bars, Richard's in tiny squares and
triangles.

"Let's make them fight!" Richard exclaimed in
the midst of it, and for a few moments the color
spots flashed across each other like flocks of darting

un.
^"/^*^"^y Georgina stopped, saying:

Oh, I forgot. I'm on my way to the grocery, and
I must hurry back. But I wanted to ask you two
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things. One was, tell me all about what the womana.d yesterday, and the other was, think of some wayfor me to earn twenty cents. There isn't time tohear about the first one now, but think righ "ui*and answer the second question "

slott '^n?p- t°T *!."""' '^PP"V backwardsSlowly, and Richard walked after her.
Aw, I don't know," he answered in a vague way.At home when we wanted to make mon« wr.!ways gave a show and charged a penny to getTn orwe kept a lemonade stand; but we don't knowloi^

kids here to make that pay.

"

^nougn

Thoi he looked out over the water and made a

W, K ^
<>"« of *« >ummer cottages wiA a pail this hand, made him think of it.

"Pick blueberries and sell them "

"I thought of that," answered Georgina stillprogressing towards the grocery backward, -rnd
« would be a good time now to slip away while Tip.
py s busy with the Bazaar. This is the third day.But they've done so well they're going to keen on wW,
It another day, and they've Aou^tlp a lo? ofI^
IS a kind of talking tableau. I'm to be in it, so itwouldn't do for me to go and get my hands all staLdwith berr.es when I'm to be dressed up as a part of^e show for the whole town to come and take a look

1
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Richard had no more suggestions to offer, so withone more fiash of th. prism and a cry of 'ks" r^ "

Georgm, tarned and started on a run to the poc^r;,R^ard and the paperweight followed in h^t puTi

Up at one of the front windows of the bungalowtwo mterested spectators had been watching the «mebelow. One was Richard's father, the oth« was a

to t^L* p 1 '^- "' "" ** ^'- Locke who wal

away L^f''k?'
*"' '"*" -<• Cousin Jam»way on his yacht next mom ng. He was al.n ,

famous Illustrator of juvenile book, anlhe some

ne Illustrated. Everybody m this town of artists whoknew anythmg at all of the world of books and^tture, outside, knew of Milford Norris LoSe Now

Z^Z'^f*rrf"' P""» °' thel^^o^hildrendartmg back and forth on the board-walk below, he

"Who's the little girl, Moreland? She's the child

weeks She has not only the sparkle and spirit that

eyes a. It8"" '.id he curls and the mischifvouscy« as well. Reckon I could get her to pose for

pT'"j,'' J'T '* """' "hout that Georgina foundRichard's father waiting for her at the fo"t of the
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Green Stairs when she came running back from the
grocery. When she went home a few minutes later,
she carried with her something more than the cake
of sweet chocolate that Tippy had sent her for in
such a hurry. It was the flattering knowledge that
a famous illustrator had asked to make a sketch of
her which would be published in a book if it turned
out to be a good one.

Witii a sailing party and a studio reception and
several other engagements to fill up his one day in
Provincetown, Mr. Locke could give only a part of
the morning to the sketches, and wanted to begin as
soon as possible. So a few minutes after Georgina
went dancmg in with the news, he followed in Mr.

}^!lH'? T. "' '"'^^^ '^ ^°°" *^*er, in
fact, that Tippy had to receive him just as she was
in her gingham house dress and apron.

After looking all over the place he took Geor-
gina down to the garden and posed her on a stone
bench near the sun-dial, at the end of a tall, bright
aisle of hollyhocks. There was no time to waste

VVe II pretend you're sitting on the stone rim of
a great fountain in the King's garden," he said.You re trying to find some trace of the beautiful
Princess who has been bewitched and carried away
to a castle under the sea, that had 'a ceilinir of
amber, a pavement of pearl.'

"

Georgina looked up, delighted that he had used
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haJtift ]Ji7:^t
*" "" '""' '"«-' to

quite dear yet The^Mrhn'" T-'" " '»'« »"

Maybe you «„ hiar"h ufc';Jllf
'" *' '"''"'""•

the gold.fi,h will bri,; you 74" a«'tr
""'"

are a Um-I*. m^.«..i if .

"»cssage, because you

you havfbeTn^lr I*^'
""'' " '^'"^ ""« *»'

F in or everything which creeps or swims or flii..
"

Georgma leaned over and looked infTlu
nary fountain dubiously, "orKttin^ i„ t

'""^'^

"No, ru tell you," rfie suggested "H,™ vfrog instead of , fish that brings *emes«« h'
oTtKun^r: ti' 'V'' -^^^ 'S
you loolc atZtZ Z TV:t ta.^"

""'"

gether. No one could tell vihZi J
?*^^'"^ ^°-

saw me just lookinTda^^^^^^^^^ f?^^"i '^ '^^V
could tell right awav if tL / T^*'"' ^"* ^^^^

shakincr «,«$
away It the frog was here and I wasshaking my finger at him as if I were saying

of th^ Oo fM^^^^^^
^^' ^-«' - the Ogre

done.' " ^ ^ '^'" '^' y°" <^" the day be
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'•^?,"'*
T*?'

^°"'' ™°^«^" ""cd Mr. Locke,
exctedly "Ah that's perfect. That's exactly wha^
iwant. Hold that pose for a moment or two. Why
Georgina, you've given me exactly what I wanted and
a splendid idea besides. It will give the fairy tale an
entirely new turn. If you can only hold that position
a bit longer, then you may rest."

His pencil flew with magical rapidity and as he
sketched he kept on talking in order to hold the look
oj^ mtense interest which showed in her glowing

"I dearly love stories like that," sighed Gcorgina
when he came to the end and told her to lean back
and rest a while.

"Barby—I mean my mother—and I act them all
the time, and sometimes we make them up ourselves."

Maybe you'll write them when you grow up,"
suggested Mr. Locke not losing a moment, bit
sketching her in the position she had taken of herown accord.

"Maybe I shall," exclaimed Georgina, thrilledby the thought "My grandfather Shirky said I
could write for his paper some day. You know he's
an editor, down in Kentucky. I'd like to be the edi-
tor of a magazine that children would adore the wav
I do the St. Nicholas." ^

Tippy would have said that Georgina was "run-ning on." But Mr. Locke did not think so. C^ildren always opened their hearts to him. He held the
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magic key. Gcorgina found it easier to tell him her
inmost feelings than anybody else in the world but
Barby.

"That's a beautiful game you and Dicky were
playing this morning," he remarked presently, "tag-
ging each other with rainbows. I believe I'll put it

into this fairy tale, have the water-nixies do it as
they slide over the water-fall."

"But it isn't half as nice as the game we play in
earnest," she assured him. "In our Rainbow Club
we have a sort of game of tag. We tag a person
with a good time, or some kindness to make them
happy, and we pretend that makes a little rainbow
in the world. Do you think it does?"

"It makes a very real one, I am sure," was the
serious answer. "Have you many members ?"

"Just Richard and me and the bank president, Mr.
Gates, so far, but—but you can belong—if you'd
like to."

She hesitated a trifle over the last part of her in-
vitation, having just remembered what a famous
man she was talking to. He might think she was
taking a liberty even to suggest that he might care
to belong.

„.
"^'^

^'K®
'* ^^^ much," he assured her gravely,

*if you think I can live up to the requirements."
"Oh, you already have," she cried. "Think of all

the happy hours you have made for people with
your books and pictures—just swarms and bevies
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A,'' if^/*S°/
""'"""""' We would have put rou onthe l.n of honorary members anyhow. Th«e arehe member, who don't know they are rarber! "

1?" P":! l"^t" 'T •*' »"' P"""«"-
h„I 1. .T ''°"

'
*""«' ""y »« prisms but everv-

mtT^?he lorfd."'"

'" '"' *' """"'"' >"»- *^^

Iov1T£; i'/"'" "'"""y- "*« » 4e very

niV; ,1,
''"'' '"""''" """t'er four and I'llplay the game to my very best ability. I'U t^to dosome taggmg really worth while."

^
talked anllt'^ '^"'^i"!

.""""""^ »« *« «"« he

up^rrsrctKs^t^r
e«™,ing hi, imag.„atio:tk° tot;Tl^ ""'

homi and i^°a "",T """ """"P *« Pri"c.nome, and m a mmate I want you to pose for th,

f"d"r is'";tid h" Tr"'- '»»« «°"» -»
n,,l. ? " ''*'' '"»'* " yo" did a few mo^ments ago when you were talking about looking oiTto

Georgina brought her hands together in a o,.i.t

and see Hoo!'"^^
""" ' ""' *« Figurehead House

ln«U u^ ?"* "P "" "" ?»"!«> foof I wish Icould see how she looked when she was ridi.^ 5.e



»

Qura^acnurajM oPS)*'reuat*
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wtvcf on the prow of s gallant vewel. That'i where
•he ought to be, I heard a man .ay. He said Hope
•quatting on a portico roof may look ridiculous, but
Hope breasting the billows is superb."
Mr. Locke was no stranger in the town. He knew

the stoiy of the figurehead as the townspeople knew
It, now he heard its message as Uncle Darcy knew it.He listened as intently fo-Georgina as she had lis-
tened to him. At the end he lifted his head, peering
fixedly through half-dosed eyes at nothing.

You have made me see the most beautiful ship,"
he said, musingly. "It is a silver shallop coming
across a sea of Dreams, its silken sails set wide, and
at the prow is an angel. 'White-handed Hope, thou
hovering angel girt with golden wings,' » he quoted.
ics, 1 U make it with golden wings sweeping back

over the sides this way. See?"
His pencil fley over the paper again, showing herm a few swift strokes an outline of the vision she

had given him.

And now Tippy would have said not only that
Georgma was "running on," but that she was "wound
up, for with such a sympathetic and appreciative
listener, she told him the many things she would have
taken to Barby had she been at home. Especially,
she talked about her difficulties in living up to the
aim of the club. In stories there are always poor
people whom one can benefit; patient sufferers at
hospitals, pallid children of the slums. But in the
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the way thejr .hould
°* ''"'^ '"™ <"«

or twenty c.1.
"""""^ «»»• »<> «'«»« ««P

drln tZiJ'Z *'", "^'^ ^« ""'•.mood chil.

Pany the time flew 'ot.tIt G.'„
""*'"'"' ""-

;".« ^w^^'-'m,"tT-r"'^^^^^^^^^^^^

"They're exactly what I wanf*^^ " k-
gratefully „ he ,h'ook hind.TplinV "^"/i"suggestion of yours for th. <,(,!„ mi

*'
.
^ ""

fetching illust/ation of .II V^ Te'd""""
"" ""«

oils when I get time for it' ,„i rn Z"" " "P'' '"

you, my little frierd l.r
'".''' "/'"ays think of

wi*^ co^nrw^^r^^i'tft*"-"

r^rst^rd^r^-'-'r^^^^^^^^^^
Cuh memhers. ho^^^

I^dt^l.^rnt'
0I
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there had been a third li.t. .he would have writtenhim down m that a. the very niceit gentleman .he had

n K u *" •*** ^'^^'^ ^*«" «o Barby, telling

h r" h'"l! ^A' Tl"'"^ '"°^"'"«- B"^ '^ •"'"ed toher .he had barely begun, when Mr. Milford'. chauf-
feur came driving back with .omething for her in apaper bag. When .he peeped in.ide .he was .0 a^
toni.hed .he nearly dropped it.

f,.l!f*^/iif' T'""'"''*-
'^'»'" •" "nconsciou. imi-

SlTr
•• ^"^^' '^' *^^^^' "Can you b«t

One by one .he took them out and counted them

Ihi7h%T/''"'j."'«'^^' ^'^^^ '^' "'^d the cl'ci

"M \>fu°P5\^T ^°^" '° '^"^ ^°«°"» of the bag.Mr. Milford Norris Locke."
^

Above the name was a tiny rainbow done in waterccjor.. and below wa. .cribbled the words" 'xltt

h.l[
"""'

u
P^ ***'* ^^* "^^ 'n«"»ber could nothave seen her face at that instant, its expression wasso eloquent of surprise, of pleasure and of relief thaher trouble had thus been wiped out of existence
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CHAPTER XXIII

IIGHT DAWNS FOR UNCLE DARCY

POR some time the faint jangle of a bell had been

enough f/ii. fk- T • .
»'"s ""'" »t was near

also H^ ^O"""'"
» message to be audible

Mar, and calling attention to the many new ,»„„..on, ,t would have to offer on the morrow

out tf::^'w"t: ""'""' "" •"-"'«' fl-

out all aTotttfirfwsttrZ^AT'"'™'^ *° """

candle. ' '^^ '^'"'"8^ °^ ^ newly-Iighted

244
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to expect a cheery greeting from him. He always
left a kindly glow behind him whenever he passed.
But to-day the cheeriness was so intensified that he
seemed to be brimming over with good will to every-
body.

"Why, Uncle Darcy !" cried Georgina. "You look
so happy I"

"Well, is it any wonder, lass, with such news from
i Danny? Him alive and well and sure to come back

to me some of these days I I could hardly keep from
shouting it out to everybody as I came along the
street. Vm afraid it'll just nat -ally tell itself some
day, in spite of my promise to Belle. I'm glad I
can let off steam up here, you knowing the secret, too,
for this old heart of mine is just about to burst with
all the gladness that's inside of me."
Here was someone as anxious to tell as she was

to hear; someone who could recall every word of
the interview with the wild-cat woman. Georgina
swung on to his arm which held the bell, and began
to ask questions, and nothing loath, he let her lead
him into the yard and to the rustic seat running
around the trunk of the big willow tree. He was
ready to rest, now that his route was traveled and
his dollar earned.

Belle, back in the kitchen, preparing a light dinner
for herself and Georgina, Tippy being away for the
day, did not see him come in. She had not seen
him since the day the old rifle gave up its secret, and
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she tried to put him out of her mind ., much a.possible, for she was miserable every tZT*,thought of him. She would have been , U more

^ro^a ''•'"'''•'"'' ^"'^"''-^^^^^^^

JiPTJ ^''"°.'^ *°''«'" *« the liniment folkscallmg the boy 'Dave,' proved that he wasn'tXsame as my Damiy. But just one thing wou S have

Tf W, h^,T 'nu'"^ '" *"' ''"" "I"" he was outof h,s head: 'Belle mustn't suffer. Belle must bespared, no matter what happens I'

keen'^.^ni"'' ?f ?"' """« *« «"""'« "« to

her r„H f i' ;'f
'""«"• ^' "" hi' wish to spareher and .f he could sacrifice so much to do it, I can'tmake h.s sacrifice seem in vain. I lay awakeUst

take this old bell of mme, and go from one end of

*g Z"d °"'"' ""«'"«
"
"" " ""ked?";:

ZZ\- T"" '""""< "> *« ''hole world.But the t.me hasn't come yet. I'll have to be patiena while longer and bear up the best I can "

,
Georgina, gajing fixedly ahead of her at noth-

"g m particular, pondered seriously for a long ^lent moment. *•

"If you did that," she said finally, "cried the iroodnews through the town till everyLy iLewl^enwhen peop^ found out that it was Emmett ^^ft"who was the thief and that he was too much of"
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coward to own up and take the blame—would they
let the monument go on standing there, that they'd
put up to show he was brave? It would serve him
right if they took it down, wouldn't it I" she exclaimed
with a savage little scowl drawing her brows to-
gether.

"No, no, child!" he said gently. "Give the lad
nisdue. He waj brave that one time. He saved all
those lives as it is chiseled on his headstone. It is
better he should be remembered for the best act in
his life than for the worst one. A man's measure
should be taken when he's stretched up to his full
height just as far as he can lift up his head; not
when he s stooped to the lowest. It's only fair to
judge either the living or the dead that way "

For some time after that nothing more was said.
The harbor was full of boats this morning. It was
a sight worth watching. One naturally drifted into
day-dreams, following the sweep of the sails moving
silently toward the far horizon. Georgina was busy
picturing a home-coming scene that made the prodi-
gal son s welcome seem mild in comparison, when
Uncle Darcy startled her by exclaiming:

Oh, It pays to bear up and steer right onward I

S pose I hadn t done that. S'pose I hadn't kept Hope
at the prow. I believe I'd have been in my grave
by this time with all the grief and worry. But
now- "

He stopped and shook his head, unable to find
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To^cftlTrn 'I' T''°" ^^'^^ ^" "^^fc'ng his

ful .•«!.?.• ^"^ ^"'^ «^°^ ^'^h that wonder-

for hi 1 T'"^-
^'°'«'"^ ^"'^»»«d the sentencefor h,m, looking out on the sail-fiHed harbor and

"But now you'll be all ready and waitine when

ca^go. They were h,s own word, she was repeat-

"Danny'Il weather the storms at last and mm.mto port with all flags flying " ^ """'

{olAe^iTl'l^" 1°"^ '"^"'"^ ^" too muchfor the old father. He put his hat up in front of hisface, and h,s shoulder, shook with silent sobt Geogma laid a sympathetic little hand on the rou^isleeve next her. Suddenly the sails in the harbor

"rrhe^haTd T'^".
"" "'"'^ '"« O"- ^^arew her hand across her .yes and looked again atme heavmg shoulders. A happiness so deep Aat ifound .ts expression that way, Med her wfth

,"
It must be the kind of happiness that people feh

o1'i:rd;n'
""

ttt
"':

"•t"«
''""' *-*-^

1 1 '
„"'' """ '"'«' °"« "me down to wel-come them "mto their desired haven."

I hat last phrase came to her lip, like a bit of re-membered mus.c and unconsciously she repeated ttaloud. Uncle Darcy heard it. and'looked Sp Hcheeks were wet when he put down his hat^buf
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was the happiest face she had ever seen, and therewas no shake m his voice now when he said solemnly:And nobody but the good Lord who's helped hispoor sailors through shipwreck and storm, knowshow m.ght.i> they've desired that haven, o^ whatlmeans to them to be brought into it

"

.tntJf^V """?". ^'^"^ °"' °^ '^' ^^' «^toresstopped m front of the gate, and the driver came in

pa3Y ''f' ^"^^^ ^"^ ^P°^^ '- ^•-" hepassed the willow tree.

. li)]^'"'/?^*''''
^^^''^ ^^^ ^ ^^^"" for me to geta lift most of the way home."

right"back
^^' ^^^ '°''*'^^ "^^^* "^^'""^ ^"- ^'" h*

Georgina thought of something as he rose to go.

a.t ?n Zu' ^"'r'
"''""''' ^"^^^ ^^^^^V' I want toget something of yours that's down cellar."

When she came back there was no time or op-
portunity for an explanation. He and the driverwere both in the wagon. She reached up and puthe bag on the seat beside him.

day, she stammered, "and these are to take theplace of the ones I broke."
Uncle Darcy peered into the bag with a puzzled

expression He had not missed an^y eggs fr^om herock of bran. He didn't know what she was talking about. But before he could ask any questions vhedriver slapped the horse with the reins, and they w;re
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after them a jnoment, then turned her head to li,.ten Somebody was calling her. It was Belle, who

read"""
'" ^°' *° "^ *" *""" ""

Whenever Mrs. Triplett was at home, Belle madeextra efforts to talk and appear interested inXwas gomg on around her. She was afraid her keen-eyed Aunt Maria would see that she was unhapp"But alone w,th Georgina who shared her secret, she
relapsed mto a silence so deep it could be felt re!spondmg only with a wan smile when the child's
I.vely chatter seehied to force an answer of somekmd. But to-day when Georgina came to the tableshe was strangely silent herself, so mute that Belle
noticed ,t, and found that she was being furtively

tTme b1.^ *.' '> ""r ^" "PP""*' l'" Evet'time Belle looked up she caught Georgina's gaze fasZ

ziZo":;;LT'
'""

"

"" "^'*""^ '"-

'•wZY' ""l™"""'
Georgina?" ,he asked finally.Why do you keep staring at me ?"

emhr'^'"!.
""''""^ ^"'"''- "Nothing." was theembarrassed answer. "I was just wondering

whether to tell you or not. I thought maybe you'dhke to know, and maybe you ought to know, but Iwasn t sure whether you'd want me to ulk to youabout It or not." ^
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stare
"' Put down her tea-cup. It was her turn to

"For goodness' sakel What are you beatini.around the bush about?"
^ ^

ain?^°"lK^'
news from Danny," answered Geor-gina. About the letter he wrote to the wild-catwoman and that got buried i„ the dunes too deepever to be dug up again."

^

W 'or'r *' *"' T' '•"^ '•""' of '"her theJctter or the woman, her expression of astonish,ment was all that Georgina cr dd desire. HeTZhad made a sensation. Belle showed plainly tha

time of th,
'*"." V ** '«8'"''i''g. from thetime of the openmg of the pouch on the Green

VS thi h n "^^ t *' ""^•'" -man-?r.
versation which Uncle Darcy had repeated to heronly a few moment, before under theiw

Instmctively, she gave the recital a dramatic touchwh,ch made Belle feel almost like an eye wimess a,she hstened And it was with Uncle DaT^W„gmures and manner that she repeated hi. fin^l st"™

sJ^^::lrS:t^r:a^X
kept a callmg .„ h.s fever when he was out of W^
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head: 'Belle mustn't suffer. Belle must be sparedno matter what happens.' "

At the bringing of her own name into the story
Uclle gave a perceptible start and a tinge of red
crept mto her pale cheeks.

.

"Did he say that, Georgina ?" she demanded, lean-
ing forward and looking at her intently. "Are you
sure those are his exact words?"

"His very-own-exactly-the-same words," declared
Georgma solemnly. "I cross my heart and body
they re just as Uncle Tircy told them to me."
Kismg from the table. Belle walked over to thewmdow and stood with her back to Georgina, look-

ing out mto the garden.
"Well, and what next?" she demanded in a queer,

breathless sort of way.
"And then Uncle Darcy said that his saying that

was the one thmg that made him feel willing to keep
still a while longer about—you know—what was in
the rifle. Cause if Danny cared enough about spar-
ing you to give up home and his good name and
everything else m life he couldn't spoil it all by tell-
ing now. But Uncle Darcy said he lay awake nearly
al last night thinking how he'd love to take that old
bell of his and go ringing it through the town till it
cracked, calling out to the world, 'My boy is inno-
cent.

^

"And when I said something about it s all coming
out all right some day, and that Danny would
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nying . Here Georgina lowered her voice andw«.t on slowly „ if ,he hesitated to speak of wh"thappened ne«_-'he just put his old hat over h"/ace and cried. And I felt so sorry "
Georgina', voice choked. There were tears in hereyes as she spoke of the scene.

T^fnof "JT"*
"'"'• ''" "* «'" *"™«d-

1 he note of distress in Belle's voice stilled Geor-

SorAi""'"'?^' " '™ """*• '»'« *«« was one

Tt nee o?
'" ^"

"'""u"'
•" "'* »"'' "'* 'he per!

g<ve that final stab, quite unconscious of how deeply

hZ h-?*;. f!."" ""'>' """''"'•"g aloud some'^thing wh-ch she had often wondered to herself.

a, lont ^;! n "\*" """ "y'""'}' had ™»"ed
you wfnt to .r^^" 'V"" y""' " "O"" ""l^'

th^f M '^ " """ Doesn't it? I should thinkthat you'd want to do something to «>rt of make uDto him for it all. Don't you?"
"<>"^>^'ap

tim^Ttn'^'r"'^""''^
^"'' "^'"' '""n-ly this

iedLr f. •

G~'«'"''» utter amazement she bur-«d her face in her apron, stood sobbing by the wh,-dow a moment, and ran out of the room sLe didnot come downstairs again until nearly supper imeGeorgina sat at the table, not knowing wha to

^ulW r ,
' ^*,*" '^' ""* """»<««' thing, d"adfully. Instead of making Belle feel better as sh.hoped to do, she realized she had hurt her in some
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unintentional way. Presently, she slowly drew her-
self up from her chair and began to clear the table,
piling the few dishes they had used, under the dish-
pan in the sink. The house stood open to the sum-
mer breeze. It seemed so desolate and deserted
with Belle upstairs, drawn in alone with her troubles
and Tippy away, that she couldn't bear to stay in the
silent rooms. She wandered out into the yard and
climbed up into the willow to loolc across the water.

Somewhere out there on those shining waves,
Kichard was sailing along, in the party given for
Mr. Locke, and to-morrow he would be going away
on the yacht. If he were at home she wouldn't be
up in the willow wondering what to do next. Well
as long as she couldn't have a good time herself
she d think of someone else she could make happy,
lor several minutes she sent her thoughts wander-
ing over the list of all the people she knew, but it
seemed as if her friends were capable of making
their own good times, all except poor Belle. Prob-
ably jA^ never would be happy again, no matter what
anybody did to try to brighten her life. It was so
dMcouraging when one was trying to play the game
ot Rainbow Tag," for there to be no one to tag.
^he wished she knew some needy person, some un-
fortunate soul who would be glad of her efforts to
make them happy.

Once she thought of slipping off down street to
the library. Miss Tupman always let her go in
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where the shelves were and choose her own book.
Miss Tupman was always so interesting, too, more
than any of the books when she had time to talk.
But that grim old word Duty rose up in front of her,
telling her that she ought not to run away and leave
the house all open with Belle locked in her room up-
stairs. Somebody ought to be within hearing if
the telephone rang or anyone cane. She went
into the house for a book.which she had read many
times but which never failed to interest her, and
curled up in a big rocking chair on the front porch.

Late in the afternoon she smclled burning pine
chips and smoke from the kitchen chimney which
told that a fire was being started in the stove. After
a while she went around the house to the kitchen door
and peeped in, apprehensively. Belle was piling the
dinner dishes into the pan, preparatory to washing
them while supper was cooking. Her eyes were red
and she did not look up when Georgina came in, but
there was an air of silent determination about her
as forcible as her Aunt Maria's. Picking up the
tea-kettle, she filled the dishpan and carried the ket-
tle back to the stove, setting it down hard before she
spoke. Then she said

:

"Nobody'll ever know what I've been through
with, fighting this thing out with myself. I can't go
all the way yet. I can't say the word that'll let the
blow fall on poor old Father Potter. But I don't
seem to care about my part of it any more. I see
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things differently from what I did that first dayu-yo«

mo°rI"
^"*"*" ^"'' *''"" '^' ""^««y

hJZTllu
"''""^" '^"^ ^" « rattling of dishet,

but no further speech from Belle. Georgina, noknowing what to say or do, stood poised uncertainlyon the door.s.11. Then Belle spoke again.
^

1 m wiUmg It should be told if only it could bekept from getting back to Father Potter, for the

Ii?h?r '
"^r:^r '"•^^ ">* ^^^^ ^° -^^ ^fm squirewith the world. I would like to make up to Wm in

!a?t ":::
'''

•
'

^\»"«-*d on my account Ican t get over it that it was him that had all the

mg in Emmett all these years. Seems like the wholeworld has turned upside down."
Georgina waited a long time, but Belle seemed tohave said all that she intended to say, so present y

*''ur^n ""r *"^ ^*°°^ ''^^'^^ *he sink.
^

Belle, she said slowly, "does what you said

,

Belle waited an instant before replying, then tak-mg a deep breath as if about to make f desperate

s!:::'p^ird,:aidr^

.K "^"\^"'^i
^^"'^ ""^"^^ "*^" »»»ve her knowthan anybody else. He sets such store by her good

opmion. But oh, do make it plain it mustn't be
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talked about outtide, so'i it'll get back to Father
Potter."

The next instant Georgina'a arms were around
her in a silent but joyful squeeze, and she ran up-
stairs to write to Barby before the sun should ^4

>

down or Tippy get back from the Bazaar.



CHAPTER XXIV

A CONTRAST IN FATHERS

QEORGINA was having a beautiful day. It was
the first time she had ever taken part in a Ba-

zaar, and so important was the role assigned her
that she was in a booth all by herself. Moreover,
the little mahogany chair in which she sat was on a
high platform inside the booth, so that all might be-
hold her. Dressed in a quaint old costume borrowed
from the chests in the Figurehead House, she rep-
resented "A Little Girl of Long Ago."
On a table beside her stood other borrowed treas-

ures from the Figurehead House-a doll bedstead
made by an old sea captain on one of his voyages.
Each of Its high posts was tipped with a white point,
carved from the bone of a whale. Wonderful little
patchwork quilts, a feather bed and tiny pillowsmade especially for the bed, were objects of interest
to everyone who crowded around the booth. Sowere the toys and dishes brought home from other
long cruises by the same old sea captain, who evi-
dcndy was an indulgent father and thought often
of the little daughter left behind in the home portA row of dolls dressed in fashions half a century oldwere also on exhibition.

^
2S8
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With unfailing politeness Georgina explained to

the curious summer people who thronged around
her, that they all belonged in the house where the
figurehead of Hope sat on the portico roof, and
were not for sale at any price.

Until to-day Georgina had been unconscious that
she possessed any unusual personal charms, except
her curls. Her attention had been called to them
from the time she was old enough to understand re-
marks people made about them as she passed along
the street. Their beauty would have been a great
pleasure to her if Tippy had not impressed upon her
the fact that looking in the mirror makes one vain,
and it's wicked to be vain. One way in which Tippy
guarded her against the sin of vanity was to men-
tion some of her bad points, such as her mouth being
a trifle too large, or her nose not quite so shapely as
her mother's, each time anyone unwisely called at-

tention to her "glorious hair."

Another way was to repeat a poem from a book
called "Songs for the Little Ones at Home," the
same book which had furnished the "Landing of the
Pilgrims" and "Try, Try Again." It began

:

"fVhat! Looking in the glass again?
Why's my silly child so vainf"

The disgust, the surprise, the scorn of Tippy's
voice when she repeated that was enough to make
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one hurry p..t a mirror in shamefaced embarr.,.-

"Beauty soon will fade away.
Your rosy cheeks must soon decay.
There's nothing lasting you mil find.Hut the treasures of the mind."

Rosy cheek, might not be lasting, but it was certamly pleasant to Georgina to hear them comnirminted so continually by passers-by. 80™"^™.^*;
remarks were addressed directly to herMy dear," said one enthusiastic admirer "if 7could o„l, buy you and put you in a goldTame, 'd

pa nt. Then she turned to a companion to add-Isn t she a love in that little poke bomiet withthe row of rose-buds inside the rim? I „Tv" !iwsnch exqu,s,te coloring or such gorgeous eyes "

6y the time the day was over she had heard the sentiment repeated so many times that she begaTto «-'

noffori
'"

'"i
"'^^'^ di'Wointed if It we"

ptatth^'"^
'™'" "^ ""' '^""^ ""ich ap!

.J"^!" l*^"^ «"' "" » ""' »"« of pleasureand enrKted her day. On the table Kcsid. he'r' unde"
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a glan case, to protect it from careless haraimg,
was a little blank book which contained the reomls
of the first sewing circle in Provincetown. The
book lay open, displaying a page of the minutes, and
a column of names of members, written in an ex-
quisitely fine and beautiful h»,d. The name of
Oeorgma s great-great grandmother was in that col-
umn. It gave her a feeling of being well born and
distinguished to be able to point it out.
The little book seemed to reinforce and empha«ze

toe claims of the monument and the silver porringer,le felt It was so nice to be beautiful and to belong-

?ir^ belonged from the beginning both to a firsi
iZTtmf and a first sewi^ circle.

Still another thing added to her contentment when-
ever the recollection of it came to her. Thfre was
no longer any secret looming up between her and
Barby like a drea^ul wall. Th« letter telling all
about the won^rful and exciting things which hadnapp«^ .n her absence was ^ready on its way to
Kentucky. It was not a letter to be proud of Itwas scrawled as fast as she could write it with a
pencil, and she knew perfectly well that a dozen
or more words were misspelled, but she couldn't
take time to correct them, or to think of easy words
to put m their places. But Barby wouldn't care.
i»h? would be so happy for Unde Darcy's sake and

X so interested m knowing that her own little daughter
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rif.1
*1^ *" importaM p,rt in finding the good newt

A. the cby wore on, Georgina, growine more andmore ..fsfied with herself and her lot, fekZt th«.wa, no one .n the whole world with wkom IwouW
a Z/ir' y°""''».*« last of the afte™oona group of people came in whom Georgina recoir

bTn'arthe'r"'
'"^, ?' '^"^ ^""- Th'^^"

aiem each time she passed them, because the chil

*Tr fX' "titr^'"*'^ i~imate" *:^
fro^ S. J !* •" "" » "»"' <>««' she knewfrom the way he dressed, and that he was on a loni

o^vS"" '""' '"^ -- -«* -<^^ ^
He had t grave, stern face, and when he ca»c into

manner made Georgina think of "Cas»|>ianca " »^other poem of Tippy's teaching:
'

"He stood
As born to rule the storm.
A creature of heroic blood,

A brave though form."

&A^l^f^'"j'" *' """'^ '•" ''" °« ""cause itd.d not «t m th,s case. "A brave and manlike fo™"
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would be better. She repeated the verse to herself
with this alteration.

When he spoke to his little daughter or she spoke
to him his expression changed so wonderfully that
Cieorgina watched him with deep interest. The old-
est boy was with them. He was about fourteen and
as tall as his mother. He was walking beside her
but every few steps he turned to say something to
the others and they seemed to be enjoying some
joke together. Somebody who knew them came up
as they reached the booth of "The Little Girl of
Long Ago," and introduced them to Georgina, so
she found out their names. It was Burrell. He

Bai'le*

^*P'*'"' ^"^ ^e children were Peggy and

As Georgina looked down at Peggy from the lit-
tle platform where she sat in the old mahogany chair
•he thought with a throb of satisfaction that she
was glad she didn't have to change places with that
homely little thing. Evidently, Peggy was just up
from a severe illness. Her hair had been cut so
«hort one could scarcely tell the color of it. She
was so thin and white that her eyes looked too large
for her face and her neck too slender for her head,
and the freckles which would scarcely hire shown
nad she been her usual rosy self, stood out like bie
brown spotches on her pallid little face. She limped
a tnfle too, as she walked.
With a satisfied consciousness of her own rote-
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leaf complexion, Georgina was almost patroniziiw
a.^ bent over the table to say graciously once mo«
a^fter counties, number of time., "no, that is not for

The next instant Peggy was swinging on her fath-er , arm «c a.mmg, "Oh, DadK,'.my.heart I See that

A most „ the same breath Bailey, jogging the Cap-ta,ns elbow on the other side, exclaimed, "Look,
Partner, that s a relic worth having "

,
Georgina listened, fascinated. To think of call-mg one-, father "Dad-o'-my-heart" or "Partner "

fve^ A?t b- t "" " ^'^ " '' *'y "*'«<' him,
even that big boy nearly grown. And a sort of

Dofe toll'
'"'"

*t^?»'"'» «y« e«h time tl.ey

rh^'^rrfi" *°'"^'" '^'^""« *'^ -'-^

listenld^Vh
'°"'"""' ""*" °"'' °~'«'"» " 'he

ached wiA I
"" '" '"'?*y 'P°' '" I'" heart thatached with longing—not for Barby, but for the

father whom ,he had never known in'lhi, ,weet inri!

^1,' ""LJ^" """^ "O" how it felt to be an or-phan What ,ati,faction was there in having
beautiful curl. If no big, kind hand ever pa,sed o7efthem in a fatherly cares, ,uch a, was passing overPe«gy Burrell's cIo,ely<lipped head? What pleas-

""^Z^l f" " •""'"« P'^P'' P"'« you if theysaid behind your back: '

"Oh, that's Justin Huntingdon's daughter. Don't
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you think a man would want to come home once ortwice m a hfet.me to such a lovely child as that?"Georgma had heard that very remark earlier in

"Oh, he has other fish to fry."
The l-emarks had not annoyed her especially at the«me. but they rankled now as she recalled themThey hurt until they took ill the ple.,ure and Ta't

faction out of her beautiful day, just as 4e sun 1mg under a cloud, leaves tfe world b«eft of "lll^

were time to go home.
Presently Captam Burrell, having mai ,herounds of the room, came back to Georgina. He«n, ed at her so warmly that she wondered that shIcould have thought his face was stem.

i;«l, „M ''l
"" •'?".'"'" "' ^°«°'- Huntingdon's

^hef'hear, %^ T* " ™"* *« "«' "Uh
about him. Where IS he now and how is he? You

^Aer He : 7^'"' T'"" '" ^°" distinguished

Pb« tha^Ilfft "I
'?""8'' ' ^'^" '» *' Philip,

mrh^hi
•"/"'.«"<'«1 "•«• I have reason to rei

The Bud, that rose to Georgina's face might nat-

but .t «„ only miserable embarrassment at not be^
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ing able to answer the Captain's questions. She
could not bear to confess that she knew nothing of
her father s whereabouts except the vague fact that
he was somewhere in the interior of China, and that
there had been no letter from him for months and
that she had not seen him for nearly four years.

Hfr—he was well the last time we heard from
nim, she managed to stammer. "But I haven't
heard anything lately. You know my mother isn't

f^ZT* I '
""'"/ '° ^'"""^'^y ^^""« '"y grand-

father Shirley was hurt in an accident."
Oh, I'm sorry to hear that," was the answer in

a cordial, sympathetic voice. "I hoped to have the
pleasure of meeting her and I wanted Mrs. Burrell
o know her, too. But I hope you'll come over to
the Inn and play with Peggy sometimes. We'll behere another week."

Georgina thanked him in her prettiest manner, but
she was relieved when he passed on, and she was
freed from the fear of any more embarrassing cues-
^ons about her father Yet her hand still dngled
with the friendliness of his good-bye clasp, and she
wished that she could know him better As Ihewatched him pass out of the door with Peggy hold-

tthXil^f^^^^^^

^^

j'How good it must seem to have a father like

Mrs. Triplett came up to her soon after. It was
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tin,, to close the Bazaar. The l..t probable cms-tomer had gone, and the ladies in charge of Aebooth, were beginning ,„ dismantle them' W,on. , chauffeur was waiting to take Georgina's Z-tume back to the Figurdiead House. * " ' ~-
She followed Mrs. Triplett obediently into anmprovsed dressing-room in the corner/behind

"

1™!™"?/"'^.'" ' ^"^ '"^ "'»•««» «» "bout to

Set '" °™ ''''*"• "*"" ^"- Triplet

"For pity sakes I Those gold beads I"

h.?r'?n'''
*""'',""« "P to the string of gold

ro^!. T "^""^J"'
""•'• '^'y «'»° "ere bor-rowed from Mrs. Tupman of the Figurehead House.

i was gomg to ask Mrs. Tupman to take themhome herself." said Mrs. Triplett. "but sh.tftearher than I thought she would, and I had no chanceto say anythmg about them. We oughtn't to tmstanythmg as valuable as gold beads th^t "re « Lrirloom to any outsider, no matter how honest "Symight be lost. Suppose you just «,«r them hometo her. Do you feel like doing that? And keTpthem on your neck till she unclasp, them with herown hand,. Don't leave Aem with a ,e^a« '
Georg,na, tired of sitting all day in the booth, was

s X o dock, but the sun was still high. As she wentalong, jostled off the narrow sidewalk and back onto .t agam every few step, by the good-natured crowd
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which twarmed the streets at this hour, she could
smell supper cooking in the houses along the way.
It would be delayed in many homes because the tide
was in and people were running down the beach
from the various cottages for a dip into the sea.
Some carried their bathing suits in bundles, some
wore them under raincoats or dressing gowns, and
some walked boldly along> bare-tirmed and bare-
legged in the suits themselves.

It was a gay scene, with touches of color in every
direction. Vivid green grass in all the door-yards,
masses of roses and hollyhocks and clematis against
the clean white of the houses. Color of every shade
in the caps and sweaters and bathing suits and float-
ing motor veils and parasols, jolly laughter every-
where, and friendly voices calling back and forth
across the street. It was a holiday town full of
happy holiday people.

Georgina, skipping along through the midst of it,

added another pretty touch of color to the scene, with
her blue ribbons and hat with the forget-me-nots
around it, but if her thoughts could have been seen,
they would have showed a sober drab. The meeting
with Captain Burrell had left her -if pressed and
unhappy. The thought uppermost in ii:r mind was
why should there be such a difference in fathers?
Why should Peggy Burrell have such an adorable
one, and she be left to feel like an orphar, ?

When she reached the Figurehead House she was
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told that Mri. Tupmtn had iteppcd out to a neigh-
bor . for a few minutes but would be right back.

family, but hav,„g been told to deliver them into
the hands of the owner only, she sat down in the
•wing m the yard to wait.

From where she sat she could look up at the
figurehead over the portico. It was the best oppor-
tunity she had ever had for studying it closely. Al-ways before she had been limited to the few seconds
that were hers in walking or driving by. Now shecodd sit and gaze at it intently as she pleased.

1 He fact that it was weather-stained and dark as
an Indian with the paint worn off its face in patches,
only enhanced its interest in her eyes. It seemed
to bear the scars of one who has suffered and come
up tfirough great tribulation. No matter how bat-
tered this Lady of Mystery was in appearance, to

wreath, still facing the future with head held high,
the symbol of all those, who having ships at sea

::Z::i:oTJ::
''''' '^-^^-^^-^^-^ -^^ ^-^^

Only an old wooden image, but out of a past of
shipwreck and storm its message survived and insome subtle manner found its way into the heart of
*Jcorgina.

"And I'll do it, too," she resolved valiantly, look-mg up at It. "I'm going to hope so hard that he'll
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be the way I want him to be, that he'll just hwe to.
And if he isn't—then I'll just steer straight onward
as if I didn't mind it, so Barby'll never know how
disappointed I am. Barby must never know that."
A few minutes later, the gold beads being deliv-

ered into Mrs. Tupman's own hands, Georgina took
her way homeward, considerably lighter of heart,
for those moments of reHection in the swing. As
she passed the antique shop a great gray cat on the
door-step, rose and stretched itself.

"Nice kitty!" she said, stopping to smooth the
thick fur which stood up as he arched his back.

It was "Grandpa," to whose taste for fish she
owed her prism and the bit of philosophy which was
to brighten not onh ;ier own life but all those which
touched hers. But she passed on, unconscious of her
debt to him.

When she reached the Gray Inn she walked more
slowly, for on the beach back of it she saw several
people whom she recognized. Captain Burrell was
m the water with Peggy and Bailey and half a dozen
other children from the Inn. They were all splash-
mg and laughing. They seemed to be having some
sort of a game. She stood a moment wishing that
she had on her bathing suit and was down in the
water with them. She could swim better than any
of the children there. But she hadn't been in the
sea since Barby left.- Tnat was one of the things
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she promised in their dark hour of parting, not to
go in while Barby was gone.

While she stood there, Mrs. Burrell came out on
the piazza of the Inn, followed by the colored nurse
with the baby who was just learning to walk. The
Captain, seeing them, threw up his hand to signal
them. Mrs. Burrell fluttered her handkerchief in
reply.

Georgina watched the group in the water a mo-
ment longer, then turned and walked slowly on. She
felt that if she could do it without having to give up
Barby, she'd be willing to change places with Peggy
Burrell. She'd take her homely little pale, freckled
face, straight hair and—yes, even her limp, for the
right to cling to that strong protecting shoulder as
Peggy was doing there in the water, and to whisper
in his ear, "Dad-o-my-heart."



CHAPTER XXV

A LETTER TO HONG-KONG

'T'HERE are some subjects one hesitates to dis-
cuss w.th one's family. It is easier to seek

mfonnation from strangers or servants, who do not

!?,,;• ^?
""«''«'' " yo" with the disconcerting

question, "But why do you ask?"
It was with the half.formed resolution of leadine

could, that Georgma wandered down the beach nextmornrng to a little pavilion near the Gray I„„ Iwas occupied by Peggy Burrell, her baby brother" andthe colored nurse Melindy.
Georgina sorely wanting companionship now thatRichard and Captain Kidd were off on their yacht!

»;g tnp, was thankful that Mrs. Triplett had metCaptam Burrell the day before at the Bazaar, Tnd

to h T'i'"i^ ''™ *" '^'-^S'"* '"d P'm oughtto be fnends because their fathers were. OAerwfsethe occupant, of the pavilion would hav.Te^

plof h?r
""'"•"'"' P''^"" *"'"« °«-<'«

*"
paie ot her acquaintance.

Peggy welcomed her joyfully. She wasn't strongenough yet to go o« on = whole morning's fishinftap wth brother and Daddy, she told Geofgina, andher mother was playing bridge on the hotel p^L^^Peggy was a little thing, only eight, and Georgina
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not knowing what to do to entertain her, resurrected

an old play that she had not thought of for several

summers. She built Grandfather Shirley's house in

the sand.

It took so long to find the right kind of shells

with which to make the lanterns for the gate-posts,

and to gather the twigs of bayberry and beach plum
for the avenues (she had to go into the dunes for

them), that the question she was intending to ask

Melindy slipped from her mind for a while. It

came back to her, however, as she scooped a place

in the wall of pebbles and wet sand which stood for

the fence.

"Here's the place where the postman drops the

mail."

Then she looked up at Melindy, the question on
the tip of her tongue. But Peggy, on her knees, was
watching her so intently that she seemed to be look-

ing straight into her mouth every time it opened,

and her courage failed her. Instead of saying what
she had started to say, she exclaimed

:

"Here's the hole in the fence where the little pigs

squeezed through." Then she told the story that

went with this part of the game. When it was time

to put in the bee-hives, however, and Peggy volun-

teered to look up and down the beach for tb" right

kind of a pebble to set the bee-hives on, Georgina
took advantage of the moment alone with Melindy.

There wasn't time to lead up to the question prop-
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o/-cour,e Zc gIT """ ' """'• "««"
blood w« :u%°rh.rr.r,r.\r *-

face. Then .h/blfS:'" '" "*^'' '"' "^^ <"
How often do husband, write to wive,'"

«a»Gtr«i„fhrtht'" °',*'' - "•«^^-

wer^^'. ret;;;Tw]:^,jjf-: ">« ^-^
to them to write An' TVv i • "• ^* """ "»y
iad.-- 'ett'Ih ev1;lSra,T """ "'''- '^^

-on/^ml-oTtot: t\ot:ther^""'
'" ^ '-«•

dreadfully busv lit. r- . „ " """"T- '"d «
on his shi^."

'^' ° ^"P'"" «"«» '» when he's

Mdindy gave a short laugh. "Huh 1 1.

»

you, honey, when a man a,^« to wrtl^
'"

to write, busy or no busy " """ *" ^ ««""«

-sweT "Mother' 'T' r'^'-^ Melindy-s

Sometime, ev ^7Z^ " ^AnV^b'"?'!.
'"^•

no lener for ovTr four^^ """' ^"'"' ''»'' ^ad
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Something happened that afternoon which had

never happened before in all Georgina's experience.
She was taken to the Gray Inn to call. Mrs. Trip-
lett, dressed in her new black summer suk, took her

As long as Barbara isn't here to pay some at-
tention to that Mrs. Burrcll." Tippy said to Belle,

It seems to me it's my place as next of kin. The
Captain couldn't get done saying nice things about
Justin."

Evidently, she approved of both Mrs. Burrell and
i'eggy, for when each begged that Georgina be al-
lowed to stay to supper she graciously gave per-
mission.

"Peggy has taken the wildest fancy to you, dear "
Mrs. Burrell said in an aside to Georgina. "You
gave her a beautiful morning on the beach. The
poor little thing has suffered so much with her lame
knee, that we are grateful to anyone who makes her
forget all that she has gone through. It's only last
week that she could have the brace taken off. She
hasn t been able to run and play like other children
for two years, but we're hoping she may outgrow the
trouble in time."

The dining-room of the Gray Inn overlooked the
sea, and was so close to the water one had the feel-
ing of being in a boat, when looking out of its win-
dows. There were two South American transports
in the harbor. Some of the officers had come ashore
and were dining with friends at the Gray Inn. Af-
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" gay outsid/fk!
"''• '' »«med almost

Burrell were outside also n. ^'P*?'" «"d Mrs.

'he piazza, near he raL ^!I-
'"""' ''°«"

officer, whi was not d nd^f tc? '^ ""t
"' ""

I can understand a r«l < ^ " ' '" ^'' " '»«'l?

we livedt Soul A ' - - '
"^ '""""

join him wheneverlT « I
^^'1' '*'' >""• We

Officer, ctart;^-:X"le^'X''\",'
dien of the navy have to Im™ f« k '^i

'
'^'"'•

I love going t7new p ace? H "^'Y «^P""-
can your fafher speYr " """'' '""eu'8«

woSrs;*j;x"ntt' "rt""' '"* *« ">«

little of her fa her that 1° If *" '^"^'^ »"

wassavedthemo^ifitZ':;"";^^.:,^" '''

by_the music striking up again att 'mometr''"'^n, I can plav that!" cK- » i
•

"^^"^-

the dance of the tir nt^ a. Wt • T^ :

."'"''"''

.thing?" ^^" ' *' a weird sort of

:i:



A Letter to Hong-Kong 2-7
The air of absorbed Interest with which Georgina

turned to hsten to the music made Peggy forget her
question, and listen in the same way^ She wanted
to do evcrythmg m the same way that Georgina did
It, and from that moment that piece of music held
n)ecul charm for her because Georgina called it

mI^V'^n'"'' ^?''^'"' «^"""^ '^^^^ ^e piazza
Mrs. Burre 1 was alone. In her dimly-lighted cor-
ner, she looked like one of the pretty summer girls
one sees sometimes on a magazine cover. She was
all in white with a pale blue wrap of some kind about
her that was so soft and fleecy it looked like a pale
blue cloud Georgina found herself looking down
that way often, with admiring glances. She happened
to have her eyes turned that way when the Captaincame back and stood beside her chair. The bluewrap had slipped from her shoulders without her
notice and he stooped and picked it up. Then hedrew the soft, warm thing up around her. and bend-
mg^over, laid his cheek for just an instant against

It was such a fleeting little caress that no one saw
It but Georgina. and she turned her eyes away in-

glad that she had seen, because of the warm glow
jt sent through her. She couldn't tell why. but some-how the world seemed a happier sort of place for
everybody because such things happened in it
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0.1 painting of her father at Ae a« of I
«"

and .eard^inX '^^
''"''"'' " " '""8

oid?hr;;a;rftun;'"'Tr''""'
"" """' °«

-

of her father in Z' n 7" ""*"' ?'<*>««

School da,, and onl t-*
'""" "''* •"'» H'gh

...dent,,^d on; :S'X^? "T*^
""*"'

assistant ,„rgeon of tie „5 nZToIT "^ '"

responded with her dim memory ^/h m '"" "'"

b.fl!::t%ranSi"'r^''r'"' -'•"-''

'Wc Silver frame.'"t^*:,K a"- i>
!
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position and had been carefully colored, so that she
knew accurately every detail of the drtss uniform
of a naval surgeon from the stripes of g.>d lace and
maroon velvet on the sleeves, to th eagL on the belt
buckle and the sword knot dangling over the scab-
bard. There were various medals pinned on his
breast which had always interested her.

But this morning it was not the uniform or the
decorations which claimed her attention. It was the
face Itself. She was Ic oking for something in the
depths of those serious dark eyes, that she had s^^n
in Captain Burrell's when he looked at Peggy; some-
thing more than a smile, something that made his
whole face light up till you felt warm and happy just
to look at him. She wondered if the closely-set
lips she was studying could curve into a welcoming
smile if anybody ran to meet him with happy out-
stretched arms. But the picture was baffling and dis-
appointing, because it was a profile view.

Presently, she picked it up and carried it to her
own room, placing it on the table where she always
sat to write. She had screwed up her courage at
last, to the point of writing the letter which long
ago she had decided ought to be written by some-
uody.

Once Barby said, "When you can't think of any-
*^mg to put in a letter, look at the person's picture
and pretend you're talking to it." Georgina fol-
lowed that advice now. But one cannot talk en-
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Suddenly, her resentment flamed hot against this

latner. She thought bitterly that he had nr. k •

the «hp»#. «r ^ ^'** glanced down at

sheet of paoer th^ »r„..
^''- ' """8 » clean

"Dear S^r Th '" "">" P«in»takingly:

Tk r ""' "« 'wo reesons "

outof"
,.^™' linking a moment she put her headout of the wmdow and called softly down to bX

s'; Zt"r-"^V' i"
"o-"- s" °"" d sot;

wntmg to your mother'"
*" ''°"

B.lle spelled the word for her, and taking another
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ltl\uAT' ^'°*>'"* '"*^'= ^ ^"-'^ »'«rt. Thi.

Ta v^^T ''""*'* °^" '^' »P«"in8. but scrib.

totl"5 "''
°"u""'^

*" ^*^^' -" cf^wding upto be said was on the paper.
"^

this. One IS about your wife. Cousin Mehitablesay. something i, eating her heart out, and I thoughtyou ought to know. Maybe as you can cur. so many
strange diseeses you can do something for her. The

JZnt-A ""''/,"" "' """ of y" «« look,ing oS sideways, and I can't feel as well acquainted
with you as if I could look into your ey.s!^

There is a lovely father staying at the Gray Inn.He IS Peggy Burreir,. He is a naval officer! to"
It makes me feel like an orfan when I see him going

tell h.m all about where you are and what you are

shi7'» hT" y°Y''"d him once on a hospital
Ship, ai:d I was ashamed to tell him that I didn'tknow because Barby ha, not had a letter from youfor over four months. Please don't let on to her
that I wrote this. She doesn't know that I wasunder the bed when Cousin Mehitable was talkineabout you, and saying that everybody thinks it i!
queer you never come home. If you can do onlyone of the things I asked, please do the first oneYours truly, Georgina Huntingdon."
Having blotted the letter, Georgina read it over
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dow again to Belle:
"'"'

"*f°'"|°yo<'»peU diseases?"

be writing about?"
^*°" *"'""' '"n ?<»

She^'^uTn'ottrkheloT ';r'
"'*°'« "'»-"•>«•

n u XT ^'"^^ Ones at Home " rall*.r? "xuOrphan Nosegay Girl"
^"^

w\Tlotd"rtntedtd"""''':°'"'"' «'-
one was scratched r'alkretrrVVr'''''"'''

eTd o*rtnttr°"r™" - ''"= ^°"

she shou d rke a raT'f
'' ""'^^ ''"""*"8 ^^at

-d. an cndTeL'tatkt ;::;;T.P^J- '5 "-"^
end, that she finally deci^d Vj T '"«•!"'">« '<•

,

Addressed, staJ^er^n^selTt'l" '*

T"'-

she had a moment of panic if „,. " „ ^'"="

on its way to Hon» kIT j ??
'""""y "»rt«d

could stop' ?°orSgXk "ShJ'"* ;; """i
p°-"

hadn't done "actly'tie^
5^^„7,tdl

^ '^e

bad matter worse.
^' '"^^^^ ^



CHAPTER XXVI

PEGGY JOIWS THE RAINBOW-MAKERS

QNLY one more thing happened before Barby's

tn en 'Jlu " ''°'^ recording. Georgina went
^ spend the way at the Gray Inn. Captain Burrell
himself, came to ask her. Peggy had to be put back
into her brace again he said. He was afraid it had

\n^Z/I u
"'°'"'"«^' "'"'^ ^"^'" *»»an they hadntended, because it w. necessary for her phylician

have to 1?^T' '1' ^"'^^ P'°^^^^^ ^^^ «^^ ^oulS

dfdnV ^\^ ^

'^ '^' ^^"•^^""'n for a while. Shedidn t want to leave Provincetown, because she didnot want to go away from Georgina.
You have no idea how she admires you," theCaptain added, ''or how she tries to copy you Herdream of perfect happiness is to look and act justlike you. Yesterday she made her mother tie aC

you passed by wearing one on your curls. You cancheer her up more than anyone else in the world."

d.nV'^
?'^'"'' '°"«'^'^ ^°'^ ^y '^^ Captain's evi-dent distress over Peggy's returning lameness, and
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Peggy's fondness for her, went cladlv Tl.- t 1

edge that everything she «id nd did waT admirel"

waiched hHi- r ? T I"" ''"« <""T '™e she

wo^Id r?,n'
'"^^'}'" '""8 to do something thatwodd really ease the burden of such a misfortune

^ieti;:^r^:o'^t'cT''lmo''^' h'''''
'° ""

ot^thrS^"---^-^
gra«f""aTe^'V r'""'"''"

^'8*^ "P'-ned

fhat when he mad 7 ".'"" ""^ ' wooden-headtnat wnen he made doughnuts they turned irreenHe s got one in his hand that he's about to fmto the sea." "" '° "'""e

"Oh horrors I No!" exclaimed Georgina, as scan

atronVo^hti^i;:-''"'""^""''™^^

"lst;XTarhS"en?d;'"<''''^"---
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JJlZr •'!'""' ^?»'' ^""^ "'* wondering

small on the postal to be very distinct. Anythingtf.at Georgma respected and admired so dV«,lTPeggy wanted to respect and admire in the sTm:

W f, 1 ^"^f"»
"'^ 'n that wooden figure to make

way ai r;ea T^t" '°,*''*'"« °* i^'" B""'/way as a sea-cook with a doughnut, it was haM f„
switch around to a point of vi!w thai sL" ed f «
hlboneforr*' r '" ""<'""»'' how it c^uldhelp one to be brave about anything.

Something of her bewildermem) crept into the

zua aerself. It was hard to explain to a child two

shi'Inswrred ""t.™",'«""«
""^ «« -y Pri»m."sue answered Then I can show you right awal

Before Peggy could protest ihat she would ratherhave her question unanswered than be kft S^e
asSr'lf r' ™""'"« "P *« beaS; as f^S

we?e a rid ifth °".~"m '""^ "•«•• ^er cheekswere as red as the coral necklace she wore, when shecame back breathless from her flying trip.

' '^^

There followed a few moment of rapture forPeggy, when the beautiful crystal pendant wa^acSm her own hands, and she looked through it tolo a



286 Gcorgina of the Rainbows

world transformed by the magic of its coloring.
She saw the room changed in a twinkling, as when
a fairy wand transforms a mantle of homespun to
cloth-of-gold. Through the open window she saw
an enchanted harbor filled with a fleet of rainbows.
Every sail was outlined with one, every mast edged
with lines of red and gold and blue. And while she
looked, and at the same time listened, Georgina's
explanation caught some of the same glamor, and
sank deep into her tender little heart.

That was the way that she could change the world
for people she loved—put a rainbow around their
troubles by being so cheery and hopeful that every-
thing wo '^ be brighter just because she was there.
To keep iljpe at the prow simply meant that she
mustn't get discouraged about her knee. No mat-
ter how much it hurt her or the brace bothered her,
she must bear up and steer right on. To do that
bravely, without any fretting, was the surest way in

the world to put a rainbow around her father's
troubles.

Thus Georgina mixed her "line to live by" and her
prism philosophy, but it was clear enough to the
child who listened with heart as well as ears. And
clear enough to the man who sat just outside the
open window on the upper porch, with his pipe, lis-

tening also as he gazed off to sea.

"The poor little lamb," he said to himself. "To

'^
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think of that baby trying to bear up and be brave on
my account I It breaks me all up."
A few minutes later as he started across the hall,

Peggy, seemg him pass her door, called to him.
"Oh, Daddy I Come look through this wonder-

ful fairy glass. YouUl think the whole world is be-
witched."

She was lying back in a long steamer chair, and im-
patient to reach him, she started to climb out as he
entered the room. But she had not grown accus-
tomed to the brace again, and she stumbled clumsily
on account of it. He caught her just in time to save
her from falling, but the prism, the shining crystal
pendant, dropped from her hands and struck the
rocker of a chair in its fall to the floor.

She gave a frightened cry, and stood holding her
breath while Georgina stooped and picked it up
It was in two pieces now. The long, radiant point,
cut in many facets like a diamond, was broken off.

Georgina, pale and trembling at this sudden de-
struction of her greatest treasure, turned her back,
and for one horrible moment it was all she could do
to keep from bursting out crying. Peggy, seeing her
turn away and realizing all that her awkwardness
was costing Georgina, buried her face on her father's
shoulder and went into such a wild paroxysm of sob-
bing and crying that all his comforting failed to com-
fort her.
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"Oh, I wish I'd died first," she wailed. "She'll

never love me again. She said it was her most pre-
cious treasure, and now I've broken it "

,. ""^t^*-*'
;here, there," soothed the Captain, pat-

ting the thm little arm reached up to cling around
Ills neck. Georgma knows it was an accident. She's
gomg to forgive my poor little Peggykins for what
she couldn't help. She doesn't mind its being broken
as much as you think."

He looked across at Georgina, appealingly, help-
lessly. Peggy s grief was so uncontrollable he was
growing alarmed. Georgina wanted to cry out:

Oh,I</<7mindI How can you say that? I can't
stand rt to have my beautiful, beautiful prism
ruined I"

'^

She was only a little girl herself, with no comfort-
ing shoulder to run to. But something came to her
help just then. She remembered the old silver por-
ringer with its tall, slim-looped letters. She remem-
bered there were some things she could not do. She
had to be brave now, because her name had been
written around that shining rim through so many
brave generations. She could not deepen the hurt of
this poor little thing already nearly frantic over what
she had done. Tippy's early lessons carried her
gaUantly through now. She ran across the room to
where Peggy sat on her father's knee, and put an
arm around her.

"Listen, Peggy," she said brightly. "There's a
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piece of prism for each of us now. Isn't that nice?
You take one and I'll keep the other, and that will
make you a member of our club. We call it the
Rainbow Club, and we're running a race seeing who
can make the most bright spots in the world, by mak-
ing people happy. There's just four members in it

so far; Richard and me and the president of the
bank and Mr. Locke, the artist, who made the pic-
tures in your blue and gold fairy-tale book. And
you can be the fifth. But you'll have to begin this
minute by stopping your crying, or you can't belong.
What did I tell you about fretting?"

And Peggy stopped. Not instantly, she couldn't
do that after such a hard spell. The big sobs kept
jerking her for a few minutes no matter how hard
she tried to stiffle them; but she sat up and let her
father wipe her face on his big handkerchief, and
she smiled her bravest, to show that she was worthy
of membership in the new club.

The Captain suddenly drew Georgina to his other
knee and kissed her.

« r^°"
blessed little rainbow maker 1" he exclaimed.

"I'd like to join your club myself. What a happy
world this would be if everybody belonged to it."

Peggy clasped her hands together beseechingly.
"Oh, please let him belong, Georgina. I'll lend

him my piece of prism half the time."
"Of course he can," consented Georgina. "But he

can belong without having a prism. Grown people
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don't need wything to help them remember aboutmakmg good times in the world."

inllT^^'u '^'^ '^' ^'P'*'"' " '^ ^« ^"« talk-
ing to himself Georgina. looking at him shyly from
the wmcr of her eye. wondered what it was he won-

QK^V""!*. *^T*^ '"PP^*" ^'"^^ ^*»«" 8he went home.
She had kept the upper half of the prism which had
tile hole m .t. and it dangled from her neck on thepmk ribbon as she walked.

"If only Barby could have seen it first," she
mourned. "I wouldn't mind it so much. But she'll
never know how beautiful it was."

But every time that thought came to her it was
followed by a recollection which made her tingle
with happiness It was the Captain's deep voice say-
ing tenderly. "You blessed little rainbow-maker I"

I
I



CHAPTER XXVII

A MODERN ST. GEORGE AND THE DRAGON"

"DARBY was at home again. Gcorgina, hearing
-*-* the jangle of a bell, ran down the street to meet
the old Towncricr with the news. She knew now,
how he felt when he wanted to go through the town
ringing his bell and calling out the good tidings
about his Danny to all the world. That's the way
she felt her mother's home-coming ought to be pro-
claimed. It was such a joyful thing to have her back
again.

And Grandfather Shirley wasn't going to be blind,
Gcorgina confided in her next breath. The sight of
both eyes would be all right in time. They were so
thankful about that. And Barby had brought her
the darlingest little pink silk parasol ever made or
dreamed of, all the way from Louisville, and some
beaten biscuit and a comb of honey from the bee-
hives in her old home garden.

It was wonderful how much news Gcorgina man-
aged to crowd into the short time that it took to
walk back to the gate. The Burrells had left town
and Belle had gone home, and Richard had sent her
a postal card from Bar Harbor with a snapshot of
himself and Captain Kidd on it. And—she low-

291
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tell' heVt/JSlM';:
•'°"' '*•""''' "•"« "'d I "iehtWMier

_./ d,. d prom..e not to let it get back 'o Mr.

Thejr had reached the house by thli tim, ,„j

Sr'T i^'u"!™
'" *" """^ ''l.o ro.e to wSJ:^

M-^'"'
'"'•'' '""* outstretched.

Oh, Uncle Darcy," .he exclaimed. "I know-and I m „ gUj. And Justin will be, too. iTent

knew he d be so interested, and it can do no harm

Ch!n.!^ ^°"' """' o" *«« » «*' '«-°r
™

-hSr'f"u 7" '""*''* •«n«n>l>ering the letter

h«t/h "' T, '" *' '"""" of CWna. Sure yher father wouldn't send that back to Barbvl Such.pamc seized her at the bare possibilityof ,„S^t*.ng. that she did not hear Unde DaW. «tly

^merc^'t^te:' T.*""? """"' "^ ''^'''^^
Mn/d rt. i ? / ^'"" '^' """'^ "hat had hap-pened the «rst few moments of Barby's return .-^^wondered what made her think of it

^

to w/Jk'ov!rt„l°"M"""'^
'"'°'*« •""«• ""lu waiK over to the old secretary wher^ th» «,-•!

was always laid, and look to see ?f a^Xet werewaitmg there for her. And that wa.l^fo e
,"!

tLV"' 'T"' '° *="'« °f her veil or glove.There were three which had arrived that mo Ig



A Modem "St. George and the Dragon" 293
but .he only glanced at them and totted them atide.
Ihe one the wanted watn't there. Georgina had
turned away and pretended that the watn't watch-
ing, but the was, and for a moment she felt that
the sun had gone behind a cloud, Barby looked
to disappomted.

But it was only for a moment, for Barby im-
mediately began to tell about an amusing experience
the had had on her way home, and ttarted upttairs
to take off her hat, with Georgina tagging after to
ask a thousand questions, just at the had been taxr-
g«ng ever tmce.

And later she had thrown her armt around her
mother, exclaiming as she held her fast, "You haven't
changed a single bit, Barby," and Barby answered
gaily:

T?*«^^ T ^'^^^^ ^"'"f» •" a few short
weeks? White hair and spectacles?"

"But it doesn't seem like a few short weeks,"
sighed Georgina. "It seems as if years full of things
had happened, and that I'm as old as you are

"

Now as Uncle Darcy recounted some of these
happenings, and Barby realized how many strange
experiences Georgina had lived through during her
absence, how many new acquaintances she had made
and how much she had been allowed to go about
by herself, she understood why the child felt so
much older. She understood still better that night
as she sat brushing Georgina's curls. The little girl
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grownmp world whoR .,yi„g, ,„d ^i^'^f.wj^ «, puzzling ,„ litti. h.,S.
"'"«• •« •'

B«rby, ihe iiked hetiutingly, "wine do ota

"A shrug can stand for almost anythlne " an

But why do you ask, dear? Tell mc how the ex-pression was used, and I can explain better'^Wow Georgina could not understand why she had

her m,„d all evening, but every time it reached the

o^nV?!,- ? J^^" '^ "C'ncd to say itself. Having

to a an oldf
""^' "°^ ligHtly'change the lb'm as an older person might have done. Barbvwas waitmg for an answer Ti- ra«,- • ^

halting but truthful.
""" '" ' '"°'"""'

"TTiat day I was at the Bazaar, you know andeverybody wa, ,ayi„g how nice I lookerdTes^d

il : !!
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«P like . little girl of long igo, I heard Mr. Whit.

rr'AuM"*'? '^".V" »"' -W .h"„k
*

'

orXi- rrf^";?
"'"" ""• 'o «""« •">">« onceor twice m t lifetime to .ee me; and Mi„ Minni..hryaed her .houlder., thi, way, and ..id:

un, he ha. other lidi to fry '
"

«acS, wh'JlTI"' t'^"^'.
*" ^""^ »"der.tood

'J ''\'1."«.''« '» *« wondering child.

ermg Georg.na'. curl, into one hand, turned herhead .o that d,e could look into the t^ubled lirtle

"Tell me. Baby," she demanded. "Have youheard anyone el.e .ay thing, like that?"

««;,?;
""'""' ^^--e'"'. "Mveral time.. Andye.terday a woman who came into the balcery whileI wa. gettmg the roll, Tippy ..« „. for, aid me

i .aidVe. r' ^T""*"""'
""'' «'''• And wh"n

"AnA .
j-^'' "" "''"' "' "" "n-'ng home."And what did you say?"

cialllJ^'nY""""*^
'•"

"l'^."''
""y "8'" *° "k. 'P«-

doe» t h ^ •''t ""^' '"'• I"'"'"" '""nd. Shedoe.n t belong m th., town, anyhow. She', only onlof the summer boarder.. So I drew mv.elf , n ,hway th. Duchess alway, did in tI.TIT.^Romney Tower.' Don't you rememberTand I
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said, 'It will probably be some time, Madam.' Then
I took up my bag of hot rolls and marched out; I

think that word Madam always sounds so freezing,

when you say it the way the Duchess was always do-

ing."

"Oh, you ridiculous baby I" exclaimed Barby,

clasping her close and kissing her again and again.

Then seeing the trouble still lingering in the big

brown eyes, she took the little face between her hands
and looked into it long and intently, as if reading

her thoughts.

"Georgina," she said presently, "I understand
now, what is the matter. You're wondering the same
thing about your father that these busybodies are.

It's my fault though. I took it for granted that

you understood about his long absence. I never
dreamed that it was hurting you in any way."

Georgina hid her face in Barby's lap, her silence

proof enough that her mother had guessed aright.

For a moment or two Barby's hand strayed caress-

ingly over the bowed head. Then she said

:

"I wonder if you remember this old story I used
to tell you, beginning, *St. George of Merry Eng-
land was the youngest and the bravest of the seven
champions of Christendom. Clad in bright armor
with his magic sword Ascalon by his side, he used
to travel on his war horse* in far countries in search
of adventure.' Do you remember that?"

Georgina nodded yes without raising her head.
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"Then you remember he came to a beach where

the Pnncess Saba called to him to flee, because theDragon, the most terrible monster ever seen on
earth, was about to come up out of the sea and de-
stroy the aty. Every year it came up to do this,and only the sacrifice of a beautiful maiden couldstop It from destroying the people.
"But undismayed, Saint George refused to flee.He stayed on and fought die dragon, and wounded

It, and bound it with the maiden's sash and led it
into the market place where it was finally killed.And the people were forever freed from the terrible
monster^^because of his prowess. Do you remember

Again Georgina nodded. She knew the story well.Every Christmas as far back as she could remem-
ber she had eaten her bit of plum pudding from a
certain rare old blue plate, on which was the pic-
ture of Saint George, the dragon and the Princess.

'

Nowadays Barby went on, "because men do notnde around 'clad in bright armor,' doing knightly
deeds people do not recognize them as knights. But
your father IS doing something that is just as greatand just as brave as any of die deeds of any knightwho ever drew a sword. Over in foreign ports
where he has been stadoned, is a strange disease
which seems to rise out of the marshes every year,
just as the dragon did, and direaten the health and
the hves of the people. It is especially bad on ship-
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board, and it is really harder to fight than a real
dragon would be, because it is an invisible foe, a

crobT'
'°"'" ^'""'' °^ ^ ''"y' ""'"" '"•

'Tour father has watched it, year after year, at-
tacking not only the sailors of foreign navies but
our own men, when they have to live in those ports,
and he made up his mind to go on a quest for this
invisible monster, and kill it if possible. It is su-*-
a very important quest that the Government wa.
glad to grant him a year's leave of absence from the
service.

"He was about to come home to see us first, when
he met an old friend, a very wealthy Englishman,
who has spent the greater part of his life collecting
rare plants and studying their habits. He has writ-
ten several valuable books on Botany, and the last
ten years he has been especially interested in the
plants of China. He was getting ready to go to the
very places that your father was planning to visit,
and he had with him an interpreter and a young
American assistant. When he invited your father to
join him It was an opportunity too great to be re-
fused. This Mr. Bowles is familiar with the coun-
try and the people, even speaks the language him-
self a little He had letters to many of the high
officials, and could be of the greatest assistance to
your father in many ways, even though he did not
stay with the party. He could always be in com-
munication with it.



A Modern "St. George and the Dragon" 299

fnt, -fu [ ' """ »"'* '" •>««" for himselfto be with such companions.
"I am not uneasy about him, knowing he hasfriends w,^m call in case of sickness and'lccMentand he wU probably be able to accomplish hi pur!pose more qu.ckly with the help they will be ble t^g|ve. You know he has to go off into aU sorts ofd,rty, uncomfortable places, risk his own healtTand

1 ^'A" u"""'<^
"" "* »"'' »ff"ing where he

"The whole year may be spent in a vain searchw,th nothmg to show for it at the end, and even ifhe .s successful and finds the cause of this strange ilU

fsW \T"^^' ^'' """y '"'"d will be thfsat-sfacfon of knowing he has done something to re-.eve the suffering of his fellow-creatures. VeoplJ

he were rescuing one person from a burning house

W, •; -n r
''° * I'""""'! times more good

ojp^r '"' *' "''"'^ -^ ^'- *' -'*

"If there were a war, people would not expect himto come home. We are giving him up to his'count^now just as truly as if he were in the midst of battl7A soldier's wife and a soldier's daughter-it is heproof of our love and loyalty, GeorJnTto belr hi!

I

I
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long absence cheerfully, „o matter how hard that isto do; to be proud that he can serve his count^ f

airctrTJ^'
^^"^ ^^ ''-'''' -'~^o'

,

Barby's eye, were wet but there was a starry li^htn them as ,he lifted Georgina', head andS ht
1 wo httle am,, were thrown impulsively around her

tha^btVo^rVr*""! i,'"^
'°

'"'P *" ^ *^"'« know »"that before! I didn't understand, and I felt realugly about .t when I heard peopl^ whispering and

-wh!„ rsf'dt'
•"' *'"'' '°^' "' "V "O" Andwhen I ,aid my prayer, at bedtime-I didn't sine

yorel^gt".'*""^ "''"•-'"«'-'«'>'-'"'

W^hy didn't you write and tell mother about it?"
1 didn t want to make you feel bad. I was afraidfrom what Cousin MehitahU coJ^ f

^r, ^;. T • J
ivienitable said you were go neto dte. I worried and worried over it Oh 1 hJ

the miserablest time I"
' ^ '"^'^

Ho^r.^^*"
^"' interrupted her. "But you'll neverdo that way again. Georgina. Promise me that nomatter what happens you'll come straight to meand have It set right." 8 ^

i" me

The promise was given, with what remorse andr ^rTheT r^^.^-^ G-rgina, recalling

"Dear sTr''R ..''""'?' .^'^'""'"^ ^'''^ ^ ^^-^

thih- u u-
"^*° ^"'*'^y ^^erself, she asked afterthe hair-brush.ng had begun again

:
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tore thi,, „I'm"
""""'"""8 •'"gons b^

"No, but I thought you understood that, too He44, t come back her. to the Cape because he°e w"

him to lea.e h.m. The Admiral had befriended h'mn so many ^^ys when he first went into the stv^e"

stay w,th h,m as long as he was needed. You wereonly SIX hen, and I was afraid the long hot trinmight make vou sick «« T i-** • l
^' "P

I went on for "evet. wLk 'surdv
'""'""

"t"'
something of that time " "^"^ '"^ "'"""''"

"No, just being in Kentucky is all I rememh.rand your going away for a whUe."
""«"'"'•.

own kept him"t W %•""" •""'""' '«"'" "' ^s
^rin! V Wa'h'igton, something very im-

and I didn-yi" T*",!
^"" ««''"« °^" ''' ">" ^'and I d.dn t dare take you, so you stayed with TIddv

see vo?"h T'r* ^°"
'"*"'» f-'' thatS^

to W»hi„S:n':.-''
"^'""* ^'"'

'° "^ """S"' "own

Georgina pondered over the explanation a while.
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then presently said with a sigh, "Goodness me, how
easy it is to look at things the wrong way."

Soon after her voice blended with Barby's in a
return to the long neglected bedtime rite:

"Oh, hear us when tve cry to Thee,
For those in peril on the sea."

Afterward, her troubles all smoothed and ex-
plained away, she lay in the dark, comforted and
at peace with the world. Once a little black doubt
thrust its head up like a snake, to remind her of
Melindy's utterance, "When a man wants to write,
he's gwine to write, busy or no busy." But even
that found an explanation in her thoughts.
Of course, Melindy meant just ordinary men.

Not those who had great deeds to do in the world
like her father. Probably Saint George himself
hadn't written to his family often, if he had a fam-
ily. He couldn't be expected to. He had "other fish
to fry," and it was perfectly right and proper for
him to put his mind on the frying of them to the neg-
lect of everything else.

The four months' long silence was unexplained
save for this comforting thought, but Georgina wor-
ried about it no longer. Up from below came the
sound of keys touched softly as Barby sang an old
lullaby. She sang it in a glad, trustful sort of way.
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He is far across the sea,

Bui he's coming home to me
Baby miner'

other Utter to send after her first one, and n^mornmg th„ i, what she wrote, sitting up in th^wdlow tree with a n,aga.i„e on her knee! iZ ."wrt

"Dearest Father: I am sorry that I wrote that lastetter because everything is different from what IAought .t was. I did not know until BaVclehome and told me, that you are just a, brave aTst

a! ™ ! ^ J '™"' "" ''"KO"- I hope you getthe monster that comes up out of the sea eveL yearafter the poor sailors. Barby ,ay, we are^iv ngyou to our country ,„ this way, as much a, ifVrfwas war, so now I'm prouder of havine a St

.

George-and-the-dragon-kind of a father than one l*ePeggy Burreir,, even if she doe, know hirwellenough to call him 'DadV-my-heart.' Even if per^edon t understand, and say thing, about your never

ran"! 'r* •"."' "' "' "" ^'"""K 'o'viU be:

to live by. And we hope as hard as we can evervday, that you'll get the mike-robe you arlin kwest o7Your loving little daughter, Geo^ina S^tSl."

P



CHAPTER XXVIII

m I

TH« doctor's discovery

JN due time the letter written in the willow tree
reached the city of Hong-Kong, and was carried

to the big English hotel, overlooking the loveliest
of Chinese harbors. But it was not delivered to
Doctor Huntingdon. It was piled on top of all the
other mail which lay there, awaiting his return.
Under it was Georgina's first letter to him and the
one she had written to her mother about Dan Darcy
and the riHe. And under that was the one which
Barbara called the "rainbow letter," and then at
least half a dozen from Barbara herself, with the
beautiful colored photograph of the Towncrier and
his lass. Also there were several bundles of official-
looking documents and many American newspapers.

Nothing had been forwarded to him for two
months, because he had left instructions to hold his
ri'il until further notice. The first part of that time
he was moving constantly from one out-of-the-way
place to another where postal delivery was slow and
uncertain. The last part of that time he was lying
ill in the grip of the very disease which he had gone
out to study and to conquer.
He was glad then to be traveling in the wake of

304



^eir .„t.rpr,t.r, .rr,„gem.„e. w.™ Jd. to h,v.

of a hospital, kept by .ome native missionarie"The Englishman's young assistant went with him"',""» l-rt Wlow whom Mr. Bowles had iok'

to make him talk. But Doctor Huntinedon a re

r*^ vS' "a!t"

"""""• ""' ^-'^ - <-'"

.„ °"""'"8i!" '".<'"*s they had been thrown togetherso much, Dave had taken great interest in the Doc'or, reports of the experiments he was making^n

h"Ut 1"T. ™'" *' Do^o' - fold

tl^ U^Z" '"'' «°"' »* "> "« "a»t, havingfound what he wanted and made his note, for h"?next book, and consequently Dave wa, free to ,tayand nurse him, he gave a sigh of relief
^

Dave stopped his thank, almo,t gruffly.

hcaiS^'-l-rh' *•".""' """" '"' "^ "«yi"8."ne said. I ve been sick among strangers in a straifmcountry, myself, and I know how it^feel B de^I m interested in seeing if this new treatmen ofyours work, out on a white man a, well a, k dW onhese natives. HI be doing a, much in the way ofscendfic research, keeping a chart on you, as ^f Iwere taLng notes for Mr. Bowie,."
That wa, a long speech for Dave, the longest thathe made during the Doctor', ilhiess. But infhe day.
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which followed, one might well have wondered ifthere was not a greater reaion than tho.<f he offeredfor such devoted attendance H. »-. -1 . f!
call flI«ao.

'^"™"°""«. He was always within
call, always so quick to notice a want that usually awish was gratified before it could be expressed Hil

mcZlfj •°' " ^^"^'^•^o^^ry.man or interest inmedical experiments.

oh.^'^'k''^"" ^l ?*''*°'' ^" convalescing, hec^pened his eyes to find his silent attendant sitting be-

unt^^^^^^^^^^
^"' ^^^'^^ ^- ^- -me time.

"Dave," he said, after watching him a while—"it's

It
^""5"* j^'"8-l»tely every time I look at youIm reminded of home. You must resemble some-

iTan't " c^Str '^^' ^'"^' ^" '- ''' ^'^^ o^-

from^;v;;gr'
'"'''""'^' ^'^^^^^^ «^--« "p

likeTIl^'r
^'°^!,^^^ a thousand fellows that look

iiKc me. 1 m medium height and about every thirdperson you see back in the States has gray eyes like
mine, and just the ordinary every-day sort of fea-
tures that I have."

The Doctor made no answer. It never would have
occurred to him to tell Dave in what way his face
differed from the many others of his type. Therewas a certain kindliness of twinkle in the gray eyes
at times, and alWays a straightforward honesty of

l! i«



Tie Doctor's Discovery 307

t«'«r^«s"^'i''"*
inttinctively tru.t him. Therewat ttrength of purpoie in the re«olate tet of hitmouth, .„d one could not imagine him being ^rned

.Aveitth':r """'' "* '" -"^^ "p -•"•""-

Several dajn after that when the Doctor was .it

wh^V^'t "• ""'• *« '""nblancTto Jmeo^
wa. whittling, h,, i,p, p„„.j „ ^^ ^^
in an absent-mmded tort of way

"Dave," exclaimed the Doctor, "there*, wmethine

"itISeTldV*'"'
"""'''"* """ whi.tli„;Z

Dring. little old Provmcetown right up before mv
Z'- u 7" '" °'!^ <^'P'»'" Am« .itring there onthe wharf on a coil of rope, whittling ju.t a. youare doing, ,nd joking with Sam and the crew a, thejpile mto the boat to go out to the weir.. I can ,«

and codfish a. plam a. if it were here riiht undermy no,e. And down in Fi.hburn Court th r*e^ the
1"

le hou.e that was always a second home to me, wA
hiro'id?,^.^^"? ""-'

"'
'-' y-^' 'CJ

sJte«r' '"^ "" '^" """^ ^"^ '» ' 'o-S.

o„ryrI Jt"t' *! """^ '^''''"°'» »mell comingout of that kitchen—blueberry pies that A„nf Ri
peth's baking. WhatwouIdnVI gite th",^nl fone of those good, juicy blueberry'^stirr:;!"

'

»
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»« fcot. I CM .mell it clear over h.w i- ru-

cner, and one of tho.e at...n,l, 1,

~'"'"-

"..k. ycu believe i„X g^'od't :i'ta'°''''.
"'"'

on which D.ve had'b en ^^'Z'i °i
'?' "~'

™P«ly Md gone i„.ide .he
C*' *"' """ ""^

t.0 on," he called back "I „, t

tor raifed'hU vote a "iie
""""' ""' ^' ^oc

yoJSktgabJu^plol'aL ',**'•* '«"" '-"X"'
of. But i? ju.° a^^e"^";!" ""T "''" """'d
feeling of home,Xe,rth.r:^ 'I

* "« "'^"-f-at
got to get back or d^ n-/

""''"' J""" '«' Xou've

"Yef" r.!:. Ik ^"^ J""""" have it?"

'Wlitime™."*'
•""'" '" - »*ff-".t tone.

I wi.h yo„-'d look i„ ty f.'^^,:^'^ f
°"'" '» »"-

-.. «n.e I wa. tlC^aTd J^n^rdV^^

!]'!•
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"Ah, that's it I" he exclaimed when Dave emerged

preiently, holding out the newspaper. "Look at the
cut acroM the top of the first page. Old Province-
town itielf. It'i more for the name of the town
pnnted acroM that picture of the harbor than for the
news that I keep on taking the paper. Ordinarily,
1 never do more than glance at the news items, but
there s time to-day to read even the advertisements,
rou ve no idea how good those familiar old names
look to me."
He read some of them aloud, smiling over the

memories thsy awakened. But he read without an
auditor, for Dave found he had business with one
of the missionaries, and put off to attend to it. On
his return he was greeted with the announcement:

Dave, I want to get out of here. I'm sure there
must be a big pile of mail waiting for me right nowm Hong-Kong, and I'm willing to risk the trip. Let's
start back to-morrow."

Several days later they were in Hong-Kong, en-
joying the luxuries of civilization in the big hotel,
btill weak from his recent illness and fatigued by
the hardships of his journey, Doctor Huntingdon
did not go down to lunch the day of their arrival
It was served in his room, and as he ate he stopped
at intervals to take another dip into the pile of mail
which had been brought up to him.

In his methodical way he opened the letters in the
order of their arrival, beginning with the one whose

ft
K
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JilTn^^'!!°'''^
'^' "^^'"^ d^te. It took a lonat-me to finish eating on account of these pause. H

the photograph to Dave
°"°' P"«<'

«oJthf oT[t " h/ rj"'"" I";"
^o" "" «« »

peach of a pTct,^re? Thar'"'',"'-,
"^'"'' *" »

the old friendrmlj ' "^ '""' ''""Shter and

to he as ^:rJlz:':TZTu%, I'tnr^want to bore you, Dave bufl „ ,j r,
' *'"" '

this letter thit he w^te .^T 1'"""'' ^'"'

her°:trh;:tafrL''^?i7^f 1^-c.too.
old boat certainlyio™ ^o^j^o meT H t'^fi

t:^;^^:;fiive''or''"H"'' ' '°^"" ^' "'-
W^ He^Sr,^-!- ^o, .d,e.



t\

\' i7"i

-• ^^

-

1

i

CiJe t^owncrUr d.'KfMJ^d£3



i

ul



The Doctor's Discovery 3,1
lajj^ardly out of dr.,,.,, eh. fall I ,.fe horn, for

you s... afj-th.^'oittsn: "'I'rv'r

o thet?"' I"
""^^ -y^do^'something o wipeout the stam on h,s name and come back to him^'

1 he Doctor paused as if waitln., fr.. -
agement to read. ^ "'^ '^""^ ^"^°"'-

thJ wo7d">
"'' ''^^^- "^'^ ^'^^ ^« ^"r it, best in

He turned his chair so that he could look out nfthe wmdow at the harbor The Ch 1 ^
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ward, buried his face in hi, hands, his elbows rest-

ZdT U "r: J^"
^°"" '"-"l him in Ais at

sort of comment. He was used to Dave's sHences

remark. Then as he studied the bowed figure itflashed mto his mind that the letter mTLvlpouched some chord in the boy's own past. Ma^b™

reilrn L/?h
'"''" ^°"'™'>««. longing for hisreturn, and the memory was breaking him all up.

bilently, the Doctor turned aside to the pile of let-

nmg Dear S.r" was the next in order and was insuch shajp contrast to the loving, intimate way sheaddressed her mother, that he felt the intended re!

But .t hurt a httle. It wasn't pleasant to have his

tu"nate thlT''' ^'T " " """«" ^' -» for-
tunate that the next letter was the one in which she

When he read Barbara's explanation of his long
silence and Georgina's quick acceptance of it, hfwanted to take them both in his arms and tell kem

Wh ? I ,'^" '""'"""^
'''' *=!^ '°^' ^"d loyalty;

h, K
^'^":'.'"'^"<1"1 *o be neglectful of them or soabsorbed m h,s work that he put it first in his lifeBut .t was hard for him to put such things into w„rd

'

either written or spoken. He had left too much to
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hiUeir
^°'" ^""^^''^ *'*' admitted remorsefully to

So^T" \ ^?^.*!!"' ^' '** ''^""8 ^^^^"ly '"to space.So people had been gossiping about him, had they?

r«A ."' u"V^' ^'^y ^"^ ^^"^ the whispersand been hurt by them—- He'd go home and put astop to ,t He straightened himself up and turned
to report h.s sudden decision to Dave. But the chairby the window was empty. The Doctor glanced over
his shoulder^ Dave had changed his seat and was
sitting behind h,m. They were back to back, but a

d1v7s fa"ce^
'" '"'^ ^ "^"^ '^' ^°''°' '^"^'^ «"

With arms crossed on a little table in front ofhim, he was leaning forward for another look at the
photograph which he had propped up against a vase.A hungry yearning was in his face as he bent to-wards ,t gazing into it as if he could not look his
fill. Suddenly his head went down on his crossedarms in such a hopeless fashion that in a flashDoctor Huntingdon divined the reason, and recog
nized the resemblance that had haunted him. Now
he understood why the boy had stayed behind to
nurse him Now a dozen trifling incidents that had
seemed of no importance to him at the time, con-
nrmed his suspicion.

His first impulse was to .'ry out "Dan/" but his
lite-Iong habit of repression checked him. He felt
he had no right to intrude on the privacy which the

t
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boy guarded so jealously. But Uncle Darcy's son IOff here in a foreign land, bowed down with remorse
and homesickness I How he must have been tor-
tured with all that talk of the old town and its
people I

A great wave of pity and yearning tenderness
swept through the Doctor's heart as he sat twisted
around in his chair, staring at that reflection in the
mirror. He was uncertain what he ought to do. He
longed to go to him with some word of comfort, but
he shrank from the thought of saying anything
which would seem an intrusion.

Finall> he rose, and walking across the room, laid
his hand on the bowed shoulder with a sympathetic
pressure.

"Look here, my boy," he said, in his deep, quiet
voice. I m not asking you what the trouble is. but
whatever It is you'll let me help you, won't you?
rou ve given me the right to ask that by all you've
done for me. Anything I could do would be only
too little for one who has stood by me the way you
have. I want you to feel that I'm your friend in the
deepest meaning of that word. You can count on me
for anything.' Then in a lighter tone as he gave the
shou der a half-playful slap he added, "I'm for you
son.

* ' ' '

The younger man raised his head and straightened
nimselt up in his chair.

"You wouldn't be I" he exclaimed, "if you knew
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^r° l*""-^
'^*''" ^^ ^^"'**^ °"^ the confession:

1 m Dan Darcy. I can't let you go on believing inme when you talk like that."

"But I knew it when I said what I did," inter-
rupted Doctor Huntingdon. "It flashed over me
hrst when I saw you looking at your father's pictureNo man could look at a stranger's face that way.'
Then I knew what the resemblance was that has
puzzled me ever since I met you. The only wonder
to me 13 that I did not see it long ago."
"You knew it," repeated Dan slowly, "and yet

you told me to count you as a friend in the deepest
meamng of that word. How could you mean it?"
The Doctor's answer came with deep impressive-

ness.

"Because, despite whatever slip you may have
made as a boy of eighteen, you have grown into a
man worthy of such a friendship. A surgeon in my
position learns to read character, learns to know an
honest man when he sees one. No matter what lies
behind you that you regret, I have every confidence
in you. now, Dan. I am convinced you are worthy
to be the son of even such a man as Daniel Darcy '*

He held out his hand to have it taken in a long,
silent grip that made it ache.

"Come on and go back home with me," urged the
Doctor. "You've made good out here. Do the
brave thing now and go back and live down the past.
It 11 make the old folks so happy it'll wipe out the

I !
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heart-break of all those years that you've been
away."

Dan's only response was another grasp of the
Doctor's hand as stronjr and as painful as the first.

Pulling hintrself up by i. he stood an instant trying
to say something, then, too overcome to utter a word,
made a dash for the door.

Doctor Huntingdon was so stirred by the scene
that he found it difficult to go back to his letters, but
the very next one in order happened to be the one
Georgina wrote to her mother just after Belle had
given her consent to Barby's being told of Emmett's
confession. He read the latter part of it, standing,
for he had sprung to his feet with the surprise of its

opening sentence. He did not even know that Em-
mett had been dead all these years, and Dan, who
had had no word from home during all his absence,
could not know it either. He was in a tremor of
eagerness to hurry to him with the news, but he
waited to scan the rest of the letter.

Then with it fluttering open in his hand he strode
across the hall and burst into Dan's room without
knocking.

"Pack up your junk, this minute, boy," he shouted.
"We take the first boat out of here for home. Look
at this 1"

He thrust Georgina's letter before Dan's bewild-
ered eyes.



CHAPTER XXIX

WHILE THEY WAITED

M'pHERE comes the boy from the telegraph^ office." Mrs. Triplett spoke with such a
raven-like note of foreboding in her voice that Geor-
gina, practising her daily scales, let her hands fall

limply from the keys.

"The Tishbite !" she thought uneasily. What evil

was it about to send into the house now, under cover
of that yellow envelope? Would it take Barby
away from her as it had done before?

Sitting motionless on the piano stool, she waited
in dread while Mrs. Triplett hurried to the door be-
fore the boy could ring, signed for the message and
silently bore it upstairs. The very fact that she
went up with it herself, instead of c?lling to Barby
that a message had come, gave Georgina the impres-
sion that it contained bad news.

"A cablegram for me?" she heard Barby ask.

Then there was a moment's silence in which she
knew the message was being opened and read. Then
there was a murmur as if she were reading it aloud
to Tippy and then—an excited whirlwind of a Barby
flying down the stairs, her eyes like happy stars, her
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318 Georgina of the Rainbows

arms outstretched to gather Georgina into them, and
her voice half laugh, half so'-, singing:

"Oh, he's coming home to me
Baby mine/"

Never before had Georgina seen her so radiant,
so excited, so overilowingly happy that she gave vent
ta her feelings as a little schoolgirl might have done.
Seizing Georgina in her arms she waltzed her around
the room until she was dizzy. Coming to a pause
at the piano stool she seated herself and played,
"The Year of Jubilee Has Come," in deep, crash-
ing chords and trickly little runs and trills, till the
old tune was transformed into a paen of jubilation.

Then she took the message from her belt, where
she had tucked it and re-read it to assure herself of
its reality.

"Starting home immediately. Stay three months,
dragon captured."

"That must mean that his quest has been fairly

successful," she said. "If he's found the cause of
the disease it'll be only a matter of time till he finds

how to kill it."

Then she looked up, puzzled.

"How strange for him to call it the dragon.
How could he know we'd understand, and that we've
been calling it that?"

Georgina's time had come for confession.



While They Waited 319

"Oh, I wrote him a little note after you told me
the ttory and told him I was proud of having a

Saint-George-kind of a father, and that we hoped

every day he'd get the microbe."

*Tou darling!" exclaimed Barbara, drawing her

to her for another impulsive hug. She did not aslc

as Georgina was afraid she would

:

"Why didn't you tell me you were writing to your

father?" Barbara understood, without asking, re-

membering the head bowed in her lap after that con-

fession of her encounter with the prying stranger in

the bakery.

Suddenly Georgina asked

:

"Barby, what is the Tishbite?'

"

"The what?" echoed Barby, wrinkling her fore-

head in perplexity.

"The Tishbite. Don't you know it says in the

Bible, Elijah and the Tishbite
"

"Oh, no, dear, you've turned it around, and put

the and in the wrong place. It is 'Jnd Elijah the

Tishbite,* just as we'd say William the Norman or

Manuel the Portuguese."

"Well, for pity sakes!" drawled Georgina in a

long, slow breath of relief. "Is that all? I wish I'd

known it long ago. It would have saved me a lot of

scary feelings."

Then she told how she had made the wish on the

star and tried to prove it as Belle had taught her, by

opening the Bible at random.

•
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"If you had read on," said Barby, "you'd have

found what it meant your own self."
"But the book shut up before I had a chance." ex-

plained Georgina. "And I never could find the place
again, although I've hunted and hunted. And Iwas sure it meant some sort of devil, and that it
would come and punish me for using the Bible thatway as if it were a hoodoo."

^

"Then why didn't you ask me?" insisted Barby.
There s another time you see, when a big worry

and misunderstanding could have been cleared away
with a word To think of your living in dread all
that time, when the Tishbite was only a good old
prophet whose presence brought a blessing to the
house which sheltered him."
That night when Georglna's curls were being

brushed she said "Barby, I know now who my
Tishbitc is; It's Captain Kidd. He's brought a
blessing ever since he came to this town. If it hadn't
been

,
his barking that day we were playing in

he garage I wouldn't be here now to tell the tale.
If It hadnt been for him I wouldn't have known
Kichard, and we'd never have started to playine
pirate. And if we hadn't played pirate Richard
wouldn t have asked to borrow the rifle, and if he
hadn t asked we never would h^vc found the note
hidden in the stock, and if we hadn't found the not'
nobody would have known that Danny was inno.
cent. Then if Captain Kidd hadn't foi^nd the pouch
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we wouldn't have seen the compass that led to find-

i i\

seen

womaning the wild-cat woman who told us that Danny was
alive and well."

' .Vhat a House-That-Jack-Built sort of talc that
was !" exclaimed Barby, much amused. "We'll have
to do something jn Captain Kidd's honor. Give him
a party perhaps, and light up the holiday tree."
The usual bedtime ceremonies were over, and

Barby had turned out the light and reached the door
when Georgina raised herself on her elbow to call

:

'•Barby, I've just thought of it. The wish I made
on that star that night is beginning to come true.
Nearly everybody I know is happy about something."
Then she snuggled her head down on the pillow
with a little wriggle of satisfaction. "Ugh ! this is

such a good world. I'm so glad I'm living in it.

Aren't you?"

And Barby had to come all the way back in the
dark to emphasize her heartfelt "yes, indeed," with
a hug, and to seal the restless eyelids down with a
kiss—the only way to make them stay shut.

Richard came back the next day. He brought a
picture to Georgina from Mr. Locke. It was the
copy of the illustration he had promised her, the
fairy shallop with its sails set wide, coming across
a sea of Dreams, and at the prow, white-handed
Hope, the angel girt with go'den wings, which swept
back over the sides of the vessel.

"Think of having a painting by the famous Mil-

'

t
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ford Norris Locke I" exclaimed Barby She hunaover ,e admiringly. "Most people w^Id be happyto have just h,, autograph." She bent nearer to «!amme the name in the comer of the picture. "Wha",th.s underneath ? Looks like number IV."

h„ ri
™" """ •«'» number four in our Rain-bow Club, p sur„n i, number five and aJ<-aptain is number s x Thaf-'« all *»,- t

have so far."
" *^^ members we

;;Aren't you going to count me in ?" asked Barby

the Sinm^g^" wTmar ^^^^'^^^^^^^ ^^^cgmnmg. We made you an honarv memh*.ror whatever it i, they call it, people who desTe to

twetter'S" '"r*^'
*' "«' '""«'» head be-tween her hands and pat-a^ake it back and forthwith an affectionate caress

a P^^''thL'''''*"
.'•" "'' ^''"y' '>" 'haU have

caresl the h'^;^''*'
""^ "'"' ^'»» be bones and

m,„
°."^'}°^'^^y «'«. and you shall be the bestman wrth a 'normous blue bow on your collar andwe II all dance around in your honor this way "

Springing to her feet and holding the terrier'.

tedTertS^;^'"''"^-^"""^""
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"All around the barberry bush,

Barberry bush, barberry bush.

All around the barberry bush
So early in the morning."

Gcorgina, accustomed all her life to such frisky
performances, took it as a matter of course that
Barby should give vent to her feelings in the same
way that she herself would have done, but Richard
stood by, bewildered. It was a revelation to him
that anybody's mother could be so charmingly and
unreservedly gay. She seemed more like a big sis-

ter than any of the mothers of his acquaintance.
He couldn't remember his own, and while Aunt Letty
was always sweet and good to him he couldn't imag-
ine her waltzing a dog around on its hind legs any
more than he could imagine Mrs. Martha Washing-
ton doing it.

The holiday tree was another revelation to him,
when he came back at dusk to find it lighted with the
colored lanterns and blooming with flags and hung
with surprises for Georgina and himself.

^^

"You've never seen it lighted," Barby explained,
"and Georgina's birthday had to be skipped because
I wasn't here to celebrate, so we've rolled all the
holidays into one, for a grand celebration in Cap-
tain Kidd's honor."

It was to shorten the time of waiting that Barbara
threw herself into the children's games and pleasures

'
I
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so heartily. Every night she tore a leaf off the cal-
endar and planned something to fill up the next day
to the brim with work or play. They climbed to the
top of the monument when she found that Richard
had never made the ascent, and stood long, looking
off to Plymouth, twenty miles away, and at the town
spread out below them, seeming from their great
height, a tmy toy village. They went to Truro to

5^' u ^ ^'"^ candle-dipping. They played Maud
Muller, rakmg the yard, because the boy whom old
Jeremy had installed in his place had hurt his foot.
Old Jeremy, being well on toward ninety now, no
longer attempted any work, though still hale and
hearty. But the garden had been his especial do-mam too long for him to give it up entirely, and
he spent hours m it daily, to the disgust of his easy-gomg successor. '

RJi'p'TrrP''"^" "' "'^^^""^ Light and theKace Pomt hfe-savmg station. There were long
walks out the state road, through the dunes and by
the cranberry bogs. But everything which speeded
Barbara s weeks of feverish waiting, hurrying her
on nearer her heart's desire, brought Richard nearer
to the time of parting from the old seaport town
and the best times he had ever known. He had
kodak pictures of all their outings. Most of them
were light-struck or out of focus or over-exposed,
but he treasured them because he had taken them
liimself with his first little Brownie camera There
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was nothing wrong or queer with the recollection of
the scenes they brought to him. His memory photo-
graphed only perfect days, and he dreaded to have
them end.

Before those weeks were over Richard began to
feel that he belonged to Barby in a way, and she to
him. There were many little scenes of which no
snapshot could be taken, which left indelible impres-
sions.

For instance, those evenings in the dim room
lighted only by the moonlight streaming in through
the open windows, when Barby sat at the piano with
Georgina beside her, singing, while he looked out
over the sea and felt the soul of him stir vaguely, as
if he had wings somewhere, wa ling to be unfurled.
The last Sunday of his vacation he went to church

with Barbara and Georgina. It wasn't the Church
of the Pilgrims, but another white-towered one near
by. The president of the bank was one of the ush-
ers. He called Richard by name when he shook
hands with the three of them at the door. That in

itself gave Richard a sense of importance and of
being welcome. It was a plain old-fashioned church,
its only decoration a big bowl of tiger-lilies on a table
down in front of the pulpit. When he took his seat
in one of the high front pews he felt that he had
never been in such a quiet, peaceful place before.
They were very early. The windows were open,

and now and then a breeze blowing in from the sea
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other side of Barby h«rd it m„
^?'"«"''' "n *e

^vintr "'"^ " *' °"« "«'« D«cy had

Gat« had stared ^ Ther,
™'"'""1J^ Mr.

covery, moved her own lip, to form dfe wordf "iu«AoBorary members " '
me words, just

to krow '?h,t" *t' '" ""'''«'°"- I' -» good

worini.t:r*„Tf:rth;:.re''„d
' t?, - 1'-

realized it or not * "''""'" "«>

Just before the service began an old lady in the
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astonished to refuse them and showed them to Barby.
not knowing what to do with them. She leaned down
and whispered behind her fan

:

"She eats them to keep her awake in church."
Kichard had no intention of going to sleep, but

he chewed one up, finding it so hot it almost strangled
him. Every seat was filled in a short time, and pres-
ently a drowsmess crept into the heated air which
began to weave some kind of a spell around him.
His shoes were new and his collar chafed his neck.
His eyehds grew heavier and heavier. He stared
at the lihcs till the whole front of the church seemed
filled with them. He looked up at the chandelier
and began to count the prisms, and watch for the
times that the breeze swept across them and set them
to tinkling.

Then, the next thing tha. he kne .e was waking
from a long doze on Barby's shou.der. She was
fanning him widi slow sweeps of her white-feathered
fan which smelled deliciously of some faint per-
fume, and the man from Boston was singing all
alone, something about still waves and being brought
into a haven.

A sense of Sabbath p«ace and stillness enfolded
him, with the beauty of the music and the lilies, the
tinkling prisms, the faint, warm perfume wafted
across his face by Barby's fan. The memory of it
all stayed with him as something very sacred and
sweet, he could not tell why, unless it was that Bar-

.ji
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side, half asleep, sat up and straightened her hat

could not turn a, some people did and stare up athe choir loft behind her when that wonderful voice

»nd as she looked it se«ned to her that the voice

« hi Lr"%°^ u'
"?"• ""«'' "°P«- "'"dinsat Ae prow of a boat, its golden wing, sweeping

vestl b arrf/'l"
*"" '"'""P""'*' " brought'thf

vessel in at last to happy anchorage.
The words which the voice sang were the word,on which the rainbow had rested, That day sleTead

then, to Aunt Elspeth: "So H, bri„,e,h%h,mi«,o
th«r d,„red haven." They had seemed like musicthen, but now rolling upward, as if Hope he3were s,„g,„g ,h.„ ,^ ^^^ ^^ j_.^^,^ toLng shatlop, diey were more than music. They voiced theW of great desire finding great fulfilment

-<C'



CHAPTER XXX

NEARING THE END

"QLD Mr. Potter has had a stroke."

,h. n ^T^"^l ""^"^^ ***^ "•^^^ "P *o Richard asshe paused at the foot of the Green Stairs on herway to the net-mender's house.
"Belle sent a note over a little while ago and I'mtalang the answer back. Come and go wifh me."
Kichard, who had been trundling Captain Kiddaround on his forefeet in the role of wh'eelbarrow,

dropped the dog's hind legs which he had been ulgas handles and came jumping down the steps, two ata time to do her bidding.

"Belle's gone over to take care of things," Geor-

SonT^rr'^'
^''^ '" '"^P"'^^"* '''' ^' '^^y walked

along. There s a man to help nurse him, but she'll
stay on to the end." Her tone and words were Tip-
py s own as she made this announcement.

stroke"?'''"^

""^"'^^ "'^"^ ^'''^'''^' "^"^ ^^^^'« ^

Half an hour earlier Georgina could not have an-swered his question but she explained now with the
air of one who has had a lifetime of experience. Itwas Mrs Triplett's fund she was drawing on, how-
ever^ and old Jeremy's. Belle's note hfd startedthem to comparing reminiscences, and out of their
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conversation Gcorgina had gathered many grue-
some facts.

"You may be going about as well and hearty as
usual, and suddenly it'll strike you to earth like light-
nmg, and it may leave you powerless to move for
weeks and sometimes even years. You may know all
that s gomg on around you but rot be able to speak
or make a sign. Mr. Potter isn't as bad as that, but
he s speechless. With him the end may come any
time, yet he may linger on for nobody knows how
long.

Richard had often passed the net-mender's cot-
tage in the machine, and stared in at the old man
plying his twine-shuttle in front of the door. The
fact that he was Emmett's father and ignorant of
the secret which Richard shared, made an object of
intense interest out of an otherwise unattractive and
commonplace old man. Now that interest grew
vast and overshadowing as the children approached
the house.

Belle, stepping to the front door when she heard
the gate chck, motioned for them to go around to
the back. As they passed an open side window, each
looked in, involuntarily attracted by the sight of a
bed drawn up close to it. Then they glanced at each
other, startled and awed by what they saw, and
bumped into each ether in their haste to get by as
quickly as possible.

On the bed lay a rigid form, stretched out under
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a white counterpane. All that showed of the face
above the bushy whiskers was as waxen looking as
If death had already touched it, but the sunken eyes
half open, showed that they were still in the mys-
terious hold of what old Jeremy called a "living
death." It was a sight which neither of them could
put out of their minds for days afterward.

Belle met them at the back door, solemn, unsmil-
ing, her hushed tones adding to the air of mystery
which seemed to shroud the house. As she finished
reading the note a neighbor came in the back way
and Belle asked the children to wait a few minutes.
Ihey dropped down on the grass while Belle, 'lean-
ing against the pump, answered Mrs. Brown's ques-
tions in low tones.

She had been up all night, she told Mrs. Brown,
res, she was going to stay on till the call came, no
matter whether it was a week or a year. Mrs. Brown
spoke in a hoarse whisper which broke now and then,
letting her natural voice through with startling ef-

^

"It's^ certainly noble of you," she declared.
1 here s not many who would put themselves out to

do for an old person who hadn't any claim on them
the way you are doing for him. There'll surely be
stars in your crown."

Later, as the children trudged back home, sobered
by all they had seen and heard, Georgina broke the
silence.

li

lA

I
1 !

%l



332 Georgina of the Rainbows

"Well, I think we ought to put Belle's name on
the very top line of our club book. She ought to be

"^.iSl^Tn^T^fr?" ""^"^ honarye.t one of aU."
Why?" asked Richard.
"You heard all Mrs. Brown said. Seems to me

what she s domg to give old Mr. Potter a good time
is the very noblest "

There was an amazed look on Richard's face as
he mterrupted with the exclamation:

"Gee-mineel You don't call what that old man'snavmg a good time, do you?"
"Well, it's good to what it would be if Belle wasn't

takmg care of him. And if she does as Mrs. Brown
says, carries some comfort into the valley of the
shadow for him, making his last days bright,' isn't
that the very biggest rainbow anybody could make?"

Te-es, admitted Richard in a doubtful tone.
Maybe it is if you put it that way."
They walked a few blocks more in silence, then

he said

:

"I think Dan ought to be an honary member."
It was Georgina's turn to ask why.
"Aw, you know why I Taking the blame on him-

sen the way he did and everything."
"But he made just as bad times for Uncle Darcv

and Aunt Elspeth as he made good times for Mr
Potter and Emmett. I don't think he has any r'niht
to belong at all."

*

They argued the question hotly for a few min-
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utcs, coming nearer to a quarrel than they had ever
been before, and only dropping it at they crossed
to a tide street which led into the dunes.

••Let's turn here and go home this way," sug.
gested Richard. "Let's go look at the place wherewe buried the pouch and see if the sand has shifted
any.

Nothing was changed, however, except that the
holes they had dug were filled to the level now. and
the sand stretched an unbroken surface as before theday of their digging.

fo
1^?''" ^"""1. "y* **^** '^ ^""^ ^"^ 8°Id comes

But if It ever does I won't be here to see it. I've
got to go home in eight more days."

added dolefully. "Here it is the end of the summer
and we ve only played at being pirates. We've

"n^ sr.''
''" ""' '"^ •'"' ^" ''^' ^-""^' -

••I know," admitted Georgina. "First we had to
wait so long for your portrait to be finished and

tir^!;/r """"u
°^°" '**' y*^*' *"d *" •" between

times things have happened so fast there never was

Z. !'« u""'
^°""*^ something just as good as

fo Un '''t-'^'i^^''
•" the rifle was worth more

to Uncle Darcy than a chest of gold."

S/'^'^u'^Tu ^[^^ """ *' «°°^ " * "»^ P'"te,"said Richard, brightening at the thought, "for he
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brought home a bag of real gold, and wai the one
who started us after the wild-cat woman. I guest
Uncle Darcy would rather know what she told him
than have a chest of ducats and pearls."

"We can go next summer," suggested Georgina.
"Maybe I won't be here next summer. Dad al<

ways wants to try new places on his vacation. He
and Aunt Letty like to move. But I'd like to stay
hcfc always. I hate to go away until I find out the
end of things. I wish I could stay until the letter is

found and Dan comes home."
"You may be a grown-up man before cither of

those things happen," remarked Georgina sagely.
"Then I'll know I'll be here to see 'm," was the

triumphant answer, "because when I'm a man I'm
coming back here to live all the rest of my life. It's

the nicest place there is."

"If anything happens sooner I'll write and tell

you," promised Georgina.

Something happened the very next morning, how-
ever, and Gcorgina kept part of her promise though
not in writing* when she came running up the Green
Stairs, excited and eager. Her news was so tre-

mendously important that the words tumbled over
each other in her haste to tell it. She could hardly
make herself understood. The gist of it was that a
long night letter had just arrived from her father,
saying that he had landed in San Francisco and was
taking the first homeward bound train. He would
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•top in Washington for a couple of days to attend

to some business, and then was coming home for

a long visit. And—this was the sentence Georgina

saved till last to electrify Richard with

:

"Am bringing Dan with me."

"He didn't say where he found him or anything

else about it," added Georgina, only 'prepare his

family for the surprise.' So Barby went straight

down there to Fishburn Court and she's telling Aunt

Elspeth and Uncle Darcy now, so they'll have time

to get used to the news before he walks in on them.'*

They sat down on the top step with the dog be-

tween them.

"They must know it by this time," remarked Geor-

gina. "Oh, don't you wish you could see what's

happening, and how glad everybody is? Uncle

Darcy will want to start right out with his bell and

ring it till it cracks, telling the whole town."

"But he won't do it," said Richard. "He prom-

ised he wouldn't."

"Anyhow till Belle says he can," amended Geor-

gina. "I'm sure she'll say so when 'the call' comes,

but nobody knows when that will be. It may be soon

and it may not be for years."

They sat there on the steps a long time, talking

quietly, but with the holiday feeling that one has

when waiting for a procession to pass by. The very

air seemed full of that sense of expectancy, of wait-

ing for something to happen.

\ 1



CHAPTER XXXI

COMINGS AND GOINGS

lli^ !

^^UT towards the cranberry bogs went the Town-^^ crier. No halting step this time, no weary
droop of shoulders. It would have taken a swift-
footed boy to keep pace with him on this errand. He
was carrying the news to Belle. What he expected
her to say he did not stop to ask himself, nor did
he notice in the tumultuous joy which kept his old
heart pounding at unwonted speed, that she turned
white with the suddenness of his telling, and then a
wave of color surged over her face.

Her only answer was to lead him into the room
where the old net-mender lay helpless, turning ap-
pealing eyes to her as she entered, with the look
in them that one sees in the eyes of a grateful dumb
animal. His gaze did not reach as far as the Town-
crier, who halted on the threshold until Belle joined
him there. She led him outside.

^^

"You see for yourself how it is," was all she said.
"Do as you think best about it."

Out on the road again the Towncrier stood hesi-
tating, uncertain which course to take. Twice he
started in the direction of home, then retraced his

336

ii
I



Comings and Goings 337

steps again to stand considering. Finally he straight-

ened up with a determined air and started briskly

down the road which led to the center of the town.

Straight to the bank he went, asking for Mr. Gates,

and a moment later was admitted into the president's

private office.

"And what can I do for you, Uncle Dan'l?" was

the cordial greeting.

The old man dropped heavily into the chair set

out for him. He was out of breath from his rapid

going.

"You can do me one of the biggest favors I ever

asked of anybody if you only ;ill. Do you remem-

ber a sealed envelope I brought in here the first of

the summer and asked you to keep for me till I

called for it?"

"Yes, do you want it now?"

"I'm going to show you what's in it."

He had such an air of suppressed excitement as he

said it and his breathing was so labored, that Mr.

Gates wondered what could have happened to affect

him so. When he came back from the vault he car-

ried the envelope which had been left in his charge

earlier in the summer. Uncle Darcy tore it open

with fingers that trembled in their eagerness.

"What I'm about to show you is for your eyes

alone," he said. He took out a crumpled sheet of

paper which had once been torn in two and pasted

together again in clumsy fashion. It was the paper
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which had been wadded up in the ri«e, which Belle

"There I Read that I" he commanded.

one of ?h?f T ""^^^^ '" '°™- "« had beenone of the leading cmzens who had subscribed tothe monument „ Emmett Potter's honor. He could

read the confess.on thmst into hi, hands, and he had

TJrlT Tr' TT'^ " "">' «'' '"" told him

h h,A °"%^"f
Darcy related now of the wayit^had been found, and his promise to Belle Trip.

"I'm not going to make it public while old Potter
"^ on, he said in conclusion. "I'll wait till he'Jpast feehng the hurts of earth. But Mr. Gate I've

let the boy come back to dark looks and cold shorn-ders hirned on him everywhere. I thought if you'dust start the word around that he's all right-thatsomebody else confessed to what he's accused of-that you d seen the proof with your own eyes andcould vouch for his being all r^ht-if yZj iustg.ve h,m a welcoming hand and show you believedTnh^m .t would make all the difference in the world inDanny's home-coming. You needn't mention anynames, he pleaded. "I know it'll make a lot of talkand surmismg, but that won't hurt anybody Ifyou could just do that ,'•
''
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When the old man walked out of the president's

office he carried his head as high as if he had been

given a kingdom. He had been given what was
worth more to him, the hearty handclasp of a man
whose "word was as good as a bond," and the prom-

ise that Dan should be welcomed back to the town

by great and small, as far as was in his power to

make that welcome cordial and widespread.

Dan did not wait in Washington while Doctor

Huntingdon made his report. He came on alone,

and having missed the boat, took the railroad jour-

ney down the Cape. In the early September twi-

light he stepped off the car, feeling as if he were in

a strange dream. But when he turned into one of

the back streets leading to his home, it was all so

familiar and unchanged that he had the stranger

feeling of never having been away. It was the past

ten years that seemed a dream.

He had not realized how he loved the old town

or the depth of his longing for it, until he saw it

now, restored to him. Even the familiar, savory

smells floating out from various supper tables as he

passed along, gave him keen enjoyment. Some of

them had been unknown all the time of his wander-

ings in foreign lands. The voices, the type of fea-

tures, the dress of the people he passed, the veriest

trifles which he never noticed when he lived among
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them, thrilled him now with a sense of having come
back to his own.

Half a dozen fishermen passed him, their boots
clumpmg heavily. He recognized two of them if not
as mdividuals, as members of families he had known,
trom their resemblance to the older ones. Then he
turned his head aside as he reached the last manHe was not ready to be recognized himself, yet. He
wanted to go home first, and this man at the end
was Peter Winn. He had sailed in his boat many
a time. ^

A cold fog was settling over the Court when he
turned into it. As silently as the fog itself he stole
through the sand and in at the gate. The front door
was shut and the yellow blind pulled down over the
window, but the lamp behind it sent out a glow
reaching dimly through the fog. He crept up close
to it to listen for the sound of voices, and suddenly
two blended shadows w:re thrown on the blind. The
old man was helping his wife up from her rocking
chair and supporting her with a careful arm as he
guided her across to the table. His voice rang out
cheerfully to the waiting listener.

"That's it Mother I That's it I Just one more
step now.

^

Why, you're doing fine ! I knew the word
ot Danny s coming home would put you on your feet
again. The lad'll be here soon, thank God I Maybe
before another nightfall."

A moment later and the lamp-light threw another



Comings and Goings 341

«hadow on the yellow blind, plain as a photograph.

It was well that the fog drew a white veil between it

and the street, for it was a picture of joy too sacred

for curious eyes to sec.

Danny I. id come home!

It was the tenth of September. The town looked

strangely deserted with nearly all the summer people

gone. The railroad wharf was the only place v here

there was the usual bustle and crowd, and that was

because the Dorothy Bradford was gathering up its

passengers for the last trip of the season.

Richard was to be one of them, and a most un-

willing one. Not that he was sorry to be going back

to school. He had missed Binney and the gang,

and could hardly wait to begin swapping experiences

with them. But he was leaving Captain Kidd be-

hind. Dogs were not allowed in the apartment house

to which his father and Aunt Letty intended moving

the next week.

There had been a sorry morning in the garage

when the news was broken to him. He crept up into

the machine and lay down on the back seat, and cried

and cried with his arms around Captain Kidd's

neck. The faithful little tongue reached out now
and then to lap away his master's tears, and once he

lifted his paw and clawed at the little striped shirt

waist as if trying to convey some mute comfort.

"You're just the same as folks 1" sobbed Richard,
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hugging the shaggy head, laid lovingly on his breast.

Several days had passed since that unhappy morn-
jng, however, and Richard did not feel quite so deso-
late over the separation now. For one thing it had
not been necessary to give up all claim on CaptainK.dd to insure hmi a good home. Georgina had

foafed'eveTr
'^' °^" °^ ""''^ '^ *^''"' ^"^ ^^^

wekome
^^^^ '"'° ^""'"^'"^ *"'"* ^ "^"^^"*

..7^lif
"""^'" ^^'^^"^y °" '^^^^^ matched with in-

terest the group ;,ear the gang-plank. Richard was

of tricks
'""" '^'°"^*^ *^'^ ^^°*^ ^''''

ln.7''\'^' u"^ ^'T"'
°^*^ ^*^"°^'" *»« «aid implor-

ingly when the dog hesitated over one of them. "Go

vou\l n, ?' ""' '^'' °""- ^^y^' I'" "«^«r seeyou agam till I'm grown up and you're too old to re-member me.

"That's what you said about Dan's coining home,"
remarked Georgina from under the shadf of h;rpmic parasol. That parasol and the pink dress andthe rose-hke glow on the happy little face was at-tractmg even more admiration from the passengershan Captam Kidd's tricks. Barbara, standing be-
s.de her, cool and dainty in a white dress and palegreen sweater and green parasol, made almost asmuch of a picture.

"You talked that way about never expecting to
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see Danny till you were grown," continued Geor-
gina, "and it turned out that you not only saw him,
but were with him long enough to hear some of his

adventures. It would be the same way about your
coming back here if you'd just keep hoping hard
enough."

"Come Dicky," called Mr. Moreland from the
upper deck. "They're about to take in the gang-
plank. Don't get left."

Maybe it was just as well that there was no time
for good-byes. Maybe it was more than the little

fellow could have managed manfully. As it was his

voice sounded suspiciously near breaking as he called

back over his shoulder, almost gruffly

:

"Well you—^you be as good to my half of him
as you are to yours."

A moment or two later, leaning over the railing

of the upper deck he could see Captain Kidd strug-

gling and whining to follow him. But Barby held
tightly to the chain fastened to his collar, and Geor-
gina, her precious pink parasol cast aside, knelt on
the wharf beside the quivering, eager little body to
clasp her arms about it and pour out a flood of com-
forting endearments.

Wider and wider grew the stretch of water be-

tween the boat and the wharf. Richard kept on
waving until he could no longer distinguish the lit-

tle group on the end of the pier. But he knew they
would be there until the last curl of smoke from the
steamer disappeared around Long Point.

1
" I
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.

"Here," said the friendly voice of a woman stand-mg next to h.m. She had been one of the interested

.Wn h 'r^'^'
P.'"*'"*^- ^^' '^"''' «" opera-glass

m n.t h
':;^'' f°' ?"' '"^^^ ^°"« satisfying^mo.

ment he had another glimpse of the little group still
faithfully wavmg, still watching. How very, very
far away they were! 7* ^^^y

Suddenly the glass grew so blurry and queer itwas no more good, and he handed it back to thewoman. At that moment he would have given all
the pirate gold that was ever on land or sea. were it
h.s to give, to be back on that pier with the three of
them, able to claim that old seaport town as his

thT.Vr' \"^«.^^»y»- And then the one thing
that It had taught him came to his help. With hishead up, he looked back to the distant shore where
tne Filgrim monument reared itself like a watchful

^'*.?iA.
^""'^ hopefully, under his breath:

Well, some day/"******
Georgina. waking earlier than usual that Septem-

ber morning, looked up and read the verse on the
calendar opposite her bed. which she had read every
morning since the month came in.

"Like ships my days sail swift to port,
I know not if this be
The one to bear a cargo rare
Of happiness to me.
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"But I do know this time," she thought exultingly,

sitting up in bed to look out the window and see what
kind of weather the dawn had brought. This was
the day her father was coming home. He was com-
ing from Boston on a battleship, and she and Barby
were going out to meet him as soon as it was sighted
in the harbor.

She had that quivery, excited feeling which some-
times seizes travelers as they near the journey's end,
as if she herself were a little ship, putting into a
long-wished-for port. Well, it would be like that in

a way, she thought, to have her father's arms folded
around her, to come at last into the strange, sweet
intimacy she had longed for ever since she first saw
Peggy Burrell and the Captain.

And it was reaching another long-desired port
to have Barby's happiness so complete. As for
Uncle Darcy he said himself that he couldn't be
gladder walking the shining streets of heaven, than
he was going along that old board-walk with Danny
beside him, and everybody so friendly and so pleased
to see him.

Georgina still called him Danny in her thoughts,
but it had been somewhat a shock the first time she
saw him, to find that he was a grown man with a
grave, mature face, instead of the boy which Uncle
Darcy's way of speaking of him had led her to ex-

pect. He had already been up to the house to tell

them the many things they were eager to know about
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the months he had spent with Doctor Huntingdon
and their long trip home together. And listening,
Georgma realized how very deep was the respect
and admiration of this younger man for her father
and his work, and everything he said made her
more eager to see and know him.

Uncle Darcy and Dan were with them when they
put out in the motor boat to meet the battleship. It
was almost sunset when they started, and the man
at the wheel drove so fast they felt the keen whip
of the wind as they cut through the waves. They
were glad to button their coats, even up to their
chins. Uncle Darcy and Dan talked all the way
over, but Georgina sat with her hand tightly locked
in her mother's, sharing her tense expectancy, never
saying a word.

Then at last the little boat stopped alongside the
big one. There were a few moments of delay before
Georgina looked up and saw her father coming down
'°

*!lT*
^^ ^** ^"^^ ^^ **'* photograph had pic-

tured him, tall, erect, commanding, and strangely
enough her first view of him was with his face turned
to one side. Then it was hidden from her as he
gathered Barby into his arms and held her close.

Georgina, watching that meeting with wistful,
anxious eyes, felt her last little doubt of him vanish
and when he turned to her with his stern lips curved
mto the smile she had hoped for, and with out-
stretched arms, she sprang into them and threw her
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arms around his neck with such a welcoming clasp
that his eyes filled with tears.

Then, remembering certain little letters which he
had re-read many times on his homeward voyage,
he held her off to look into her eyes and whisper with
a tender smile which made the teasing question a
joy to her

:

"Which is it now? 'Dear Sir* or 'Dad-o'-mv
heart?'"

'

The impetuous pressure of her soft little cheek
against his face was answer eloquent enough.
As they neared the shore a bell tolled out over

the water. It was the bell of Saint Peter, patron
saint of the fisher-folk and all those who dwell by
the sea. Then Long Point lighthouse flashed a wel-
come, and the red lamp of Wood End blinked in
answer. On the other side Highland Light sent its

great, unfailing glare out over the Atlantic, and the
old Towncrier, looking up, saw the first stars shin-
ing overhead.

Alongshore the home lights began to burn. One
shone out in Fishburn Court where Aunt Elspeth
sat waiting. One threw its gleam over the edge of
the cranberry bog from the window where Belle
kept faithful vigil—where she would continue to
keep it until "the call" came to release the watcher
as well as the stricken old soul whose peace she
guarded. And up in the big gray house by the break-
water, where Tippy was keeping supper hot, a supper
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fit to set before a king, lights blazed from every
window.

Pondering on what all these lights stood for, the
old man moved away from the others, and took his
place near the prow. His heart was too full just
now to talk as they were doing. Presently he felt a
touch on his arm. Georgina had laid her hand on it
with the understanding touch of perfect comrade-
ship. They were his own words she was repeating
to him, but they bore the added weight of her own
experience now.

•'It pays to keep Hope at the prow, Uncle Darcy."
•'Aye, lass," he answered tremulously, "it does."
"And we're coming into port with all Hags Hy-

ing I"
'

"That we zrcV*

She stood in silent gladness after that, the rest
of the way, her curls flying back in the wind made by
the swift motion of the boat, the white spray dashing
up till she could taste the salt of it on her lips; a lit-

tle figure of Hope herself, but of Hope riding
triumphantly into the port of its fulfillment. It was
for them all—those words of the old psalm on which
the rainbow had rested, and which the angel voice
had sung—'7«/o their desired haven,"

THE END

^m






