


























PREFACE

when [ was twelve, and dedicated to our
governess of whom I was very fond.

“The Hangman’s Daughter,” started at
the age of about thirteen and finished the
following year, [ always consider the test
literary achievement of my youth, for the
reason that I put so muth more effort into it
than any of tﬂr. others. By this time I had
really determined to become an authoress (an
ambition which entirely left me after my
school days), and I put selid work into  The
Hangman's Daughter ™ and really tried [to
write well. 1 shall never forget my fi
of shock when [ read it aloud to my brothes
and they laughed at the trial scene | A great
friend of mine whose Christian name was
Helen, was the heroine (Helen Winston) of
this story., She was really a little younger
than [ was, but was far more “ grown-up " in
every way, a fact of which 1 was secretl
rather “jellus,” and it did not require mu
imagination on my part to picture what she
would be at nineteen. Itu]:thr she was to
be the heraine of my new novel, which T truly
thought would thrill anyone, and T must say she
was as excited as [ could have wished. She
will be amused now when she reads this book |

My sister Angela's story, which she wrote
at the age of eight, will certainly be voted the
most amusing of this collection. It was the
first she ever wrote, and it was followed by

i
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“ Treacherous Mr. Campbell "—another lost
manuscript. A great deal of “The Jealous
Governes " she wrote herself, as will be
noticed by the spelling. Other portions were
dictated to ther and mother, and I think
the nurse a hand at it too.

My second sister, Vera, was the artist of
the uumry and drew a wonderful to
ﬂmnn.]}f ylemwmtu,“ﬂ oman's

lS}he. wrote one story, however. It
was n:!" a pious nature, profusely illustrated,
and mnﬂug' “ Little Mary and the Angle.”

Since the puhhcatmn of “The YMF
‘ Visiters,” I have often been asked if I don't
myself think it funny, When I first dis-
covered it—not having seen it since it was
written—I certainly did. That is one of the
most curicus things about it—to be able to
laugh at what one wrote in such sclemn
seriousness—and that is why I can never feel
all the nice things that have been said about
*The Young Visiters,” are really due to me
at all, but u:-aDmyAshfnrd of so long ago
that she scems almost another person. It has
all been like a fmr'.r tale, from the accidental
finding of the criginal note bock to the day
whﬁu,uhﬂraqum,llnﬁampy with my
friend Miss Margaret Mackenzie, for it 1s
to her 1 really owe the uhliml:iun of the
book. She showed it to Mr. Frank Swinner-
ton, and thus I was lucky enough to have it
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brought to the notice of Messrs. Chatto &
Windus.

But the real success of the book I owe to
the great kindness of Sir James Barrie in
writing such a wonderful preface, and I am
glad to have this opportunity of thanking
him publicly. His name gave “'The Young
Visiters” a send-off and a reading which 1t
could not have gained on its own account,
and of this fact 1 am most deeply appreciative,

DAISY ASHFORD.
March, 1920,
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CHAPTER 1
LOVE

Tae house in which Mr. and Mrs. Molvern

lived was one of the usual kind, with its red

painted door and small garden lmkmg out on

a very dreamy park. The bed-room windows

which all looked out on the front, had half

irty white curtains in them, above which

be seen dark red silk sashes of the same
dirtiness.

v« Mr. Molvern was: a red hnlrnd

tempered tleman
cy:slndfmd:m iuohng :I'lkfal:c. FI?

would always wear brown sult;, but as every
body said he looked much butm- in black.

Mrs. Mﬂl\r-:rn was quite on
Shchadmdmdaqmﬂtﬂmper, mm
delicate looking face with large

thathﬂkedntpmphwﬂhgrmtmmmm
her fair hair glistened in the sun. She usually
wore half dirty white dresses, and in out
she wore a dark blue velvet jacket with black
fur and a brown hat with red poppies. She
nmﬂwrcﬁalﬁtsﬂ:uptmﬁumhpandthcn
she wore ye cotton ones.
1 B
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At the present time had a young gentle-
man staﬁF:;g with thx,y who i\f-bdglg: the
neighbourhood. He was sitticg in his room
waiting for the town clock to strike four,
because when it did he had to go out and meet
his truelove, whose name was Edith Plush.
His own name was Thomas Henrick, but he
was known as Burke in that family. At last
hnx,hm;ﬁltht hour strike, hir: 5mt-:h§gu;;p a rt;:rié

tting it on greasy sta
off to ma&u his Em:hw

When he Iﬂ:;&ch:ﬂ Mionge Lane he met his
pretty truelove skipping along most lady-like
and primly. She was d in a light blue
dress with a white sash tied at the side in two
knots. Her long fair hair h down her
back tied with a pink ribbon, and her fringe
was fluttering in the breeze. Behind her fringe
she wore a wreath of green ivy, In one hand
she carried a leghorn hat with red and blue
ribbon, and in the other asilken bag filled with
a threepenny bit and two biscuits, and her age
WAS nineteen, e e g

“Well my pretty bird," she said as she
approached “] hope you will like to
‘manger ' a biscuit with me" (I may add that
she was fond of Frcm:h?.

“Thank you Edith,” he said, I will have
one if it's a cracknell,"”

Then Edith burst into a fit of tears and
howled out, “ Oh, but they are Osbornes.”

F



LOVE AND MARRIAGE

“Well to ll;lthnumuﬁttmm,lwiﬂ
eat one,"” said

“You dear | mﬂ Edith like sunshine after
rain, for the smiles had come on her face, as
she o adherrﬂkanh&g:ndpuppeﬂmmm
his hand. After this Burke and Edith
walked down the lane, which T forgot to
54 Was d by trees all along.

“ Burke," Edith after a long
“you have {:dhud often enough and said w:
shall be married one day, but when it is going
mmmen&'lamsureldnntkmw."

“ Well my dear Edith must recollect
hmmﬂgw:ldama hunummiu,
and you must recollect my people are not in
this nmghbuurhmd and 1 cant write marriage

letters, and to begin with I don't think my
prhmﬂdlfhemmbumnliﬂJmty:tﬂ
nine,’

"Weﬂltmnl!y you,” said Edith, “after
having tailked to me so often about it, and
bothered to come into my house, and sat on
the drawing-room sofa tﬁmﬂkﬁmghﬂﬂnﬁ-
mdnmmmmmmhiumjuﬂ
because your people are not in the neighbour-
hood ; and besides | was getting quite excited
uh-:lut:r.l"

you had only a little more reason in

yuu,"hﬁdﬁudm,“wnmghtnkeitﬂlm

and understand a bit, but you are such 1 great

stupid, so I must leave it alone and wait till
s
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I get a chance to speak to Mrs, Molvern about
i:ﬂlm has got a bit of sense in her if you
haven't,’”” and his revengeful face made poor
little Edith shudder. Indeed she was now too
frightened to answer, and she kept on trying
to go home every time she got the chance, but
Burke’s quick eye caught her every time.

Edith walked on slowly in front thinking
what was the best way to cheer Burke out of his
miost moodful mind. At last she hit on a plan.

“ Burke," she said, “1 have painted such
a pretty little tray, it will just hold a cup
of tea and a piate of toast and the paint
i5 quite dry now, if you will come in and have
a cup of tea with me to-day, I will gladly show
it to you."

This short but cheerful conversation of
Edith’s, made Burke quite forget their quarrel,
and ]:-:Etté!?hid ImEd.smd said, * | will willingly
come Edith, ow your ainting,—
hark, there is four u'cluiz-smﬂ:d 1?::." ,

“ 8o it is,"” said Edith pulling her hat more
over her Fringe.

Burke and Edith walked down the gquiet
little village in which their houses stood. At
last they arrived at Edith's house which was
much prettier than Mrs. Molvern's.

“Don't you think," said Burke as he
advanced to it with firm stride, “ that you had
better ring the bell, as you have a visitor with
you ? " z



LOVE AND MARRIAGE

“Oh no,” said Edith, * my mather would
be sure to say if she knew it was I, that I was
never to ring again, giving all that trouble to
the servants ; it isn't as if you were alone.”

“Very well,” said Burke, *“I only thought
perhaps it was best.”

Edith smiled at him as she went up the
front door steps.  She led him into her pretty
little bedroom to take off his things while she
took off hers.

“How very comfortable all looks " said
Burke, * I feel quite inclined to write a note at
that pretty little table there.”

K Sh mdeed but you shant,” said Edith
just beginning her snappy temper, but Burke

t to reply to her,

ey then went down and had some tea and
Burke much admired the pretty tray of Edith's.
They had for tea some cold ham (the remainder
of the luncheon) some toasted buns, a sago
pudding, a dried bloater and a couple of

Rﬂ:]: this Edith threatened to hate Burke if
he would not arrange about the marriage.

“ Look here,” I wish you would mlk of
something else,” said Eu:riz, %] have a good
mind not to marry you at all.”

But at this Edith clung so wretchedly to his
knees that he had to say, “well, to-morrow

morning."
So t}gmt next morning Burke walked along
?
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down the village trying to make out where his
own dear Edith could be,

Just as he was thinking of going up to her
house he saw Norah Mackie and Ewelyn
Slattery coming along together,

“Your friend," &Ey said chaffingly, “is

pi-:ki—ng"unm: old geraniums in the front

n.

Burke stared at them straight and putting out
his tongue once or twice, walked on to find his
darling pet.

“] wish my sister Mary was here,” echoed
Eun],}rn, “she would soon strike out at
you," And they walked on grumbling at his

impudence.

CHAPTER II
MARRIAGE

“WeLL pretty dear,” said Burke as he a
pmu-hedE..Edith's garden. i

“Angel | T have been wa.i&nq for you to
come and talk about tha-wcddinﬁ. 4

“Yes | am perfectly settled,” said Burke,
and he began : “I have written to my goopla
and they have written back to say yes | may
marry you, and kind Mrs, Molverm is luwin§
such a nice wedding suit made for me, and
think we will be prepared to receive the Sacra-
ment of Matrimony next Thursday.”

B
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“Thank you so much,” said Edith, *sup-
chw? talk about it now here on this sunny
n .l
Burke lifted up his coat tails and squatted

himself down.

“The first thing to find out about,” he
said, “is about asking Father Fanty to marry
us."”
“Yes, now | have hit upon a pln this
minute,” said Edith, ‘*?nupuwiﬂ Eﬁtc a I:tiTr
to him. 1 have got a rather crumpled bit of
paper in my pocket; and as most men have got
4 pen in their pockets most likely you have got
one.

“ Indeed I have,” said Burke, “and a three-

oy blotter too.™

As for ink, Edith had a halfpenny bottle in
her pocket. So Burke began hke this :

“Dear Rev, Farues Fawry,

I hope your kindness does not mind
marrying us Miss Edith Plush and myself.
We are both capable of recieving the sﬁw
ment of Matrimony on Thursday next if quite
convenient to you. Hoping you will excuse
my craving for Matl;mm:f.

our SII'IWH]F
THOMAS I:IBHmcx:_."
Burke told Edith's maid to run to the
Presbytery with the letter and wait for an
answer. About a quarter of an hour afterwards

9
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this exquisite and most graceful letter came
from Father Fanty.

“ Most pEar T. Hexrick,

On Thursday I am free from all
en ment and am most willing to marry you,
and give a charming wedding breakfast in my
lovely harmonium room. So with my best
mngmttﬂatiunri on your coming marriage.

ﬂ.mg
Your affectionate priest,
Faruir Faxty."”

So on the following Thursday Burke and
Edith were dressed as [ shall mention now.
The timid darling lady had on & most lovely
sky blue c:rlwrﬁ dress with a high bustle,
and it was blossomed over with sham daisies
tied on with green ribbon. On her head she
wore & wreath of yellow roses, and her white
veil reached down to the top of her stays.
White kid gloves, and as the sleeves of her
dress were rather short, her red beef coloured
hands showed between. She had pretty white
velvet boots with grass green buttons, and
washed out red stockings. In her hand she
held a bunch of green ivy.

The strong and bold bridegroom wore a red
swallow tailed coat, with a green silk sash tied
in front. e had black knickerbockers and
white woollen socks, and black dressing slippers,
and he carried a bowler in his hand.

10
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When they arrived at the church the
marriage was splendid, but the bare legs of
Bu:kz%wcm not much appreciated. s

For the wedding b t they had several
cups of Bouillon Fleet, and eight of Bovril.
They had six Vanilla cream ﬁuddings and
strawberry ices by the score; but they kept
the blinds drawn down in case vulgar ki

should loom in and say © give us a slice,”
while the leg of pork was being cut.

For their honeymoon, they went to the south
of India, and seven hours after they got there
they had two twin babies, 2 boy and a girl
which they called Abraham and Sarah, be-
cause they were fond of those holy saints,

So we will say goodbye to this two chaptered

story.

IT












CHAPTER 1
INTRODUCING THE FAMILY

“ Syivia Sylvia " eried a man's woice in the
hall, re is that child 7 "

* Coming " answered the child for so she
was always called by her Uncle Richard
alth m years she was close on 19.

And she turned to obey the summons, a deep
flush mounted to her usually too pale cheeks,
and lighted up her whele countenance.

Sylvia Monton was little more than a b
when her parents were both drowned whilst on
their way to India where Captain Monton was
to join his regiment. So little Sylvia was left
an orphan and her mother's only brother
lhnhard Earlsdown, came fo to tike

of her being a bachelor and possessing
no children of his nwn

At the time our story opens Sylvia was a tall
thin girl with a fair and saddened face, which
was only enlivened by the sky blue of her eyes
—she had golden hawr which she were combed
back from white and noble forehead and
arranged in heavy waves round her small and
shapley head—a small rosebud mouth which

s

(8]
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when wide open dis 2 rows of pear
white teeth. Fﬂmnll I;ﬁ hands mmﬁd i
1 golden rings and a tiny round nose whi
she daintily touched now and again with a lace
hankerchief.

It was 3 o'clock on a dismal afternoon
late in February and the place was on the

boarders of the Sussex downs.
“What a miny day for our walk Uncle "
sighed Sylvia as ﬂhﬂ' her uncle who

was still waiting in the hall.
Ea“lidw:uh it were ﬁllwr my :ihn:;"uldﬁrln]d:
rlsdown ng a large umbrella man

Mr. Enrk{ﬁ:ln was an elderly man bet#eg.l
§o and En}bl:rdb.nd iron grey hair and a
long bushy to corrospond, sharp
eyes and a would be handsome face but grb!y
stern forbidding expression it habitually wore,
He was bread and stout and had a manful
of carelessly swinging his arms that gave him
many friends. Not only this but he had a loud
hearty voice that he knew how to use with a
will.

Here Mr. Earlsdown pruc:w:led to turn up
his trouser tips and nﬂ'mn his large umbrella
to” his miece cried in his hearty voice “let us
thcthtE . f wind blew Sylvia's dain

ust then a gull:-:: wi "s damnty

r.t-mm a side street. “Oh uncle " she
ing I:h: mgham in her dismay
* d-:r gcr ere she uttered the
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wards a tall handsome fellowapproached bearin
his head and displaying the lost hat in his hand.

“ Oh thank you ” cried Sylvia a beautiful
blush mn‘unﬁng‘ her fair ¢ “1am so very
grateful to you." :

“] am afraid it is rather dusty " said the
nmgmmcr taking out a‘.:hhw:ﬂr silk hankerchief
an wul o (- rming object

:mkingnlt E_.__ E’ﬁﬂf he uml
an out a i
the hat in his huge hand and ded it
v sly. “Oh wuncle gently" cried
Sylvia * you will spoil my ers ]

“I know what I am about my dear " said
Mr. Earlsdown “and you sir come and see us
to-morrow, my child will be of a caller.”

“Oh indeed I shall " cried Sylvia blushi

And Leslie Woodcock, for that was
handsome fellows name maised his hat and
bowed low saying *I shall be delighted my
dear sir, but might I ask what youraddress is

# Certainly my man " exclaimed Mr, Earls-
down as with a hearty laugh he produced a
little card on which was written

R. Earsdown Es
Leslie bowed once more and taking the card
moved gently away. What took place after
this will be reserved for our next chapter,
L
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CHAPTER II
LESLIE WOODCOCK

Tre hero of my story [ will now describe.

Leslie Woodcock was about 6 feet in his
stockings and fine and well built. He had
very dark brown hair neatly parted at one side,
a curly moustache of the same shade and d
brown eyes always half shut. He had a large
straight nose and mouth to correspond, and
white well shaped hands and feet, set off
this good looking young man,

It was about half past 3 oclock on the
following afternoon when Leslie Woedcock,
dressed in a light suit and crimson tie,
black felt bowler and fur hined overcoat, started
for Yellowflower Hall.

Sylvia, who had been expecting him all the

ing was pleased to hcar the front door
bell ring, and Eurrinﬂ to the window to wave
her hand, as she knew it must be the good
looking stmgr.

Just then the drawing room door was fAlun
open and the butler announced Mr., W-:odmcﬁ
“ Oh Eﬂolﬂ afterncon " said Sylvia rushing from
the window to grest the wvisitor * how good
of you to come in all this pouring rain."”

It was a bad day to come, but T was true
to my word"” answered our hero warmly
shaking hands. :

1
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“ Not very far "' responded Leslie lifting his
full brown eyes to her face, “1 live in Astma
House upon the high road.

“(Oh 1see" replied Sylvia with a nod of her
fair head. *“ you have sisters anc brothers then !
for I have seen them coming in and out.”

“1 have two sisters and a cousin "' replied
Leslie

“Oh what are their names? asked Sylvia
who had a very curious nature.

‘¢ My sisters are Viclet and Hilda and my
cousin 15 Albert Morris.”

L -‘Jﬁ what sweet names " cried the girl “1

uwauldb - them here some day.
ps 1 wﬂl " said Leslie *but Albert
dum nutt:ara for calling he is a very quiet

“Iammr:lshnu]dhkehzm,l]uvcbn}'&
said Sylvia,

Here Leslic thought he had better be going
so taking hiz hat and gloves heshmkﬁs
after first promising to bring his family the
next time he came,

CHAPTER III
THE BALL

Apour 7 months after the evemts recorded
|:|:|un.rlnatr.hs r Mr. Woodcock decided to
give a ball in uf]_mdlugh-b:r Voilets
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coming of age. So he sent out about 20
via was amon e list of invited people,
At last the hﬁ;:;:_y day arrived and as the

carriages drew up in front of Astma House,

Leslie's form might be seen standing on the

door step looking out for when Sylvia would

Eﬁﬁ.dﬁlhlzjﬂﬁhs:?m' h-:ﬁd Leslie offered
is hand teo up t 8.
Syhinmmimdig ) mahiu: satin with

an cdging of beaver round the skirt, The

bedy was trimmed with real Venetian Point.

Upon her hands she wore pink kid gloves and

in her hair a pink may blossom. r amalil
well formed feet were clad in white high heeled

“] amafraid T am late Leslic ” she said as
she entered the hall * but I had such a bother
to fix my hair, my maid was out you see " she
added blushing ; :

“ Oh never mind " said Leslie taking Sylvia's
cloak and hanging it up “let us come into
the drawing room and join in this walse.

Sylvia's programme was soon filled and she
danced tll she was tired and at last while rest-
ing in an arm chair she was not sorry to see
Hilda Woedcock approaching her with a straw-

ket geieg. o i '
“ Leslie is going to bring you some jelly or
cream-pudding in a minute ' she said hi.nt{ing
Sylvia the tray.

%
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In an instant Leslie came up to her and hand-
ing her a jelly retired quickly saying he would
be back soon. ‘

At that moment Sylvia felt a touch on her
arm and locking round found herself fice to
face with Albert Morris, a short red haired
young man about 22.

“Oh what is it # ' cried Sylvia jumping up
from her seat,

* Nothing much” replied Albert quictly
“only as you are disingaged will you gm-e a
valse with me."

“I really can't " answered Sylvia hotly “1 am
so tired. 1 have been dancing all the evening.”

“ Very well ™ said Albert and he went away
and Sylvia tura:s'm%l round saw Leslie sittin
beside a young lady gently fanning her an
talking to her.

An angry flush mounted to her fair cheeks
and for a moment she could bnmljr keep her
temper, then without a minute's hesitation
she walked boldly towards Leslie and his friend,
Leslie jumped up when he saw her a
“] was just coming to look for you Sylvia"
he said and getting up he f'r:rliuwn-cf her to the
end %& room.

” was that person I saw you talking to
30 lovingly 7" asked Sylvia.

*“Oh that was Isobel May Saunders a great
friend of mine " replied Leslie with a short
laugh.

22
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% So | ahnu]d think a greas friend "' answered
Sylvia ani "md the way you were
ta er I shou

ink you were engaged
ED.'ZI.ET

“Look here Sylvia don't be angry ™ said
Leslie slowly “but 1 waes going to have made
her my wife once but since I met you 1 have
thought better of it—please don’t say any more
about it."

% Oh Leslie " cried Sylvia in surprise * but
does the poor girl believe that you ]l:nu: her

“To Iell ‘fml the truth Sylvia" n:?llm:’:
Leslie, g very red as he spo m
belief is r]mt sobel thinks I love !:u:r md as
can not throw her over altogether that is why
you saw me speaking to her just then.”

“ But what is your reason for not marrying
her # "' cried Sylvia.

“ Well 'b-:::auu-: 1 thou EE: I would rather
marry someone else ™ said Leslie, blushing and
looking straight into her face.

“But who do you want to marry #" said
Sylvia blushing in her turn.

“You dearest "' he replied in an undertone
v gver since the I came to call u r
uncle I have set ::Ia?hem on mnklngp‘;:ﬁy
wife. Dn;uuwuk you iwcm:r.-nn'ngh to

E rhmk I do Leslie " said Sylvia
EﬁThﬂt “hbut | must speak to uncle a t:t
H?LH

a3
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“Don’t forget " said Leslie ina beseeching
tone “and let me know as soon as possible.”

So the whole of that evening Leslie and
Sylvia kept together but as Leslie was helpin
Sylvia on with her cloak Sylvia saw Isobe
Saunders g;lumg at Leslie with a look which
went straight to her heart.

CHAPTER IV
AFTER THE BALL

Berore we go on any further we had better say
a word about Isobel Saunders.

She was the only daughter of Colonel
Saunders of the 15g9th who having lost & lot
of money in the army was now in very poor
circumstances. His wife had died five years
garmnm}y and left him with three sons and a

ughter, The eldest son William was a tall
stout elderly man of about 25 who followed
his father's profession. Robert the next was
fair and delicate looking taking after his
mather am;l lived wr_',f much at home and was
just 21 . - The _youngest son

rederick whﬂ was Isobel's junior by 4 years
was still at school.

Isobel, who at the time my story opens hs.d
just attained the age of 20 years was
feet 3 inches in height, she had thick ﬂarl:

24
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hair fashionably dressed and a massive fri

over her stately forehead. She had bewitching
brown eyes from which long lashes her
cheeks. She had an aqueline nose and a ig]ll
l:::;-:&g:;re:tiun. She nice feet and was fairly
J It was 10 o'clock on the morning after the
ball when Caolonal Saunders came into the
breakfast room with an open letter in his hand.

* Here is some news for you Isobel " he said
Your aunt Miss Vickers intends favouring us
with one of her weekly visits she will arrive
this afternoon by the 3 o'clock train, so
mind and have everything ready or there will
ST

* Oh exclai Isobel preparing to
pour out the whisky for her father. “I always
dread Aunt Sophia's visits.”

“Yes indeed she is an old nuisance but we
must make the best of her and after all a week
is not long." '

“That is true " replied Isobel * but still it
adds to my other troubles " and with a sigh
she ran up to prepare the bedroom. _

The town clock was striking 4 when a cab
drew up at Vebena Villa and Isobel flew to

open the front door.
“ How are you, dear Aunt | she exclaimed.
“Well my I am not as well as might

be expected. 1 have had a severe cold and my
servants have worried me so much I thought a

4
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week's rest might do me good.” answered the
ety dame hastening into the drawing room
and taking a seat she proceeded w give Isobel
a list of all her complaints and when she had
come to an end of them she turned to her niece
saying ““Please tell Jane to take my box up
and then after I have hﬂd:f?g,m: tea I will go to
bed I have had a long and fatiging journey.'

Here will bea gd time ;:':Ej ain F?ﬁsﬂ
Vickers, she was tall and angular and thin with
black hair, sli.ihl:l grey which she wore in an
untidy nob be uu{ she had dark piercing
that I'IWH.}FE scemed to find out nEhtr e's
business,

Isobel smiled as the door closed on the tall
and portly frame of her aunt and she began to
re-arrange the room which al in ten
minutes Miss Vickers had turned upside down.

CHAPTER V
AFTER THE BALL (comtinied)

WIH!LH this scene was taking plice at Vebena
Villa, a very different onec was going on at
Yellowflower Hall, :

While sitting at the breakfast table Sylvia
Monton was wondering how to ask her uncle
clf&.;tc:might come to terms with Leslie Wood-

Pl:&senti}- Mr. Earlsdown rose from his chair -

-1
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and siezing his pipe he entered his study roar-
ing ‘Private Tommy Atkins ' at the top of his
voice.

“1 am afraid my uncle is in one of his
boistrous moods,” sighed Sylvia finishing her
coffee, “but he does get 50 excited poor uncle
especially when he has been out the night
before. I don't remember seeing much of him
at the ball. T was so taken up with Leslie. 1
am rather glad [ did not see hum though for
nothing would induce him to wear evening
clothes or a shire front and he insisted on going
in his bicycling suit and such a soiled red tie
and of his hair it was really like 2 crows nest
I don’t know what Mr. and Mry., Woodcock
would have said if he had suddenly burst out
with that dreadful * Tommy Atkins,” but there
poor uncle he Aas such spirits.”

S osaying Sylvia skipped into her uncle’s

study.

"¥-l'u]|n hullo my lassie™ he cried tossing
down_last week's ¢ Pick me up.’

“I wanted tuh speak tbu] mmUn " said

lvia putd er trembli nd on Mr.
Erisdawn'ﬂ:inuldcr. %

“Talk away then " said Mr. Earlsdown =1
am pre w.lgr the very worst news.

“It's nothing much"™ said the girl
Iim

“Wake up wake up my child,” said her
uncle * only what# "
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% Only that Leslie Woodcock has asked me
to marry him and with your permission I will
accept.’

“] dare say you will ” said Mr. Earlsdown
“but 1 am not going to give my consent”
replied the excitable gentleman “I am not
going to see you marry a begger,”

% But uncle he is not a begger,” cried Sylvia
“ he is well off, honest and ndable,”’

1 dare say he is all that ™ said Mr. Earls-
down “dependable indeed | why ten to one
when you have been married-to him a month he
will devoice you for some other girl he is silly
enough to prefer; no no you shall marry a
lord, that is what I want for my money, so
next time you see young Woodcock just
send him about his business, impudent young
fellow | |

;‘ Uncle ha.il.rt same Itjm:h:r " here burst from
Sylvia's ips “I'll never marry any one

e mgldivit'lf a cry of @ [m]inrgj LnZshe s
she fled from the room and flinging herself on
her own bed gave way to bitter tears.

But finally taking heart of grace she siezed
her blotting book and poured forth these heart-
rending words,

My own,
forced sl rgmt:hdﬁfhmcle o
to give you up as he thinks to marry a
lord, but we mever may Leslie and although
2
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I may never see you again think of me always
as I ghn]inf}fnumdﬂmmemhe .
Yours and yours alone
SYLVIA.

CHAPTER VI
THE ELOFEMENT

It was past 2 o'clock before Leslie recieved
Sylvia's wretched appesl.

It was brought to him in his room whilst
dressing for an afterncon party. Leslie read it
carefully through and then throwing it on the
floor seezed his head in his hands and thought
it over.

Presently he looked up with a determined
ion on his face “1 must marry her"
hﬁ cried, and sitting iéﬂ'l"ﬂ he picked up a uh:f:
of wri ran pared to answer the
ots, A0tk thie ke WAL H® Shi—

My BEST LOVED
If you Eﬂi:gmcﬂﬂ to this plan I will
marry you yet. e ur wants
up this evening by 6 u’-:ldcl{gﬂ'nd we will elope
er dearest and when we are one, we
1 go to America and make our fortunes.
Ever dearest
Your own Lestie.
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He then told one of the servants to take the
above#to Yellowflower Hall and give it into
Miss Monton’s hands, and wait for her answer.

The servant soon returned to say that the

young meﬂd agree to the th

Leslie then began to collect his stnclunga and
under garments and whilst rummagin
Etﬂm Bl:lc heard mmr:thmg drop -:nr;m h

B85 to pick it up, it was a to

ﬁﬂaundﬁi ” i

" Poor Isobel ™ murn:ured Leslie and 'wra!:-
ping the photo up he put it in his pocket. ¢
wonder what she wﬂrﬂ:lm]: of rnn when she
knows."

At § o'clock the housemaid eame to tell tea
was ready.

*“Oh bring me 2 cup of tea up here, “ 1 am
not feeling very well ** said Leslie as she closed
thfﬁ.dw'i 6 Leslic slipped

t ad to 1e ship out the
back door. He was atﬁmcf in a Iu:g old
fashioned ulster, a deer-stalking cap, large
golosha boots, and a hunhng' suit as he had
gone to hunt for Sylvia. On his right arm he
carried a bag containing clean under linen and
other odds and ends also his money consisting
of £40 in ready gold. He entered the garden
of Yellowflower Hall and stole up unseen
to Sylvia's room. He found her nmﬂdmg by
the table buttoning her jacket with nervous
trembling fingers.
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“Oh Leslie | " she cried as he ﬂnh'trud the
room “I am so glad you have come" and
saying this she fell I:m‘:k in 2 chair and fainted

away.
Leslie caught hold of the watsr jug and
wetting a sponge applied it to her white face
and h].rl'.I:uH.nd e aid of smelling swults, Sylvia
soon revived.

“] am so nervous'' she said “Oh Leslie
shall we ever get away in sa.ﬁ:t;rf”

“Yes dearest yes" whis thc lover,
“ trust me darling and you will be s

“1 am ready now " said S}-lw:mn weak
v{:m;lza she put a packet of biscuits into her
bun

*I'll carry your " said Leslic pick-

E- goher hund]t: which was tied in a white
tablec

Sylvia had hun m lar than Leslic
as to her 1 all her underlinen
she had wi 1:'5 of clean sheets and

plllnw-:.asm, some blth-m‘wdl and soap, like-
WisE a4 & anda of flannel (in case she
lost an §°ﬂ randy some new potatoes
and a tooth brush.

S]r‘lvm"s wmduw opened into the lawn so it
was easy & and once off the high road
she and Ll:si.lu
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CHAPTER VII
THE LODGINGS

Lesuie and Sylvia having tramped until mid-
II{:E?;:: found themselves weary and footsore at
I1-

“1 can't afford very good lodpgings " said
Leslic “my money must last unE]’ I get

cnt.
pl‘&;ﬂm shall we go then ? * said
% To mmc mmmun loi.&:
Leslie have sheets lf th:}r
are need therc is the lodging house.”

S0 he and Sylvia approa a ﬁith‘]l‘ house
at the end of a narrow street, Leslic knocked
at the door and after wai 10 minutes a
dirty old woman with a candle in her hand,

opened the door.
“What is it you want ? " she said, *dis-
nn'hi_agmr. this time of night | "
[

have come for a Iodgmg said our
hﬂu*‘huwmuchwmﬁdltb
44 a night single " said the old woman
“:un:l 24 extra if you want a drop of water
to wash with."
e e et
t he felt bound to accept saying “ 1 hope the
beds and the water are clean.’ i
“Clean enocugh I'm sure™ said the old
woman ° considering they have only been
32
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used a few times.” s0 aluf led them up a
rickety stair case into a bg little room.
The bed ain tm:dey-r’:tnl Old Nan point-
ing to a heap of rags in the corner.
“Thank ynu" said Leslie and Jocking the
door he tarned to Sylvia who by this time was

wanderin y about the filthy garret.

o W:‘I?mﬁﬁlu bed anyhow " n'ﬁi Leslie
i get out your sheets Sylvia."”

She obeyed and Leslie kneeling on the floor
began to sort out the He found an old
blanket which hmng;:ﬁ,de cleaner than the
others he laid upon the floor cmre it with a
clean sheet ; then stuffing his jacket inside the
pillow case he made it intoa pillow, he then laid
another sheet over that and mnmdumth his
mlms overcoats, he pronounced the bed

* How wvery drudﬂdl"md Sylvia *1
mnmﬂﬂcpuPonthlthad.

“You must " said Leslie throwing open the
window to air the room.

The next morning Iﬂﬁ&,whﬂ had sat by
th:ap:nmndaw:ilmg ummﬂmtr_h:
had:lothuandmmmgm lnlni'd“
w:l mtufthnnmnummm

1:?I.I|:|%m a drop of filthy water in a
l:m:ktd basi gmnedcd h:-wash his face
and hands, though Sylvia said she would rather
go dirty than use such water.

Just then Old Nan enterd and looking
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round said “well now I hope you have had a
pleasant night.”

“Oh very " stammered poor Leslie

“T think we are going now, if you will tell
me what it comes to."

“Well let me see ™ said Old Nan

“2 beds and 2 washes——"

“ But [ did'nt wash " said Sylvia.

“And I did'nt go to bed " said Leslie

“Then it will be 64 growled Old Nan.
and after paying their landlady Leslie and
Sylvia fled lﬂ- their lives.

CHAPTER VIII

THE MARRIAGE

“ ] wonper where we can find 1 church to be
married in " said Sylvia

“We dont look as though we were going
mﬁﬁmﬁllmmﬂulum‘ilf 50
soiled after sleeping in that lodging house.”

“] should think you do" a::'uf lvia 1
never felt so dirty in my life—why there is a
church Leslie"

“Yes | know but I mean to buy you a
white veil and a piece of lace” said Leslic
“here is a shilling get what you can "

Sylvia hurried across the road and soon
returned with a yard of book muslin for a veil
and § a yard of furniture lace.
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“That will deo" said Leslie and they
e widi "3;’:3“' busy lighting th

A middle man was busy lighti e
church lamps and stared hnpeleag];u;g the
people entered.

“Please are you the clergyman?" asked
Leslie.

“No" said the man “Mr. Roberts who is
sorting surplices in the vestry is the parson.”

* Can we speak to him " said Leslie quietly.

“Yes sir” replied the man opening the

vﬁt% door,

“Oh are you the clergyman ?"" said Leslie
to a tall dark man who was just folding up
some clean linen.

“Yes I am"” replied the said gentleman
“can | do anything for you # "'

“Well, we wanted to be married " said
Leslie bashfully, ©“if this young lady may put
her veil on in the vestry we could then wait
in the church till you are at leisure."

“Yes I think 1 have time" said Mr.
Roberts glancing at his watch “ ﬁ]ﬂ“ s

our names in this book and I will ring the
s “h?v:[?tc "h-:d 1l and

So sayin touched a spring bell an
500N f?mal fair-haired I::Ef agpurﬂi 'm?:hrg
door way.

“Take two lighted candles into the church
Tommy " said Mr, Roberts “and place two
kneeling chairs in the aisle,”

35 i



DAISY ASHFORD: HER BOOK

Tommy obeyed and soon Sylvia and
Leslie were kneeling aid;b?ﬁd: in Stﬁ: church.

About ¢ minutes afterwards our hero and
hercine walked ocut husband and wife | |

“Let us have our m:ddiuf[ breakfast at the
Gaiety restaurant” said ic and hailing a
hansom the married couple stepped in.

“What would you like my dear” said
Leslie sitting down at a ready hid table.

“I'd like rbbit pie and apple fritters and a
cup of coffee please " said Sylvia throwing off
her gloves and displaying her newly put on

Ll'lg l.'l.'l:lg'.

“Very good my dear" said Leslic “and I
will have a slice of roast pork and sun:dpudﬂhg
and treacle and beer and sods mixed that is
amild B and 5, my dear "

Half way through his pork Leslie pulled out
a letter from his pocket and after piercing at it
for two or three minutes he read as follows.

Homer Villa Margate.
Dear S,
I shall be very pleased to acomodate
you for a fortnight. You can have a
sized bedroom, parlour and dining room for
3 pguineas per week including everything
else. 1 shall expect you tonight so
H;hcv; me to be :
ours very truly
: Mary Mason.
3
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“This # pood news my dear” said Leslie
“if you have done your pie we will take the
first train to Mm:gate, hand me your bundle
and we will start.’

It was not a very long journey but Sylvia
who was very tired was not tahm.tt]u-
porters screaming * Margate station.”

A pony cart from Homer Villa was waiting
for t and Leslic and Sylvia were soon at
their Jodgin

A fat tempered looking woman showed
them into a4 comfortable rluu.r wl‘u:re a Iq.wuly
tea consisting of ham sandwi
tea and bread and butter was vmﬂ ii:r them.
And here we will leave them to enjoy it while
we take the train back to Mayfield.

CHAPTER IX
THE CONFUSION

Asour a } to 8 o'clock the dressing bell at
Y:ihwﬂuw:r Hall pealed forth its wsuval

t‘I glad dinner is so nzarly ready " said
untidy Mr. Earlsdown straightening his tie
and running a comb hiz: hair * '
go and have a qm?.itry lass m.'ll l:{ar:twhi]:hinam
mung—perhapa i e

. Earlsdown had just ﬂﬂi glass

37



DAISY ASHFORD: HER BOOK

when Johnson brought in some pea soup,
bacon and cabb €, merangues and
chocolate uédm e

“Dunt trouble about ringing the second
bell Johnson " said Mr. Earlsdown * just call
Miss Monton and I will begin,”

So saying he began to serve out the bacon on
a golden plate.

“ Where is that thﬂd " said Mr. Earlsdown
after having 3 serves of the bacon. -

Just then ;:[uhnann entered with a very long
E.lEE “If you plmm sir” he said * Miss
Monten is nnwh:n: in the house and her room
Marjr says is that untidy Fﬂu‘d think a wild

%me hm:l been there.’
ess my life " exclaimed Mr. Earlsdown
'I:]lmwm down his fork and tossing his table
napkin 1:1: the butler.

orthwith he rushed upstirs to his niece’s
room and the sight which met his eyes was
:nnugh to astomsh even Mr. Earlsdown. A
I:a of linen stood in a comer of the room,

ts, jackets :m:l various articles of clothing
were scattered in every direction and at last
on the bed a letter adressed in Sylvia’s hand
to himself and this is what it said.

Umﬁmu do If abou

not worry yoursell about

me. I am quite safe under the charge of

Leslie Woodcock. We shall be in London
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to-night but from that day forth [ dont know
where we shall be. My name from now is
Syrvia Woobncock.

As Mr. Earlsdown read this coldly worded
epistle he flashed his eyes and stamped heavily
on the floor.

“Why bless the gitl ™ he screamed, “I'll
have her back within an inch of her life " so
saying he tore out of the bedroom and called
for Johnson.

The butler came running upstairs to receive
his orders.

Johnson take the first train to London and
search we.l?whm for traces of Mr. and Mrs.
Woodcock ™ and handing the butler 2/6 he sent
him off by the 8.8 to London.

Meanwhile there was also great confusion at
Astmer House. On the summons to dinner
Leslie was found missing.

“Dear me" exclaimed Mrs. Woodcock
jumping up and knocking over a soup tureen
 Albert go and look for your cousin.'

“Oh Ae is alnght" answered Albert
¢ there 15 no need to fuss.”

*Yes there is you heartless boy, go and look
for my son at once.”

“Oh bother " said Albert Hinging down his
book.

“Dont smap” said Mrs. Woodcock as
Albert dﬂbel?fj’nﬁwﬂly out of the room,
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He returned within a } of an hour to say
he could find no traces of Leslie except
his toothbrush in the back garden and a pocket
handkerchief on the stairs.

“QOh I hope he is not lost™ cried Mos.
Woodcock * my dear son, where can he be? "

“ Oh but you have me * said Albert with a
faint smile.

“What do I care for you?" said Mrs.
Woodcock bitterly,

Albert immediately began shuffling about
and took a drink of water to hide his b

“As you are so wvery stupd'’ continued
Mrs. Woodcock * perhaps can manage to
walk as far as Ycﬂnwﬁuw:r all and see if you
find any traces of Leslie.”

Albert pushed on his hat and stamped out
and returned in % hour in a rather more
excited mood than he went out,

“] say ﬂunt he cried running into thc
dining room " would you blieve it
railing near TcIIc-wﬂ-:w:r Hall 1 gﬂu'l;l‘ld Mua
Monton’s shoe and Lmlws watch key, 1
brought both back to show it is true.”

Mrs. Woodcock uttered a terrified *“Oh ™
and sank nearly unconscious on the sofa.
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CHAPTER X
jounson's sEancy

Jouwsow arrived in London at 25 minutes
to ten. It was a dark 'Eogg'ﬁ;‘i%ht and the air
was cold. Johnson gave a shiver as he wrapped
his ulster round him.

He wandered hopelessly about for an hour or
two and oddly enough he took the very same
lodgings as Sylvia and Leslic had spent their
first night in London ; being in that part of the
city and too tired to look for better apartments.

owards noon on the following day Johnson
encountered a friend, Thomas Bench by name,
and forgetting all about his errend, he turned
into a public house close by to enjoy a quiet
drink with his friend.

“What are you up here for Jim?" said
Thomas Bench.

“Well * said Johnson, stirring up his hot
whisky and water “its rather a serious matter,
my master’s niece has gone and run away with
ﬁgﬂuuﬂ man and I am on the lsok out for

“.A}w aye "' answered Bench scratching his
oily head “ what sort of a young miss is she
ﬂh F L5

“Well she's a pretty sort of girl with plenty
of fair hair and blue eyes there 15 no mistaking
che belongs to the upper ten my man *
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“Oh indeed "' replied Bench taking a piece
of blue per from his pocket “what is the
you lag;s name ? "' -

“Miss Monton by your leave "' roared the
butler.

“Well " replied Bench, “look here.”
Johnson snatched the bit of crumpled paper
and read it through., On the paper was
written

Miss Sylvia Monton. Homer Villa, Margate.

“ Mercy "' screamed Johnson ® wherever did
you find 1t "

“Well replied Thomas Bench “I was
walking in Orange Alley where old Nan lives
and outside the door I found this scrap of
paper, what do you think it meanz old pal? "

“1 should say "said Johnson, biting his lips
‘it looks as thﬂl.‘lih it meant that our young
lady had taken up her abode there,”

“ 80 should I" said Bench with a broad
grin and so sayi %thr: two men walked out
arm in arm. Outside they and Johnson
took the first train for Margate and whilst

waiting at the station a telegram was brought
to him by dirty old Nan.

Tearing it open he found it was from May-
field saying Mr, Earlsdown was dying and f.{c
was wanted at once,

“Oh lor 1" ejaculated the butler making 2
rush for the ticket office. Johnson did not
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arrive at Mayfield till 4.0 o'clock, then he
instaptly made his way to Mr. Earlsdown's
bedroom.

All the servants in the household were stand-
ing round the bed, and on it lay the unconcious

of Mr. Earlsdown.

““What is it?" cried Johnson pushing his
way through the crowd,

“ Appo " answered Susan the house-
maid Enl:fmg her apron to her streaming eyes
“ the poor dear master was so excited thinking
about Miss Monton and then all of a sudden
he received a note telling of the engagement of
Mr. Albert Woodcock with Miss Saunders
and then that sent him off because he always
wanted Mr. Albert to marry Miss Monton,
and when Mary went into the drawing room,
there he was in a fit."”

Just then the door opened and in walked
Doctor Mason, The result of his visit will be
zeen later on.

CHAPTER XI
SYLVIA'S RETURN

[t was a beautiful morning about 3 or 4
days after our hero and heroine's arrival at
argate. Leslie was just finishing his coffee
and toast and Sylvia was sitting near the
window glancing over the morning paper.
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Suddenly her rosy face turned deadly pale
and the paper nearly dropped from her tremb-
ling fingers,

“ What is it dearest 7" asked Leslie p]m’.‘.lnﬁ
his arm around her waist and kissing her palli
forehead, * has anything in the paper shaken

r nerves "'

“Oh Leslic Leslie ™ shrieked Sylvia falling
into his arms “ read tl:us and be satisfied that
my nerves are shaken.”

Leslie siezed the paper and read as follows :

“Mayfield Sussex. Last Tuesday Mr.
Richard George Earlsdown of Yellowflower
Hall was siezed with appoplexy. On that
same day he had pi*w:nmdhunmcc from
marrying a certain gentleman of the neighbour-
hood, and ske has run away with her intended,
viz My Leshia Alexander Woodcock,

Mz, Eurladuwniann‘wmpen' that his
consent was not given to his niece
and that if she comes back before he dies;
Iﬁim or unmnrﬂcd., she ;ﬂ]i recieve his love
and forgiveness for ever; umnu‘wmndymg
state and we fear that unless his nicce soon

returns he will dnudndlr afkp
% Shall you go ho ed Leslie quietly.

“Yﬂ o mlluna:l Sylvia “Oh Leslie,
mngck, 1 feel too weak."
were soon packed and the heart

hmkr.n couple were on way to Mayfield.
Arriving at the Hall Sylvia flew up to her
44
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uncle's room, and throwing herszlf on the floor
shook the room with ear piercing sobs. _

“Who is crying?" presently asked Mr.
Earl;&m. o

# It is me uncle—your repentant niece,

“ Mr. Earlsdown gave a contented smile and
turned away his head. Primfnﬂﬂ;,r he turned
round and his eyes fell on Sylvia’s white hand
en the counterpane.

“Mrs, Woodcock | see™ he said with a
smile looking at the golden wedding ring on
Sylvia's thi ﬁnﬁcr.

“Yes Uncle" said Sylvia in a low tone
“But you wont leave me till I am better
will you child " said her uncle.

“Never uncle ™ said Sylvia, “ never to your
dying day.”

CHAPTER XII
HOW IT ENDED

Seves have elapsed since the events told
in our last chapter and our scene once more
changes to the ball room at Asmer House.
Leslie and Sylvia no longer newly married
people are sitting by the piano and opposite
to them on the sofa are Isobel Saunders and
Albert Woodcock. Presently Albert advances
to the piano and asks Sylvia to sing a song.
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“Yes if I can get anyone to ply my accom-
paniment ' says Sylvia.

“1 only wish I could play " said Albert,
rubbing his face and looking with sad eyes at
Mrs. Woodeock., Immediately Isobel seated
herself at the piano and ran her fairy like
fingers over the notes while Sylvia's melodious
voice kept time to the music; and as the
beautiful words of * See the conguering hero
comes " rang out like a peal of thunder, Mr.
Earlsdown came bounding in,

Here the band st up God save the
Queen and everybody stood up in tful
silence ; and as the last notes of the n
band died away Mrs. Woodcock teok leave of
her friends as we will do of the characters of
this book.

THE END









CHAPTER 1

Tre sil moon rises slowly above the moun-
tains of white clouds and sheds its quiet light
upon one of the most beautiful scenes of the

tered nooks in the picturesque county of
Devonshire. The tall green hills, so thickly
covered with wild thyme rise clear and high
against the blue sky above. The rippling
waters of a little streamlet glide softly upon its
way through lovely banks of sweet preen moss.
Presently a white cloud envelopes the pale meon
and all s Eiarknﬁﬂ !

Onl a moment, the cloud passes awa
and tlgrc bright light pours down upon twg
figures. The one the tall slim figure of a
young girl, the other the broad well built figure
ofa richly dressed man. He wore a beautifully
made blue serge suit and a white tie fastened
with a gold and diamond pin. His felt hat
fitted as though it had been made for him and
his light overcoat and kid gloves were like the
rest of his toilet—well made and of a rich
material. His black hair grew thickly on his
head and his brown eyes glared fiercely, his
brown skin was red with rage and his white
teeth were clenched. '
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The girl on the contrary was poorly dressed
and did not seem at home in tﬂa presence of
the rich man. She wore a pale grey dress
trimmed with green velvet. It had seen its
best days for it was worn in many places. She
wore a4 straw hat and a white scarf round her
neck., She was a lovely girl! | Her plentiful
golden hair was coiled into a knob behind and
cut in a small fringe in front. Her htii blue
cyes spoke of many mysteries and were fringed
by golden lashes, I—Er cherry ::-::-lnumelnﬁpa
were small and pressed together in her nervous
state. Her white teeth were clenched and
she trembled under the viscious glare of her
companion.

“]1 tell you Beatrice you are out of your
senses, you must be, there is no doubt of it,
how can you refuse such an offer " ? said the
man fiercely.

“Oh Lawrence do listen to me ™, said the
unhappy gitl, “ it is impossible, it cannot be.
You are very kind, and I always had and always
shall have a very great rm:fwct for you, but I
cannot marry you, indéed | cannot | we are no
match, [ am poor and you are rich. Besides
I have a reason for not accepting you for my
husband. Oh Lawrence you make me so
unhappy | " and here the poor girl stopped
short, gave a hurried look round and pressed
her hand to her heart.

‘ Beatrice Langton you are a lunatic ™' cried
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the man, “give me an answer stmnght out—
yes or no.  Will you be my wife f speak aut
and dont go jibbering on in that sentimental
fashion ; say yes and you will live in luxury
andmhﬁfnrthamstnfynu:hfc,nrm and
you go humcg:urand degraded. Now give
me an aAnswer or No" |

The girl raised her head and spoke thus—

*Lawrence [ am v:rr it but m
answer is No! Goodbye Mr C:g

bye Lawrence, perhaps we shall ma:r mc:t
a in. What? you will not even shake hands |
:g{w well, goodnight Lawrence, goodnight".

turned and went away 'lu?mghlm in the
darkness,

CHAPTER 11
BEATRICE LANGTON'S HOME

Whey Beatrice went away she made straight
for her hunmfmitmscm:mrﬁnt_mﬂ er
wﬁdﬁd He&fl::tr;mm
s were wet wi t
masuh:mdchﬂws;ynmth;dunhmtg
moor. Presently she came to the stream and
after crossing bridge she made fnr I:BE
common, On the outskarts of the villa
her home. .ﬁ.]:tﬂuhmw::m Lhr.:ara—

fully trimmed roses and jasm
the pnrch and a neat htﬂ: gmlnn mE gont.
£1
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She the gate, walked up the path and
opened the door.

‘What a pleasant scene was there before her |
A bright fire was burning in the
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] know my love ", said Mrs, Langton, 1
will speak to your father about it, and in the
meantime pour me out another cup of tea
please ", o

Beatrice caught hold of the teapot smiling
happily as she did so; her father was not the
man to say no, and what he said her mother
seldom differed from ; so she cut her bread
and carved her bacon singing a merry son
through it all. After breakfast Beatrice dus
the room, got the children ready for scheol,
and then adjusting a straw hat upon her golden
tresses she prepered herself for a saunter
through the beautiful fields fresh with the
smell of new mown hay and Alderny cows.
She gathered flowers as she went and though
she felt bright and happy by the news the post
had brought there was a sore corner in her
heart—she had quarrelled with Lawrence
Cathcart, and there was not a man in Senbury
Glen who did not know his temper ! As she
strolled along she caught sight of Mr. Lan
who was discussing the subject of Welsh she
with a tradesman, He saw Beatrice an
walked towards her,

“Well Bia', he cried, “looking at my
cows ! aren’t they lovely £

* Beautiful Father ", eried Beatrice, *but do

know Mrs. Vindsor wants me to go to
E;‘ia and spend the winter with her family,
and may [ go™'?
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“ Yes certainly,” said Mr. Langton, “and I
suppose that means you would like a pound or
two to buy dresses and hats "' ?

Beatrice bit her lij: and smiled, I suppose
so father”, she said gazing placidly at her
worn elbows.

“ Very well,” said her father, [ will give

£1o. | should advise a blue serge
and a yellow hat".

L no father” | shricked Beatrice, “1[
will get a green dress and a hat trimmed with
roses .

“Very well,” said Mr. Langton kicking
the hay with his feet, “do as you please
my d’?“; by the bye, when are you expected
in Paris "' 7

“ Tomorrow week father", said Beatrice,
“ at least so mother says .

Mr. Langton whistled and then turning to
his daughter he said, “T tell you what Bia,
you had better call at the dressmaker on your
way hm::ﬁ h;{hnﬂa bustle at tl-;: last moment "',
20 Sa Mr. Langton gave his daughter £10
in md:ggnld |  Beatrice took th:mugnmsfnd
put them in her purse till the afterncon when
she paid 2 long visit to the dressmaker, She
invested in a lovely green silk dress tnmmed
with a delicate shade of rose pink, and the dainty
little hat was of the same picturesque colours.
She likewise bought a diamond brooch
and two silver bangles to make up the {10
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On coming out of the shop she turned on to
the moors for a Jast walk going to Paris,
for there would be plenty to do at home such
as darming mhn% mmd.tu clothes etc :
She called for Nelly Reeves (a friend of hers);
it would be a -:hm to outdo her,
Beatrice, for Nelly had been to Italy the Eﬂr
hﬁfumiudddnurthmghutbmﬂnflt:]lday
So the two girls arm in arm started for the
MOOrs. Reeves was a tall good loahnq
grirl, slightly pretty, but with none of the
beauty about her that was so clearly stamp:
all Beatrice Langton’s features. I:I..ck
hair and what she considered beautiful eyes,
though they really were small and vacant in
thﬂrWl Pﬂlusm ill £

“We you will enjoy yourself ™ she
remarked bri :,rwhﬂnBﬁ.tnc:tuidhu-nftht'
invitation to Paris.

“T am sore 1 5hi!],”audﬂu gently
feeling her hair behind, mﬂjl‘hmknf‘lh!

of it] The Vindsors live ina Chateau
i will be for

“Yes, Iﬂl.'l it
said Nelly « w mmvmmﬂ]? ol

“ Oh dont you remember Clara Vindsor ¥ ?
said Beatrice, ““she was s0 very pretty and
pqhﬁ:mherwﬁr“

“1 recollect , said Nelly gazing on the
far away blue hills, "thhmm how lovely
that view is ™" |
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She stoo to pick it up; it wasa gentle-
man’s gold link, beautifully carved and engraved
with the initials L.C.

“L.C." repeated Beatrice handling the link

nsively “why they are his initials. Can it
E: his I wonder? why yes' she continued,
“here is the name Lawrence Catheart; His
Links | yes they are his, I will keep them and
I may some day have occasion fo return them
to him ", so saying she put the articles in her
leather purse and turned towards home,

In some unaccountable way Beatrice turned
into the High Street and had to pass Lawrence
Cathcart’s house, a splendid white stone build-
ing standing apart from the other houses in a2
beautiful garden of well tended blooms.

“ What riches " | sighed Beatrice pausing at
the iron gates, and as her blue eyes searched the
lovely prounds her glance fell upon Lawrence
Cathcart. He was standing under a tree with
an open book in his hands. He wore a light
fawn suit and his black curly hair was exposed
to the Autumn sun; and as Beatrice gazed on
this good I-nukiug}mun!gmﬂ she wondered why
she had not noticed before how exquisitely curly
his hair and moustache was, how fine his nose
and eg'm, and how- beautifully his mouth was
curve

But +3I1¢ did not talk to him or try to attract
his attention, and sad and disheartened she
walked home. :
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CHAPTER 1V

Tea was ready when Beatrice returned home
and she drew her chair and clustered round
the table,

*“Well, what is your dress like"? asked
Mrs. Langton as she passed the butter to her
husband.

* Oh it 1s lovely Mother " answered Beatrice,
“and oh Father " she continued, *1 bought
some J-:W:]Iry too "' |

“ Jewellry," cried Mr. Langton stirring his

w 'Hmthm ]:llD H;
«Well, yes E:h!:r", sighted Beatrice, 1
hope you are not angry "' ?

v@m did yuu buy " enquired Mr.

“%wu bracelets and a brooch " said Beatrice
sadly.

I\En Langton cuugh-:d and helped himself
to some strawberry j

“] have been v:ry busy putting some
emhmdmlr r white petticoat all the
afternoon ,mdid .I.anfmn'ymgtnthang:
the subject, “you know
say you are expected on Thursday instead of
next week."”

“Oh Mother " said Beatrice, “ I must begin
to pack at once” !, so saying she flew up to
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her bedroom, and ten minutes later the
floor was littered with as many articles of
clut!unfa:s you could wish to see, and when
Mrs. L gmmu&:&brmah:ﬁmud
her daughter seated on the bed amid stockings
of every shade, curling some crimson feathers.

“ My dear Beatrice ™ | cried that good lady
in astonishment, “ what are you doing "' f

“Well T was trying to pack mother”
answered Beatrice calmly.

“1 see' said Mrs. Langton folding up a
blue skirt as she spoke, “if you will allow me
to help you I think you will manage better ",

“ well " replied Beatrice “there are
the trunks "',

“Yes 1 see them" said Mrs. Langton, 1
think your new dress and hat had better go in
the basket trunk dont you™ #

“Perhaps so ' said Beatrice pathering the
stockings off the bed, “Oh magef, ta think
that the day after tomorrow I shall be going
. Y.-"I!uimdd " replied M

“¥en i ear | ied m.[xnﬁtm
glancing round the litb::gd room, * you have
plenty of work to do, just darn these steckings
will you, while I collect your hats "',

Beatrice threaded her needle and once she
was seated in the big arm-chair, her busy

ma’,ﬁ%bcgan to 2: | \_ ‘
at ;lﬁumns:ﬂ: "y w}’;; m I ﬂhﬂ] lan-m:
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uard waved his flag, the porters slammed the
g.ocn‘s an-:l Bmtm:c found herself spinning
fields of Shad-t,fzmt caving
S::gu:;lﬂ behind nnd approaching New-
haven Harbour. Beatrice gave a little sigh
half of joy and half of fear, and then subsided
into her novel and refreshments till the train
sto and she found herself in the aforesaid
ur. There were a great passengers
gniu.g by the Dieppe beat,and Beatrice had some
ificulty to declare her luggage and smupgle
the packet of coffee her thoughtful mother

t i the sponge bag. Butatlaatshe on
the the boat anﬁnce she was seated in heEmdmk
nhmr zing on the rough gea, she could

isheddmg a few tears as she thought
uf th: ttle brown mttag standing alone on
the outskirts of Senbu len. But she scon
cheered up and asked thl: stewardess to show
her to her cabin, The woman obeyed and
walked along the deck till she came to a
battede ing door, m;hmh she opened say-
ing—* Here is '(yaur n miss, berth is
number 1o, and you will find ﬁwamr to
wash in "',

Beatrice thanked her and entered the room.
A woman five children and a nurse were
seated round the room. The nurse had two
small babies on her knee which she was trying
to hush to sleep in vain. The mother was
attempting to comb ﬂéelmr of a very frantic
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little boy and scolding two girls who would
insist on unfastening all the trunks and scatter-
ing the contents on the floor. Beatrice took
no notice of the mﬁs; ﬁt}, but went to her
corner of the cabin and did her hair and washed
her face in some hard salt water. The
stewardess then brought her some tea and a
bit of cake and Beatrice took the opportunity
to ask her if she was to share the same cabin as
the children and their elders. =

“Well," whispered til;c 5Eqwardass, “] am
5 to say you must, but | expect they will
g?:n_r;:l:j deck E::nn and then you v;r;il b:h:..'f t
miss ",

Beatrice smiled and tricd to read her book
amidst the deafening roars of the babies. But
in a little while the nurse marched them all up
on deck, and the mother soon followed with one
fat baby and a basket of refreshments in her
arms. Then there was peace and Beatrice
quite enjoyed her little dinner of ham sand-
wiches and a cold custard. But about 2
o'clock she began to feel drowsy and enj
a pleasant sleep, and at the end of half an hour
was surprised to find she was in Die

She gathered her Ec er and a
ﬁ::.‘l natured sailor hel er off the steamer.

again declared her and went to the

station where she awaited the arrival of the train

to Pariz. At last it came up, and Beatrice

found 2 comfortable caﬁrm.gc well padded with
3
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cushions and rugs, and a fat suky looking girl
in one corner who was busily engaged it.'ll':lrilg
lemons and studying Bradshaw,

CHAFPTER VI

Ir was close on ten when the train sto at
Paris, and Beatrice and the fat girl alighted to
o de here” ? asked

% Do resi i the girl in
broken Eﬁ;liﬁh. e

%] am here on a visit "', replied Beatrice.

“] seec: is it notcold elle " 7 said
this friendly girl. :

“Very ", answered Beatrice bottoning the
collar of her coat.

“Yes very", continued the girl, “ah
Midammﬁutguu have no wraps; take m
shawl”, and without another word the girl p u&
off her shawl and flung it round the shoulders of
the astonished Beatrice, and then disappear
into the refreshment room from which did
not reappear again in a hurry, Beatrice was
too astonished to speak and hardly liked the
hmm.' wnu]I ; len mwhawm dE:l been so

: on to j %

Yot 4 she had wi ;
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green plush came up, and touching his hat said
“Bu!}:e-m& D’J” wgueg
“Ou " inavery manner,
and soon found herself rumbling along the
streets of Paris in a very comfortable carriage
with her luggage piled round her in 2 kind of
rn:md and the friendly girl's shawl still
ﬂmnthﬁﬂmhfedumi speed and all at
once Beatrice found herself at the great entrance
porch of “ Le Chatean ™ |
The footman rang the bell and then went
away leaving Beatrice in a transpor: of fear and
nyunthtiwﬁi Snﬂnlhﬂ{iﬂmwﬁoptuﬁi
ler with powdered hair and a
ush uniform,
hat can I do for you " 7 he asked with
thi:u.trnfahng.
“Oh please 1 have come to stay " said
hmnmﬂ;
“ Step inside ", said the courtly butler.
Beatrice did as she was bid and found her-
self in a most thuﬂhu:gwtthnnh
wlvctm paved with Turkish

S e

Langton ™. <5 said Beatrice,
T.'lu:: huticrth:n Ind hu-alﬂngnm corri-
nttu:

m;mlm" ]%ngm "
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A murmer arose at this announcement and
in less than a mmnt¢ Beatrice was in Mis.
Vindsor's arms hmq to death almost.
“ My dear Beatrice ™! gasggaiwhcn her
Imm:s were exhausted * how I am to

you | the steak has just gam: down to be
.‘r:: hnr, come and see
hese comforting words socthed Beatrice,
and then Clara came forward to greet her
friend.

Clara was a slight thin girl about 19 with
very fair hair and blue eyes, she wore a blue
satin dress trimmed with real Brussels lace
in keeping with Le Chateau, anda spray of blue
flowers in her hair.

“ My sisters will be down in one minute
she said kindly *their maids are doing their
hairs "',

«Oh 1 see," said Beatrice rapidly taking off
her gloves and ‘ila}rmg with some pride her
white smooth han

“1 suppose are very tired "', said Mrs.
Vindsor pg;!:isng?tﬁ fire a [gkﬂ with the toe of
her shoe.

“Yes [ nm, said Beatrice “it was very
rough crossing "

Just then the door opened and two girls
mterad about 22 and 24 inage. The eldest

no means beautiful, but she was

:ntmsli; Eand; She had small black eyes,

and b hair which she wore in a most
66
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iar manner, it was cut in & fringe in

nt and gathered into a huge knob behind

all except one piece which hung down her back

and on the end of which a single red rose was

attatched. She was attired in yellow silk and

was by no means courteous to Beatrice, her
name was Honoria.

The other girl was the most beautiful of the
three. She had lovely brown hair and soft blue
eyes fringed by sweet long lashes. Her nose
-and mouth were enough to attract an artist
towards her ; she was in a lovely pink
silk dress and her knob was arrayed by a pink
feather. Her name was Margaret and she
oty Tad Wich 'pmuﬂ i Foplamcct e

oung la ith the tic blug eyes " | an
En. t:]E: zoth of August (her hi:ﬂﬁﬂ not a
single person omitted to give her a present.
Beatrice thought her lovely and kissed her on
both cheeks with hearty good cheer.

And so ended Beatrice first night at Le
Chateau.

CHAPTER VII

Tue next morning Beatrice had a slight head-

ache and did not rise till the t gong

sounded through the 1;&113 of the great castle.
7 F
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Just as she was ready her bedroom was
opened and ret appeared.

“Oh Beatrice " she cried “isa't it a lovely
morning § DMama has just had a note asking
us all to Mrs. Middle's garden this after-
noon, there will be a lot of English people there
just arrived like yourself ™.

“Yes very nice ", said Beatrice and the two
went down to breakfast together,

Mrs, Vindsor and Honoria were alread
seated at the table enjoying the fragrant mﬂ{
but Clara had not yet come down,

“How late you are Margaret” protested
Mrs, Vindsor.

“I am sorry Mother " said Margaret crack-
ing her egg.

%S0 I should hope " said Honoria shakin
her head so that the rose at the end of her tw
swayed to and fro also.

After the meal was over Clam proposed to
take Beatrice for a walk in the gay town as
Marg?r:t was going to tn:ln ;1 hat for Mrs,
Middle's garden S an onoria al
did the I:u:uusu‘:]u:w.:l:-ii::;uﬂgr.t:fr C

Beatrice was delighted at the offer and soon
joined Clara in the spacious hall,

“We must go this way " said Clara “as 1
have to go the Bank for mother ™,

“Oh alright " said Beatrice taking Clara’s
arm.

Then followed a hittle conversation about
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nnthi i icular, and by the time
mmmu h{d quite &ﬂ:&d&dmr

that thuugh Clara was very pleasant and

she w:::c] nt_ut :smmce as Margaret who was

ness itself to the strange English

“ Would you hk';geta mlkuglinddm
while I go into the Bank " ? uked Clara,

“Yes please”, said Beatrice who by no
means appreciated Banks, and so saying she
left Clara in the office and walked along the

street, She seemed very strange as she
walked through the strange streets and was so
taken with the fancy shops that she forgot all
about Clara in the bank,

“Dear me ! what lovely gloves " she said
as she stopped outside a large drapers shop
“we dont v:mmht.l'l in England "' |

Just then smne.hcﬂy pnsaad ind her and
in so doing brushed against her dress. Beatrice
at once looked round and there walking quietly
in front as though nothing had happened was a
man |

Beatrice looked in amazement at the gentle-
man calmly receding up the road, and as 511:
looked iimfurmmm:dtngmwﬁnﬂhlr in
fmntufh:rcgfc.’ she had seen that
navy blue suit re, that brown hat and those
boots | Yes ! the very walk was familar to
her. She knew thntell::{:l:k curly hair and that
well formed back againl—it was Lawrence
Cathcart |
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Beatrice gave a low cry and covered her face
with her hands.

The man looked round and his eyes fell
upon the figure of the unhaE‘p}r Beatrice. He
evidently recognized her for with a little
hesitation he advanced towards her and ta]:ing
her arm said not unkindly—* Come with me ",

] cant,” groaned Beatrice.

“You must'', said Lawrence,

Beatrice could do no more but slowly and
sadly she followed her enemy.

Many thoughts flashed through her mind
during that walk, thoughts that Beatrice will
never forget.

At last Lawrence stopped at an Inn door
and he mounted the steps and walked in.
Beatrice followed in silence.

Presently Lawrence opened a door and the
two went into a small but pretty bedroom.

“Now," said Lawrence, turning the key in
the door and looking kindly at Beatrice,  have
vou changed your mind since we last met " ?

The tears welled into Beatrice’s blue
and rolled down her now death-like r_h;ﬁ
“ Lawrence "' she sobbed at length “I wish
I could say I had, I almost love you Lawrence
but I cannot marry you."

“l‘j"ﬂ'_-,r ;;EII o lnsﬁweradllawrnnce drawing
his lips tightly together, “[ see my journey to
Fmr:lfhm been made in vain; I fmy add,"
he continued “that I came here purposely to

o
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encounter you but all in vain | You have no
real reason for not wishing to become my wife
—it is not ible ; but I will now flee from
you and per when [ am laid upon my bed
for the last Iipl_:= and Ii?r.h has EI::.Eﬂ gm?in
its jaws will repent t wrongs "' |
i “E}h ﬁwrcmmﬂ Butntcuzu;gmt a-:wfl:nmi
in her agony, * just one w re you go '’

“Not one", replied Lawrence, and with
these words upon his lips he left the unhappy
Beatrice in a swoon upon his floor,

Beatrice had given one hoarse scream as she
fell to the floor, and it brought a couple of
waiters to the room.

% What is it ' ? asked one.

“ A young lady has fainted " said the other
“ run for the doctor quick."”

The next instant there was a regular crowd
round Beatrice all intensly interested, and in
less time than it takes to tell old Doctor Holden
was bending over Beatrice'’s white r].%-id face.

“She has had some shock [ fear™ said he
feeling the thin white hand, “can ne in
the crowd tell me where this lady lives ™' ?

There was no sound of a reply for the first
few seconds and then came a fant “yes ™ from
the back of the throng.

“Come forward" cried the doctor, A
rustling and a murmuring of voices ensued, and
then the figure of a ]?mmgi.i{l rushed forward.
It was Margaret Vindsor had come out in

7I
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search of Clara, and fearing her to be lost had
set out to find her.

“Now ' said Dr. Heolden giving Margaret
a chair, “are you any relation to this young
lady, and where does she live "' f

“Ch Dr. Holden" ! cried Margaret *she
13 a friend of ours and is on a visit to us—aoh
what shall I do | oh poor Beatrice™ | |

® Why Miss Vindsor is it you " ¢ asked Dr.
Holden in surprise. * Waiter run for a cab,
we must take ladies back to Le Chateau "',

It was not long before thecab !.tﬂpépﬂllt the
Inn door and Dr Holden assisted by two
;iraiters., !iftcd E‘:tric: inltja the cab and laid

er pingerly on the seat, while Margaret speedi

fnllm aid then the doctor m]f jfu:tnpg
in and the downcast party drove back to Le
Chateau, -

CHAPTER YVIII

Mzrs. Vinosor together with Honoria and
Ciara were waiting breathlessly in the hall when
the cab drove up. Honoria flew to the door
and the minute she caught sight of the uncon-
scious Beatrnice and her sister’s pale face she
gave a loud scream and tore rapidly to her bed-
room. Beatrice was carried to her bedroom at
72
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once and the doctor soon left after leaving his
directions.

Margaret was in a great state of anxiety, but
Essusing more self control than the rest of the

mi]rshr:wm appointed nurse. Beatrice with
the mid of salts and mustard plasters soon came
to herself, but Lawrence Cathcart bad done
his work—rheumatic fever set inand for many
days Beatrice hung between life and death.
Mr and Mrs Langton were sent for and duly
ndlriiv'cﬂ but ﬁlnﬂ“unc ‘Wﬂ;iﬂ Beatrice mnﬁdi

of her illness. The more she thousht

of ::szfhetur{;mrl: ill she became and H::fm
prayed a good deal. By the time she wn.s nhle
to up her mind was made u
look for Lawrence Cathcart, a!i:im pardon :u:d
become his wife. Life offered naught else.

CHAPTER IX

Tex years have passed since the events recorded
in my last chapter took plice, and Beatrice now
a woman of 28, is fair and blooming 2s ever
but with an anxious care-worn expression mum.‘l
her face. She no longer lives in the p
“cottage in Senbury Glen for Mr 11 tl:m
has lost a great deal of money farming, rmﬁ
and his family have changed their quarters and
73
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live in a dingy lirtle house in a London back
street. It would take too long to relate all
that has happened on the last years, so [ will
describe the évents as briefly as possible. To
begin with little Tinz who wasalways a delicate
child has died within the last four years and
rests in the churchyard at Senbury Glen, Mary
and Lily have had to leave schocl early and
Mary, a girl of twenty is taking lessons in
painting, while Lily stays at home,

One thing | must not omit to mention is that
Beatrice 15 still on the look out for Lawrence
Catheart but fears she will never find him.

One Spring morning Beatrice comes down to
breakfast m‘if finds Mrs Langton busy with

Eﬂmwﬁ!l‘ﬂ.
“Well mother™ she says sadly for her
merry tone has completely deserted her, “have
{nu eard of anything I can do to earn my
ving "' ¢
“yes dear, | think so " replies Mrs Langton
lancing nervously at the manuscript in her
d, * you were always fond of nursing were
you not Beatrice "' 7
“ves mother ever since [ had that illness ”
answers Beatrice # it was Margaret Vindsor
wlmgut the idea in my head ™.
“Poor Ma t" says Mrs on, for
Margaret may be numbered among the dead.
“Well Mother what about me™? asks
Beatrice presently.
T4
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“ Oh | was forgetting " answers Mrs Langton
T have heard from Captain Harsh and he says
if 1 care to let you go to India he has a capital
place for you as a military hospital nurse ™,

“To attend to the soldiers wounded in
battle ' ¢ asks Beatrice.

“Yes dear” replies Mrs Langton, ©1 will
read you the letter—* Madam, | Hearing of
your daughter's wish to become a hospital
nurse, I beg to offer my services, If you do
not object to soldiers [ have a lovely place out
here in India where her only work will be to
attend to the soldiers in their bungalows either
in the night or day as her turn come round.
She will live with other nurses in 1 comfortable
house not far from the battle field. She will
be expected to bring her own clothes, cups,
plates and knives etc : She must be :hmur%jl
and kind and must make herself obliging to
the soldiers. [ will expect her by the next

mail.
Believe me, Madam
Yours very sincerely,
George Harsh (Captain of the
1ogth Regiment)

“That sounds very nice Mother answers
Bmt{ji;: “I think I will go™.
“ What about the character you are expected
to have " ? says Murs Langton artfully.
] think [ am both cheerful and kind " says
75
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Beatrice hotly *“and as to being uhhgmg to the
soldiers, an:,rhudf could be that ",

“ Perhaps so,” smiles Mrs ngmn, “ then
1 will write to Capra.in Harsh ard say you will
go by the next mail ™.

For many days after this Beatrice is busy
preparing for the voyage, And at last the
eventful day arrives and Beatrice clad for the
first time in her nurse’s costumesteps on board
the Victory which is to take her to the wonderful
city of um

%:E uite frantic as he
wWaves I:us r:d pn-:ket dkerchief wildly to
his beloved daughter for the st time, and
Mrs Langton faints on the pier and has to be
carried away, which sets the helpless Beatrice
sobbing as though her heart would break and
she shouts messages till she is hoarse and then
sheds many tears which continue on and off
till she reaches Calcutta, when the sight of two
pleasant nurses dressed like lm:at,]ﬂ quite
cheers her up.

She advances bashfully towards them and
says in meek submissive l:ﬁnus “if you please
are you military hospital nurses "7

“We are", replies the tallest of the two
“our names are Nurse Elsie and Nurse
Brandon ; of course there is no need to say I
am Nurse Brandon.” _

* Of course not " says Beatrice.

“And you are Nurse Mildred I presume "
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asks Nurse Brandon, gently nudging Nurse
Elsie to join in the conversation. '

“No my name is Beatrice Langton *' replies
Beatrice,

“] know " says Nurse Brandon, “but you
will be known as Nurse Mildred in the wards.”

“Oh I see” answer Beatrice glancing at
Nurse Elsic whom she thinks she will like
better than the former.

“ And now " says Nurse Brandon “we will
take you to the Residency ; Nurse Elsie kindly
lead the way."

The nurse does as she is told and the three
walk on t?nthnr At last they reach a large
building of yellow brick with a placcard on
the door on which is vedp “ Nurses'
Residence." Nurse Elsie opens the door and
leads the way to a airy room in which
some dozen nurses are having tea.

“This is Nurse Mildred ", announces Nurse
Brandon in loud tones, and then seating herself
at the table she continues “ Nurse Mildred you
will sit next Nurse Helen tonight "

Beatrice gazes ly round the room
wondering which 15 ﬁurﬂt Helen, when sud-
denly a pretty nurse with chestnut hair and
blue eyes jumps up and announces that she is
Nurse Helen and takes Beatrice to her place.
The tea is mﬂthumism'nfihmd

~with thick bread and b and coffee
if preferred to tea, Beatrice thinks it is not a
i)



DAISY ASHFORD: HER BOOK

bad meal. After tea WNurse Brandon shows
Beatrice to her room and tells her she need not
begin work till to-marrow.

CHAPTER X

Tue time speeds rapidly on and Beatrice is
]::::r Eﬂ;il:t :ﬁeqmb: an old nurse, She finds

work in bungalows leasant and
the soldiers find her most nbb;;f; 3 She works
hard and is never tempted to grumble.

One day j éeust as she is settling down to write
after tea, after a hard days work, Nurse Helen
looks in at the door. “hurﬁc M1|d.red ", she
exclaims “you are to go at once to Bungalow
number §; a wounded soldier has just been
taken there and is very ill 1 fear.

Beatrice jumps u nn-.d utting on her bonnet
walks quickly to Ifhung:.lcrw It is a
little white one on the outskirts of the jungle
and close to the battle field, and in it there is
a bed, two chairs, a jug, basin and table.
Beatrice takes hold of a small cup and measures
some cintment into it, and then takmg  sponge
bathes the man's wounds. He is a very thin
man with long slender hands and black hair
and eyes, and at a first glance Beatrice sees
that he is on the point of death. She does all
she can for him and then at his wish reads
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some Holy Scriptures to him. Then secing
his eyes d she goes to the other end of the
bungnlnw waits.

ti;r she hears & weak voice say
% Beatrice "'

Shie atam-, it is a long time since that name
has fallen on her ears.

“ Beatrice, dont you know me " ? says the
voice once more,

In a minute Beatrice is at his side ::laspm
his ham:l inhers. *“Oh Lawrence, Lawrence " ?
she cries.

Then there is silence.

“ Lawrence qar}ﬂ{qn ever forgive me™?

moeans Beatrice at

g | sl it e

“A me as your lawful wife,"” cries
Beatrice bending over him.

“Yes darling, yes,” says Lawrence faintly.
Hchth;n tells her ma;?f:: wardsdhowm despair
he had given up everything an ¢ into the
Army and lived only long nmughuﬂ to forgive
'.E:atn.cc, for that day he had received his death
wound in a sharp battle with the enemy.

“And now,”" he adds, “1 shall die ha p}r,
and will remember in after years (for
shall not li ve to) how here it mnurbmrts
were re-united—once more joined

uﬁ, anrl

here it was I accepted
here it is therefore ti‘:ml.}:;wllﬁ Deepest™ |
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“Oh my dear " | Beatrice heavily,
“ Lawrence, here is what I was m have
given you at the French Inn,” an
a pﬁ.r of golden links into his d‘ung hiud.

e smiles back at her and says “k&'zpthmﬂ
darling as a rmcmbmnﬁc of mc.

Beatrice's only answer is a wild kiss, the last
Lawrence will ever receive, the memory of
which follows him to Eternity, the next minute
he falls back with a groan,

Beatrice stands for a rigid moment and then
falls prone beside the bed.

And there is only one in all this wide world
who knows for certain if Lawrence Cathcart
died a happy death.









CHAPTER 1
PROLOGUE

Joux Winstox had entered into manhood with
prospect of a bright and brilliant future.

His parents had died leaving him a nice
little lc.-g-.\iyhmd a great deal of land for farming
But with all this good fortune, things did not
seem to go right mth him.

To begin with, he was idle and did not care
for farming, so he let land waste away till it
was good nrnn‘b]:mg,ﬂndhﬂwuﬁ:m:dtn
sell it. He then encountered a severe loss of
money, and by d sank lower and lower
in thln world “ﬂrﬂiwmgh himself a

enniless man enough to a
Emf over his head. i

His only resourse then was marriage. There
were plenty of rich girls about wheose parents
would be glad to find a suitable husband for
them. John Winston was suitable enough, for
he was good locking, witty, and had a certain
amount of sense ; but his kind heart
would not allow him to fnll in love with these
gtdlmtuiyunnﬂmunlnfthmrnchﬂl,m had
to look out for someone he really loved
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During these explorations he met Helen
Carline, a young girl, poor, anc with no rela-
tions in the world, She was wondrously pretty,
with a profusion of fluffy golden hair and sad
blue eyes, which spoke all their thoughts.

Of course John Winston fell in love with
her at once and proposed accordingly. After
a little hesitation she accepted and John
Winston's joy was beautiful to witness.

The married couple took a little cottage on
the outzkirts of the Malvern Hills, and en-

‘one servent Jane Marshland, by name,
about whom we shall hear more later on.
In the spring of the following year a little
1 was born 2s a crowning joy to the young
sband and wife.
But three months afterwards Mrs, Winston
died of fever, which she caught when visiting
a gipsy encampment near her home, So atan
early age, little Helen (for that was the child’s
name) was left without a mother, but she
lacked no love or tenderness, for Mr. Winston's
only care was for his beloved child, and Jane
Marshland now the nurse, did every thing she
could for the child’s health and comfort.

Mr, Winston had to give up his dear little
home, and retire with Jane and his baby to
ledgings in London till he heard of some em-

nt.
t last he found ing not satis-
factory, but as nothing else he decided
B4
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e L S ey e
a small country town in
the name of Kenalham. i
It was not a nice position to be in certainly,
and Mr, Winston's nerves were not mﬁ,
but the payment was good, and after all only
ﬂ?; two people were hung a year at Kenal-
5o with a sinking heart Mr. Winston pa
up his goods and departed with his child and
servant to the little cottage in Kenalham,
furnished for him. It was a nice litele
house, and Mr. Winston smiled a5 he entered
the drawing room, “after all "’ he said to Jane,
“so few le are hung here that nearly all
my time will be devoted to my datling Helen,"
and he kissed the rosy face of the child.
So, now having explained the position of my
I will skip over a few years and go on
again at the time when Helen had grown up
into & charming sweet mannered pirl

CHAPTER 11
THE COTTAGE EY THE HILL
Tue little village of Kenalham was situated in
the south of Hants and lay at the bottom of

Hu'Fn?:v:r wat::ni.}g gh: little town, but a broad
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stream  wound through the neighbouring
medows giving a rich green shade to tti:dgﬂﬂ
on its banks; the high green hills s out
clear and tall against the blue sky, and the
ruins of an old castle on the top of one of the
heights gave a strange weird appearance. To
add to tﬁz strangeness of this little scene, at the
bottom of the hill on which the ruins
stood was a wll:trg the modern kind nestling
amidst a woody dell of beach trees. This was
no other than the residence of Mr, John Win-
ston and his daughter Helen, and it went by
the name of ** Beach Dale."”
** It was a charming little house and had the
of possessing a beautiful view both
¢k and front, The front looked out across
miles of woodland scenery with no sign of
human inhabetance any where safe a single
cottage which stood out like a white speck
among the greenness which surrcunded it.

The back looked out on the blue hills,
and far away in the distant loomed the white
cliffs of Portsmouth.

Having now given the reader a correct idea
of the surroun of *Beach Dale” I will
endevour to described Helen Winston.,

At the time my story opens, our heroine was
a charming young lady of nineteen years. She
had an ahundanm: of dark brown, almost black
hair, curling gracefully over her forchead. Her
beautiful brown eyes ﬁm headed by well

)
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marked eye brows of a | black ; her com-
plexion was like that of a blush rose and her
pretty little nose and mouth added to the charm
of her features.
Lt
an t she was ate Jof
he,rfm_hzra:;{d devoted all her life to him,
Trouble and care had made Mr. Winston
look old before his time. He was only 54,
yet hiz hair and beard were completely
gemj-'. He had a kind quiet face and blue eyes,
had a rather wide mouth with a nervous
twitch at each corner. He fully returned his
daughter's love and considering he had taught
her entirely himself she was comparatively

CHAPTER III

THE SECRET SAFE

Duning all the years Mr, Winston had lived
Eﬁﬁgmﬂgagahg hii:liunl]r_madt one friend a
r. Cyri - He was thirty years of a
and a-'g:chclur. He too had no friends in the
village but Mr. Winston, so he was constantly
at & Dale.” He was very fond of Helen
and had often attempted to make love to her,
but she was so completely innocent of his
intentions that he felt quite bashful and dare

not begin,
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One maorning, in Mr. Winston
and his sk jl‘i:}r finishing their
breakfast when Marshland came in with a
letter which she handed to her master,

A letter 7" said Mr. Winston opening his
eyes, “who can it be from? "

* Business, father I'm sure” replied Helen
with a smile.

“1 think not,” smd Mr. Winston wiscly
and he proceeded to tear open the envelope
and persue its contents,

As he read the letter his face became first
thoughtful, then puzzled and then it broke
into a ﬂsmﬁ lmd hluﬂ}r :lurtéo:ﬁnmu IE'lf.'ll'l.ll':ll‘t
into a fit ter an a g his
untasted tea. ?[—?Ethm turned to his gnngim:r
for the first time.

“Do you know who this is from, Helen 7"
he said.

“No father I don't"" answered Helen.

“ Perhaps it will need a little explanation "'
replied Mr. Winston. “You have heard me
SPH;'“nf your cousins the Lincarrols haven't

“Oh yes I know" said Helen “they are

rich aren't they ? :

“Yes ™ said Mr. Winston slowly, “very."

“Well father what about them?" said
Iﬁiﬂﬂd I Glad
“«Did I ever mention to " en-
quired Mr. Winston, : i

g
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“Oh yes" said Helen, “she is the pretty
one isn't she 7 "

“Yes she is quite the “ flower of the flock "
I belive " replied Mr, Winston ; “the others
are clecldndl plain."

“Well wh:t about Gladys?" enquired
Helen.

“Well she is going to be marmied short gr

and so she here next week
a lirde whg and !mngmger future husband
with her. What do you say to that? ™ asked
Mr. Winston,

Helen's pretty face was beaming with novelty
and leasure.

1ow lovely father™ she gasped; I do

hnp: she will be nice.”

“What about a bedroom for her?" said
Mr, Winston.

;ﬂ}l{;]m:e'ﬁ the Etl:l&uanic in the loft"
renli en, “I1'msurethatis enough.”

% What about the furniture hﬂﬁ“ present
it is completely bare and full of cobwebs," said
Winston.

i | ‘about that,” said Helen. * Well
she can Have the best bedroom.”

“Yeos " said Mr. Winston * but where is the

?‘L‘FW'IR‘]:III:I.H} i
e el
U Tames i inston ring
to the letter in his hand.
Helen's face fell and her eyes filled with
g



DAISY ASHFORD : HER BOOK

tears. “1'm afraid father " she said ““we shall
have to refuse them, for if the attic has to be
used I certainly have no money to furnish it
with and T know you have not.’

“Don’t make too sure my lss' said her
father, * wait a little.”

He got up as he spoke and taking a small
key from his pocket went towards the left
hand corner of the mantlepicce.

“Come closer Helen, come closer,” he said
keeping his eyes on his daughter,

Helen followed her father closely, her eyes
with a startled expression in them and hcr?i"ps
quivering with emotion. Mr. Winston lifted
a portion of the red velvit curtain which
screaned the fire place, and then to Helen said :

“ Do you notice anything peculiar about this
part of the wall, my child.

“ No father, except that there is a little hole
‘ust in the middle,” replied Helen,

“Ah | you notice that f " said Mr. Winston.

“Yes " said Helen under her breath.

“Now watch me " said Mr. Winston,

Helen needed no second bidding 3 her eyes
seemed rivited to the little hole.

Mr. Winston placed the into the hole
and turned it twice round. eadiately a
little spring dooer flew n displaying two
well constructed shelves of solid cak.

“This is my secret safe," said Mr, Winston,
“known to no one but myself,”

9o
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“ Father | * cried Helen catching hold of

his arm.

“ Don't get excited, Helen " said her father.
“] am going to disclose all the secrets of this
safe to you. Do you perceive that the top
shelf is faced in by a thin wire gauze with a
handle to the left hand side ? "'

“Yes father " replied Helen.

“Well, nobody can get at the contents of
that shelf without my knowing it,"

“Why father 7 "' asked Helen,

“ Because there are two ways of opening it.
Tty to open it yourself and then 1 will l:'.:ﬁain
it to * said Mr, Winston.

Helen with nervous fingers took hold of the
handle and turned it; the gauze door flew
open and at the same time a bell began to ring
loud and furiously.

Helen drew back in amazement,

“Cant Marshland hear it? Why doesn't
she come up "' asked Helen,

¢ She would not trouble to come up for she
knows my secret "' said Mr, Winston.

“0h! Isee" said Helen.

““Well to procead " said Mr, Winston, *If
Marshland or I heard that bell we should know
the safe was being robbed and come up at
OHCE,”

“Of course " said Helen.

“But there is another way of opening the
safe known only to me" said Mr. Winston

91
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closing the panze door; try any way like
to QEEH thafndmr I don't thiuI{ you Laillr find
the right way." T

Helen ed and ed at i
every m}]r::mbhut in v;i}h:gthc door wnuldtl?luﬁ
move,

“Now I will show the right way,” said Mr,
Winston,

As he spoke he placed his thumb on a brass
nail and the gavze door rose, instead of open-
ing, and without any noise displayed the con-
tents of the secret safe.

“ How wonderfull " said Helen.

“ Would you like to see the contents ? " said
Mr. Winston,

“Oh | yes father " replied Helen,

Mr, Winston"put his hand on the shelf and
brought out a leather bag.

“It is full of gold" he said wu‘qlﬂng it in
his hand, “the savings of a life time ".

“QOh father " Helen.

Mr. Winston out 10 gold peices and
the rest he left in the bag *this will pay for
the furnishing of the attic ™ he said.

“So it will " said Helen brightly.

Mr. Winsten put the bag back and took out
a little ivory box and displayed some mag-
nificent jewilery to his daughter’s dazzled eyes,
“ this was all all left to you by your mother’s
will," he said,

“Really 1" said Helen, “1 can't belive it.”

g2
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The anmmnsismd of two broachs, one set
entirely in diamands, the other a hummhuwut
in rubies; a gold watch, chain and seals; a
nexlet of pﬂﬂs and a gn’!d bracelet fastenned
with a ruby heart.

Mr, Wmsmn&h:aﬂﬁmhmﬂntunﬂdﬂn:
slender arm ; ';hbumr&;wmh
you in your nineteen the other je
your mother's will wﬂi}'wgw:u to ]"nuwhen
you come of

“ How ]ovzg eried Helen glancing at the
circlet of gold on her wrist,

"Imﬂnnwlu:ku‘pthﬁrutnfﬂmt}nngs
said Mr. Winston “and mind Helen, not a
wmdﬂfihsﬂtmtubtrﬂm&d"

“ Never father " said Helen kissing him

Mr. Winston had barely shut the safe and
closed the curtain nh:nth:dnﬂrnpnmdmd
in came Cyril Sheene.

“ Good morning Winston ' he cried hastily,
“ 1 thought I’djrmtpup in and see if Helen
wnuldﬂml‘.'nutmthdﬁ‘m?. i

*“Why Cyril we didn’t expect you 50

" said Helen blushing,

“No I'm sure you did'nt rcﬁlml Cyril, * but

“Oh certainly " said r.l:nt.nd she mn up
to get her hat,
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CHAPTER 1V
THE PROPOSAL

Cyrir Sueene, as | have alreadysaid was thirty
years of age and a bachelor.

He was short and fat and had fair sleek hair
parted in the middle, mild blue eyes and a silly
sart of expression all over his face.

In ten minutes Helen came down again in a
neatly fitting grey jacket and a large straw hat
with a few scarlet poppies trailing over the
brim. She looked very pretty and Cyril's face
shone with pleasure as he regarded her,

I“ Wont you come out Fathtrﬂ:;? asked Helen,
“] su we are going on the hills are'nt we
Coril ?5'93‘ g0Ing

I thought we might go and sit by the old
J:[;:asﬂe, itglg such n.g;'lurigc?m day ™ rzu_pun&ud

il. o
%) come father "' said Helen,

“T don't think T can ™ said Mr. Winston 1
must go to the town this morning "

“Very well™ said Helen; and then while
Cfril Sheene was looking for his stick, she
seized an npparruni?' to ask her father * shall
I tell Cyril about Gladys coming?" “VYes"
replied Mr. Winston “but mind net a word
about the safe.” “Oh no" answered Helen, and
then with a lively little jump she ran after Cyril
who was already walking down the garden path.
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It was a perfect morning, the sun shone
brightly, lighting up all the scenery around ;
the birds were singing in the beach trees clmc
by and the rippling of the little stream was as
mrt}u music :; the I-?:l. Sead

- you know en, an engagement
ml.undnntnd]z)' but T put it off 10 come out
with you Cyril, as they commenced to
climb the hill.

“Oh mdcﬁd | " replied Helen * that was very
kind of you."

% Oh no " answered Cyril “ [ would far rather
be out here than in London."

“Iqh te agree with you there "’ said Helen “it

e horrid la:rl:u:m smoky London today.”

%Yes * said Cyril « mE:mr without ].n:rn

“Oh rl.r.bljlsh." and she

p d down to pt

deed |tﬁnutmhhmh“ ied Cynl

“when a man loves, he finds it hard to be
away from the objct:t of his love. ,

* Dh does he ? "' said Helen * but then 1 am
nntthcnhectnfﬁnur}um"

“Yes you are Helen," said Cyril, making an
attcm t tl:l squeaze her hand.”

¥ dear boy ' said Huk;n "l do wish you
imuil:l not talk sw;h nonsense.," .

# Excuse me " answered Cyril, getting rather
red *] am a man.

“ Are you really 7 " said Helen ﬂrelmlr

“Now look here Helen, don't be aggrivat-
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ing " said the lover “you know quite well 1
love you and why I have come here,”

They had reached the castle now and sat
dawn?}r the ruined walls.

“ Why have 1 come up here? " asked Cyril
again. ;
1 suppose because it is more breezy than
the town " replied Helen.

“Don’t be silly Helen ™ said Cyril pulling
up a tuft of grass.

“] am not the least silly" said Helen
smiling beneath her handkerchief.

“No of course you're not darling” cried
Cyril putting his arm round her waist,

“You must'nt call me “darling” Cyril"
replied the girl shyly.

“Yes [ must " said Cyril getting a little closer.

“Oh well for once in a way perhaps it
does'nt matter ' said Helen,

“ Well the long and the short of it is Helen "
said Cynl 1 want to marry you ?

“Really” said Helen * ruu’vc been long
enough gttting to the point,™

“Have [ 7" said Cyril shr'l}' “ well now that
I have come to it, do you love me enough to
magry me? "

*“Ye-s5 " replied Helen slowly.

% You seem rather doubtful ** said Cyril.

“It's best to be so at first "' replied Helen.

“ Not in my case surely " answered Cyril, “oh
Helen do say yes and n:sake. me a happy man.”

9
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“Yes " murmured Helen softly.

“Oh you angel" gasped Cyril “do you
really mean it? "

“OFf course T do™ said Helen, *and | &

love you Cyril.”

“'Fl:?lunnk you so much”™ said Cyril * well
now let's hurry home and ask your father I'm
in such a terrific hurry."

“Don’t be absurd ' said Helen “ [ want to
stay in the sunshine.”

“ Anything to please you dear" said Cyril
re-seating himself on the grass.

“ Cyril, I think you'll make a model husband *
saidr s I will " laughed Cyril i

“I'm sure 1 will * yril and with
that they got up to walk home.

At the bottom of the hill they spied Mr,
Winston. He looked up as he saw them
coming and waved his hand furiously.

When they met Mr. Winston he turned
directly to Helen, “ what do you think Helen,
I've furnished the attic all by myself, the only
thing Marshland did was to scrub the floor
and nail up the curtains.”

“ How 1};1?" said Helen "-b‘i.:;ﬂ&l:hﬂ' I've
something far more important to tell you.”

“Dont say it my child " said the old man
“ your faces tell me what it is and I give my
consent on the spot.”

And he plunged his stick into the ground to
mark the vehemence of his words,
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CHAPTER V
GLADYS LINCARROL

Tue week that followed that day was a happy
one indeed. Helen and Cynl were more
together than ever and then too each day
ht it nearer to when Gladys was to come.
At last Monday morning came, and Helen
was so excited she could hardly eat her dinner,
and Mr. Winston quite crm when she
refused some hmuhf%ﬂm
“Do hurry up father " exc aimed Helen at
last, “1 want to have the room nice and tidy
ﬁ::r Giad‘fa and Mr, Palsey.”
dear | wont starve for any amount of
O an il ity it ey ot
en mmn
the Aower stand by the wmduw i 2

At 4 o'clock l1tt]l: dog
cart drew u m%:, n, _pecping

from behi th¢ drawing room wrta.ms, SaW,
first a tall man dressed in a blue suit and black
hat and gloves, jump down from the cart and
hold cut his hand to a young lady whe tripped
lightly down and tossed a silver coin to the
coachman

The next moment the drawing room door
was flung open and Marshland’s clear voice
wils. htm'd announcing, © Miss Lincarrol—MTr,
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*“Oh dear Gladys, 1 am so delighted to see
you "' cried Helen in her sweetest tones.

“And T am cjually ghad to meet you™
cried Gladys, “and allow me to introduce my
future husband James Paisey.”

“How do you do " mﬁwi{r. Palsey gravely
a3 he held out his well gloved hand.

At that minute Mr. Winston entered the
room dressed in his best thilhgs.

“ Well Gladys my dear and how are you he
cried cheerfully « w{at a big person you are to
be sure, quite half a head taller than Helen I

Gladys laughed affectedly and held cut her
small hand ; she then introduced Mr. Palsey,
who, during all this merriment had stood as
grave as a judpge.

“Do come and have some food pleaded
Helen pointing to the dainty little tea equi
already set out on a bambeo table by :En: ..!:;E:
window. =

“ Oh thank you " said G and she began
to take off her Jg;:ﬁrd and tut‘ﬁ]?lp her vﬂi?ggm-

tory to eating.

“Wont you take a seat Mr. Palsey 7 " asked
Helen as she poured out the tea.

“'Thanks " replied the gentleman and he sat
down on the edge of a whicker chair. Here
will be a good cppertunity to describe Gladys
Lincarrol and her ].rr.:-unlg man,

M. Palsey was a tall broad shouldered man

99 H



DAISY ASHFORD: HER BOOK

about 37, with a solemn face and hands.
HIE b}m:'.l: hair was a:'urly and pll:rlh. and his

if
aEI Eﬁ: was attn‘f in Ehc.h:aT::dt

be [!ﬂ.ﬂd in addition to this he wore patent
leather boats and a crimson tie.

Gladys was also tall, but very slim. She had

en hair with a reddish tinge and blue eyes
hcmwrypaiﬁ and her mouth had a
twitch of conciet. She wore a lovely mk
muslin dress and kid gloves to match. A ]P
white hat adorned her pretty hesd, and she vmru
a bunch of violets at hur neck.

Tea over, Helen proposed a stroll around the
village. :

“h that will be very nice, don't
think aayﬁ P asked Giadyﬁ?.' e

“Yes [ do, thanks "' rephied Mr. :

So the trio linked arms and walked slowly
down the garden path, and Mr. Winston settled
himself comfortably once more and pr to
read the * Star.”

CHAPTER VI

A DISOPPOINTING LETTER

He had barely through the first paragra
when Mmhlnn%ﬂ:nttruigwﬂh a letter & Pl

“For you sir”" she mﬂ,p]:mg:t on her
master's |

R eie)
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“1 dont know that " said Mr, Winston * he
seems 2 very dull gentleman,”

“Do he really sir" said Marshland * well
I'm sure I'm very sad.”

* But do you think you can mannage without
me? 1shall not be away more than three days "
asked Mr. Winston.

“Oh yes sir, dont you fret " replied Marshland
and now is there anything 1 can do for you ? "

% No nothing thank you " said Mr. Winston
“but when the young ladies and Mr. Palsey
come in, send Miss Helen to me,"

“Yes sir " said Marshland quitting the room.

Barely had the door ::lmcg. on Marshlands
comely fisure, when it opened again and Cyril
Shuni cfme bounding iE:: i 5

“Hullo Winston " he cried “I heard you
had some friends down, so I thought I'd just
drop in and be introduced.”

“They're all out at present' said Mr.
Winston with a vain attempt at a smile, “sit
down wont you they'll be in soon.”

Cynil flung himself down in anarm chair and
then \_ﬁ{hnced at Mr. Winston.

“Why Winston old fellow ™ he cried, you
dont leok yourself, is anything up # "'

“Oh nothing said Mr. Winston tapping the
table nervously.”

“Now look here ™ said Cyril “you cant get
round me like that, I know something is wrong,
you might as well tell me."”
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“Very well Cyril I'll tell you™ said Mr,
Winston and he handed the letter to Cyril, who
read it carefully through, As he did so a
marked change came over his face, a ch;nfg
from a pleasant Fa-:ad ?uu.ng man to that
stern, cold, yet

“ S0 you're tum::rrmw?" remarked he as
he folded the pa
“Yes | supp-cm: 5o ™ said Mr. Winston,
“How guu must feel leaving the girls all
alone " said Cynl
“] do" smd M.r Winston, “but I know
Marshland will take pood care of them and
ou’ll look in wont your"
“ Well I was about to sugges
you'' said Cyril “Ikmwafew ds.m
Warwick and you'll be all the better for a
companion.’
t is kind of you Cyril ™ said Mr, Winston
“hut I'd rather you stopped to take carc of
Helen." :
% Oh Helen will be all right with Marshland
and Mr. Palsey in the house” said Cyril #1
think you need me more.”
1 sup I do” replied Mr. Winston © but
i eliiE:: if i like, b b
stay if you hke, but you wont be
away more than three days and what Helen
wants with me hanging about [ dont know."
said Cyril.
ell T'll take your advice and accept you
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as a companion, and thanks a thousand times
Cyril " replied Mr. Winston.

At that moment the door opered and Helen
came running in,

“Well father dear” she said, %I was told
you wanted me, g0 I just cams down while
Gladys changes her dress.”

“Yes dear " said Mr. Winstor I am afraid [
have some rather bad news for you."

“(Oh dear father what is 1t#" exclaimed
Helen kneeling down by the chair.

“1 must go to Warwick early to-morrow
dear on a hanging matter " replied Mr. Winston
1 shall be back in three days."”

% Oh father "' cried Helen ¢ just when Gladys
and Mr. Palsey have come down Oh I am
sorry '’ and her pretty eyes filled with tears.

“Yes dear I am sorry too" remarked Mr.
Wm;’t?n slowly, “but you'll be all right wont

“Oh yes father” said Helen” I was not
thinking of myself, but it always knocks you up
s0, and just when we're all so it

«Well Cyril has offered to go with me and
keep me company " said Mr. Winston “you
wont miss him much will you g

“(Oh Cyril I am plad" exchimed Helen.
] feel far easier now, you'll take such care of
tather I know."

“Yes Helen I will " said Cyril folding Helen
in his arms and kissing her forehead,
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Cyril ™ said Helen returnin
hl:r lover's E £ b

Seon after Gladys and Mr, Pilsey came in,
and a merry farewell evening was spent, Cynil
-at the head uf the fun

Next morning He:]:n was up early toasting
some bread for her father's breakfast; she
made the table and room as cosy as Shie eoald
mg_l then waited ]:::r fathers coming n:lin.'.“al.r::n};= o

e came at last an 13
he enjoyed his m:ﬂ% up aFﬁuk as
he ate it.

“Now dear, i3 your u ready?*
enquired Helen tr;.ryfng ﬁ:’d to keep bacg her
tears.

“Yes dear quite " returned the father “and
Cyril will meet me at the station you know.”

::%FH“hE m{db}T x;;nr;plﬁd Helen.

ell good y REEp a heart
and I'll be back on Thu:sﬁa}rpnt latest "'
said Mr, Winston.

* Good dear father™ ined the girl
“ ' n-;:}:é be cheerful bul;:q; 15 hard 'fw
know."

“] know it dear’’ said Mr. Winston and
then turning to Marshland he added * goodbye
Marshland, mktgondﬁuﬁfthtwung ladies

and keep an eyes on Mr.

“] wall sir " returned h:rd and then
she and Helen stood at the door the latter
waving her handkerchief to the dear father who
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was never more to enter his happy home in
Kenalham.

CHAPTER VII

THE ALARM

Hrziew Winstow found it very hard to be
merry without her father, but she did her best
andrgladys' took her little attentions very kindly.

“What do you propose doing now? she
asked when breakfast was cleared away. _

“] must attend to the housekeeping first
and then I thought a walk on the hills would
be nice ™ answered Helen.

“Very good " said Gladys “ we ¢an po and
visit the old castle you talk so much about.”

“Yes" said Helen, and she tripped down
stairs, more for the pleasure of a comforting
talk with Marshland than to order the dinner.

In an hour's time they were all ready and
started on their breezy walk.
GI: How lovely it 13 up hers," remarked

“Yes is'nt it beautiful ** replied Helen think-
ing of the last time she was up there."

he little promenade quite cheered Helen
up, and she and Gllﬁ}m did some shopping in
the afternoon while Mr., Palsey stayed at home
to smoke his pipe. :
10
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The next day passed pretty much the same
as the first and by Thursday morning Helen
was all smiles m, knowing that by tea-time
her father would be home again.

In the afternoon she went out and bourght
a tea cake for tea. She had tea laid out on
the best bamboo table with the blue and gold
tea cups and she also put fresh flowers in all
the vases and all er the little drawing
room had a truly home-like aspect,

Atq.nc]utklnni was heard at the front door.

“ How funny ther to ring " cried Helen
“1 thought h.t would be sure to come in and
FIJ. 52 me.

“ Perhaps he tho t H wnu]d supprise you
more if hr. rung_,

“Ah perhaps :‘es.]:lnndad Helen givi
a last tc-ul:h tc the pink rose-buds wlunﬁ
drooped prettily over the china vases.

At that moment Marshland enteted the room
with a frightened look on her face,

Coming up she handed a telegram to Helea
“its given me such a turn miss " she explained
“thcm telegrams always seem to carry bad
um,

Helens face grew pale and she hastily opened
the envelope.

The moment her eyes rested on the words,
she uttered a of anguish and fung the
telegram away her. “Oh I know its
father " she eried.
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“ Hush hush miss"’ said Marshland sooth-
ingly and picking up the telegram she too read
the fatel words. The telegram ran as follows :

Come at once, a terrible thing has happencd.
Sheene.

Marshland’s honest face grew ashy as she
read the words, but she tried to control her
feelings for Helens sake.

“Well miss it is a terrible thing " she said
“but we can but hope for the best, what train
will you go by miss.

“Oh I dont know, dont ask me,”" cried poor
Helen.

“Dont cry so Helen dear" said Gladys
“after all it may not be as bad as Mr, Sheene
thinks,"

“ Wont you allow me to come to Warwick
with you Miss Winston? " asked Mr, Palsey
kindly.

“You're very kind" sobbed Helen, “but
Gladys wont like it."

““Dont think of me for one instant " said
Gladys, patting Helen's head * of course you'll

o with hernﬁamts and Marshland and I will
%&c‘p house till you come back.”
“1 had fr'zctt:‘;m g:nﬂtnn' _h;' said H:lahn
L i a ancing at the
Eﬂ;mr;r Imi: tea table, which five nﬁaﬁm ago
she had arranged with such love and care.
“Yes miss, the telegram says at once™
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replied Marshland, “1 wonder when the next
train is."

“1 can tell you " cried Mr. Palsey producing
a time table from his pocket and ruF::mnghm
ﬁng;ur down the column.
fgn::lfjrmr Helen " said Gladys kissing her

“ Seven fifteen is the next ' zaid Mr. Palsey,
“that'll give you nice time to get ready, and it

to Warwick at 11-30."

“That will do” replicd Helen “will you
put nY1y things tngrr.he'r for me, I feel so faint.”

“Yes dearie” replied Marshland. ** Now
Helen dear you rest on the sofa and I'll bring
you some tea '’ said Gladys. Helen Aung her-
ﬂg E:;:, quite mm out. . _

; ve a cup of strong tea and
bathed hm'gl‘mt head withg:hm de cologne.

“I'll go and order the dog-cart, to drive us
to the station ™' said Mr. Palsey.

«Yes be quick James, you must not be late ™
replied Gladys.

For in an hour's time all was ready. Helen,
with a white shawl over her face was standing
at the door while Mr. Palsey put the bags into
thﬂtdag cart,

‘Helen dear " cried Gladys “
u? nﬁg:;dhﬁﬁﬁrl and Jai::en will hkahd;’:ryk;
ot you.

“Goodbye Gladys * said Helen “and thanks
so much ﬂtspﬁdn}s him to me.”
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“ Goodbye Miss Helen my love ” cried poor
old Marshland wiping her eyes on her apron,
““write as soon as you can and let me know
how the master is.”

“Yes of course [ will "' cried Helen, j juum
into the dog cart, ** goodbye all, goodbye ™ a.ng
in an m!:l.e.r minute the dﬁ cart was out ufslght,
and Marshland returned te her work, and
Gladys to the deserted drawing room.

CHAPTER VIII
BAD NEWS

Tuz journey on which Helen and Mr. Palsey
had set out was a very long one indeed and,
May though it*nraﬂ the night was very chilly.
lg.:]c_n ivered as she got into the train and
drew her shawl round her. Mr. Palsey had
taken first class tickets, and so soothing was
the motion of the trin and 0 comfortable the
smt it which she found herself that Helen soon
d asleep.
ow | can think over things a bit,” said
Mr Palsey taking some papers from a black
bag by his side,  jolly nice of Gladys to s st
me coming up here, though she didn't know
why [ wanted to come poor girl ; Dddthatl
den*t hear from Sheene today, | quite expected
a line or a telegram to say how matters stand.
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*It may here be mentioned that Mr. Palsey
and Cyril Sheen were by no means new aquain-
tances and had met many times in London and
even once or twice before at Kenalham,

“ Odd how Cyril found out about that secret
shelf mused Mr. Palsey “a whole bag of gold
he said, how Winston saved it I don’t know,
ah he was a rich man with all hiz poor living
and scanty furniture, - [ think there were some
jewils in the safe too but of course it iz the
money, the gold I'm putting myseclf to this for
and witha cold laugh, he drew out some closely
written papers and read them eagerly, putting
pencil marks by certain paragraphs in the
document.

The train flew on nearing Warwick rapidly.

At last Helen awoke with a start and found
Mz, Palsey taking forty winks epposite her.

She rubbed her eyes and locked out of the
window, * how dark it is " she thought and its
raining too, how horrible and she nestled under
her Huffy shawl. Presently the tumin stopped
with # jerk and Mr. Palsey woke up.

“This is Warwick "' he said pic]cping up his

“train's late and it is twenty to twelve.

“How late "’ quoth Helen and with a sigh
she followed Mr. Palsey on to the crowded
platform.

It was a dreary sight which met the weary
girl's eyes. The rain was pouring heavily and
the whole station looked wet and miserable.
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The gas hghts flickered 10 the wind making
hideous shadows on the walls. The porters,
cold and cross looki poo: things, were
bustling about, cr,ring name of the station
at the of their voices, and a thin ah:g?
dog, evidently lost, was howling prmahl}f

ing by no means to cheer poor Helen's qua
heart.

1 thought Cyril would be sure to meet you "
said Mr. Palsey suddenly “you go into the
waiting room and warm yourself and I'll walk
up the road a bit and see if I see him, for 1
dont know what house to go to do you? ™

“No" said Helen, “oh Mr. Palsey I'm so
unhappy and with a faint cry she turned away
and hunﬂdh:rfa:ﬂmhtrsga

“Poor thing" thought Mr Palsey “she
cant the worst yet,” out loud he added
4 hm Miss Winston, you are over fnng;m:l
that is all, would you like a cup of coffee
refreshment room is not yet closed.”

“] could’'nt drink or eat’ lied Helen
gdlgr: “ 'II.]’I' po and sit by the fire r?l]:ﬂ you look

r 2

ery well "’ said Mr. Palsey, and he turned
mundindwﬁntﬂﬁ'min n'p'pmitu direction.

Helen entered the waiting room and sat by
the fire her tired covered with her hands,
Presently she her white face and glanced
at the clock. Two old hdae; sitting near,
noticed her pale frightenned face.
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“ Have you come a long journey " asked one
o you Inukr\f:‘:ur}r tired.”

“1 am wery tired, and miserable too "' broke
forth Helen in the fullness*of her heart ¥ oh
whyam I d up here in this cruel fashion,
oh what has happened to father?" she burst
into heart broken sobbing,

The old ladies looked very much alarmed
and after bidding Helen a good night, gathered
up their wraps and :

The time sped on and still neither Cyril nor
Mr. Palsey arrived.

Helen grew terrified and was on the point of
going out on to the platform when doar
opened and the two men ap :

Mr. Palsey looked much the same, Cyril was
clad in a heavy ulster and his fice was white
and scared.

Cyril was speaking as the twe entered and
Huln?n caught the Inigwmds, " just as we could
have wished” he was saying. “Oh Cyril
Cyril " cried Helen and she flung herself into
"My darling® gasped Cyril

“ My ing"' gasp yril and a queer
%.u'gl: sounded in his throat. * What l','_“ it

yril, what has happened " cried Helen,
clutching hold of his coat.

* Hush darling " said Cyril, ** come outside.

Helen was quite overcome by now and she
allowed herself to be led out by Cyril and Mr.
Palsey,

113



DAISY ASHFORD: HER BOOK

* Shall you tell her tonight "' whispered Mr.
Palsey.

“It is better to get ¢t mrcr nphd ij],
“ Helen dear, be p reEﬂ.r for bad news.

“ Yes yes anything ucl Helen nervously
“ father 15 ill I know mr]r :'ll, oh Cyril tell me
quickly "'

“ Worse than that " said Cyril and he clasped
her trtghtl}r to him,

dying moaned Helen, “oh Cyril not

dying.

].rn] said nothing, but Mr. Palsey whispered
“*out wnth it Sheene, she must know soon.”

“ He is dead ™ cried Helen wildly,” say the
words Cyril say them.”

Cyril bo his head *yes " he murmered
“ dead—murd——

* Hush " whispered Mr. Palsey striking him
on the arm, “you ldlﬂt, keep guiet."”

With a shrick, Helen tore herself from
Cyril's grasp and ran like the wind, she herself
I;ncw net wither; at the station gate her

th failed i:u:r, she turned, she tottered,
51'": tried to scream and fell insensible at the
feet of the villians,
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CHAPTER IX
HELEN'S ACCIDENT

E‘I!'ML and Mr, Palsey lost no time in con dz
g Helen to a cab which was waiting outs
laced her on one of the seats and bade
thc caEman drive directly to number 2 Medina
Road, where Cyril was lodging.

* How will you manage about the money
Cyril # "' presently asked Mr. Pa]st?

“Dent speak to me of money ! " cried Cyril
bitterly, “oh Helen Helen ” and he bent over
his unconcious sweetheart.

“Pon me word Cyril" cried Mr. Palsey
“you're a born idiot, the %rl will soon recover,
you'll marry her and we'll go halfs with the
mcmcﬁ its simply ndiculous the way you
mople and mumble over her, let her alone I
say and tell me how the murd—the bussiness
went off,”

“ ['ve told you twice it was very successful "'
replied Cyril xmp:ﬂ.uanﬂi

“*Ynure tryin ide something I can
see "' cried Mr. Palsey passionately, “you’d
best tell me1 or not a farthing of the money
shall be

«] den't u: that " said Cyril cooly, L{?u
ﬁiﬂ: c;:nh k::imw where pn:‘t;d safe is. .l.': r

scy bit hig lips in sup anger j'n
words were stiningly true and mad: ‘him’ boil
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with passion. “ Here we are’ said Cyril, as the
cab stopped at a dimly lighted street corner.

“Hi ﬂbmm]‘:ﬁ down and open the door "
screamed Mr. EY.

The man shufled down from the box and
apmid thlut door. Mt

“Any lu " hea roughly.

- Huj:’ régp ied Mr, Palsey “there is a young
lady fainted and we are going to carry her into
this house.”

"Rig;:ut“ responded the man and he stood
aside while Cynil and M. Palscy came gingerly
1:-11}‘.3 carrying Helen berm t;;h:m

they were ascends ¢ steps a h
lauﬁnghgan in a torn ?Ed shirt ﬂEI';. battctmugd
hat came up and addressed himself to Cyril.

“Hisir" he cried out * what about that f10
you promised ; I'm a poor starving man and 1
can't wait much longer.

“ Bother " muttered Cyril *“here man will a
shilling suffice for this evening, I'll pay the rest
tomorrow." '

“ All right " grumbled the man, “unless you
pay up Mﬂl be the last job I do for
you," and with an cath the man departed.

Cyril led the way into a dimly lighted parlour
and with Mr. Palseys help en was soon
arranged on the sofa.

Some supper consisting of cold mutton,
vegitables and a jug of ale was laid out on a
round table in the Ctﬂt;l:ﬂf the room, and a
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small paraffin lamp burnt on the mantelshelf.
Going over to this Jast object Cyril screwed it
up, 5o that its glare fell, full on Helen’s face,

“Why she’s hurt herself terribly" cried
Cyril in alarm, pointing to a wound in her
forchead from which blood had been streaming

“Is your landlady up?" enquired Mr.

seriously,
C““{ should rather doubt it, why?" asked
T'l'.l W

“ Because Miss Winston should be taken to
her bedroom at once, I'm afraid its a bad eut ™
replied Mr. Palsey.

“I'll ring" responded Cyril and he acted
accordingly.

In ten minutes or so an oldish woman
entered holding a candle and her parments had
evidently been flung on in a hurry,

“ What now sir 7 "' she asked.

“ Sorry for disturbing iOu Mrs. Pollard but
this young lady of mine has had a terrible fall
and muatgbe taken to her bedroom at once, we
thought it was only a faint said Cyril.

""E]:.rdy dn;d '] ﬂc:chumd' h“Mra. Pollard
- y, 1'll see to her at once sir.™

Pﬁiﬁﬁu:& room and soon returned with an
other servant and the two carried Helen to her
bedroom where they bathed her face with cold
water and put her to bed as carefully as
possible.
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“You'd best go for the doctor Mary " said
Mrs. Pollard *say nothing to the young

gentleman and be as quick as you can.

Mcanw‘hllc Cynl and Mr. Palsey sat down
to their su

“ Poor cl:n cried Cyril at last.

* Oh stop that tune do" cried Mr. Palsey
“ tell us what happened.”

It was all done as pre-arranged. 1 waited
till the man was Eranﬁ:l and the yard emptied
of people and while Winston was puttin
uwaqt e scaffold the blow was struck & sai

F‘? you r "

L1 ri;.."

“Who then? "

“(Oh that lout you saw at the door just now,
he decided to do the job for [0, I hard
work to make him do it just at first " replied
Cyril,

“ Indeed " said Mr. Palsey * what was his
name? "

“Jack Jenkins" replied C}rnl a terriffic
beggar and drunkard too [ belive.”

£k Uh " laughed Mr. Palsey “and what plan
dll:.’: adopt about the gun 7 "

did'nt do that " responded Cyril * when
Jmkms had done his part of the business, I
a knife, steeped it in red ink and laid it h].r]!%.:
Winston's side, as he was prostrated on the
ground.
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“And that will lead the police to belive it
was sulcldl:’_?m.l think ? ** asked Mor.

‘] think so™ replied Cyril with a groan “‘-ll
least that seemed to be the general opinion when
the poor fellow was taken to the mortuary.”

I:‘]h"hy do you say “poor fellow?” asked
Mr. Palsey.

% Because I do think he is a poor fellow and
I'm sorry I ever did the thing " cried Cyril and
he brought his fist down on the table with such’
force that the jug of beer toppled over and fell
on the floor.

At that moment the door opened and Mrs
Pollard poked her head in “if you please sir’
she fowe've t]mught fit to a-l:r:d for Dr.,
P t,udheswmtmgmthﬂhall"

“ Very well "' said Cyril with dignity * show
him upa—talrs and when he has seen Miss Win-
ston let him come and have a word with me.”

“ Miss Winston " cried Mrs. Pollard “ why
sir is she any relation to the poor hangman as
was killed the affair."

“Yes woman "' m:d E}fﬁ] hotly *she is his

t:r, no ty’s nkc”
Pollard haatﬁ; Geihideie st ol
nur.uiud Dr. Poppet to follow her.
“Its a serious case sir'' she said cheerily
npecnm H:lm 5 door * step this way please.”
ped that way and went over
to Hclms- Eu: Mary the under servant
was putting mntm:nt on the wound.
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“Hem" grunted the doctor seriously “not
so bad as 1 feared, but very dangerous for all
that, she must be kc;i f?;:;lu Mrs. Pollard
and must only iquid she will pro-
bably awake by 5 or 6 0 ‘clack and you may
giw: her a little malk, “I'll call again tomorrow

rounds, keep her head cool er fever of
m{md may sct m and affect the brain."”
* Your instructions shall be carried out to the

letter " said Mrs. Pollard and with that she led
him down to talk with Cyril Sheene.

CHAPTER X
IN THE COURT OF JUSTICE

TuE next murnmEl Helen was sadly feverish,
though quite sensi
me the time she woke up 11-30 a.um. she
never opened her li
Shcmmfﬁmahmd her brain yery much

upset.

Fﬁ;&:. decided not to tell Helen the
fearful news till she was better and indeed it
was a wise thing to do. Helen smiled and
looked pleased when Cyril went to see her, but
turned away in disgust when Mr, Palsey went
near her.

 Helen dear” said Cyril 1 am poing uut
now, is there anything you would Elir.
buy for your "
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“ No nothing " replied Hf.-lm “let me be
alone, I want no one near me.'
Cyril sighed, took up his hat asd departed.
Enunng the sitting room he found Mr.
hua_'f n%
“ ames ' said yril “1 must go out now,
ou Cﬂmt

“ o I cant" replied Mr. Palsey “1 am very

1:H“;g;!.l'ﬁ.l in gavea sigh of relief, and opening
the front door went out.

The storm of the night before had quite sub-
sided and the sun was shining brightly.

To tell the truth, Cyril was very glad to hear
that Mr. Palsey could not go out, he him-
self was going to the court of Justice to appear
as witness concerning the death of Mr. Winston,
which some of the detectives suspected to be
murder and some suicide.

The court was densly cmwd:ﬂ and in conse-
quence very hot and s

Cyril foreed his way thruugh the crowd and
seated himself in the witness box, where sat two
other men, Mr. Porter the head warder of the
prison and Dr. Slﬁ, both of whom had held
conversation with Mr. Winston, an hour or so
before his death.

“ Not man‘;' witnesses for so serious a case ”
cried the in loud tones as he eyed the
three desalate loocking men.

Cyril was the first witness as he knew more
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of the deceased than either the other two. He
had to relate all he knew of Mr. Winston’s
past life and in conclusion the judge asked him
if he thought Mr. Winston Jooked like commit-
ing suicide when he went to hang Mr. Smith.

Cyril replied that Mr, Winston looked rather
morbid on the day of the execution and other-
wise no other change was visible.

The judge coughed, *summon the detec-
tives "' he cried.

The detectives (three in number) advanced.

“Now Mr, Slag " said the judge, addressing
the leader of the three men, *“what is your
opinion of this terrible case, murder or suicide "

Cyril waited mouthed for the reply, his
whole life depended on Mr. Slag's reply.

Mr, Slag evidently did not giving his
opinion in public and he hesitated before
speaking.

“] say it was murder” cried one of the
other detectives,

Cyril could have screamed with vexation.

“Are you aware Mr, Tix that your opinion
was not asked " enquired the judge drily © Mr.
Slag if you please '’ he added authoritivly.

“] say suicide most decidedly replied Mr.

“] am a trained detective my lord and am
not likely to make a mistake, Mr. Rennet is
also of my o 'l:ian.”

“Very well" eaid the judge writing in his
noke: ok, G i
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* I am convinced it is suicide and so the ju
and you may go Mr. Slag, themﬁe:m'mg
drawn where are Mr. Winston's relations wheo
will bury the deceased 7 "'

A stir in the witness box and Cyril came for-
ward “ 1 will undertake to pay for the bural *
he said.

“Youf" cried the astonished judge *who
are you pray # "

“ My nama is Cyril Sheene” replied Cyril
getringz e% “and I am the greatest friend
poor Mr. Winston had, besides his daughter

who [ know is Pcnmicss

“ Very well "' said the judge * youare 2 good
benevolent man,

Little did the simple minded know,
that the innocent looking addressed

in such kind tones was the real murderer of
MMr. Winston.

CHAPTER XI
HELEN'S RESOLVE

Cyrir Sneene returned home to his lodgings
quite satisfied with the conclusion the case lmd
come to. Entering the sitting room, he found
Mr. Palsey still hmywrmng, th-:rugh the dinner
was ready and fast g cttm&

“5till busy?" cried ;ml, pulling off his
gloves and sitting down to a tempting looking
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dinner of juicy well cooked mutton i
arranged against @ mountain of frothy mashed

ek P tabsifisly Bl n_qn?mlﬂﬁl'-Mr.
E:hdrtming‘.u?alugaah of foalscap as
5

3 :VBH lets have dinner now" responded
Cyril sitting down as he spoke.

«Oh all right " replied Mr. Palsey, who wis
not the least hungry, * where have you been all
the morning?™

“In court " responded Cyril absently gazing
at the mutton chops,

“In court man | eried Mr. Palsey “ what
do you mean ? "

“[ mean what I say ' replied Cyril. “1 was
in court, acting witness in Mr. Winston's case.”

“Really ? " gasped Mr. Palsey “ what is the
result 7 "'

“The case is withdrawn" replied Cyril
fm'?mr* ““they are convinced it is suicide.”

o~ hnnkgnﬁdnm'?&cw" : Mr. Palsey
“then we are well out of the mess,”

“Yes " answered Cyril and then vouchsafing
no more the two men sat down to their dinner.
Half way through they were in '
Mes. IE'ﬁ::-]h.t:i::i,L 'Whl}._ﬂﬂmﬂ'?l;. in a great ua;cr].,?

“Please sir™ she said in 2 hurry “ Miss
Winston seems so queer, she has got up and
dressed herself and wishes to see you at once.”

My stars " screamed Cyril, forgetting in his
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‘excitement what a gentleman he was and with

“Cyrl,” she cried wildly, “I am gu_inﬁ
home, I can bare this imprisonment no longer.

£ , my darling eried Cyril astounded
by her words.

“Yes it is true cried Helen again. *[
shall go home now now—this instant why am
I kept in ignorance of my father's death? I
know who murdered him in spite of secrecy,”
she screamed,” it was Mr. Palsey, that false
villain below,” “Helen cried Cyril,” “how
could it be Mr. Palsey, why I should know
it if t::;dm ht&gdmrkh absurd dear, get
into bed agai you know you are very il
and to ﬂm would h‘c-mnd_ng:;ﬁ it

“p care " sereamed Helen, her
difaring and hee chosks Buwsivk, i

“] shall go home, I tell you it waz Mr.
Palsey who murdered my father if you dont
know it Cyril, I_LdE:.sq there,"

said
will tell you about your poor father's death.”
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“] fear™ began Cyril “I preatly fear that
your poor dear ﬁtl?g; 1:~c:1::n-§:il4=|:ll:|ii had
reasons for depriving himself of life."”

“What | " eried Helen, ing to her fect,
“you Cyril Sheene dare to insult me to my
face, will you too turn, false, oh how dare you
say my father commited suicide.”

“] dare Helen because I know it " replied
Cyril.

“ You dont know it'" screached Helen “oh
Cyril," and the r un nerved girl sank
sobbing on the

Hush Helen,” cried Cyril stroking her
ruffled hair,” we wont talk about it any more,
but indeed you can not go home today, it is
impossible.”

*1 must I must” moaned Helen “oh Cyril
fet me I want to see Marshlind.”

“ Helen, you cant go" replied Cyril “ wh
do you want Marshland ? i T 7

“ Because she is my only true friend *’ cried
Helen.

“ Helen am I not a true friend " asked Cyril
reproachfully.

“Yes Cyril you are" said Helen, “but do
fet me go.’

Cyril remembering the doctors directions
that Helen was to have everything she wanted,
replied “very well Helen, you may go to-
morrow, and now get back to bed and rest,”

“No, no " said Helen “1 must go tomight.”
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“But your father is to be burried today "
replied: Cyril.

“Never mind" cried Helen shaking her
aching head, *“It would break my heart to
attend the funeral, I must go tonight.

“ Very well "' said Cyril * I will go with you,
by the #-40 train, but now do rest darling.”

“Thank thank you Cyril"™ repli
Helen gratefully and closing her eyes she fell
into a heavy sleap.”

CHAPTER XII
THE DISGUISE

Cyni. was greatly troubled about Helen's
strange conduct; he knew it was not good for
her to travel in her present condition, and then
again it would do her just as much harm not
to gi:) as she desired it so much.

e went down to the sitting room and
related all the story to Mr. Palsey and waited
cagerly for a reply.

“Why man alive|" shricked Mr. Palsey
“this is greatest piece of luck we could
possibly for."

“ Luck ? "' cried Cyril “;I'*hﬂ'ldﬂ you mean ? "'

“Why don’t seef " said Mr. Palsey
it is im 'hl:ﬂi:‘lar Helen to travel alone,
and therefore you and I must accompany her,
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and of course it will be the very chance of
chances to rob the safe.”

“But you cant go with her" replied Cyril
£ :hau of course musl:."

y cant | please 7 **

- Fnr the s:ml:%z reason that Helen suspects
you to be guilty of murdering her father,”
replied Coyril, na'nng to & um:uncemcd

w 'Wl:at? " shri ing
his knees vigerously, * dont be an rdmt,}l}ww
can she suspect me ;“

“Well she does ™ answered Cyril “but you
may be quite easy, for she will nut kof it

e'd better not” cried Mr. Palsey biting
his moustache.

“But you see James, it is quite impossible
for you to travel with us, so you had better
wait and come by a later train, there is one at
g-12 I know " replied Cynil.

“ No that wont do,” s=aid Mr. Palsey
would upset my fsl:m, I:mdm making it tm
late to rob the with ease.’

“What will you do then?" asked C:

# ] will disguise myself ™ returned Mr. Pa{n
“1 have a heavy green ulster upstairs, which
know Miss Winston has not ‘seen and
slouch hat; and a false beard which 1 vsed
when acting a play some time ago and if [ put
a lirtle nﬁmt juice upon my countenance I
think 1 shall 'I:e sufficiently dngnﬂa:l at least
to deceive Miss Winston."
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* Capital " exclhimed Cyril, “]:m on
things now and see how you look.’

r. Palsey rummaged in his portmanteau
and produced the required am?:jm The
beard was a trifle crumpled, but Cyril who
was neat handed quickly combed it out and
made it look as good as new.

Mr. Palsey t.'hﬂu ut on the ulster and big
felt hat and amcm:g the beard to his chin by
a bit of elastic. Cyril then applied a few
dabs of walnut juice to his and in a
minute he was disguised into a fearce foreign
Innkilng m;kndnd "said C

“ls a8 get yril, eycing
the villain admiringly. a7

“1 wont take it off " said Mr. Palsey npm-

gl his purse and taking out ten thilh-ngu
straight to the station and wait there,
give this money to Mm Pollard for m-:,uwhat
I owe her for the |

“Very well ™ cried l:rnl *hut j"un'll have a
long wait at the station.

“] know" said Mr. Palsey “but | can
amuse myself with a few comic papers and a

=8

“So with a hearty shake of the hands the
two villains sealed the compact,
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CHAPTER XIII

HOME AGAIN

CrriL was very busy all that afternoon; he
barely had time to attend Mr. Winston's
funeral, which he did however for politeness
sake.

It was not a grand funeral byany means and
I think it would have broken Helen's heart to
see the plain unvarnished coffin which her poor
father's remains were deposited in.

When Cyril returned from the ceremony, he
settled his accounts with Mrs. Pollard and then
proceeded to pack his portmanteau, which
picce of business did not take him very long.

He was about to depart from his room, when
something lying upon the floor attracted his
attention.

It was a water coloured painting of Mr.
Winston.

How Cyril’s heart smote him, as he gazed at
those calm, stern features and mild blue eyes,
with 30 much trust in their orbs.

He hastily shuffled the painting into his

and with something between a %rmn
and a sarcastic laugh, made a rapid retreat down
the stair case.

Helen was waiting in the hall,

She looked a very different girl from the
bright rosy faced Helen of a week ago.
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Her cheeks were white and hollow save for
one hectic spot and her great hazel Ejrﬂmmtd
too dark for her face. Her dark hair was
hm and um:urlnd., and her lips were as ashy

er face. She looked a sad lictle picture,
mdn&d as she stood there in the hall, with her
grey cloak loosly buttoned round Lm- and her
new black crape hat contrasting quurl}- with
her ghost-like countenance.

Cyril's heart of stone was ull:e tum:hnd as
he saw her Imhng sc- vastly ¢

“Come Helen™ he sai cirreslngl as he
patted her hair b:hmd, it feels like old times
to be walking with you ag-am

“Perhaps it dees to you™ uuth Helen
bitterly * but to me it is unbeara

Cyril said nothing, but gently hulp:ﬂ her
down the steps. In an hours time they were
at the station.

Helen sat on a seat to rest till the train came
up, and Cyril went over to the bookstall,
ing close to a remarkably tall forel Imkiug
gentleman whe was laughing over Tit Bits.

“ Come away,”” whispered Helen o C
“ that man reminds me of the two faced villai
Mr. Palsey.”

“ Helen " muttered Cyril between his teeth
“he qumt do; plﬂsa to remember that with
all his villainy he is a perfect gentleman.”

“ Ah " said Helen “ you too admit that he is
a wvillain."
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Cynil saw he had made a mistake and the
hot blood rushed to his face.

“Dear me he said cooly “1 am always
blurting out things I dont mean,”

Helen was beginning to see through him.

“Cyril " she said fainty “1 hope you are
not a villain too,

“Why of course I'm not" replied Cyril
*come, here is the train.”

Helen followed Cyril to a first class carriage,
noticed that the foreign looking man, otherwise
Mr. Palsey, jumped into a secord class depart-
ment and closed the door with a bang.

©This is a fast train " said Cyril as he got
on to the seat.

“Indeed ? " replied Helen, and with a deep
drawn sigh she placed her bundle on the rack.

* Helen wont you eat your supper,” asked
Cyril “it is nearly nine o'clock, you must be

hung;yi
]“: ery well " replied Helen and she opened

“ What have t 2" asked Cyril eargerly.

“Only a mfa?]u?;t of czlf’aﬂfﬂur_ jelly ™
answered Helen,

“Oh" said Cyril in a dissopointed tone,
“why you ought to have had fruit and cold
fowl."

% Dont speak to me of cold fowls™ cried
Helen in disgust and having finished her jelly
she sank into repose.
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The train was an express and reached Kenal-
ham a little before 10-30.

Helen burst into tears as she stepped on to
the plntfmm “0Oh how sad, how sad"” she
moaned

The liDE cart was waiting for them and Cyril
jumped quickly in, helping thi;lm 2y h:dl:}:&.

or ten minutes or more, the cart
and Helen found herself once mmﬁ? the
threshold of her home.

CHAPTER XIV
THE ROBBERY

Tue door was opened by Mamshland who
having heard the fearful news was attired in
deep mourni

“ My darll.ug Miss Helen | " cried the old
servant.

“ Oh Marshland "' cried Hellen “1 feel so
terribly ill."

#Come to bed at once miss and you shall
have some hot wine" said Marshland “step
into the drawing. room sir "' she added secing
Cyril waiting in the

 Goodnight Helen dear ™ cried Cyril, then
turning to the servant he added “thank you I
will rest for one mement, but I must go then,
as | Iw.rcaﬁ-mndm:.tmg for me in the town,”
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“ Very well sir " said Marshlind “you can
let yourself out r:&ntcvnuf X

% Oh yes " cried Cyril and he betook himself
to the drawing room.

As 1 have already mentioned, Helen was
feeling weak and ill and- her hsad ached as
I;hm.lg%l it would split. Marshland put her to
bed very carefully and gave her some hot wine
to drink.

Onee in between the beautiful cool sheets
with the breeze blowing in at the open window
stirring the dainty white muslin curtains, Helen
dropped into & dull heavy sleep, but she was so
restless that Marshland dared not leave her.

As the clock on the stairs struck 12.30,
Helen seemed to grow quieter, so Marshland
drew down the blind, snuffed the candle and
went downstairs,

She bolted the hall door and peeped into the
drawing room.

“] heard Mr, Sheene po some hours e
she muttered “and all the windows are bolted,
so off 1 go to bed to rest my weary limbs.

So the old woman went to her room, knock-
ing at Glady's door as she went, to assure that
she was going to bed, for Gladys who was
highly nervous had insisted on this.

%‘!ﬂ!-&_ﬂ slept heavily till about 2 o'clock in the
morning, wﬂ:n she was awakened by some
strange sounds below.

She sat up in bed and listened, the sounds
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continued and feeling frightened she called
Marshland. '

But the old servant was asleep and for a
little while the noises ceased. Helen thinking
it was her fancy turned in her bed and fell into
a doze. In less than 2 minutes she was
awakened by the furious ringing of a bell.

For a moment her heart stood otill and her
very blood ran cold. Then in one desperate
moment she recollected the sound of the bell.

Springing from her bed she flew to the door
crying as she did so “ the safe, the safe 1"

Wildly she few down the ge her brain
dazed her heart beating hudj}:m

Her eyes too dilated to see, and in flyin
along she struck her head aiai.nm: a tall
clock and would have fallen headlong down-
stairs, to certain death, but a pair of arms were
hastily Aung around her and in another moment
two unconscios figures were lying motionless
in the still dark passage with only the pale
moonlight lighting up their rigid faces.

CHAPTER XV
“ gETTLED."

Marsuianp had not been awakened by the

bell and so when she got up next morning at

6 o'clock, she was entirely innocent of the
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nights events, Putting on hcrapmn she hastily
went downstairs,. H dﬂwn passage
she caught aaight of muathmg white.

“Tut tut ** she exclaimed * I wonder if those
are my clean aprons or caps, they must have
fallen from the beams,” But here her wonder-
ings were overun by the fact that the white
things were no other than the prostrate bodies
of Helen and Gladys.

Marshland uttered a stifled cry, but recover-
ing her presence of n'umi shi: u:atn m&aﬂ
Helen in her arms. had by
quite recovered :ndm k:mhnghyher musln
on the floor.

“ Raise f Miss Gladys " said Marsh-
land *and help me take Miss Helen to her
mm‘l'l

Gladys rose directly and Helen was =oon
upon her bed once more.

She soon nP-:md htr and fixed them on
her cousin, *pgo away' ahn said calmly 1
want to speak to Marshland."

Gladys left the room and Helen's calm
manner changed to one of absolute fury.

Darting to her feet, she seized Marshland’s
shoulder, her white lips parted in feverish
anxety. h

e safe” she cried quick Marshland it
has been robbed—I the beil-——g;o and

m oh Marshland hurry—hurry

land had her doubts as to the mbh-:r}r,
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but to quict Helen she went downstairs to
ascertain.

Entering the drawing room to her great
alarm she found the window wide
ﬁ:ﬁ, knew she had shut and bolted ltoli.:'mght

re.

Advancing in some consternation she saw
the bolt had ner been tampered with and her
eyes wandered to the safe. Dragging back the
curtain she perceived to her gtmthnrrnr that
the gauze door was wide open and the black
leather bag which contai all the money,

Eﬂ‘:‘gﬂh Heavens " Ejncuhtcd the old woman
“all the money every brass farthing
of it, my poor elen you'll have to go
bﬁg)ng now and in mber earnest tpo.”

t may here be mentioned that Mr. Winston
had left a will leaving all his money to Helen,
and the gold which that conttined was ali
he had left, so that gone, Helen would have to
set about to earn her own living. Mr. Winston
had before his death written on a slip of paper
“all this gold is bequeathed to my daughter
Helen on the day when T shall b-eullulupuu
to die,”" This he had sealed with his private
seal and put at the bottom of the 50 that
the thief (whoever he might be) carried
that signature with him,

Marshland lost no time in seeing what clse
had been robbed and found to her relief that
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the ivory box containing the valuable old jewils
had not been touched.

Takin il: in her trembling hand, the carried
it to Helen's room. % Here miss " she said,
see the jewils have not been touched but—but
—her white lips refused to say any thing else,
but Helen Imﬁcd up the strain, © the money is
gone, yes | knew it Marshland and 1 am left
alone a beggar in this cruel, cruel world, All
this she uttered in EDEH.]II] a tone as to quite
surprise Marshland,

“PDont say alone miss" cried the faithful
servant, for I will be with you through thick
and thin.

At that moment the door opened and Gladys
announced that Mr. Sheene was waiting in the
parlour, together with Mr. Pakey. H:l:n
dressed herself quickly and I:amng on Gladys's
arm for support she entered the much disturbed

dn.me
was Eltm:ld.m by the window, his hands
in his trouser ta lmlung desperatly ill.
Mr. Palsey looked as stern aﬂﬂﬁd as ever,
and with hla cigarette between his lips he
appeared to be taking 2 peneral survey of the
room,
*Good morning Miss Winston " he cried
tnl::II ignoring his future wife, “if you have
lns they ought to tell you what I am
here about. Before Helen had time to reply
Gladys stepped forward and laying her hand on
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Mr. Palsey’s arm looked in his facesteadily and
said. “ James, | dont know what you intend
saying but 1 am sureit is cruel and cutting and
I E:gand pray of you to keep quiet whatever
itis. Helen is, as you know in great trouble
about her dear father, and added to that, a
robbery has been commited in the night, which
has deprived her of all the money which had
been left her and so she has now to earn her
own livin o

“ Hold " eried Cyril suddenly turning round,
“[ have already heard of this terrible robbe
and though I have to grovell in the very ground,
Helen shall never have to earn her own living,
in the presence of everyone here [ repeat my
words. I intend as soon as possible to take
Helen to London and marry her on the first
opportunity which presents itself; [ have " he
ngsfd. “ though no one know it, a private
bussiness in Holburn, which consist: of a small
office in which 1 employ two clerks, my living
appartments are at the back of this office or
(hpnmt aﬂﬁaﬂ a8 | generally call it, and mark
my words all of you here Helen would lead a
very happy life, and if my bussiness should

msp:rq will go and live in Paris' or Rome if
E!n:icn should prefer it."”

“Thank you Cyril" said Helen, “I will
spend one more week here to collect my belong-
ings and then only too gladly will I gowith you
to your office. | have only one request to make."”
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“ What is that 7" asked Cyril.

WA simple one "' replied Helen “on
that M“u?hhndpahuu]d ::::EE with us and fhl.'=ilr
our servant.’’

“ Certainly,” answered Cyril. “1[ shall be
only too pleased, for the one servant 1 have is
just leaving and [ am sure Marshland will suit.”

“ Pardon me " said Mr. Palsey “ I think Cynil,
if you take my advice you will Jeave this wicked
interfeering old woman behind I warn you she
will be I‘prllgu: of your life, for | myself have
had r::pt:nmcn -:uf what she can do poking her
nose into rooms, the meddling old cat.”

i B'gr m 2 r?;d Helen ﬁlﬂmlr and with

reat ni ¢ you will allow Cyril to
Ectt]:: tlhg:s Eattgr, an}:lgtf you will a]]nwrj:u,-. o
add, I would far rather be a meddling old cat,
than a cruel hard hearted person who could
murder a good innocent man for the sake of
his money, and then could look the da
of that man in the face with a cold i
gaze."”

Gladys uttered a low scream and '
towards the door; she is loosing her head she
sobbed. *going mad, and all through you
James." I%m élﬂ:djl'ﬂ knew nothing of Helen’s
e frméhd lied Helen, “don’t

D en, cry,
for I am nntﬁl-:-usr:?g my head or going ngd
either, and you have my utmost pity for having
a husband such as he."”
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But nothing could scothe poor and as
Helen stooped to comfort her, Mr. Palsey took
the %Epaﬁuuitr of speaking to Cynil.

“You idiot " he hissed ©look what you have

led Helen up to, her speak to me like
that, now I doubt if G will belive in me,
and if she does not there will be an end to my
rich marriage.”

“I dont care" said Cyril, for he truly felt
he had the wpper hand, “I consider it would
be a very good thing if Miss Lincarrol does not
marry you for she is too good a girl o be
joined with a low villain like you."

“Very well " cried Mr. Palsey savagely “as
you evidently consider yourself a saint, (though
you did help me in the murder and other
matters too) perhaps it will be better for bath
of us if we seperate at once.

I have my half of the money and you have
yours, so that is all settled, you ¢an take Helen
to London and marry her and T will take
Gladys to Norfolk where all her relations live
and marry her when T pet settled and the less
we hear of each other the better, that is my
opinion and I it suits you.

“It does" replied Cyril calmly “let us tell
the girls and le.e sooner you and Gladys get
packed off the better for [ must stay here
another week with Helen."

*“Gladys "' cried Mr. Palsey firmly “ get up
at once and stop erying.”
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“ Gladys dried her eyes and sat up.

“Look here” continued Mr. Palsey, “you
and I are poing back to Norfolk this evening
4s soon as we can mannage it,and Mr. Sheene
intends stopping another week with Miss
Winston till he goes to London and remember
the less you and she hear of one another the
better ; you will be much better for the loss of
her company and your relations too would much
rather you left here, it is taking effect on your
health my dear, so be ready to start by 6 o'clock
this evening and I will call for you; you and
Helen wiil%uw plenty of time to say your last
adieu before that ; is that settled? " he added
turning to Cyril,

“ Ouite "' replied Cyril.

(ladys broke into heart broken sobbing but
being used to obey she ran guickly upstairs to
collect her things,

With a cry Helen ran to Cyril and put her
arms round his neck.

M. Palsey bit his lips and turning to the
window he turned over the past events in his
mind and he thought how very well he had
managed that last little bit of business.
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CHAPTER XVI
BOUND FOR NORFOLK

Ler us now return to Gladys.

Arrived at her bedroom she began to collect
her various articles of clothing in a hazy and
disturbed manner, every now and then sitting
down to burst inte a terrible fit of weeping.

It took her over half an hour to pack up, and
then having bathed her burning face, she began
to feel very hun

Fmdmg a F:ﬂwmm in a tin, she lost no
time in eating themand then she rang her bell,

To her supprise Helen came to the door
instead of Marshland.

% Oh dear Gl:dys cried Helen kindly «1

am so v !rcﬁrr]:' going.
“‘Dhcﬂd:n, gﬂll Gladys it nearly

breaks my heart to think of it, and we may
not even write to each other.”

“Dont say that" cried Helen, *if ever [ can
manage it I'll always send a note privately,
for 1 lIE'1;4.EI'|.=-.II never fnrgef Gladys that ynu sa-md
m I Lid

G}a could net speak for

B H?E: Gladys " S:Ei Helen E‘r:gngsmP crying
or you will be ill, dld you want anything when
you rang just now,"”

“ Oh yes please " replied Gladys **if I m.lg]nt
have something to eat, I am so very hungry."”
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“ Certainly, dear " said Helen and she darted
downstairs, Timn to return with a plate of well
cut ham and a couple of eggs and a
comforting cup of coffee. : o0

Having spread this out, she sat down to
watch Gladys eat it.

The poor girl looked very worn out and
tired #nd great red and black lines encircled
her blue eyes. “oh Helen " she said at last
“do tell me what you meant by speaking so
strongly to James just now.

The tears came into Helen's eyes, * dont
ask me Gladys dear" she said, some day I will
contrive to let you know by letter but I cant
tell you now.”

A silence followed and then Helen spoke

in, “ do you know " she said, “1am very
glad thinpgs hw:dtumad out like this I shall
be ha too a haps you wll et all
ahnutﬁ and all ﬂ'il.F:;IiSE;ryT" =

«“Oh Helen' cried Gladys %1 will never
forget you it will be impossible.”

“I dont know" said Helen “you sec its
like this, although we shall write to each
other (for my mind is made up on that score)
when onze you are happy, though you will not
exactly forget me, you will forget this misery
at parting and so you will be able to think of
me without pain or regret, and it will be like a
wound whi ﬂmgh%:n]ud over is still to be
seen, do you under stand # "
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“Yes dear Helen" said Gladys *“there is
certainly truth in what you say, but do you
think we shall either ufuirubt ha};l agsin "

“Yes" said Helen with a smile, 1 do,
light is certainly breaking through the dark-
ness after all Gladys '

Ah Helenl, ily for you that you can
sec the bright light appearing, but there are
dark clnndsghg:tll;iﬁng n ﬂlegi&imum which
you do mot sec but which nevertheless are
coming nearer and nearer and will soon burst
over your head and extinguish the sunshine

The dreary morning passed away at last and
the afterncon followed suit. A quarter to six
found Gladys and Helen taking a last farewell
in the drawing room before Mr. Palsey
arrived.

“ Oh Helen shall we ever meet again, sobbed
Gladys.

“ Hush hush ™ said Helen ** dont ery Gladys
and let me give you some advice before you go.
Dont sob or show any emotion when you ﬁgl
me goodbye and if afterwards Mr, Palsey
should mention me to you be quite calm and
show him you do not care, when next we meet
I'll tell you my reasons and be sure they're
good ones.”

Voices were heard at the front door and
%::m¥ into the hall, they found Mr. Palsey and

yril talking and a carnage waiting at the gate.
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“ Goodbye Miss Lincarrol " said Cyril as he
took her hand * [ am sorry you have to go."

“Not at all” said Gladys bcrightlr o pood-
bye Mr. Sheene, thanks for all your kindness."

Here Mr. Palsey interposed “goodbye Miss
Winston " he said raising his hat,

Helen drew herself up and gave him a look
(such a one as once scen never forgotten}
and then turning to her friend said, “well
goodbye Gladys, a pleasant journey to you
dear."”

Goodbye Helen™ said Gladys bravely and
calmly and without a break in her voice.

T hope you will enjoy yourself in London.”
Mr. [Ealmy looked astounded, he had ex-
pected a loud fit of crying at least,

“Wont you say goodbye to me Miss
Winston he asked shc:pishli'

“No cried Helen in a loud voice, *it was
an evil day for you Mr. Palsey when my good
father asked you to his house,”

Mr. Palsey Jumped into the open fly and
put his bag beside him.

Helen stood on the steps waving her hand
with tears in her eyes, while Gladys, for the
sake of the friend she loved, sat erect and tear-
less in the carriage which soon wheeled her
away from “Beach Dale” and its occupants,
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CHAFTER XVII

THE COFFICE

Lerr alone in the dreary little cottage, a sense
of utter lonliness came over ]—[El;n She truly
felt as though the one spark of happiness in
her life had faded. Eﬂuwnlnanarm
chair, she took up some crochet and tried to
do & little work before sunset.

In a few minutes Cyril entered, fresh from

a country walk.
“Ah Helen " he eried % you're I see.”
“No I'm not" replied Helen sadly “did

you want me for anything 2"
“ Well I was thinking 1t might be as well to
and see the autioneer, Mr, ;" replied
yril “you see all this furniture must be sold
and a week is but a short time to settle every-

n%'ﬂ I presume that would be best’ said
Helen with a sigh “where does this Mr.
Graham live?"" “Not a wery long way off "
replied Cyril * 49 Eastern Grove 13 his ;da;m

“Oh ;jru; [ know" said Helen “when shall
we start '

“Now, 1f like "' said Cyril "

w “Very wj?}" and Helen tuﬂ&d away her
crochet and put on her hat,

It did not take very long to reach Eastern
Grove, a little street at the end of
Kenelham. len stood by while Cyril
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arranged matters to his own tasee. At last all
was settled and Mr, Graham pelitely promised
to be round Beach Dale by 9 o'clock the next

morning,
The next three days were ones indeed
for Helen. All day she was flying up and

downstairs, from attic to kitchen placing the
furniture to be sold in lots and keeping what
she wanted to take, in her own 00mM.
Marshland helped all she could but being old
and stiff she could do little but sit in the
kitchen and moan at the Joss of her beloved
master's 2

Friday came at last (the day Cyril had
arranged for starting) and Helen was up early
taking a last look at the rooms, garden walks
etc., that she loved.

It was a boiling hot and had to
start in the midd]eguf the ?:;ttﬁa =7

A large n came to door wherein
Iﬂﬂlﬁuddﬁtﬂnfﬁimit‘um w:rcppcﬁed.
and the trunks and bexes being put on th:::::ﬁ
of that, Helen and Marshlanm a
wooden bench which they put at the door of
the waggon for, as Marshland truly remarked
“ Alr was better than comfort,” there th
seated themselves to drive to the station—Cyrifs
had gone on to take the tickets and see about
a comfortable carriage.

It was two o'clock by the time they reached
Halburn,
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Cyril jumped out, nrdnmd a hansom while
Helen attcndu:l to the I
“MNow Marshland * cr: Cynl “you and
Miss Helen will ki get into this hansom
and I'll tell the man wh ta drive to, [ have
a bussiness: m:ﬁcrmnatﬂe,hutyuummllthe
servant girl ['ll be in to tea
Helen and Marshland hastily into the
hansom, to the old servant’s inexpressible de-
light who had nmnddm in an'j"rhmgd but the
customary Kene dog cart, and the waggon
she had recently quitted. Helen however was
too tired to notice a.n]rthm%-uand the new sights
and sounds had no charm for her country eyes.
Presently the cab stopped at a small l:lreu}r
lookin oﬂ!ccml:hthen:m:Shunn & Co:in
uilt letters on the window. Two men evi-
ently the clerks, were watching with intense
Ed:::iﬂt? thEl;imm the:dwn ladies from
& elr faces ress n the iron
blind of the office mn&m;: o
Helen went up the steps and tmidly rang
the ® visitors bell
It was soon mwaud a rongh unttd}-
lnohng servant girl, with n-u am:l i d1
dress; whom Marshlan
:ﬂme ﬁugusr..
‘I‘ﬂrcjrm Mr. Sheene's ladies ? "' asked the
girl.
“Yes" replied Helen “and Mr. Sheene
wished me to say you were to show us to our
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rpum'al at once, he himself will not be n till tea
time.’

“«All right” responded the servant *step
in and fo me.'

She then led the way down a narrow passage
past the home affair, till she came to a door
which she flung open, announcing it was the
.'attm TOO.

ou Wwont want your bedrooms yet awhile "'
sht said “ because 're not rea

% Oh pra }r dont trouble " said Helen.

“ Very well* replied the girl and she went
off closing the deor behind her.

“The slovenly creature” cried Marshland
“Mr, Sheene has evidently had no practice in
choosing his domestics.

The room 1 which they found themselves
was rather small and very stuffey, the window
being tight shut and the blind down. A red
carpet adorned the floor a common deal table
with a check cloth stood in the middle of the
room, and three chais were carefully armn
round it. A leather armchair was by the fire-
place adorned by a crochet antimicassa, and a
sofa of the same discription was hy the window,
The mantle piece was ﬂlrmshﬂ:l with two glass
vases, and a clock, and a mrnph of.
C}'ﬁl and his two clerks. A srde
t]:ndmr covered with a clean cloth, a par nﬁ.n

p{‘;m trays and a bowl of lavender,
hat do you think of it?" asked Helen
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after she had opened the window and taken off
her hat and glnm.

“ Humph ™ said Marshland looking round
“pretty fair, but law Miss Helen, comparing
it with your father's dainty lictle parlour its 2
mere scullery.”

“Yé;;i}nifgdi Helen “J:mthd_%n:rlﬁ;us hurt

r Cyril's ngs, no doubt he likes it.”
Pﬂ?‘ﬂn doubt " replied Marshland.

By 5 o'clock Cyril came in, very hot but
happy for all that. “Well Helen" he said
what do you think of your future abode ' ?

* Oh its very nice "’ answered Helen,

* Well let us ring for tea ™ cried Cyril
will take your meal with us tonight Marshland,
but tomorrow you will find your place in the
gtﬂﬁiﬂdﬁtﬁkﬁliﬁ the maid, who will do all

% work while you -3

Marshland looked pim:dpmf‘:f. said nothing,

Alice brought in the tea, and the three
‘t']::. off shrimps and bread a:&:! butter and

at time en was pleased to to 3
quite pleased with her first da inmdm.

Helen's bedroom was at top of a very
steep staircase and it was even more stuffy than
the sitting room. A rather dirty white blind
hung in the window, which Marshland instantly
tore down, *the filthy rag" she exclaimed
“ never mind Miss Helen, in a few weeks, I'll
have this fit for a lady and the sitting room too
for that matter, ,
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The iron bed stead was of the collapsible
kind and Helen had to prop it up with em
trunks in order to get a night's rest, but what
with the squalling of the office cats and the
noise of the clerks and servants below, it was
in the small hours of the morning before either
she or Marshland got 2 wink of sleep.

CHAPTER XVIII
IMPROVEMERTS

It was 8 o'clock, the following morning when
Helen was awakened by hearing a loud dispute
outside her door between Mars and Alice
Grimstone (the maid).

Glancing at her watch, Helen | out of
bed and began her toilet and half way through
she was interrupted by Alice bouncing in
al;l:n{ﬂ::lin it was gone B o'clock and would
& en) care about water for washing,
Helen declared she wﬂdlnj: upon 'wm
was presented with a can of hot water and a
clean towel, soap already having been pro-
vided.

Having placed the Jast hair pin in her knob
and fastenned her white blouse, Helen went
down to the sitting room, where a smell of hot
coffee and fried bacon greated her nese.

® Ah this is Marshland's cooking ™ theught
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Helen as she raised the cover of the dish. A
great i t was also visible in the room
nself. [t had been well dusted and swept and
a few london flowers adorned the mantle shelf,
a clean white curtain hung in the window, and
Helen's work box and little articles lay
about the room, making it look far more home
like than on the ng evening.

Cyril (Helen Eﬂd heard) rose very late, so
-silu was forced to partake of her breakfast
d4ne.

Az soon as she had finnished, she rang the
bell and ordered a fresh meal to be ready
for Cyril, for she really wished to please him
and hoped in a few days time to have the house
really nice,

Then Helen thought she would go out and
bu; 2 tew things, so calling Marshland she
sai

“1 am going out now Marshland, and lunch
will be at 1.30 if you please. Mr. Sheene
likes high tea at 7 and in the future we will
follow this rule, breakfast at 9. lunch at 1.30,
high tea at 7, Wine and biscuits g.30."

“Very well miss" replied Marshland Ili
see to it "

“Yes" said Helen and do make that girl
work for pix‘: sake, she is so lazy ™

*That is miss" replied Marshland
* She'll find her work set now I've come ™.

Helen laughed’ “wvery well™ she replied
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“I'll be in soon. I only want to buya chicken
and 2 yard or so of muslin for curtains.”

S-n gmngnut, Helen hailed a hansom and

oudly in, much to the envy of Netherby
and :Isnn (the two clerks) to whnm she had
not yet been introduced.

And so followed and Helen al
found plengraym do. Shedf:ns a first rate hﬂu&&m
keeper and Cyril treasured her accordingl IJL
Marshland too made vast improvements in
lower regons.  Alice was made to work hard
and keep herself tidy.

A bright yellow canary was purchased, and
hung in the sitting room windew to Helen's
great delight, andHaM had no time to be

nhaPP.'r' Cyril seemed to prefer being
en ¢ marriage was put off, an
Helen ms once more light hearted and merry
and her gay laugh might often be heard as
she chatted cheerily to the clerks or played
comic songs on the little harmanium.

And yet no one is there to warn Helen of

the appreaching danger and misery,

CHAPTER XIX
THE SILYER TEAPOT

me speﬂ on and nothing Jcmnd to alarm

Helen untill 2 certain October morning.
> had just commenced her breakfast, when
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in came Cyril attired in his best black suit and
stiff collar.

i th Cyril ™ cried Helen “ how very early
P Yo 1 ain ™ ictpouded Crl trompbat

es 1 am "' respon yril triumphan
“I'm going to see a friend who lﬁr:s iz
Piceadilly and I doubt if I shall be back before
10 or 11 tonight'”

“ Really " ¢ said Helen, * well make a good
breakfast or you'll be quite done up."”

Cyril made a hearty meal and then went to
the front door to see if the weather promised
to be fair; it looked rather gloomy, but no
rain fell. As though a sudden thought had
stﬁuck him, Cyril turned round and entered the
office.

i Neth ” he cried sharply “ who's after-
noon out ﬁ, ur's or Wilson's ¢

“ It is Mr. Wilson's sir " replied Netherby.

“Then see he does’nt have it" said Cyril
shortly “1 have my own reasons for wishing

ou both to remain at home today, and dont

get the office is in your charge today

Netherby ; admit no gossiping women or
tradesmen,”™

“No sir" replied the clerk. Cyril turned
to leave the office, nearly knocking Helen over
as he did so. “Are you off " ? she enquired
“ put on your overcoat dear, it is very chilly.”

“All nght" said Cyril and he reached his
blue melton from the peg.
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As Helen was helping him on with his coat
she noticed something silver sticking out of the
breast -

“Why whatever 15 this? " she asked in
supprise. “it looks like the best silver tea

t.l?
ﬂﬂ;‘&st silver tea pot|" cried Cyril scorn-

y a8 though a man cant carry his cigarette
mg about with him.” oY 5

But he looked un r rymwﬁ:rn]l
that and Helen had seen and felt quite enough
to convince her that it was the t tea pot
and she felt her heart turn sick as she closed
the front door after Cyril's retreating figure.

CHAPTER XX
THE PAWN TICKET

Herex's heart was beating fast, as she went
back to the sitting room, *oh dear™ she cried
sitting down on the sofa * whatever is Cyril up
to | wonder it was a tea [ know and 1t
was wrapped in cotton wool too for it felt soft,
I do hope he is up ta no tricks.”

Finding nothing to do Helen sat down to
strum on the harmonium, but this did not
soothe her spirits and she wandered about the
room till her cye fell on a little white ticket
lying on the hem:th.rug.E She could not bear
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to see paper lying on the ﬂmr, so she hastily
picked it up, and tossing it into the fire
she looked at it well to make sure it was nothing
im L.

elen knewenmﬁu to see at first glance it
was a pawn ticke a valuable slver sugar
basin worth £1 10. 0.

Her cheeks grew white as she read it and
she felt her fingers growing stiff. *“Of course™
she cried “its as ﬁn grhghr, Cyn'i has
plwned the best sugar baisen
shillings, ::-h I'm mmhﬂ;‘fﬁuug mtnl:md
company " and she commenced toweep. “And
I know he means to pawn the tea oo™
But this was only the beginning of another
Iﬂ»ng scries of troubles for poor Helen, but

happily for her she did not know that or it
might have driven her mad.

CHAPTER XXI

AN THNEXPECTED VISIT
Heven's weeping had given her a headache
and she was taking a dn':.: on the mﬁ, when
ugryvmm were heard at the front door.
The voices were those of Mr. Netherby and a
hdj’tﬁdﬂ‘ltlj' in great distress.
H came to the passage to hear what was
the matter “T tell you I've had orders from
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Mr. Sheene to let no iping women inside
this office ' cried Mn etherby. “ But I'm not
a gossiping woman ' said the lady in agitation.

And how do | know that " ? enquired Mr
Netherby. 1 tell you I am a hater of gossip "
screamed the lady ““and here it is pouring rain
and you have the audacity to keep me waiting
at the front dﬂr:rr,whenlnsl: to see the lady
of the house.”

“ There is no lady of this house” said Mr.
Netherby “except Mrs. Marshland and she
rules it with a firm hand "

“] want to see Miss Winston " cried the
Iadljilmw almost in tears.

ere Helen interrupted, © Mr. Netherby "
she said * If this Iadp wishes to see me,
let her in at once.”

“I've got the master's orders not to"
replied Netherby firmly,

“ Insolent person " | un:d Helen “ obey me
at once, open the door ™,

Netherby was alarmed and opening the door
he fled into the office leaving his mistress to
admga h-mi tif h:he. EQHIEL -y

“Can ng for you m -
asked Hehn. 0 ?tl.n Eth: 5 ? d

With a cry Iad fAu herself an Helen's
arms, saying “nh elen Helen, how very glad
I am to see

Gladys "' cried Helen *how came
you here™? “Oh its a long story”™ said
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Gladys (for it was she) *if [ may come in, I'll
tell it to you."

“Yes do” said Helen “stay the whale day
if you will, for Cyril is out and I am entirely
alone™ 8o saying Helen led the way to the
sitting room, where Gladys soon divested her-
self of her dripping cloak and hat, and sat
down the fire to warm hersdf, * How
dreadfully wet you are™ said Helen as she
shook out Glady's cloak.

“1 had to walk all the way from Helburn
station "' replied Gladys * there were no cabs to
be seen” “Dear dear” said Helen “1 hope
you wont take cold.”

“Not 1" laughed Gladys *and now Helen
ﬁ}fﬂmm ready I'll tell you why 1 came
“Yes do " pleaded Helen drawing her chair
to the fire, “Itisalong story " mused Gladys
gazing into the fire, as though she could see
the events of the past three months of her life
written there in letters of red and gold. “as
you know Helen, when 1 left Kenelham I went
with James straight to Notfolk, where my
parents and relations live, Jamesand 1 s
there for, say three weeks, and during that time
I was perfectly happy. [ did not write to you
as I didn’t know your address, 1 presume you
did'nt know mine. Well at the end of these
three weeks James got an invatation to go and
stay with some pecple in Brighton and he asked
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me to go too 1 was glad to do soas I had never
be:ntnthitpm:rtatall So it wasarranged for
me to go and we started. We had not been
there a week when a marked change came over
James. He pgrew white and thin and seemed
so terribly nervous about the smallest thing.
Men were constantly calling to see him and
aﬂnrthl;mvmht:uz: 1izknd even worse. Idtm
not a ere we. .5 an
o e G v b vy
te an . constan
heard him mm?and w?rk about his room, an
what terrified me so much was he used to talk
about murd?;m ang robberies. So I took to
listening to bed close to
the wall.  And 1 h};hmng f?’l?ﬂd it cut, for
he took to ill treatin lg‘mc,tlmtmtnsayhumu
not kind, and he ible names. 1
felt it ver;rmuch indeed and it must have made
me look J.E, Er Mes mmdn {the hﬂstmghmﬁ
sh:l:hm.lgl: £ BEEoar nﬁtagranm me
and advised James to take me to some
where | had not been before. Ar;:urd:
arranged to take a small house in chhnmnd
for a months till I got better. There it is
we are living now. We have most comfortable
rooms in a nice house overlooking the terrace
g:rdm Our landlady is a very lﬁ:ﬂ;ﬂ:‘ soul,
and though I am muchhaﬂufur
James is not, he remains the same. Allal:
once I remembered what you said to him that
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day about a murder. So I resolved to come
and find out where you lived. [ told James |
wanted a whole day to do as I liked and I tock
a train for Holburn and [ was directed where
to go to, and here I am arrived in the
knmknfhme,jumnMr Sheene is off for the
day and qu::tt alone to answer any
e u;:atﬂ of Glad Hel

During tter part y'sstory Helen
had grown Fﬂ“d she now paced the
room in b I:E! agitation,

“ What is it Helen "' ? ﬂ:rqmmd Gladys

“Yes | knew | was right mutl:nmd. Hulu.n
ha.lfalnud “it is tm:tcn true alas | but my

ven is at hand.”
elen do sit down ™ cried Gladys “ you
Imk quite scared, 1 hope my stary has not
fnghtcnﬂd you."

“ Frightenned me, No " cried Helen loudly
“you have only confirmed doubts which h:wt
been lingering in my brain for month's past ™.

“ Doubts, what doubts "', asked Gladys.

Oh Gladys " cried Hn-imhunuugmtntura
“thank goodness you came to me today, for
you may yet be saved froma mbIenmfmtum -4

“For pity's sake Helen speak out" cri-ﬁd
Gladys “you talk likea tragedian Gladys " said
Helen “did you say that Mr. Palsey talked

':ldé?:dys lil; he certainl

% Yes " re sadly “ he certainly

made use of t two words "
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“Shall T tell you why 7" asked Helen 1
shall be much obliged if you will" answered
Gladys.

“Mr. Palsey's conscience haz b to
trouble him "' repiied Helen, i

“0Oh Helen what do you mean?" cried
Gladys wildly.

“ Simply this *' said Helen * you know when
my poor father died, people said it was suicide.”

“ Yes, but I never belived that" said Gladys
with marked descision.

© Evidently the detectives have found out
their mistake " replied Helen “you say, men
are constantly calling on Mr. i

“Yes" replied Gladys “ they arc, but Helen
whatever do you mean.”

“ Gladys " said Helen, “don't hate me for
what I am going to tell you; I only do it
because I love you and wish to save you, it is
a blessing you came here today, I suppose in
another week you would have married Mr.
Palsey but you wont now, for the man you call
your Jover is the murderer of my father.”

G!adjvu gave a loud groan and sank helpless
to the floor.

Helen ran to lift her up and after dashing
some water on her face was happy to sec her
open her eyes.

6 dear Gladys ™ she cried “ I should
not have told you.”

“Yes, yes" said Gladys fintly, “you did
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th: t:ﬁ?:j nnhr it was such a shock to me,
; m hu:l all these monthe.”

“D ::nun: it is ied Helen scothing
“thank goodness | sl:nzﬁ:,]l never have |:-m:mut]1:n.j:r
doubt Cyril’s honour."

“ Oh Helen what shall I do?" moaned poor
Gladys  to think of going back to sleep in the
house mﬂ:lawllmnl:l.kchlm “ he might try to
- murder me in the night,"

“ Why not stay here a few nights till you
think of some plans ™ suggested Helen © we
have heaps of m.’

“Oh no no" cried Gladys d w]
dare not vex James like that and besides Mr.
Sheene would not have me in his huus:."

“Oh Gladys" cried Helen “he would be
unltytmgh:md mhnofh:lpm

No he would not " said Gl “luz hates
]IIE.

* Gladys " screamed Helen ““how can you?”

L Tl: is true "' said Gladys “and [ will tell you
why."

Helen gave a snort of disgust butshe listened
attentively for all that.

“ You see " said Gladys “ I had to walk from
Holburn Station as you know and it took me
mm:z hmc:a:-l di&nu-t knnwfﬁfuwa I had

sight of this office the opposite
side nfﬂgf;:

road and was to cross, when
the dum.;mfrnud and Mr. himself came
out, he not see me at E.rq-t, he tppmrr.d to
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ENI'__D!H' I am on very good terms with both
m?wfmi Gladys
“Are 2 “which do
Imm;mu S
“Well you see Netherby is rather alarmed
at me" replied Helen" since I blew him up
for attempting to touch the organ without
leave ; but then he is more to be trusted than
Wﬁm} who thinks nothing of breaking his
word, tellin atnncant:: Cyﬂlmu&:n
thought of him mlijrhu is very sharp
anédl udml
Helen can usumﬂﬁtt for
me’ tukadGlEd&“I cant marry ml‘i“w
mmmn,hhtluutguhnmnmdmﬂhmthﬂ
© Wl sid Helen wif T
o i “if 1 were you I
shuﬂdguhm:ﬁmd&unturnmdmh!r
Palsey, te at once 0 your parents,
telling them all you know a5 soon as you get a
reply write and HI.‘ me knowand I will endevour
to come up and see you and we can arrange
mmtphm afmmgctMrPlhuymltnf
I:uu : you ask me.”

" said Gladys *“that is easily done,
hut dunttae:‘llHr Shmpmhtu
Sﬂmmr.mdngnnrdnm tell him you are com-
mg“1:':“231-*]:@;|= bl Helen “1'll merely say 1

no" re i say

mmwﬂ:ﬂnd&rnmﬁhdﬂu not
hm,ll:nll*'5|'1|:~'s:liwI'.I'n'.':rnt“E
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“ Then that is settled " replied Gladys with
a sigh of relief “ what time to you expect Mr.
Sheene home 2"

% Not till %uilc late " said Helen © you must
stay to Junch.” '

“Thank you" sad Gladys *“1 shall be de-
]:-ightﬂdq"

So Helen rang the bell and when Alice
answered it she ordered dinner for two ina
most bussiness like way,

Having made a good lunch, Gladys put on
her things and pot ready to start.

“You must not fmI{ again "' said Helen
“1'll call a hansom,"” so saying she ed the
front door and pgave a soft whistle. In a
minute a hansom drove up to the door and
Hﬁlﬂéﬂiﬁ ed léw friend irt. N,

i e Gladys" she said “dont et
to write and let me know directly ynufﬂ;gr:
from Norfolk and I'll come up if I can."

“No, I'll be sure to write” res ed
Gladys “ thank you so much Helen for all your
kindness," and with a wave of her hand Gladys
was driven rapidly away in the direction of
Holburn Station, while Helen returned to the
fl._lt'tting room, 2 great weight lifted from her

eart.
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“No [ dont think so" said Cyril, “1 may
be home by three o'clock today."”

“Very well ™ n:Elmd Helen “dont hurry on
my account, and with a gigele she op the
door and watched Cyril y down the street,
“yes my boy" she thought I dare say I'm
cleverer than you take me for, any how 1 know
where you're off to now and 1 wish you luck "
and with a sigh Helen entered the office.

& Hlﬂharby ** she eried “a word with you if

ease.”

The clerk shufed quickly to his feet and
followed Helen into thg passa

“Now look here" sasd Helen firmly “did
Mr. Sheene ask if any ladies entered the office
}’:St!:rdn iHh

 Netherby looked uneasily at the floor and
kicked up the oil cloth.

W l‘: up ™ eried Helen loudly, “and dont

tear my carpets

“ﬁu miss " eaid Neth nervously “ he
did mention something of the kind last night.”

“ Oh he did, did he " screamed Helen * and
what did you say 7"

“Well miss [ did'nt tell a story" said
Netherby “1 said not that I knew of because
rnu see miss, I did'nt look to see if you let the
ady in or not after [ went into the office.”

% Thank you Netherby " said Helen “you
have done me a great service,” and she pressed a
sovereign into the trembling hand of the clerk.
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wish ity be hackﬂﬂ‘y‘rm know * here's the
: ﬁurjcunrsut. _
o 55 H::.nkyuu"criﬂd-H:lén"chﬁh'
1 shall have a rare time I expect. 1 go
there by the g-12. You know and have a
whole day of it."
“ Very well " replied C ril with a laugh, and
II“I-Fl:lnl.'ﬂll ﬂnuii:ili Hycltn ran upmu-ng to
dream happily over the coming event.

CHAPTER XXIII
HELENS HAPPY DAY

Tue sun was streaming in at Helen's litele
wmdqw,whﬁnahcupmudhﬂcymﬂ?.q.J
the following nmmm Jumping out of bed
with a happy feel a.l:mut hcrm?[-ld:n lifted
the lower sash of I:u:r window and lent out as
far as ible, The October mgn-mmg air
blew chill against her lightly clad but
thgmnwuhsghmﬂmHman ‘with a
sigh of relief she closed her casement and
to get dressed.

“ Let's see™ she said opening her ward-robe
and taking a view of the ents therein
“I'll put on my best dress if Marshland has
mended the skirt™ and so saying Helen shook
out mm dress trimmed with a
poi of scarlet velvit and cuffs to matc
and proceeded to button it on herself,

172



THE HANGMAN'S DAUGHTER

e S A et o e s

“If you please miss, Mr. Sheene h&
knwwhatlmnyw’ma—gnmgm ichmond
h}rbmmgmngunﬂrgmdlham
is almaost cold ™.

“ Oh dear " cried Helen hastily pi :ng on
har]ut,“l'libnﬂﬂwudlmﬁdr. t a time
I've been dressing ™ she added. Eﬂ:.mghu
mumbrdh,mdlmhgnld bracelet, she

downstairs and into the sitting roem
where 2 cold unpleasant breakfast greeted her,
hﬂﬂﬂﬂmma?&rg@dmaﬂw
was just what was wanted, thought Helen as
xhn p&ddﬂﬂﬂ.g;rrﬂmidtﬂ.w

ere"” cried tossing her a sovereign
unthehhlﬂ, “thtuhttlncnn’mhuﬂun towards

gml“f-mf'
b thanks Cyril™ cried Helen joyfully
“hntdu].rm mind dear if I dont go to the
theatre ; 1 have htltmtrandlthmkl'ﬂ
walk about the m-m, to the terrace
see the churches, mdgl;:rhnpa_gn on the river
Lhtmﬁm:,nrtf hﬂfuﬁn'iﬂmm"
« Allright " rep Cyril mrr:]miy“l think
you're much wiser myself, [ always thought it
wumlgrtagntnthﬂhuuﬁ if you go to the
gfyau n:turdu;' wish to see it
thoroughly, as of course it is'nt a place you're
:wlihdrtngnbuﬁum
“ Exactly” replied Helen with a smile,
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she proceeded to read “ Pearson’s Weekly,"
and soon became engrossed in its contents,
By the time the train sto at Richmond, the
e was empty, and Helen was loth to leave
her comfortable seat. Seizing her umbrells,
she jumped blithely on to the platform, and
lanced quickly at every pasienger. No,
ladys had certainly not come to meet her.
Giving up her ticket, she found herself on the
open platform, and ordering a cab, she in,
telling the man to drive to number 8, Down
Terrace. She then lent back, determined to
enjoy everything that came under her notice.
“ It seems & big ** she said, as she drove
through the ¢ n:‘: H':gh. Street of Richmond,
halting every now and then to leta dust cart or
some other vehicle pass them.

At last the Terrace Gardens came in view
and Helen knew it would not be long before
the cab stopped.

She was right ; just then it stopped in front
of a row of Jarge built hﬁuam ulE having paid
her fare Helen ran up the steps E.Jﬂ

It was mwcrﬁl by a m'aut dic

In reply to Hel iry she replied i

n reply to Helen's enquiry she replied in
hearty tones ** Oh yes m.isg, hr{ius Lincarrol is
in right enough, she's been expecting you all
the morning te

Mrs. Norton had hardly uttered her state-
ment, when Gladys hm:[f’ came ﬂj.rmg duw

I?E‘mm



THE HANGMAN'S DAUGHTER

stairs and in a minute she had her arms round
Helen's neck and was hugging and kissing her
to death.

* Oh Helen," she cried “how kind of you
to come so soon, you dont know what a lot I
have to tell you."

1 am quite sure you have dear” answered
Helen #1 was deliqi:tui to be able to come
with out any bother ™

“Didn't Mr. Sheene mind?" enquired
Gladys leading Helen up the richly carpeted
stair-case.”” Oh not at all answered Helen
brightly he seemed quite pleased for me to
have a holiday, and he gave me this" she
added holding up a bright gold piece.

At this juncture they arrived at Gladys's bed-
room, a.mlj drawing back a red plush curtain
they emerged into a dainty little bedroom
furnished entirely in sea green and bamboo

“Oh!| what a charming room™ pgasped
Helen thinking of her own plain rocm at home
com to this perfect little paradise.

“ Yes it is rather pretty ™ repled Gladys
indifferently. all my rooms are on this landing
you know |

“How many have you?' asked Helen in
suprise, “l\rf;sit&ug room is opposite this,
and there is a dear little conservatory Oﬁﬁnﬁ
out of it in which 1 keep all my pet plants
replied G_hxiﬁn“'{ think that is quite enough
for one girl don't you? "
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uite” responded Helen * but where
does Mr. Palsey sleep if you don't mind me
asking,

o h James has his appartments on the floor
above this " said Gladys “ now do take uﬂ'ym
hat, and come and chat in my cosy corner’
and she peinted to the richly cushioned seat as
she spoke,

Helen lay back in the seat and putting her
hands b:.-hmd her head she gazed wistfully
round the room.

“Well Helen" lughed Gladys “are you
lnugmgtuu: my other rooms? "

“Oh no" replied Helen sadly, “this is
gum_* lovely enough thank you, but G

ar]m.%edu pray tell me what your parents said
in th
“Oh said Gladys, and jumping up she
opened aﬂhmdmnm hit m-::l-mt{m s Pd.ﬂak
and took from it a sheet of writing paper
r.l-:m:l written.
is 1 it"" she said sadly **1'll read it to

you H:Icn, it makes me so miserable,”

Helen listened attentively while Gladys read
in a most plaintive voice the following letter :

e rin House
Ewéndnp Boad, Norwich.
Oct, 17th.
My pEAr Gu.m's
As may be imagined your foolish letter
caused both your father and 1 great displeasure.
1Bo
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We both consider your suspicion: concerning
James Palsey luﬂil?unfmd, and from what
you say we think our niece Helen Winston
must be a very foclish girl to put such notions
into your head. OF course we pi h:rvgr;r
much, a5 no doubt it is very sad tm one's
father murdered, but to tell you the truth we
think she must be a little off her head, (Vialent
exclamations from Helen). Referring to your
letter again I sec that you are determined not
to Marry James. Now Gladys you must see
?rywrsd&f huwvu'rndmﬂf nsical this idea is.
ames has every means of making you ha
and what is more he is very very rich and im
no means stingy with his money, is proof the
lodgings you are now in. I am sure he loves
you very passionately and he is both truthful
and honourable ; (sarcastic smiles from both
Eﬂ:n'and Gladys), and what is the use of
rsaking this good man, whom you know and
ourght to love, for some humbr: ce
whom you choose to consider faithful T his
over what

22
£
g
g
g
g
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for take place at once; if

however you persist in this te behaviour,

remember you are cut off from our wills and

we will not have you in our house, neither will

we receive any letters from you. We are not

ones to encourage foolish suspicions, and are
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quite in favour of James. You may write
again and tell us what you intend doing,
Your affectionate Mother,
Ernzirepa Lincarmor.

P.5. Woe think the less you associate with
Helen Winston the better, Your sisters and
brethers are very upset and sincerely hope you
will marry dear James,"

“A most impertinant letter " cried Helen
with burning cheeks and flaming eyes, **1 had
no idea my aunt was such a cruel, wicked
person 3 | suppose she is in league with Aim,"”
and she pointed in the direction she thought
most likely Mr. Palsey had taken,

“Oh hush Helen " said Glady: *you really
have no nght to speak like that | "

“Yes 1 have" stormed Helen, “She dares
to say I'm off my head; it is far more likely
she is off hers.”

“Helen" | eried Gladys I really wont
allow you to say such things about my mother,
it is most rude of you ™.

] dont care’ replied Helen “if T am to be
privately insulted in this way | declare | wont
stand it, I have su.re]z had enough trouble
without this—this——

Whatever Helen intended to say she got no
further, for she quite last her self-control and
burst out crying, her hot tears falling through
her fingers and dropping on to her patent
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leather shoes, Poor Helen | it was indeed sad
to have all the miseries of her past life recalled
by a few thoughtless words expressed in a
letter.

Gladys who was itself, jum u
and ﬂnﬁm Helen's :IEPM}W Fopecsn

Putting her arms round her neck she kissed
her, saying as she did so “never mind Helen
dear, don’t cry, I should not have hurt
feelings so, but cheer up and I'll tell some
news which will show you that we have some
friends, who are not on Mr, Palsey's side.,”

Helen, who quickly got over her fits of
sorrow dried her eyes and looked up,

i E;}mt is it f‘i" she asked, .

G sat down again and opening her
nmth:rE: fetter said “n;:u know what Mother
says in the post-script, about my sisters and
brothers being very upset and longing for m
to marry James " e

#*Yes" nnsw?-uddl-ld:n, “but how many
have you got, I understood you were a very
small ﬁmﬁm o

“Oh no, we are rather a large family " re-
sponded Gladys, “ perhaps I had better tell you
our names or you wont understand the news."”

“ Yeou do " pleaded Helen,

“ Well I have three brothers and three sisters
said Gladys ", Lionel is the eldest of the family,
he's about 25 or 26 I think, then there is
Wilelmina, we always call her Minna, she is
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24, then Lawrence is about 23 | ! I am

the next, and [ s know I
come of age, Elﬁcl andwﬁ‘lnc {the twms}

just 19, and Hugh is the youngest, he
between 17 and 18."

“You all seem to have ver]? fanciful names"
said Helen.

“IDo we?" said Gladys “ well Mother is
just that kind you know, her name being
Ethelreda Aurora, 1 suppose she thinks we
ought to have fancy names.'

“Yes 1 suppose so" replied Helen, “I
certainly think you have sweet names, Ethel
and Eis:te are very nice for twins, are they
pretty "'

“ Ethel and Elsie 7" asked Gladys “oh yes
fairly so they are both fair you know."

“ You must be a fair Fu.m:]}' " replied Helen
“You are fair yalrrself"

“Oh no we're not” answered Gladys,
“Minna is il:kﬂ a almost and the
are all dark.” i w

“Really # " said Helen *well Gladys what
about this wondetful piece of news " ?

“Oh yes " said Gladys,  well when Mother
wrote that ipt, I d-nn.t believe she asked
the others about itat all, because only the other
evening; | got a letter from Lawrence, (he is

favourite ndltﬂemshtuqmtam your

me mor marrying Jam
« How lovely | Ettllimnd Helen.
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“I'll try and find the letter” said Gladys
“it really is awfully nice, he says he never
liked the look of J!-IIIII:: an-:'?l he quite h:]l.llm
my suspicions are right and he says he'll try
and find out who murdered Mr, Wﬁma if he
can, and he l;t:ﬁly adwvises me to marry Lord
Beaufort, (a friend of ours who has a regard for
me). He also says that he will try and come
to see me, Minna is very much of his oppinion
too it seems, but [ think that is because she has
her eye on James. The twins have not much
to say in the matter except they think I am
silly to miss such a chance, Lionel says so too,
but then he is very high and mighty, you
know, 50 of course he wants me to marry some
one rich."

“ Well I dont see much in looking for
the letter now you have told me all the news "
said Helen laughingly, as Gladys having turned
her desk up side down, was rampaging about
e : much

“] suppose its not good "' replied
Gladys wearily,” well now Helen the question
I want to settle is this ; whatam [ to write
and Mother, and when am I to expect
el sy ear,ax ogsdain

o my , A8 the latter question
T am quite ignorant " said Hnlun.“l'ﬂux brother
may turn up today for all 1 know.

« How jolly if he does” replied Gladys “it
will be very awkwnn:lﬂif James is at 3
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because if ever a man knew how to make him-
self disagreable James is that n,”

“Is he really " ? exclaimed Helen *“*well 1
hope Lawrence will come today if that is the
case, but now Gladys to business, you must
write to your mother you know, and have you
decided what you will say ?"'

“Yes 1 have " said Gladys bravely * 1 will
write at once and say that my suspicions are
none the less keen, and on no plea whatever
will T marry James."”

“Gladys, you are good 1™ cried Helen,
while her friend's lips trembled and her eyes
filled with tears," but never mind dear' she
added *“you will be well rewarded one day,
when you find yourself the happy wife of a

man, he may be rich too, because it is not
always the bad that are rich.”

“1 know'" answered Glady:s “and now
Helen there is just time before lunch for me to
write my letter,”

Anangi::E her writing table, Gladys sat down
and wrote the following letter :

2, Down Terres,
Richmond.
Qe rreh.

My dearest Mother,

No words can express how sorry | am
that my letter should have caused you and
father so much trouble. My suspicions how-
ever have in no way diminished. James is as
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bad as ever. chns a horrible sneaking way
of coming upstairs and he dreams too and
shouts out “oh why did 1 do it; murder]
rob i S-dauuightlahnﬂtdlhmthtli
have h;:ld téup out EE& wv.ﬂdﬂ lmm“ possibly
marry course he wi ve nothing to
do with me and I shall be penniless, but as you
will have no more to say to me, | su |
am welcome to fall back n the kindness of
my dearly beloved fn:nTHcl:n Wmstﬂn
Now dear Mother, as this is the last letter 1
shall ever write I beg that will
my very best Iwﬁ}rn?ﬂ dﬂrgFathEr?u:nd a.l]sthvl:
rest, Remember me very kindly to all my
frmnd.s especially Lnrd Beaufort, Begging
Elfm' your forgiveness (which I suppose
}*nu will never grant me)
I remain, your devoted daugG“
DY¥s.

Having finished this epistle Gladys smmPacl
and mlﬁd it and handing it to Helen said :
::YuPu"m“I'l post this on your way home wont

“(Oh yﬁ“ said Hr:l:n and she placed the
envelope in her

“ Now the next I:-mt thing to be done is, to
go and see if lunch is ready exclaimed Glad
and leading the way, the two girls crossed the
passage and entered a charming little &rawmg
room. A fire burnt brightly in the grate and
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a table was in the middie of the raom,
on which a hot pheasant was waiting to be
carved.

“Is this a drawing room or a dining room "
enquired Helen, looking at the pretty
the sofa and various drawing room articles.

¢ Bath " replied Gladys * you see after meals,
the flaps of this table are let down, an Indian
silk cloth put upon it, and it is a sweet little
table for the centre of a drawin

“How dodgy"” cried H de ht
Lunch was scon over and the gl.ria n:pa:
Glady's bedroom, which was brighter md
sunnier than the dr.\m ~FOOI. Tizhng their
seats h}r the wtudnw, they both sank into
silence."”

Gladys was the first to break it,

“Helen" she said “when James comes
hame tnmght 1 shall tell im exactly what 1
think about this matter; and if he turns me
out of the house, where can Igcnl“

“Dont despair " said Helen “your brother
may arrive th:l:.

“ Oh " said Gladys scornfully “its not likely 3
I mua{ Jm Helen you are ve unsympathetic,

if you were living with the prospect of
up a mght with no muf over your head,
“be nicer to me "’

""lim not nasty " returned Helen ; if such
a thing does happen that you dont know where
to go, why you can come to me, you know you
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will be welcome; you see Gladys I've had so
much trouble myself, that I ﬁnﬂt easy to be
calm during other misery."

“Well it appears do" replied Gladys,
“ but anyhow will surely help me pack my
things, for if James turns me away I shall be
quite ready to start.”

% Oh certainly " said Helen, and accordingly
the hour and a half was spent in turning out

's wardrobes etc. and by the time the
trunks were locked and the room set tidy, it
was nearly tea-time,

Mrs. Norton (the Landlady brought some
buttered toast and tea into the bedroom, as it
was more comfortable than the sitting room.

“ Oh dear it has commenced to min" cried
Gladys, and to the window she drew
back the pretty curtain,

Helen followed and the two girls stood for a
moment iw}r.hmg out of the window, through
which ‘a few main-drops were splashing on to
the Turkish carpet.

Helens wandered listlessly across the
terrace s, but she did not take in the
scene before her, as she intently at
the lively throng before her, her thoughts were
far away in the dingy little home-office, and
she was. ing if Cyril would permit
Gladys to dwell under his roof.

All of a sudden G clutched hold of
Helen's arm, and poin to a figurc in the
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street, which was coming quickly up the steps
of the house.

“ Oh Helen he has come | ” she cried © quick,
quick we must come down stairs | "'

The two girls rushed to the door, but ere
they had time to take a dozen steps, they were
met at the top of the stairs by Mr. Palrey.

Helen's cﬁmks and lips grew white as a
sheet, and she crept behind the welcome shade
of Gladys's back, as the gaze of the man she
hated upon her,

“What is the meaning of this? ™ hissed Mr.
Palsey between his teeth.

“The meaning of what?" enquired Gladys
in a trembling voice.

“ This—this—most un-called-for visit? " -
cried Mr. Palsey pu&ntmg to where Helen
stood trembling hike a leaf in every limb.

“It means " cried Gladys in a loud tone,
“that I know all Mr. James Palsey, all your
false deceitful ways, all your eruel treatment of
my cousin Helen and above all the murder of
her father, and the robbery of the safe | "

Mr, Palsey grew livid with fury and fear,
and clung for support to the bannisters,

¢ Oh you know all that do you ? ™ he enquired
sardonically, * For once your imaginations have
gone too far Miss Gladys Lincarrol, I did not
murder Mr, Winston as it happens, rhaps
hiz daughter can throw liﬁht on that subject.

“What do you mean ? "' cried Helen fiercely.
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“ What I say " replied Mr. Palsey.

“If you mean to infer Mr. Palsey “that
Cyrill has had anything to do with the murder

are wrong, he 1s far too honoursble for that.”

E Of course he is ™ said Mr. Palsey sarcasti-
cally.

*Then dont talk about what you dont know
anything about" retorted Helen.

Mr. was about to reply, when Gladys
interupted him, * well it is of no use to prelong
matters James" she said “so Tl tell
straight what [ mean; of course I shall not
dream of becoming your wife after what I have
discovered about you, and so I am going away ;
my parents will not have me at home, so [ am

ing back with Helen Winston, till my brother

awrence comes to fetch me, he will no doubt
set me up comfortably and then 1 shall at least
be free from your clutches, even if | am forced
Into MATTYing i nan,

Mr. Pﬂlsng t‘E:nﬂ:d an ashy and his
cruel green eyes gleamed viciously * What? "
he gasped “you say you're going away, going
to leave the man who has never anything
but loving te you 3 I tell you, you shant do it,
you young cat— " and seizing hold of Gladys's
slender wrists he tried to force her back into
the bedroam.

Helen uttered a cry and with a blind idea of
doing some good, she flung herself across Mr.
Palsey’s arms. Seeing his chance Mr. Palsey
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thrust Helen aside and tigh his gri
Gladys nmnnd her to Ethﬁm?;i] \Enlgit]y
shaking her by the shoulders every time she
opened her lips to speak.

At this critical moment, a loud ring was
heard at the door quickly followed by voices in
the hall below, the next moment steps were
heard hastily ascending the staire, fore any-
one could speak, Mr. Palsey felt himself
violently punched in the back, and Gladys
recovering herself in a moment sank sobbing
into the arms of ker brother.

Lawrence Lincarrol was =z tall, broad
shouldered young man about 6 ft 2 inches.
His hair was dark, rather curly and plentiful
and was parted at the side. He had dark blue
eyes a dark moustache and great larity of
features, but there was no resemblance to
Gladys in his face whatever. In age, our hero
was about three and twenty.

Having embraced his sister and shaken
hands with Mﬂﬂgnnmrhmm turned his
attention to Mr who was shl.‘l.rmng in
the back-ground.

« Well | " he eried, after scanning the villian
from head to foot, *this 15 nice conduct I
must say ; may I ask what you were doing
with my sister when | came in ¢ -" "

“Oh I was advisi to keep out
of draughts,” mﬂmﬁdn Pa gln.rmg at the
newcomer with his eyes
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*A most extraordinary way of givi
advice replied Lawrence, * you were Enmg
her as if she was an animal.”

“She is obstinate " persisted Mr, Palsey,

“Daon't talk nonsense " cried Lawrence hotly,
“‘a man who can contrive murders and robberies
as well as you can, should be abls to give a
reasonable answer to a simple question, tell me
at once, why were you shaking my sister in that
horrible manner."

“If you think you can master me Mr.
Lincarrol " said Mr. Palsey, “you will soon
find your mistake, stand out of my way or we
shall come to blows."

Lawrence did not move an inch, and Gladys
and Helen waited with beating hearts, to see
what would follow.

Mr. Palsey’s evil nature was roused in a
moment with a cow-like jump, and with the
fury of a lion, he sprang upon Lawrence, deal-
ing him a terrible blow between the

t in his rage Mr, Palsey had forgotten how
much weaker and smaller he was than his
combatant.

With wonderful coolness, Lawrence siezed
Mr. Palsey by the shoulders and after a brief
struggle, suceeded in forcing him backwards
into the drawing room where he locked the
door and slipped the key into his pocket.

“ I did not wish to fight on a lodging house
landing," he said turning to the gicls “it might
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get talked about, Mr, Palsey will have time to
w cool locked in there for a little, T'll let
im out soon."”

““Yes, dont forget” said Gladys *Irs.
Norton will think it so strange.”’

“Well Gladys " said Helen *“ I must go
now ;3 Cyril will be expecting me, and now that
your brother has come you will be quite safe.”

“Oh Helen 1" cried Gladys * Yyou cant go
yet, Lawrence what are we to do?

1 was going to tell you" replied Lawrence,
“Lord Beaufort is living in London now,
26 Portman Square, and as he knows I am here
too, he wants me to bring you Gladys to stay
with him. I shall be there for a few days
longer before I go home, but T dare say you
and Lord Beaufort will have armnged matters
by then.

Gladys blushed hard and pretended not to

I.

“ We can all go to Holburn ther by the
next train "' priizudad lawm?fe“undb}rthm
when we have seen Miss Winston safely into a
cab, we can drive to Portman Sq. where Lord
Beaufort will be ready to receive us,"”

It 1s very kind of you™ said Helen * but I
E::ﬂi;r feel very mean presuming upon you like

is,”’ )

“Not at all" replied Lawrence “it is the
least we could do; and now Gladys if you are
ready, we ought to be starting.”
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“1 shant be " cried Gladys * I've onl
my things to pultu:g, and my boxes to H-tl.'.lp.-"r

“WWell then I'll just go and see about a fly "
replied Lawrence, glancing at his watch as he
spoke, “you be ready by the time I get back
will you # "'

s gh yes'' answered Gladys, and darting
back into her bedroom she commenced to put
on her hat and jacket while Helen wrote labels
for the luggage.

In a few moments Lawrence returned and
running upstairs knocked at the bedroom door.

in" cried Gladys "I'm nearly

4 Oh come 1n

. ]I_:s:rry wn’v;ﬁn;;ap very much time "
replied Lawrence, ing out a large black
mﬂk and carrying it to the landing where a cab
man was waiting to take it down stairs,

“Now, I'm ready” said Gladys, “come on
Helen.”

“ITam coming " replied Helen and picking up
her umbrella, she followed the others downstairs.

“Oh 1 say we must'nt forget Mr, Palsey
cried Lawrence “1 can hear him muttering in
there now, I expect he is awfully wild.”

1 expect he is” la Gladys.

Lawrence produced the key from his pocket
and was about to slip it quietly into the lock,
when Helen interrupted him : ¢ Mr Lincarrol
she said * don't you think it would be safer to
give the key to Mrs, Norton, because if Mr.
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Palsey hears ing the door he would be
mreug: get uﬁumﬁlhmthere might be another
scene,'

“So there might” replied Lawrence, * well
I think that would be the best, come
Gladys, the sooner we get off the better.”

Pﬂ;‘ 5 me auﬂl.;, h:;i m;n out " scmmnai:llulﬂ‘i

sey from within the drawing room, “ I'll.
the police of ity lutmenuuhiﬁa instant."

o paticnce " shouted Lawrence, but
his words were hardly audible for Mr,
was releiving his feelings by kicking violently
at the door.

“The hall deor was open, and Mrs. Nortan
was standing by it waiting for her lodgers to
come down. - '

“ Well miss this is short notice ™ she began
in an injured tone.

“1 am very sorry' replied Gladys “but I
have to leave in & great hurry, I would have
let you know before had it been possible,” and
she handed a few soverigns to the land lady.

“ By the by Mrs. Norton * began Lawrance
 here is the key of your drawing room, M.
Palsey is in there for reasons which I dont see
fit to mention now, but as [ found him assault-
ng a lady when I arrived 1 shall see fit to inform
the police and no doubt you will be kind enough
to take charge of the key until my return.”

“Oh yes sir " replied Mrs. Norton, who had
no great devotion for tEut cross-grained Mr,

19



THE HANGMAN'S DAUGHTER
P'nlm:;.r as she called him “you can trust me

“Thﬂnk you " replied Lawrence, noting down
Mrs. Norton's name and address in his memo-
randa as he spoke.

A cab drew up at the door at that moment
and the landlady and ﬂrmrmm both walked
down the steps with o

“Am | tuup&ttfnubad: at any particular
time sir # "' enquired Mrs. Norton.

[ cant say tor certain " answired Lawrence,
“but I will probably be back some time to-

ht.”
I:ug“ Very well sir, I'll keep the key safe in
t till then " and Mrs. Norton slipped tl:n-'.':
 into-its receptable,

“The old station" cried Lawrence and

‘umpingintuﬂmcahh:shut the door with a

journcy passed off very successfully,
Helen I.nd Gl.n.dys both taking a doze Ilﬁlyhu
train and waking up quite fresh at Holburn
Station.

“Ilﬂlﬂtgﬂ to the Police Station at once "
said Lawrence *“so I'll see both started
first ; what iz your address Miss Winston? ™

“ I could easily walk " replied Helen blush-
md% “but if you would rather 1 drove the

ress 15 132, ('.‘annnn Street."

Lawrence hailed two hansoms “ now Gladys
jump in as you have further to go" he said,
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“ 26, Portman Square’’ he added to the cab-
man, who touched his hat and drove off in an
instant. :

The second hansom was waiting and drew
close up to the curb as the other drove off.
© 132, Cannon Street, shouted Lawrence,
“ goodbye Miss Winston, be surc and write to
Gladys if you are in trouble, I am going there
myself late tonight as unfortunately I must go
back to Richmond to see about Mr. Palsey.'

“ Thank you very very much " replied Helen
the tears gathering in her pretty eyes as she
spoke, But she soon wiped them away and
leaning back in the comfortable hansom she
commenced to hum a little tune as she arranged
her ruffled hair at the little looking glass.
Little did she dream how very scon she would
have to avail herself of Lawrence's offer.

A dismal sleet had begun to fall and being
tired Helen was not sorry when the hansom
sIITpe& at the dreary looking office. Lawrence
had already paid the man so Helen had only
to collect her parcels and get out,

A light was shining in the office room and
also in Cyril's bedroom which was just above it.

“ How very strange " thought Helen as she
mounted the steps, Before she had time to
lay her hand on bell the door was violently
opened from within and there stood Netherby,
f;&hlklng very pale and trembling from head to

198



THE HANGMAN'S DAUGHTER

“Oh come in Miss, do come in" he cried
in an agitated '.ruir.'e as Helen stocd staring at
his strange ap

;\Vh}' Nethurb}r, what 5 then:;iamd:;:i:;nﬂui
Helen entering the passage
door behind I:::Er

% Oh dont ask me Miss, please dont let me
be the first to tell you" cried Netherby and

the poor man clung for support to the door
hmcﬁ‘:.u

“Very well, dont distress yourself™ said
Helr.u km a::l.d. calmly and seeing there was
no more information to he got from him, she
entered the office.

It seemed to be in a state of utter confusion ;

apers littered the whole room, C'.ynl‘
stood untouched by his desk, and Cyril's own
private chest was wide open and Wilson the
other clerk was cooly I‘H.dlﬂf the papers and
documents within, anced over his
shoulder as Helen entered a.m:l with an insolent

in returned to the parchment in his hand.

All Helen's pride and dignity was roused in
a moment, :

“Wilson | " she cried with an impatient
movement of her hands, but keeping perfectly
cool the while © n!ﬂlg: me by telling me the
meaning of this conduct,”

e Theﬂ:p]:.nahun is there ™' repi.md the clerk

L;ttng to 2 half sheet of paper lying on the

'u -
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It was a common bit of ruled paper and by
the ragged edge had evidently been hastily
torn from a note book ; 2 pin was run
the top of the paper showing it had been
attached to something.

* Where did you find this ™" enquired Helen
before reading it.

“ We found it pinned to Mr. Sheene's desk
addressed to you miss,” replied Netherby who
had entered the room, “ it was Mrs, Marshland
who told us to open it.

“Very well” said Helen, and she read as
follows,

“Darling. When you see this 1 shall
Emhmbig.r be miles away. This is written to

id you goodbye as it is not likely we shall
meet again, hen you read my story try and
forgive me; for in spite of n]I% always loved
you and ever will. '

Cyain SHEENE.

This strange epistle was hastily scrawled in
ﬂ:m:i] and the signature was very shaky, but

elen knew the writing in a minute, 1t was
undoubtedly Cyril's.

“ It is not likely that we shall meet again | |"

The words ran through Helen's bewildered
head and repeated themselves again and again,
Cyril, whom she had loved so dearly and
believed in so faithfully had gone away, left
her alone in the cruel heartless world; Cyril
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whom she had never even had course or reason
to call dishonourable had written himself to
ask her to try and forgive him. What did it
mean? And the story, where was the story?”
Th:mm‘nimnﬁdh:smmmumi " we shall

not meet agai mgﬁh me" ‘The
ﬂurywmrusthw then all was in
darkness and Hulr.u remembered no more.

CHAPTER XXV

A REMOVAL TO PORTMAN SQUARE

Wuen Helen recovered she found herself lyin
in a large comfortable bed pm]:pc:l 1'11:I lEl

illows. The room was
utifully furnished. A selmli" table ::n?r.rﬂi
with a white cloth was by the bedside with
medicine bottles upon it. A bright fire burnt
in the grate.  The blinds were down and warm
red curtains were pulled across the large bow
window

.H.m:;ﬂ']mpmm%ﬁdlr where no
light or glare could reach bed and the
vm;p*atmmphwuﬂfthemmnapokcufutrme

Anum;,mawhhm and apron was
ﬂ: g noiselessly about thu oM arranging
here and there,
For a moment Helen lay quite still staring
about her plerpexedly, but on making a slight
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movement in the bed the nurse turned round,
‘50 you are awake at last miss 7" she said in
a slow gentle voice, “do you know you have
slept quite quietly for three hours,”

“Where are am 1" asked Helen gazing
from the kind face of the nurse around the
strange room.

“You are in Lord Beaufort's house in Port-
man Square * replied the nurse,

“ Lord Beaufort 7" repeated Helen, 1 have
heard the name before,”

“Yes you have" said the nurse, * Miss
Lincarrol is here you know, and her brother,
and your old servant Mrs, Marshland, so you
se¢ no one has deserted you."

¢ Except Cyril " sighed Helen,

* You must not think of that now " replied
the nurse soothingly, “all you have to dois
rest and keep quiet; 1 expect Miss Lincarrol
will be up soon, she has come twice already
ﬂi‘l‘ljp’ 1;4::“ were asleep, now take your medicine
and then lay quiet; you will hear all the story
soon from other lips than mine.”

Thus reassured Helen took her cooling
draught and lay down, patiently awaiting any
visitor who would enlighten her as to past
cvents, Her thoughts naturally e h wan-
dered back to the cpisode of Cyril's departure
and she was getting extremely restless, much
to the nurse’s dismay, when the door softly
opened and Gladys appeared in the room.
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With a smile she instantly ran to the bedside
and Helen tried to raise herself to greet her
friend, but her head instantly swam round and
shie fell back on the pillow, white and ing.
The nurse gave her a dose ufmndmnc she
qui came to herself ag

“You must not trr to cxa:t]mm:s:lf too
much " said the nurse kindly, “it will do ynu
no good, and will enly hinder your recov

“Very well " said Helen funtly, % but ow
is it | get so queer?"

“ Because your head is in 2 weak state”
replied the nurse, *and it will probably injure

much to rampage.”

It would take too long to relate the history
of Helen's illness as Helen heard it from
Gladys lips, with all the details and exapertions,
U we mlaﬁback a little bit and sec what
happened Helen swooned away.

CHAPTER XXVI

THE CONTENTS OF THE CHEST

As soon as Netherby (the clerk) saw what had
happened he at once called for and, who
was sitting in the parlour in a state of utter
collapse. On hearing that her precious Miss
Helen had fainted, th-r: good old woman ran at
once to the office room.
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Helen lay perfectly white and still upon the
floor with yrﬂs le letter ulmchad in her
hand. Marshland instantly knelt down and
placed her head at Helen's heart.  * She is not
dead " she cried triumphantly.

“What can we do?" asked Netherby in 2

1]‘;"':1:;- said Marshland

i t ting u
uEtheﬂmrj;:amust take 2 ﬂhaﬁiﬂtdrﬁe uI;
fast as you can to Portland Square number 26,
Miss Lincarrol is staying there with Lord
Beaufort and [ think her brother too ; they are
all staunch friends of Miss Helen's I know
they will come at once, we can make no move,
friendless as we are, without the help of Mr.
Lincarrol or ;mr:: one "

“Stop a bit" eried Hﬁth ning s

mpﬂl of a sudden ; mﬂhﬁ tﬂ]lE me
the story Mr. Sheene spmlm of in his letter
18 somewhere in the private chest, and as
it is evidently meant for Miss Winstons
private reading, I'll trouble you Mr. Wilson
to let those papers zlone and give me up
'I'.hE! ke? L} ]

“What right have you to the any more
thi.nb?n:?" a:imd 'Wi.l;un s Nke:i’ s )

“None I : e “ but
I know that ::fpim subi;?;:un ym&df!
penalty of the law by mnézchug that pmritt
chest, 1 shall inform the police if you den’t
instantly deliver the kcjr"
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out a rather dirty handkerchicf ; but fate was
against him and with the handkerchief came a
roll of bank notes.

Moarshland gave a cry as she beheld the sight
of the unhappy Wilson slink into a corner.

Netherby collected the notes placed them in
the desk and without a word put on his hat
and went out. In less than five minutes he
returned accompanied by two palicemen, who
on a sign from Netherby advanced to Wilson
and before the astonished man could say 2 word
he found himself handcuffed and carefully
guarded by two ofhcials,

Netherby and Marshland then pave an exact
m:::ln;nt of what had taken Im:i: mde
en saying “you see Wilson i had
shut dl:-}rch;‘t Erhe?acl told you and cﬁumlcd
nothing I should have been the last to call the

lice, but when it came to robbing the chest
1Ii“ jus'ticn te Miss Winston | huFm do my

uty.’ 2

Wilson was too utterly dazed to say a word,
and in a few moments Netherby, not liking to
leave the house sent a messenger to pertiman
Square,

In a couple of hours a cab drew up at the
door, and out got Lawrence Lincarrol, Lord
Beaufort, and a short thin man, who turned
out to ml Sheene's mﬁﬂm S

On the story, ufort sai
that Helen was to be taken at once to his
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house and that Marshland should a::cnmpany
her. Accordingly the unconcious

lifted into the brougham and accem hﬁ
the old servant drove off. *“ Your tlfm

be sent on " said Lord Beaufort to Marshimd
as he helped her into the cab “and a trained
nurse ¢ be got for Miss Winston, mean-
while my servants quite understand what is to
be done."

Then the cab drove off and Lord Beaufort
entered the office.

Lawrence and Mr. Spriggs (the solicitor)
were both busy interviewing Hﬂherb who
now that he had done his duty and nhnwn much
good sence had relapsed into his ald nervous
state

We had here better describe Lord Beaufort
and Mr. Spr1 gﬁ
antﬁ Beautort was a half Spamard, his mother
of that nauumhty his father (who
was dead) an En
He tf:r::rkaﬁ:crﬁm mother in looks, He was
moderately tall and thin and might have been
eighty and thirty. He had straight black hair
md beard and moustache, to m thufmmer
small and well cut, not the
HJs andsome dark eyes were quite th-:scui' a
foreigner and his tecth were beautifully white.
He was particulally well dressed and even to
his boats.
Very different indeed was Mr. Spriggs. A
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ﬂ]lnmrj'htﬂemnnibmﬂ feet 2 inches, with
thin sandy coloured hair {-a. trifle bald), twm].:[-y
little blue eyes, a very pink face and carroty
coloured moustache. e was attired in a
rough tweed suit with knmkahm::ﬂs a turn
down collar, very untidily put cn, thick grey
stockings, clu.mpmg boots, a green tie, and 2
dear stalker cap drawn well on to his head.
“ Well the first thing to h-: done " said Mr.
1 in jerky tones “is to open the chest,
bﬁhﬁf solicitor will proceed to do it,"
andh: accross the room with a very
high and ml.gnt}rm:and made a great com-
motion with
The chest hlng opened the contents were
carefully examined. blue envelope was first
opened and contained the following information.

“This is to say that I, Cyril Sheene leave
all my mon whmhlsnﬂmbanknutﬁmm
mt:ndnd H‘:{m Winston ; it is not very nmr.g
and does not exceed £15o but stll I hope it
will do as I can’t afford any more, ]ﬂeﬂ,

August 11th,

This was all written in violet coloured ink
by Cyril himself; but at the bottom of the
paper a few lines were hastily scrawled in
pencil.

“] hereby add that all my share of the
money | stole from Mr. John Winston is in
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the black leather bag at the back of the chest.
Helen will recognise tht: bﬁ Not a farthing
has been s m:and;uxﬁ to go to Helen.
Dutndl‘.}ctu

“That was written on the day of Mr.
Sheene's departure announced Mr. Spri
he rapam:ﬂ:l the paper in its envelope,
is the bag I suppose,” he added dragging iti
black ie:.ﬂmr bundle in & remote corner of the
chest.

The bag it certainly was and on bl
opened £100 in ready gold tumbled on to the
desk, and with it a ship of paper on which the
rander ml:um John Winston had
written, * : is bequeathed to my
daurhter Helen on the day when I shall be
called upon to die,” and was sealed with the
writer’s prifate seal.

Nothing else of great | appeared

except a hundl:uf white manuscri Ei.rd'ul]'_r
tlﬂd and sealed, addressed mq-ltkm ‘and
marked * private ",

“]1 know what that is|" cried Netherby
excitedly “it is the a::;; Mr. Sheenc wmt:

about, look here sir ™ he picked up Cyril's
letter which had dropped from Hﬂlmu g:ud
when she mhﬁuﬂmﬁn the cab.

Mr. Spri carefully read the letter and
placed it in the chest, “ ah yes " he said address-
ing Lord Beaufort and Lawrence, “that story
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ie evidently for Miss Winston's private eye; so
it must be locked up till she is able to read it."”

“Which wont be for a good while judging
from her present condition,” faid Lawrence,
“ but now to business, what about this office,
it 13 a dificult matter to carry it on without
Mr, Sheene.”

“As far as I can see, it must be kept on till
Miss Winston's recovery ' replied Mr. Spri
“if no more news is heard of Mr, Sheene till
then well Miss Winston can come and procure
her money and various other papers which will
ufl é:u.'::.trac be hers and then this place can be
sold.

“Yes" said Lord Beaufort and 1 suppose
Mr. Netherby will be the head man till then,

« Well yes" replied Mr. Spriggs “he must
certainly be here to look after the place, and of
course [ shall look in occasionally to see all

well ; another young man can be got to

e under Mr. Netherby as Mr. Wilson has

gone to prison for attempted rohbery ; do you
agree to that Mr. Netherby ? "

“ Oh yes sir” eagerly replied the clerk, who
would not have disagreed for the world.

“And if it comes to the place being sold "
added Lord Bezufort “you can come to me
Mr. Netherby, 1 may have arranged something
% ﬂ".l[.':hr.ln.:k h sir " replied Nethe

Ll ou very much sir’ i r
and after a few ml:m?;: matters ha?%ccn arranggg
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the three men left the office leaving Netherby
in charge.

By the time Lord Beaufort and Lawrence
got back home, a doctor had seen Helen. He
said that when she recovered her senses, perfect
rest and quiet would be all she needed, her brain
being in a dazed condition. She would not be
able to leave her bed for some time probably

h nothing serious was the matter.

Helen remmned unconcious all night and
next day she was very delirious but towards
4 o'clock she dropped asleep and woke u
about seven o'clock, her right scnses return
to her, but still in a weak condition,

CHAPTER XXVII
THE PROPOSAL

It was not untill the evening after Helen's .
recovery that Lawr?mn and Lord Beaufort
had an o unity of conversing together.

Mulbi?;ﬁi:h was seated in his luxurious
study partaking of some Burgundy wine and
reading a detective story, when the door opened
and Lawrence, entered, tired after a long day
in the city.

“ Well Mulberry " he said throwing himself
down in an arm chair and liFhEng a cigar, “ no
news of Sheene in the Star I suppose?™
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“Not a word " replied Mulberry, “it is a
mm:fmisﬁ;inm affair =if ther.” e

* Yes odd it iz that Palsey
made off toa ™ imm Lawrence.

“You dont mean that 1" cried Mulberry.

“Yes | do’ said Lawrence, “it appears the
villain got off while I was awzy; you know
I locked him in the dmwing room and as the
landlady had the key he would not have made
his exit in that way. .

e upﬁa?%ulbm? “ he certainly could
not but you et the window."

“No I dont™ responded Lawrence, *that is
just where he did get out, for when I opened
the door of the drawing room, the window was
wide open at the bottom, and a bit of rope was
fastenned to a hook on the window ledge and
han‘EnE] out of the window, so the wreatch
ma is escape that way ; it is a wonder he
was not detected for the police are every where
on the look out for him and I am sure if ever a
man deserved the gallows he docs,”

* Yesindeed ™ replied Mulberry lazily puffing
at his cigar “ but in my opinion the disappear
ance of Sheene 15 the most extraordinary it was
so very sudden and unexpected, whereas it was
not at all an unlikely thing for Palsey to de,
seeing he was so angry at being locked in."”

“My idea 13" answered Lawrcnce ©that
they both had their own reasons for wishing to
leave soabruptly. Ishouldnt be at all supprised
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if the villian Palsey knowing the police were on
his track, dropped some hint as to Sheene's
share in the murder and so got the blame partly
shifted from himself."

“Then you think Sheene did share in the
murder do you" ? asked Mulberry, his black
eyes flashing.

“1 do" replied Lawrence, “1 bet you a
shilling that story of Sheene's will reveal every-
thing. It strikes me Sheene made off on account
of the police too""'—

i« Well I only hope Miss Winston will soon
be well enough to read the story" replied
Mulberry.

] hope so too™ res Lawrence bﬂrtll}' -
MH y still stays at the office ' ?

e ulberry.
Oh yes " answered Lawrence, * but it will

be a good th.i?IgEr him a:dsnh::m as hecan leave,
he gets tt a ¢ 18 really a
gpﬁefelmndmdg?r _ P

“Yes he is " rejoined Mulberry * | will
and get mm:thing'fn;er him as soon as pnssihlg?:

Just then the door opened and in came Gladys
looking very pretty in her evening dress of rose
coloured silk.

She blushed on seeing the two men, but
came forward gracefully enough.

%] came to see if you were coming into the
drawing reom ™ she said “ dinner will soon be
ready and [ have just been to see Helen ",
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“Oh how is she " 7 asked Lawrence.

“ Better 1 think " replied Gldys *1 am
going up again after dinner.”

: “%V:ﬁ will come to the drewing room ™

said Mulberry putting aside his tumbler.

“ Will you come too Lawrencef"” |

“Not yet thanks " replied Lawrence 1 have
a letter to write, 1 will jein you at dinner "

“We expect a few guests tonight said
Mulberry.

“ Oh very well" said Lawrence “I'll change
presently.”

Mulberry opened the door and he and Gladys
betook themselves from the study.

Alone in the beautiful drawing room with
the I:ght from the tall standing lamp falling on
her fair features, Mulberry fgrr became
entranced with Gladys's beauty,

He swood gazing into her lovely blue cyes
with his own black enes, till he could contain
himself no longer.

“ Gladys darling"" he exclaimed passionately
seizing her small white hand 1 love you.”

Gladys blushed and tried to hide her facebut
Mulberry caught her other hand and kept his
eyes full on her.”

“ Answer me Gladys " cried the lover #1 love

ou so much and if you will only be my wife my
ppiness will be complete.”

“Oh Lord Beaufort” cried Gladys “this is
so unexpected ",
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“Call me Mulhm?r"f he almost whispered.

“Well Mulb " murmured Gladys “I
really dont know what to say.”

“Think darling” cried Mulberry, “surely
you dont wish to crush all hope and happiness
out of my life, my heart beats only gr
Gladys, you dont wish to stop it do you" ?

“Oh no" earnestly replied Gladys.

“Then may I take thatas your acceptation
of me" ? enquired Mulberry.

] think you may " replied Gladys sofily.

Mulberry was too overpowered with joy to
say a word, he merely clasped her in his arms
and drew her head on to his shoulder, where it
lay in a state of bliss for the spice of three
minutes,

At length she slowly raised it and Mulberry
taking one of her hands pressedit tight saying,
“then d?;'ﬁng, we may consider ourselves
& ed

“ Yes Mulberry | " murmered Gladys.

“Then dear accept this as a token” said
Mulberry and as he spoke he slipped a hand-
some diamond and sap]r)n?r-: ring on her finger.

She had scarcely recovered astonishment
and pleasure when the butler entered announe-
ing Mr. and Mrs. Yermont.
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CHAPTER XXVIII

THE DINNER PARTY

Tuz Hon: Mr. and Mrs. Vermont were only
the first of great numbers who flocked to Lord
Beaufort's house that eveming. By the time
the dinner g sounded the large drawing
rOOM Was ﬁflﬂnwith ladies and gentlemen many
of whom had brought instruments to play, as
Mulberry intended it to be a musical evening.

Mul eyed Gladys lovingly as he gave
his arm to Mrs. Murry and escorted her to the
dining room.

The dinner table was a sight to behold |

Pink was the colour chosen for the evening.

The daintily arranged menus were set in
white porcelain frames on which pink roses were
beautifully painted. In the centre of the table
stood a valuable vase in which large pink roses
were arranged. The numerous wax candles were
covered with pink shades, and the ferns
and plants which adorned the room hung little
pink electric lights ; and everything that could
be was ornemented with pink satin ribbon and
bunches of roses.

It may here be said that owing to Helen's
illness Lord Beavfort had not had late dianer
so the sight was quite new to Gladys.

footmen with powdered hair and
chocolate and drab livery were in attendance,

% Oh Mulberry what is this " # asked Gladys,
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peinting to one of the beautifully decorated
mmml
“Oh that is the menu of my table d’hote '

replied Mulberry carelessly,  this is of nightly
“Hnrt:rwd:jightﬁ:i"! ied Gladys and sitti
1 eried Glac sittin
as ows

MENU DU DINER.
Woednesday, October 20th

Huors d'oeuvres,
Enﬂmnmf Parsanne.
riéme o’
Belle de mouton & Panglai
Jambon de York & la Zingara,
Pommes maitre d'hi
Poularde 4 la broche,
Salade de saison,
Glace marigan,
or
Gatenux Mignons,
Fromage.
Desserr,
THRE SECOND ENTREE MAY EE EXCHANGED FOR
MACARONI,

As can be imagined the dinner took a good
time, but when at leagth it drew to a close the
campany proceeded to the drawing room where
they settled down for some good music. Mr.
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Vermont was the first to contribute to the
entertainment, Hedgln ed “Intermezzo™ as
a solo violin, and the {N:autifu] meledy only
added to both Mulberry's and Gladys's happi-
ness. Many others also played and sang,
and at last by dint of t persuasion Gladys
consented to sing. ¢ had 2 magnificent
clear soprano voice and as he listened Mulberry
Beaufort fairly trembled for joy.

In the midst of the ngs the dowegar
Lady Beaufort ent {Mulberry's mother),
She looked a great deal older than she was but
was still very handsome.

Her hair was silvery white, but her eyes and
complexion were very dark, and she very much
resembled her son. She was attired entirely
in black silk and white lace,

The reader may think it strange that Lady
Beaufort did not make her appearance at the
table d'hote but to tell the truth she considered
herself rather too old for such thi her age
being 75. She generally partook of a plate of
frica ham and a {m of sherry, by her
own fireside, but the E!:!t two mights she had
partaken of her meal with Helen,

During her repast she usually read House-
hold Hints and then on coming into the draw-
ing room she had plenty to talk about. She
had given her son a great deal of hints as to
how he should and now hearing that
he was accepted she made her way to where
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Gladys was sitting and proceeded to give her
some advice as to her future housekeeping.
It rather bored Gladys but being so very high
in Lady Beauforts estimation, she tried her
best to ook interested.

At about ro.jo, Lady Beaufort got up and
played God save the queen on the piano and
several of the guests joined in the chorus on
their violins and harps, soon after which, the
people began to depart.

- Fou hav:dgmsts' tomorrow  night
Mulberry £ "' enquired Gladys as soon as the
last visitor had str;t‘fed from the drawing room.

“ No dear I don’t think so, they tire me if 1
have them every night " ied Mulberry.

“ But you'll have the dinner I suppose?"”
cagerly asked Gladys.

“Of course " replied Mulberry with a shrug
of the shoulders *as I told you Gladys it is
a nightly performance here.”

“ How nice 1" %.lspﬂd Gladys “well now
Mulberry dear 1 will go and see how Helen is ;
shall I say good night now ? "

“ 1f it pleases you dear "' answered Mulberry.

Gladys kissed him fondly and then turned to
Lady Beaufort who accompanied her upstairs.

Lawrence and Mulberry then retired to the
study for another gliss of burgandy before
going to bed.
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CHAPTER XXIX
THE DAWN OF LOVE

Some few weeks had r:ln‘rad since. the afore-
said dinner pﬂrt]'tuﬂ]: place and day by d.ny
Helen grew stronger, till at length Dr. Du.r]:;lm
nounced her to be well enough to get up;
wn fact he went so far as to say that a in
the fresh air would do her Emd. As may be
imagined it was a happy for wc:r}rbady,
when Helen attired 1 in h:er new winter
made her appearance in the large hall, rnr:ad]r
for her first drive in the open air since her
tllness commenced.

Gladys was also there and the nurse whom
Mulberry had thought it advisable to keep a
little longer.

It was a nice bright day such as is seldom
seen in the month of November. The victoria
stood at the door and the two beantifull
groomed bay horses were pauing the g'ronnc{
eager to be off. Mulberry and Lawrence saw
them safely off and then as they turned into
the study Mulberry said “I think if Miss
Winston is well enough, it would be a good
thing to drive to Cannon Street this s.ftcrnnon
and see about reading that story of Sheenes

] think so too " replied Lawrence,

Neither of the men seemed at all inclined
to settle down and after wandering about a
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good deal, Mulberry threw himself down in
a chair and gave a yawn. There was silence
for a htle while and at last Lawrence un-
expectedly broke it by saying © I say Mulberry
how long is it since you a Gladys Lincarrol
have been it S i o

Mulberry turned a dull red a an to
light his pipe, “ Why do you want tnb:t?cw e
he stammered at last.

“1'll tell you presently’ replied Lawrence
with a smile.

“Well I think it is about three or four
weeks " answered Mulberry shuffling about
from one leg to the other.

s that all " # enquired Lawrence.

“Yes" replied Mulberry, “now tell me why
you wanted to know.

It was now Lawrence’s turn to grow em-
barresed, “ well the truth is ™ he said at length
*1 am thinking of proposing to Helen Winston,
and as 1 have no expenance | would like 2
few hints as to how [ should go ™.

Mulberry laughed * well you should go to
my mother for hints ™ he replied * she hglgpcﬂ
me very much during my little romance ",

“ Well I am afraid it would hardly do for me
to go up and ask Ladmefng-tmgivcm:
some hints, as I am about to propose " replied
Lawrence **she would be very much taken
aback I should think ™,

% Not she " answered Mulberry with a shrug
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of his shoulders " she would take it quite as a
matter of course ; but still if you dont care to
ask her, why not scribble her a note describing
your position and I'll send one of the maids u
with 1t; why she would write you pages o
advice'',

“] dont want as much as all that” cried
Lawrence ** | want just 2 few gentle hints a5 to
how to be loving and look as if 1 was in
ernest

« Well why not write to my mother "' f again
repeated Mulbery

¢ It will innk 50 s:]l:,r said Lawrence “and
yet I'm hard up for advlcc and you dont seem
inclined to give me an

“No, because you dy get it much better and
more m'igim] from my mother” replied Mul-

!:nzrr{;uI

ell then I'll risk writing "' said Lawrence

gﬂung up as he spoke “but mind if Lady
caufort 15 annoyed you must take the conse-
uences because I should never have dreamt of

iaing this without you ".

“Oh I'll answer for the consequences ™ said
Mulberry with an amused smile as his friend
sat down and taking a sheet of crested note
paper proceeded to pen the following lines :

Lapy Bravrort
I hope you will excuse the liberty [ take
in writing you these few words—Dbut speaking
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honestly I am in the very same difficulty as
your son was a little time ago and out of which
you so cleaverly helped al%gu Would it be
asking too much of you to do the same for me.
I am about to propose to Helen Winston and
dont quite know how to express myself. I
want it to be quite a short pro and one
quickly ﬂgat through. Do you advise me to do
it out of doors or in. 1 am afraid I should
get 0 nervous in a drawing room, but of course
it is just as think best. DMight I have an
answer to this as soon as possible please,
Believe me,
Yours faithfully,
Lawrexce E. G. LincarroL.

st Here now if Lady Beaufort turns that to
ridicule its not my fault cried Lawrence hastily
screwing his epistle into a cocked hat,

“No of course not" replied Mulberry en-
couragingly ringing the bell as he spoke, * now
when the butler comes I'll tell him to send it
up at once and mark my words Lawrence you'll
have a reply within three minutes from now."

“] feel an awful ass" responded Laurence
throwing the note on the table * but now ['m
going out for a bit perhaps as you say I shall
find an mawer-waiung for me when I come
bﬂtkr”

“# No doubt of it" said Mulberry and with
that Lawrence disappeared into the hall.
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The day was beautifully fine a5 1 said before
m[.aw?}rtni;ﬂmlkedfurther than he had at
first meant to and coming back he met Helen,
1{_}Il:ld.j.-'s'“ and Mrs. Chizzle the nurse and at

-request he into the carriage and
made nn-:an the pa:tﬁom:n.

Helen looked quite her old self again. The
same bright red colour was on her checks and
the old light in her eyes.

“I think the drive has done you good Miss
Winston " remarked Lawrence noting the
change in her face.

“Yes, 1 feel 50 much better” answered
Helen “ we drove all round Hyde Park and the
air is really lovely for London."”

% Itis" replied Lawrence and then turning
to the nurse he added ““I should think you are
pleased with the progress your patient 1= mak-
1.

“Yes " assented Mrs. Chizzle 1 am."

“ Do you think Miss Winston, you are well
enough to drive to Cannon Street this after-
noon and read Mr. Sheene's “ story ™ ? enquired
Lawrence.

“ Perfectly " replied Helen with a smile.

Lawrence was astounded, * you must be pre-

for bad news " he said.

“1 am already prepared " said Helen,

“ For the wr; E.ruﬁt 7" queried Lawrence.

“For anything " returned Helen

“ That's alright then " replied Lawrence.
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“ Mulb and | are going to tea with the
Vﬁmuntsfh:; afternoon, but we need not start
till 4 o'clock " said G .

It would'nt matter it you were a little late ™'
answered Lawrence.

Just then the victoria swﬂ_pnd and after
having helped the ladies to alight, Lawrence
went quickly to the study where as Lord Beau-
fort had predicted an envelope lay waiting to
be opened addressed to Lawrence in the
dowegor lady Beaufort’s hand writing.

Lawrence blushed as he toock up the bul
Eacimg: and retired with it to the privacy o

15 own bedroom, where we will leave him to
read it in stlence.

A copy of the letter is given below ;

Nor. 4th, 18—
Dear Mr. Lincarrol
It is with great pleasure that I compl
with your wishes. It isinﬂt the first l.im-f{
have been appealed to under such circumstances.
There is an art in proposing as well as in every
thing. If you mq?:b]e to nervousness, do not
propose indoors. There is a very nice little
nook in the back garden by the crocus bed,
where my own romance took place. It is quite
unfrequented from 11 to 1 and from 7 to 6.
Be careful not to be too sudden or you will
make the girl shy, but do it by degrees. Keep
as close to heras you can after she has accepted
22§
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{which if you manage it with tact she is sure to
de) draw her to you and murmer soft words,
If you wish for more details do not hesitate
to write to me. Wishing you every success.
I remain
Yours etc,
CrisTina Bravrorr.

Lawrence folded the above and careful
put it in his blotting pad, and then with a si
nlﬂf relllief he brushed his hair and went down to
unch.

CHAPTER XXX

£l

Heven was ounced quite well enough to
drive to &E%ﬂcn that i&cmﬂﬂﬂ: Nﬁmd—
ingly the victoria was again brought to the
front door and Helen, Lawrence and Mulberry
all got in. It was not considered necessary
for Gladys to go too. -

On arriving at Cannon Street Netherby
opened the door of the office, for he expected
I‘E&m all the merming, Mr. Spriggs (the
solicitor) was there too. '

Helen was scon seated at the desk and the
roll of paper, containing Cyril's story was
untied amidst a breathless silence.

It was very touchingly written and stated
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how Cyril, led a Mer. Palsey, had con-
trived t};nﬂn:lnutw rEEer. Winston kept his
money ; and how, still under Mr. Paﬁszﬁ::
influence he had gone up to Warwick to

the murder of poor Joehn Winston, He Eﬂl}r
acknowledged his guilt, but declared over and
over again that he never would have done it
without Mr, Palsey's aid. It ended by a
heartfelt intreaty for forgiveness.

Helen's voice faltered a little in places, but
she never really broke down il the last word
had fallen from her lips, then she sobbed
softly, while Mr, Spriges bustled about and
put away the papers.

Lawrence took Helen's hand and tried to
comfort her but it seemed useless.

Meanwhile Lord Beaufort sought out
Netherby and en ia:jd him as footman. The
poor man was g.ig ¥ dcligh;ud for he was
geting no pay at present and as every one
km:ngulhE:}r Bm'Efml was not at all scanty
in the way of wages.

Helen seemed very dull and depressed all
the way home but she shed no more tears.

Seon after ¢ o'clock Lawrence began to
grow very restless so lighting a cigarette he
strolled into the garden to enjoy the last glimpse
of day-light. Some how his steps let him to
the ctocus bed and here he continued to walk
up and down his thoughts occupied with Helen

1nston,
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wia & et ota wis
to be seen uy“rwg::e,ﬁa general air of
peace pervaded the whole atmos Lawrence
continued to walk up and down lost in his
rapturous reveries, while the eve

darker and darker. By and by the stars

to come out and at length the moon rose tull
in the heavens, and then Lawrence looked up
and there in front of him stood Helen, clad in
her evening dress of pale yellow and a white
shawl thrown round her shoulders,

She seemed as supprised as Lawrence for
she stopped suddenly on secing him,

=1 your pardon Mr. Lincarrel ' she
began 1 hope I am not disturbing you, but
Lady Beaufort told me to come hére before
dinner and see if Jefferson (the gardiner) had
e i

WIEnce and glanced qui
and mechanically T:E:Ttn the mgnduw Lnﬂ;
Beaufort’s budoir. There sure encugh the
old lady was looking out, but on seeing the
two together she quickly retired into the regions
of her own bedroom.

“This is Lady Beaufort’s doing thought
Lawrence as the letter he had received came
back to his mind. “Oh no you dont disturb
ml-%:l:ﬂ J:t:::]ad :‘;ﬁb:gm plucki the

iled anc r; ing at
faded leaves of the trees. d
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“ What a lmdrmghtltm ﬂuiI.,nwrﬁn&e
l;hstﬂth:sﬂm

“Y’H-“ rwl m
glancing at her saw by Eh:mhghz t-:hnl;-hn g
qull_ulnd a far away drﬁp‘ lonkthlzthm.ﬁrm

3% ﬂwdulighl:ﬁ.ﬂiy sheltered part

is " continued Lawrence.

“’fﬂs very answered Helen, drawing her
sﬂkuhawlwhcr&hnuldmal!hght breeze
hltﬂ'HH:dmﬂthﬂ g:tﬂau rhere ved

£ W }.m ll
Mm?.*

Iudingu !:uﬁ;

“ At Cannon Etr:utthﬂcwum]y ymd

replied Helen, a painful blush mounting to her
“but at Kmdblmdm &ﬁzn Eiaaw little
n, my r the greatest

interest in hﬂﬂﬁ:;wm and so did 1" she added

with a slight catch in her harmonious voice.

“ Dont you now " asked I.awm_u:.

“0Oh yes" said Helen, “but you it is
all so different now; in those days my father
and I were constant companions n.n:l our
opinions were onc. But now there is nobody
—nobody "' and tears began to well up in her
eyes and fall over her long black lashes.

“Surely somebody cares for you Miss
Winston, surely there is somcone to sympathise
with you " interupted Lawrence.

“Oh Mr. Lincarrol you dont understand "
cried Helen with a sob.
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] think I do" replied Lawrence gently,
coming a little closer and taking her trembling
hand. I think 1 understand feelings, it
must be very sad to be so—so lonely."

“ Wait till your turn comes Mr. Lincarrol
and you will know then ™ replied Helen,

“ Would it be different, to have some one to
care for you, to love you as your father did 2"
asked Lawrence,

“0Oh it would, it would" cried Helen
rapturesly clasping her hands together.

“ suppose some one loved you now as much
if not more than your father, what would you
say 7' asked Lawrence.

“] could not belive it" replied Helen
promptly " unless “unless” she added, =1
knew the person very well and was quite
posative of the love, and had good proofs of it."

“Have you not proofs enough'? asked
Lawrence.

“Of what "' ¢ asked Helen.

“ Of my love for you ™ replied Lawrence.

“ Your 17" pasped Helen.

“Yes " repeated Laurence passionately, *oh
Helen 1 can no longer restrain my feelings, |
love you as 1 never before loved anyone, can I
g?:f.:;‘“" I dare to hope that you return my

Helen did not answer. She was thinking of
another proposal some months past, so ve
unlike this one, far away on the elham hill
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tops, and she remembered how she had acted
then. Once more, she felt the soft sea breeze
fan her face, she saw the hills and the distant
sea and she saw oh how p m?-d.fs Cyrils form by
wl::,dﬂ she hmdm Ihm waa] and her nwﬂ;
re she saw hia blue ﬂnnkmg:.nmtm

at h-:r, and then amk?ﬁg to the present she
saw another pair of blue E-:n Iungh:t her,

ng so much more
others and she felt the E]'I.SP aof a ;ﬂ‘nng hind
on her own and then raising her head she
looked at Lawrence and softly whispered

LT

“Oh Helen" cried l&mmﬂ “you make

me so happy, so very hap
Tears ug E?mmmf? Helen's & and

Lawrence I:akl her hand drew her d on
to his breast nnd told her gently of his preat
love for her and how happy they both would
be. And Helen listenned fmlmg the happiness

had already begun,
A gentle breeze began to stir the trees and
fan the brows of the lovers as slowly

walked along the paths of love, and the moon
fnﬂk:ng down from her home in the heavens,
smiled on the pair and wished them joy.
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CHAPTER XXXI
PREPARATIONS

As the time drew on Lord Beaufort b to
make pr tions for his marriage with :
Hnmﬁzﬂ thought it :E.Icld be ﬂiﬂﬂﬁif
Lawrence and Helen could be married on the
same day, but that was found to be guite im-
mhltau Lawrence wished to visit his home
he had also plenty of other things to attend

to before he could be married.

One evening about 10 o'clock, Gladys was
scated in her om enjoying a few minutes
quiet before ﬁ}g-m bed.

Her mad already done her hair and che
had changed her evening dress for a warm and
comfortable dressing gown. Her room pre-
sented rather an untidy appearance as thtd}.::nqa
maker had been there that day to bring her
wudd.-i:}g dress which now lies in a snowy pile
at the foot of the bed.

As Gladys sat still by the firea knock sounded
at the door, Before she could reply the door
npmedw iﬂdlfldulm came in. =

" G you seem to be enjoyi
self here all a!nyt;’r’:zns‘}mniﬁd dmmm?h:{;
to the fire beside her friend.

“I was only thinking " replied Gladys with
a laugh.

“ Of tomorrow I suppose™ put in Helen,
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“Well to tell the truth I was" answered
Gladys with a faint sigh.

 Well you shouldn't sigh "' said Helen “ only
think Gh;l&thiﬁ time tomorrow you will be
Lady Bea t."”

“1 know that " said Gladys rather crossly.

* How sad you seem " said Helenin supprize.

“Do 1#” enquired Gladys *well perhaps
you'll feel the same the night before your
mﬂﬂiﬂgﬂ-“

a 1 not” answered Helen promptly
“ Oh Gladys" she added quickly “you never
told me where you are going for your honey-
moon."”

« How silly of me" replied Gladys cheering
up “well we are going on the continent,

ulberry wishes to visit some relations of his
in Venice and then I shall get him to spend a
week or so in Naples, Rome, Paris and other

“« How lovely™ | cried Helen “I do envy

“ Well wont do the same at hoen
moon " 7 asked Tf_?l ik =
“ No" said Helen * Lawrence and [ are goi
to spend a quiet fortnight at Ryde in the -I:E

of Wight ™',
“Oh 1 see” said Gladys.
“What time does the -imﬁbmt ceremony
take place tomorrow "' Helen.
“At 11 o'clock precisely " rejoined Gladys,
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Eahu lff:saess'cd the virtue of punctuality, * at St.
i .

“[ see’" said Helen “and when do you start
on your honeymeoon ¢ "'

“We cross the channel tomorrow night"
replied Gladys.

* And Lawrence and I are poirg to Norfolk "'
replicd Helen,

% Are you really "' f asked Gladys.

“Yes Lawrence lives there you know ' said
Helen “so he thought it would be nice for me

to go and see his ;3 why whatam I telling
you this for w Lawrence is your own
brother # "

“] dont know I'm sure” langhed Gladys,
“ by the by Helen did Lawrence tell you that
mother and father have quite softened, and are

uite willing [ should marry Mulberry, but
cant bring themselves to come up tomorrow
to the marriage ; Lionel and Minna are comi
though, so 1 expect they will go back thurEE
with you and Lawrence.”

¢ [ knew all that " replied Helen * T am really
quite excited about it.”

“0Oh Helen you must see my wedding
dress™ cried Gladys, and getting up the two
girls walked to the bed whereon lay a flimsy
mass of tule and satin crowned with orange
blossom and glittering with diamonds,”

“ It is really a beautiful dress’' said Helen at
last * how sweet you will look Gladys .
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“Don't be sarcastic” said Ghdys with a
smile little dreaming how pretty shelooked even
then in her simple dressing gown.

“ Oh 1 say thereis 12 o'clock striking "' cried
- Helen starting u “lvsncunhma two
hours, it is real goodnight
Gladys dear ™ she added as shl.'. ﬂi: l.nl:fdjl' out
ufd:cmﬁmuthelnstﬂmktufnnémghtdmd
softly away.

CHAPTER XXXII

THE MARRIAGE
Ar 11 o'clock prﬁ:isciy,asGiadra had said the

m:rn ﬂ'EI.'EIIIQﬂ'r
Gladys as 1 hamﬂrmdyaudmm:ﬂdm
a white satin trained dress made to fit her
slender figure to perfection and covered with
thin tule. She wore orange blossom in her
hair and on her dress and a magnificent diamond
crescent ht up her veil.
Helen and Mina Lincarrol were the brides-
maids also wore white. Their dresses
alike, but to colour them a little,
th m dah:au:lr shaded with g::mse
En w; long satin streamers hung
uets they carried and both b-cmg dark girls
th: colour suited them admirably.
The page, a Ilﬂ‘]ﬁ Spa.nmh cousin of Mul-
berry’s was attired in white and yellow satin
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also and v pretty he looked, bei
five years E and very dark with n';gojl:ve
complexion.

Licnel Lincarrol a tall hnndmnltmln of five
or six and twenty gave his sister away as his
father could not come up for the ceremony.

; The hty cathedral n}ruhﬁﬂed t]n over-

owing; the most the e were
invited guesm as lﬂrd%neaufm"t mﬂpﬂpﬂﬂ
in society ; but a_great rnnns ordinary people
had just dropped in to try and catch a gﬁmpse
of the bride and bridegroom as they march up
the church,

At last the service dn:w to a close, and the
Euests got into their carriages to drive back to

ortman Squ:m: where the "m:dd.mg breakfast
was to take

Cne of tEc enormous reception rooms had
been beautifully decorated with sprays of real
orange blessom from Lord Beaufort's hot house
and many other bridal decorations. A magni-
ficent breakfast was then partaken of, every
article h:mguf theh:ghea-t quality for Mu}bu‘ry
Beaufort prided himself on never half doing
thi

€ gucsts ired to another room to
IMPECE%[EEIFE 5 wex::g:ng presents, which were
numerous and costl

And so the daywur: on and ¢ o'clock found
Gladys, Mulberry, Helen, Mina, Lionel and
Lawrence all at the railway station waiting for
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the boat train to take Gladys and Mulberry to
Newhaven for whence they were to cross the
.

y's traveiling was extremely pretty
bungmlr;dcnf pale blue grey which nfnrted]m:
VEry we

M]ﬁtﬁitﬂnﬂﬂwﬂﬂﬂylﬁlﬂtﬁﬁm‘hﬂn
Htll"hthﬂ ’rgﬁhmeftnﬁch erful,

¢ yes were bri e
huck being wished on every side. L

Mulberry ex to be in London
by the end of Febuary and by that time
and Lawrence would probably be ane.

At last the whistle sounded and those left
on the platform watched the train 6l it rushed
into the tunnel, and then they turned and went
on to the opposite platform to take the train for
Norfolk.

It was a long journey and were all
tired when they got there. e

The brougham had been sent to meet them
and though the others all knew the road to
their house so perfectly, Helen looked out of
the window with a new interest for it was all
strange to her,

'-ad:iwufa of an hour or more the

e drew ot of a fine old house
mndmg rather frnmthumdudmth a
huuhﬁﬂuuﬂguamp-ln front. In the

moeonlight rtprmntudt pm:mr:
Before W
?3'?
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Lawrence had jumped out and opened the
front deor. _

They then crossed the hall and entered
the drawing room a beautifully fornished
oo,

Mrs. Lincarrol was reading by the fire when
they all entered. She was a wvery tall thin
woman with reddy coloured hair done wvery
high on her head and small winky blue eyes.

er features were fairly good, but she was
powdered profusely and m her hair looked
as though it had seen a many bottles of
hair dye. She was attired in an ¢vening dress
of purple velvit trimmed with black satin and
jet. elen glanced at her as she rose from

er chair and wondered how she came to have
such a good locking family. But she quickly
became aware that the room contained two
other occupants. Two girls were seated at
the piano trying some duets. They were both
tall and fair with blue eyes and pale com-
lexions and they wore rose coloured dresses.
rom Gladys' discription Helen knew the
were the twins Ethel and Elsie, -

Mrs. Lincarrol rose as they entered and
h:win% embraced her ily turned with a
queer look in her eyes to Helen.

% 8o this is Helen Winston ™' ? she said hold-
ing out her hand, “my niece T think "
n%—l-.-}en did not quite know what to say so
she merely smiled and she was then introduced
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to Ethzl{:h:nd El?i?i}r btiteh f:rfm whom she liked
m a Er.
1|m‘?rlf"ih:nw 1 l_!'||1|'-J|:m'|:ﬂ=m| ou'd better go and see your
father " exclai Mrs. Lincarrol at last *you
will find him in the library with Hugh, no
doubt Helen would like to make her uncle’s
acquaintance ",
] should " replied Helen.
So they all n::iarchﬂ lfdmh;hhc hall and
o ing another door entered t bra.rj*
Pﬁ“&unghm you all are apain" cried a cheery
voice from within and at the same moment
a tall well built man came forward, He wasa
contrast to his wife in ev }Lbcmg fairly
stout, dark and brown had a kind
theugh stern locking face, He greeted Helen
very cordially with nc-uc of the shifty glances
his wife had made use of and then introduced
Hugh to her, He was only 174 with dark
hair and 'I:E'H and very much resembled Lionel.
“Well I'm glad to see you all back,” cried
Mr | 1 “but you all leck tm:d, 1
gsc the j Jo was long "' 7
" replied Minna who had hitherto
k:ptnd:s:m:tsl e, “but I'm very hungry.
“ Why of course you must be, ring the bell
Hugh " cried Mr. Lincarrol heartily “and I'll
see you get smth;:ngla: once." e
“ﬂwygoad 4l was soon brought up
and it was u.u:k]{ disposed of.
“Well Helen I'm going to bed now" said
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Minna at hst, “if you come now I'll show you
your room '

“QOh thank you" replied Helen and with
that they both walked upstairs wogether.

Lionel and Hugh soon followed their example
and so Lawrence was left alone with his father.

“ A very nice girl Helen Winston seems”,
cried Mr, Lincareel, *I admire your taste
Lawrence "

“I'm hﬂ}rnudﬁ" answered Lawrence, 1
wa:t_r ; with ::.!wad‘i:'nhﬂ:n I first met hﬂrnpj-w;l

“Yes I certain ire your choice "' re
Mr. Lincarrol, and after a few more words -
they both retired to bed.

CHAPTER XXXIII
FIVE YEARS LATER

Five years have elapsed since we last saw

Helen. Let us choose a favourable moment

to view our heroine after the lengthy interval,
Scated in a large and wealthily furumhed

drawing room b}r a ht fire, writi

ncat hittle table, sits cn, NOW no ?ﬂ:r

Helen Winston but Mrs. Lincarrol.

clock had just struck 4. and the shades of the

December evening are fast drawing in. By

the light of the fire however we can a

tolerably good view of Helen, She has

but little during the past five years of her
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:.inm Efnﬂﬁlﬁtuhbkub:mﬂu?ldu but the

nge 13 50 s o SCarce

Ehnhumﬂthlghmum P:ﬁ

lashes shading her soft eyes.

d:lfi’hc “gmﬂdﬂhl:':xng 'muﬂfn;
cate is - diligently ani

seems intent on her work but she mgmﬂy

locks: uﬁlmmnddnuﬂ a word or two to n

g little girl of about three
who is 'ngunth:hurthmthilttﬂﬁfu:
Mtriu* his is little Nellie, the only child,

pa.le—ﬁced. fair-haired little thing ‘Ihﬁ has
attained her third year -
At length it grows tcrndarl:mur.,m

h?rblutte;ﬂmthn snap, Hel:;;walks t:dﬂw
window a hnlﬂmg aside heunry Vit
curtain gazes out accross the frost-bitten garden
and the roofs of the houses, which are dotted
ahmﬁthcmwnd‘nﬂ—-—. -

“Dear me" s “it is ing to
snow "' Ithmkdﬂrszﬁmaddsmm:fhﬂr
child *it mtlmclrnumt up to the nursery
tea will be ready
__t‘Eusl'_lpm shenngsuhel]ind,MamhIqu

different to when we last
nw hur,mhnrhﬂ dress and clean capand
apron. Having stuck to Helen in the hour of
trial she now finds herself the much-respected
mm:uflittl:ﬂ:lﬁ Vo

Nellie having departed to Bppnrr:gmlm
Helen m?mgurc resumes her writing, this
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time by the aid of a large standing lamp. By
and a servent enters with some tea, s
Mr. Lincarrol in yet " ? enquires Helen. “No
m'am I think not" replies the servent, “oh
then [ shant expect him dll late" answers
Helen and so aﬁﬁaha partekes of her tea
alone, which done she goes to the piano and
plays a few merry sonatas, At length the
clock strikes seven, and Helen is about to go
and dress for dinner, when the butler enters
with the message that a woman from the village
of Huntsdown (5 miles distant) wishes to see
her at once on a very important matter,

% Who is the woman ™' f askes Helen in great
astonishment,

“] dont know mum® replies the butler
“she is wvery poor-looking and says she's
tramped all the way from Huntsdown to see
you, but she wont give no name ",

“ How extraordinary | " says Helen, “ I know
no one living in Huntsdown, in fact [ have only
been there once; but however I will go and
see the poor soul ™, and rising as she speaks
Helen vanishes into the hall,

An old woman of zbout $o or 70 is standin
in a remote corner of the hall. The butler ha
spoken truthfully when he said the woman was

locking. She wears a tattered dress of

some faded hue, and on the top of that a man's

coaf, which might once have been black but is

now almest bottle-green, A thin shawl coveres
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her shoulders and a battered black Buni;n;
hangs back from her head. Her iron-grey hai
is streaming over her face, still damp with the

falling snow.

*:'gid. u wish to speak to me "' asks Helen
kindly 'n.nr:lnﬁ to the woman.

“I do m;:n ' replies t?:: pno:hmufim,
dropping a bob-curtsey as she s ¢ Pyve
bin tramping from Huntsdown E;:E 4 o’clock
and bin nearly turned back by the snow.”

“ What is your name "', enquires Helen.

© Mrs, Cotton, if you please mum ™ answers.
the woman,” but to get on with my story,
must know [ live at “ The Jolly Dutchman ™
in Huntsdown, My husband keeps the inn,
but he dont do much bussiness; the place is
so remote-like, and I'm afraid he's a bad lot™,
and here Mrs, Cotton shook her head regret-
fully *“but to come to the point mum, a week
or so ago, a man all ragged and locki
tcrrihfll?ll, J:Eﬁ: to the door and asked if E
could let him in to sleep the night, as he'd no
were to go and no money. My husband was
drunk at the time and turned the poor man
away in spite of my pleading for him. A few
?inuﬂ:d httﬁr m Irgd husb:md x-in ‘the bar

&4 ] g2 man
I'_'!'nnefeml could not resist htﬁngg himwﬂ So
according T gave him the attic at the top of the
'ouse, where he has bin laying ill ever since
without my 'usband knowing ".
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“What a sad story "' says Helen “ but
I'm sure it was vmqgmrzf you I:agun:g?uhng
the man in. Isuepmnymcmne to me for
mnng did you not " ¢

“ No mum not for that " feplies Mrs. Cotton
sadly “ you see I've tried to save a little money
myself during the last few years so I've been
able to have the doctor in once or twice to look
at the man. Mr. Harland his name is.
Me and my girl Sally, we've made the attic as
comfortable as we can and I've lit a fire up
there once, but you seec mum coles costs mone:
likke everythi ;kc,m'fhc dottnrny:ﬂ&;*u
not much 'o r man, he's dyi
fast of Fw:rpaud cumumpmp:; a'n, The nthﬂng
night mum, your gardiner, hagpened to come
in for a glass of something and of course he
got talking with the other men and the conver-
sation fell on you mum, and he said he's known
you a long time ever since you was Miss Win-
ston (or some such name as that) At the time
the talk was ,'n‘g on, | was sitting upstairs
with Mr. Harland and as the door was open
we could hear the talk in the bar quite distinet 3
well mum, directly Mr. Harland heard your
name mentioned, he got quite wild and excited
all of a sudden and went raving on about you
and he would'nt be satisfied till T told him all
I knew about En 1 =eas astonished mum I
can tell you, Afrer that Mr. Harland seemed
much quicter and all yesterday and today he's
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been in a sort of stupor, but about half
thumdwrhﬂhdﬁ:md mﬂmh‘:ﬂﬁ.
%Inl live and would [ do him a
f Imd“"i’u“ h:huldmemgu
into the town and ask you tocome snd see him
at once. Hauyuh:kmmquiumum

probably have | Fw thnrmunnﬂw I te
~mum I was ir took aback, but however
my girl Sallyin c of him, I started
off on my errand, and here am mum, waiting
to know what your answer may be to this ex-
traordinary request? "

"Itﬂnmﬂtnmprd;mryraqm"nym
say Mrs, Cotton, and I never knew
hy the name of“Harlumi" re Helen.

“Myidmmmum"nn r3. Cotton * that
the. man is dilerious,”

“Very likely” answered Helen, “but to
please him, [ will order the carrisge and we
will demﬁtth:n,yﬂuhukflrmﬂrﬂ
and cold to walk,

As Helen speaks she 5
anﬁﬂh:nrmhmgnnﬂﬁ-hnﬁdcﬂmﬁnﬂs
ﬂihmumdﬂmgmmﬂmhﬂ

rnwn.

She then orders a baskitt of streangthing

m&:[wﬂdhtﬁnmﬂm

comes round to the front
dnurnnﬂth:mgutm. A contrast indeed |
The, one small, shrivelled and shrunken,
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hugging her wreatched garments round her to
keep out the biting cold; the other tall and
atately, her nch cloak falling gracefully round
her slender

The drive 15 lnng and dn:m;i being for the
most a long straight road tall hedges at
cither side and an measmnﬂ cottage or trec
ra]ﬂmn the monoto the scenery. But

y leaning ba:kmuicr comfortable carriage
mnntﬂunkm of the passing scenery, but of
the nctraﬂrdtmry mission she is bent on,

At length the carriage stops, and Mrs. Cotton
leads the way up to 2 small tumble down dirty
looking inn, whith an almest illegable incription

in white letters, “ The jolly Dutchman™,
as Cotton "',

Mrs, Cotton opens the door and Helen finds
herself in 2 very small and filthy dirty passage.
A strong smell of beer and tobacco greet her
on entering. A door on one Bld: of the
is half open, and looki rough, Helen can
see three or four ? locking men seated
round a table with mugs of beer before them
an& pipes in their mouths, and the sounds that
issue from the room are none of the pleasantest,
for the men are talking, laughing and shouting,
not to say sweanng

In disgust Helen turns to the door of the
other room. It is a kitchen evidently and a
remarkably dirty one toe. A candle is burning
in this room, and by the light of it Helen can
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see a slovenly looking girl stirring some horrid
smelling *m:.gf in a saucpan, while a very small
baby is yelling its heart out in a wooden
cradle.

“ Here Eal]'p' cries Mrs. Cotton to the girl

“how is the invalid "

“No better "' replies Sally wiping her hands
on her apron “1 lit a fire for , ‘cause he

grumbled so about the cold ",

“1 dm:t mdur :l: it g respands  Mrs.
Cotton, “weli mum ', she continues turning
to Helen Y pe "Il step upstairs, its that
door there mu.m m the hmd.ll: off ", and she

nts with her fi to a door at the
ﬁ of the nt.-mgmn :I:.Eerc]lmbs the ricketty
staircase with a wild fear and m? ng at her
heart, wondering what the result of this strange
visit will be. light is burnmg in the room

she enters, It is a dam place, a trifle
larger than the mag E-elnw A miserable
fire is doing its to burn in the grate and
judging by the amount of matches strewn
about, Snlhr must have been exerting many
patient efforts to get it to burn at all.

The window was minus a :ufﬁummﬂ
the cold wind blew right
making the door bang to and fm with & madly
montonois tone.

Helen glanced hastily round the room, but
the corners being in darkness, she had to held
the candle above her head to see anything at
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most part of the crime had penal servitude for
lite, Well after three years of my time had
p:ﬁﬂﬂ:}‘, I was granted a g'ee pardon for savin

the life of someone. [ have no time to te

the whole story now. At first I was delighted
at the mere thought of being free again, but
then | recollected 1 had no friends nobedy to
care wether I lived or died. When I was set
frec L wandered about trying in vain to find you
Helen. But I pot no news of you, untill one
day I read of your marriage in the paper.
Then I gave up all ho ever seeing you
again. Soon after I fell ill and spent many
weeks in an old barn, attended only by a child
who used to go mess for me etc: fill T
was well enough to walk about again, Then
my wanderings began again, and I found them
harder than ever. After my severe illness I
could no longer bear sleeping out. T had to
buy lodgings wherever I happened to be, and
once or twice when [ had no money I had to
sleep out in the fields, That did for me
Helen. From that day I grew much worse.
A young man took pity on me one night and
gave me a room inpmh?s house for nothing.
But with his exception no one cared and so I
wandered on untill late one might 1 arnived at
this miserable inn, 1 did'nt know where I
was, but I thought it safe to take another
name. So [ was brought up here, where I
should certainly have died had not some one
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down in the bar mentioned your name, and
then the excitement of seeing you kept me

PI‘TE[‘E Cyril stoppe ing for breath and
Helen with h:r t:mfut ilm administered
water to him and pro .!)ﬁd up hlﬂ pillows.

“Helen " cried Cyril at last; he could barely
talk now, *do you ive me "
% Oh Cyril ¥ cried Helen *of course 1 do;
uh if only you had come to me before, how
pily this might have ended. 1 forgive you
ﬁlﬁl from the bottom of my heart. i
yril smiled, he was too far gone to talk
and Helen could see his eyes growing brighter.
A long silence followed while Cynil’s breath-
ing grew laboured and slow. Presently with
a great effort he turned and caught }{clﬂl’
hand in his own. “Helen I'm going Fast
Goodbye I die happy since you forgive me.'
And Helen s and kissed him. He turned
and looked at her for the last time and then
his spirit passed quietly and peacefully away.

CHAPTER XXXIV

CONCLUSION

A vear has passed since the sad events re-

corded in our last chapter, and Cyril has long

been laid in th:chur:hjm.rd,nsnd. His grave
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is ever bright with Aowers pliced there by
Helen's loving hands and by those of her
children Nellie and John,

Of Mr. Palsey little has been heard but it
has ltnltmly been rumoured that he diuif a natural
death in prison, t h some erate
and say E?:Ig?cd m own hnﬁ i

Marshland is still living though her health
is gradually becomin er.

gﬁnnd what of I-I:h:E herself ?

Let us lock into her drawing reom to-night
and we shall see her once agai

It 15 New Year's Eve mﬁ the drawing room,
tnj:.ll. mtherlmsplﬁmm r?mas si:-all lit up, while

man & are il =
ing thnn{aﬂlv]:sp}r FFTFH:I:H is :inmgng a E:Tﬂi
Yes, a gathering of all her oldest and dearest
friends. Among the many faces we recognise
the Lincsrrnlﬂ. Even bﬂ:ﬂﬂtljmi is there

el t up in bri low silk which
ﬂ u?tczd tnlh]::g mrdem'th: founda-
tion of her grandmother’s wedding dress.

Minna and hér husband (for she is now
married) are both there, also Ethel who is
engaged and Elsie who has just returned from
her heneymoon. Lionel is the only one not
there, but he is doing well in America.

Hugh (now in the Army) is also attending
the dance. But Gladys where is she ? She is
also there with her husband Lord Beaufort and
while the latter is talking to Lawrence let us
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notice Gladys who is deep in conversation with
Helen.

Seated on a sofa elose to the entrance of the
green-house, idly watching the dancers as they
wn!tlz_l ;]aundndth% Isa}&ﬂaciuus rlmm, We once more
see Helen a in close companionshi
What a pretty contrast they make | E

Helen with her dark hair as abundant as ever
and the lovely colour on her cheeks.

She is glancing down and her long lashes
cover her eyes. She looks very happy and a
smile is playing about her lips.

She wears a pale viclet coloured dress made
in the latest ion and the colour suits her to

ion. Gladys is attired in white silk
trimmed with bright gauzy ruffles of pale pink
and silver. She is playing with her fan and
laughing merrily with Helen. Her bright blue
eyes are full of happiness and a little colour
has come into her usually pale checks.

“Ah well Helen dear” she iz saying
“you have nothing to grumble at now I'm
sure.”

“] never said I had "™ laughs Helen, * 1 am
perfectly happy with Lawrence and my children
and it fs so nice to have you here again, but all
the same [ have had troubles; a good many
more than most ¢ of my age.”

“Yes that's undeniable™ replied Gladys
# but still you have a dear husband and lovely
children.™
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“ Of course I have " cries Helsn “and I am
quite happy now."

“ And as far as I can see thers is no reason
why you should ever be unhappy again,” replies
Gladys.

“No"” says Helen, *but still I cant quite
forget the sadness of my early years.”

s Nﬂnﬁmse rn_*,fl &:lmr," cries Gladys, * dont

et what told me so lo o about r
fmgsarmws, th:?ra:'lll become Iiﬁ asmnds which
though healed over are still to be seen, and so
though you will net exactly forget the sorrow
you will no longer feel the pain.”

% Yes " answers Helen laughingly, © that was
a very good idea on my part; and
applicable to you then, it certainly applies to
me now,

So now our story comes to an end and we
will bid goodbye to Helen, She has alrcady
partaken frecly of the cup of sorrow but now
her time has come and she knows what true
happiness 1s and all her sorrows, mizeries and
heartaches shall be blotted out in that sea of
mist and shadowe :—The Past.

THE END,
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CHAPTER 1
WISHING

One evening Jate in Sep : Mr. Hose sat in his
armchair reading a news paper. H'.is wife sat
in an other Jooking at the “ Strand "' Magerzine.
Mr. Hose sudonly locked up at his wife;
“ Elizabeth " he md “one thing I have bun
wishing for, ever scince we were married is a
baby, would net you like to have onc
at her searicusly  Yes indeed I should" an
his delicat wife with 2 sigh.

I soud like to adobt one continwed Charlie,
I would like to have one of my own said Eliza-
beth I don't like :d.upnnf babys, well you cant
do it any other way if you don't get one.
Besides if it was a boy what name have you got

for it if it was a boy it should be named Charlie
Sﬁ'ur you dear, and if it was a girl Tsu
yvou would call it Elfizabeth and fiza for
would not you said Charlie, well yes she said
mﬁng to read her ine. Mr Hose now
out his watch and to his wife he said [
have Egtt go out this eveing at what time said
Elizabeth at seven oclock [ ised Mr.
Lineap I would meat him at his offiace at a
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quarter past it is now half past 6 just half an
hour. 1 have time to finsh this bit of newes
in the paper, so saying he continued to read.

Presently the clock sturck a quarter Ts
oh goodnes I must fly, said Charlie Mr. ep
will be expecting me he took up his boller
banged it on his head took up a walking stick
the first that came in to his Ean.d, and rushed
out of the room looking like a roughyeun out
of the streets, his boots untide his hair rough
he banged the door behind him,

Noisie man mutterd his wife as soon as he
had disapear. I feel ashamed realy I do nothing
will keep him quict when he has got an appoin-
ment never mind perhaps he cant help it she
said and fell asleep in her armchair.

CHAPTER 11
THE NEW BADY

Mge. Hose came back at about 12 o'clock he
had drunken a little whiskey but it made no
effect on him. He woke early the next morn-
ing and woke his wife and began telling her all
about his evening stroll with Mr, Leanep but
he did not say anything about the whiskey he
had drunk feering it would shock her. But
when the clock had just struck half past six
they heard a ring at thﬂadmr bell and within a
25
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few minutes the maid servant came hurrying
up stairs and said the Dr. had arrived with a
box under his arm and he would like to see
Mrs. Hose she said. “ Oh well, will you show
hunuptnﬂmbadmnm"smdhirn Hose
turning to her husband and saying “rnudunt
mind him coming up, do you dear?”

went out of the room grinming, closing |:I1a door
quietly behind her,

In a few minutes the Dr's bold step was
heard at the door and then a loud
with a “come in " from Mrs. Hose he entered
the room.

“Oh I say Mrs. Hose” he tthn
his hat “ I have heard you have
for a baby, so I have brought yun one Illﬁ
your wish is granted."

“Oh hurrah” said Mrs. Hose “Is it a boy
or a girl # "'

\gﬂcll I don't know™ said the Dr. “ guite,
but I'll leave you to find cut and settle matters "'
so saying Dr. Pauline took his departure shut-
ting the deor with his foot, while he heid his
precicus top hat in his two faanda.
began hurrbing and. Ighing at the idea o

gan hurrahing an at i
the new baby coming. «I am ghl:l it's
come, arn't you? "' he said to his , :
m:]“i;, I'm wvery glad. Hgsnt it come

“ Yes, said her husband, *“but doa't you
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think we had better open the box and look at
it? " “Well perhaps we had,” said his wife,
cutting the string with a pair of scissors which
were lying on the bed. Directly the box was
opened, a dear little fat baby rolled out on to
the eider down. “Oh, isn't it a darling#"
said Mrs, Hose, sitting up in bed, and placi
it h-atween.her and Eer ﬁmsbﬂnci; “T.I;.Thatnﬁ
ity it hasn't got its eyes open.”

Fi‘::*ﬂh, but gﬁfa' ﬂ.sly;p,"Pcmid Mr. Hose;
“they never have their eyes open when they
are asleep, except when they are very ill.”

“ Oh, yes, I see now it is asleep, it iz blink-
ing its eyelids,”

“ Hadn't we better be wrapping it up in
something, it must be rather cold, poor little
thing,” he said, patting its face.

¢ Oh, yes, of course we must,” said his wife,

jumping out of bed, never stopping to put on
']:er P;msmng slippers, she wa.lg{:;i over to the
wardrobe,

She unlocked it with a small key she kept
in her drawer, and on the third shelf s
found a small, pale blue shawl, which she had
had when she was a baby, and she had kept
it ever since, in case she should have a baby
when she was grown “fi;

“ Here's the w ing,” she said, *the
shawl I had when I was a baby,” she said,
skipping back to bed.

“Eh, yes, that’s a nice shawl,” said Mr.
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Hose, “and it's pretty big too, we can wrap it
all round it; and you can cuddle it close to
you, and then it would be wamm, I should
‘ar‘ll‘

Mr. Hose did not get up till half past eight
oclock he could not stay in bed any later
because he was already rather late getting up
I expect | shall be late at my offace said Mr.
Hose to himself buttning up the last button of
his waistcoat, he then sh on his coat put
on his hat took up his ing stick and maid
his ap ce in the hall takeing a plance at
him self in the glass as he it, he then
opened the hall deor and n walking at
a quick pace to his offaice he was not so late
after all.

CHAPTER III
THE BAPTISAM

It was a lovely day on the 28th of september
when a earriage drove up to the door and Mr,
and Mrs. Hose with the baby in her arms ran
down the door steps and into the carriage Mr.
Hose doing the same. “It's a good thing its
a nice day isn't it Charlie? " she said to her
husband “Yes it is a good job or the baby
couldn't have come out tho". He isn't so very
delicate, by the bye what's his name going
to be?™ ;
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“ Charles Edward " she said “ Charles after

ou and Edward after his grapdfather.” 1

pe Miss Gurling is at the church now, she's
always late for everything,"

“She is gv::nuegI to be the er isn't
she? " asked Charlie *Yes"™ said his wife
“You don't object do you? And his pod-
father 15 that pious man who kneels before us
in church, Mr. Johns,”

“Oh he iz a nice man that" =aid the father

clapping his hands “1 am glad he is going
to Ee. the godfather "
“Why icr: we are” said his wife jumping

out of the 1

“Oh yes" said he stepping out with a
laudable ?a'fr‘ £

“Oh dear " said his wife * I've left the baby
in the carriage” “Oh poor thing " said the
husband runni back for it. Goodbye
Thompson “said he to the coichman here's
6d for you, it's quite enough for him™ he
murmured to his wife as he took off his hat
very reverently at the church door. When
they got into the church the first person they
saw was Miss Gerling sitting quitertly in the
bottem seat saying her Fmis very dovoutly.
Mrs. Hose went up to her oh 1 say she an
}ru'u'a.rethe. godmother # Yes said Miss Gerling
it is going to begin soon, what? said Mrs.
Hose the christening said Miss Gerling Mr.
Johns is not here mﬁar: wateing for him.
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Presently Father clocks came bussling down
the church he went up to Mr Hose and said
“I can't think why Mr. Johns is not here he
is very late, yes he iz said Mr. Hose and the
worst of it is we cant begin without him No
we cant said the preast it is a great nuisance
he continued shacking his black head of hair,
after about half an hour the church door
opened and in came Mr. Jons he walked quite
calmly up the aisle of the curch to his own
seat, takeing it more as if he was very early
insted of very late, he said a few prays and
then he went down to the bottem of the church
and said in a rather loud wisper had not we
better begin yes said father clocks puting on
his stoll, _

All this wlﬁltdiduring the ;:hristen' Mr.
ohns t standing on one leg and blowin
i m::pmm l:l:a“;i-n:'ll he didn’t have to ﬂg

‘much tho he looked rather embarrassed. When
it was all over they took their departure and
went home in the carraige, but r Mr.
Hose parted with a good deal of his pence,
because little boys kept running after his
carraige and would not go away without a
copper of so. ) *

% As we arc passing the confectioners™ said
Mr. Hose to his wife, * we might tell them to

send up a nice sugar cake in honour of baby's

Xning.
“gh s we might do that" said his wife,
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matchin[g her head to show off her net which

was carefully covering her knob behind,
arrived home at last and had the

beautiful Xning cake between them for tea.

CHAPTER 1V
ENGAGING THE NURSERY GOVERNESS

“Do you know my dear " said Mr. Hose to
his wife one morning at breakfast “ what |
was thinking of dnir.lg #" “No" said hie
wife looking very surprised, * What is it? "

“Well " he said * [ was thinking of getting
a4 nursery rmess.”

A nuﬁé Governess " said his wife,
“Why the baby isn't old enough to have one
yet, remember it's only 6 months old,"

“Well " said Mr. Hose “I was thinking of

etting one because only think to rself
Euw very useful she would be, she hel
us in the evening when baby was in bed an
besides that she could look after baby and he
would get used to her before it was time to be
ht

“Oh yes" said his wife “now I see what
you mean it would be a very good thing. You
and I must go and see Madam Toinette about
one in London tomorrow."

When breakfast was over, they went into
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the drawing room and Mrs. H. began knitting
a pr.of s for her short coated boy, and her
husband curled himself up in an arm chair and
smoked to a low degree,

“1 say Lizzie eh! why shouldn’t we go to
London today eh 7" (he m rather a co cy
man,

es we can go today, I don't see what
harm it could do. We'll go in the afternoon
then.”

“ Right you are,” said the husband, “I'll
change my clothes" he said as he retired to
his bedroom and his wife continued to knit
Ei}r pair of socks she was knitting for her

a

Prﬂ:enrl]r%’f ust after the dinner-bell had rung,
down came Mr, Hose from his bedroom Imﬁ
ing like a duke instead of a mere Mr.,

1 say wife do you think I look nice. 1
have been such a long time drmsmg do you
know what I've put on clean? "

“ No md his wife who did not take the least
interest in 2 man's toilet. 'Well he said clear-
ing his throat and pulling up his trousers and
sitting down, * I've put on this beautiful black
suit with coat tails and a lovely clean shirt he
said stroking his front and I've put on a clean
pair of scarlet socks with a hole in but it does
not show and he continued I've got on a nice

air of black trousers but he said with a sorrow-
face the button Em come off from my
20§
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trousers which makes one leg shorter than the
other. ‘This being the only sentence his wife
had heard she looked up from her plate and
said ** Oh you dear | never mind I'll sew
it on for you after dinner. * Oh thank you so
much | said Mr. Hose | should net have been
able to go to London if you had not thought
of this kind offer. Now Charles said his wife
eat your dinner because we are going by the
3.15 train. Charles began eating his dinner
uickly saying at the same time with his mouth

;'lu.’lj % Do you think baby will be all right with
the housemaid.

“ Oh yes he will be all right it is only for a
few howers "' said Mrs. Hose.

“ Oh yes " said Mr. Hose beginning to eat
his dinner,

Presently his wife looked up and said now
Charles;, 1 have done dinner and I am
going up to get ready she went out of the

roGIm.

Mr. Hose finnished his dinner and then put
en his top hat and took his best cherry wood
walking stick. He could not see his wife any-
where ; so like a wise man he began walking
down to the station when he was half way
whom should he see but his wife walking
sedately along ; she looked very nice in a coffee
coloured dress trimmed with brewn velvet a
bonnet to match with a pretty bird in front
and strings of bmm};civtt as well as a
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largc bow of the same ; she had brown gloves
and a pretty light coffee coloured parasel
in her hands, her nice walking shoes and
stockings just peeped from under her dress.
Well said Charlie we are not late for the
train."”

“An't we" said his wife looking at her
watch which she wore on her bracelet, “ No”
said Charlie but you do look nice.

They arrived at the station and _]umped into
a first class class carriage.

Presently they arrived in London and walked
arm in arm from the station, They walked up
to Madame Antoinette’s house to ask herif she
knew of any govertiess which they could en-

age. A nice fat looking servant answered
the door. Is Madame toinette at home,
Yes mam ' she said looking rather ignorant will
you step this way. (Mrs. Hose walked into
the drawing room and sat down waiting for
Madame intﬂinﬁtn} Presently e
Antoinette came down into the rcom. Good
morning Mrs. Hose she said. Oh ood morning
Madame Antoinette said Mrs. Hose sit down
but do you know of any governesses which we
could engage? Well said Madame Antoinette
frowning there is a Miss Brentnor she lives in
Julian Read Ne, 36. Oh what is she like?
Oh she has fair hair at least you may. say
carrotty hair and one good thing about her is
her eyes she has big grey eyes. She
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has a very sallow complexion and she had a
blue dress on last time I saw her,

Do you know of any other governesses con-
tinued Mr. Hose? Yes said Madame Antoi-
nette there is a very nice young lady called
Miss Smith she has Iguk hair and brown eyes
but she is rather cow-like she has rather
boisterous feet and a few freckles on the top
of her nose but she is all right you know and
she lives in Buttonbrick House Hudson's Street
and then there is another young lady called
Miss Junick. She left her last place and was
hated 1n this family and I have been told that
she was known to take a few things that did
not belong to her in that house; but I can
scarcely believe that for she is a beautiful youn
lady and 1 like her very much. They le
Madame Antoinette's house and went to call on
Miss Brentnor and Miss Smith but did not
like either of them. They went home and the
next morning a letter came addressed to Mrs.
Hose she opened it and this is what she read

Mapam,
I beg to present you with the p
which you ask me to send. I think I have
very pood features and I dwew I'll make a
excellent gpoverness, It is not at all true what
was said about me in my last situation and I
am willing to come and look after your little
boy and teach him when he is :r]gumuugh.
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Give me a nice bed-room Madam; of course
I am a Catholic which I suppose you heard
from Madame Antoinette.

I remain Yours truly,
Rose My Jumicx.

Mrs, Hose answered the letter and this is
what she put,

Dear Miss Jumick,

I like you very much but I must not
believe what was sai?abuut you in your last
situation. Will you meet me at the Victoria
Station on Thursday at half past four and [
will ask you a few questions. '

Yours truly,

E. Hose,

Mrs. Hose was now satisfied she'd answered
the letter and in time she would have the
governess with her.

CHAPTER V

THE GOVERNES ARRIVES

Tue next morning Mrs. Hose ordered break-

fast early than usual in order that she might

get off by the g/30 becaus she was going to do
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a little shoping first and she thought to her
self she could get a beautiful dinner at one of
the Resteraunts and she smacked her lips as
she sat down to her breakfast of eggs and
beacon and a cup of cocoa. When she had
finished she went up stairs and placed her
bonnet on her head and buttoned up her patent
leather boots and took an umbrella because it
looked stormy and started on her way to the
station bidding her husband farewell,

Directly she got outside it began to rain so
she put up umbrela and within ten minets she
got to the station and jumped into a first class
carriage (for she licked to lock grand) and
soon the train started off for the smokey and
dreary city.

At last the train got to Victora and out
jumped Mrs, hose without & moments delay,
she walked up and down outside the refresh-
ment room (for this was where she was to
meet our Heroine) she went up to one lady
and said do you mind me asking you but T am
looking for my future governess Miss Junick
do you posess that name I am sorry for your
sake that I do not she ansewerd politely and
walked on. then Mrs., hose asked another

}ana:lip‘ who was peradeing up and down in a red

and gray dress eating a halfpeny bun which

she had just bought. Mrs, Hose advanced

towards her and when she got close to her she

saw she was very pretty so she thorght she
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would be as polite as she could and began
have T the pleasure of meeting Miss Junick.
I am not Miss Junick but [ am a frend of the
dear ladys (best luck) and she told me she
would be here to meet you at half past four
this afternoon oh thank you said Mrs, Hose I
now recerlect I was thinking 1 had to meet
her this morning farewell or a deiw as the
french say she said as she left the station to go
and get some dinner. Perhaps you would
like to know what she had for dinner—rabbit
and mérangues were what she chose and she
drank sherry wine. After dinner she went
into the depth of London to look at some of
the shops and came back in time to see the
governess, As she entered Victoria station
she met a precise young lady hastening to the
refreshment room, she hurried after her and
when she got up to her thought she looked
like Miss Junick in the face, but before she
could say a word the lady jumped sideways
and asked her was she Mrs. Hose and with an
answer of yes they walked together into the
waiting room and sat down upon a haorse hair
cushion and they now commenced their con-
versation, : o

“ How long were you in your last place ? "

“ T'wo years madam "

“ Oh and was that your 1st iy

“Oh no I was abroad before with three
french children there was only one in the other
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family and she was a throro’ Eaglish child—
so was her mother."”

“Oh and what do you teach™ said Mrs.
Hose cocking up one eyebrow,

* Music, drawing, the use of the glabes,
etc., etc. only you don't want me to teach
your little boy yet do you?™

“No, no, no,”" said Mrs. Hose * not yet he
is only 6 months old, but are you very fond of
children and have you any litlle sisters and
brothers ? "

“] have one little sister of 1o and a little
baby brother and I have two prown up
but 1 am very fond of children and wish f had
one of my own."

“You won't whip my baby will you? " said
Mrs. Hose.

“Oh dear no" she answered ['de spoil him
more likely than whip him,"”

“DOh well I want you to be medium with
him " said Mrs, Hose,

“Quite so Madam 1 understand babies
thoroughly ; are there any more questions
you think you would like to ask me whilst I'm
here? "

“] think I've asked you pretty nearly all
she answered "' except when could you come
to me "

“] can come on Monday Madam [ was

ing a few of my things in case you would
ave me."’
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% Let me see now " said Mrs. Hose pnusmg
“hl??fahnut the washing shall you pay it or
wi 11}

“ Well I'm not very rich Mud:un and it
would be a charity if you will pay it.

“ Certainly 1 will ‘.md how much are you
used to getting a year#”'

« Either ¢ or 14 ds m:ﬂ:rrdmg to what
I have to dg | dnmﬂ much for 5.’

o .HJI ht I will give you 14. T hope you will

deal for that as I want utoba.ﬂ'l

baby and have utter charge {:m

aﬂ you are comin n:m Mmda mII prcpua
you a nice b k you very
much Madam " 'md Mm _Tu:ul:k getting u
smiling. “Good afternoon Madam she sai
hu:'rymg out of the wmt]n,q room. Mrs,
Hose came home b{ the 6 o'clock train and
told her husband all about Miss Jumck and
Mr Hese said he thought she'd do very

nic
M{mday soon came and with it the poverness
in a station cab and a large box mth%l

in red enamel on it, * Here I am Mrs, Hmu
she said stepping out of the cab * who tips the
cabman you or I '? “The Butler” replied
Mrs. Hose he has a few shillings in his
pocket— Cmnr: -::- ohn and give the Cab-
man 2/6". er uheged and hﬂlpﬂd the
honest mhman in mth the Miss Junick
was then shown up to her bedroom to take off
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her hat.  Then she went into the nursery and
found her pupil sitting in a high char all
alone playing with his rattle.

Just the kind of baby I shall get jelous of
she thought.

CHAPTER VI
HOW MISS JUNICK'S JEALOUSY BEGAN

As she entered the room the baby looked u
from his play, and stared at her rather
surprised at seeing a strange lady.

But Miss Junick did not tikc any notice of
the baby's astonishment, but merely walked
straight over to it, Il.ﬁ.r:d it up, and kissed it a
great many times, saying as she did so,

“Oh you dear little thmg | how I would
!nnitn have you for my own.” She then rang

ell for dinner, as it was then m:nc]ock,
and she knew that she had to give the baby its
dinner in the nursery. Presently the house-
maid came up, hc:ru:lg a tray in her hand with
the dinner on it. Miss Junick then gave the
baby its dinner, and got up and tried to amuse
it, but the baby got cross and tired, not being
used to her ; so that she was obliged to Iagf’l:
down in its eradle for its afternoon sleep,
she herself went upstairs to un hcr
‘When she had done unpacking she came down
again to see if the baby hﬂd'awnkt.
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It was just beginning to wake up as she
entered the room, She was plcamd'tnpmu that
it was awake, and lifted it out of its cradle,
kissing it and repeating the same words as
before,

At last tea time came, and pretty soon after
tea Miss Junick took the baby in her arms and
took it down stairs to say good night to Mr.
and Mrs. Hose.

She then brought it upstairs again, took it
into its mother’s bedroom, and began to undress
it. She found its little nightgown in a white
case with C.H. in pale blue letters on it. The
nightgown was very pretty, It was of white
Rannel, and the frills round the neck and sleeves
were of pale blue, as the baby was dedicated
to Qur Lady of Victories,

When it was in bed, after kissing it a
great many times, she turned out
and retired to her bedroom, saying as she ﬁ:i
50, *I could never find a baby hike that
where, not even if I were to search ﬂ'lﬂ:{z
wide world."”

“Welll T dont know though,” she =aid to
herself as she zat down on the bed, *1 might
go out tonight, and ask the Doctor where Mrs.
Hose got her dpvely baby from. Oh no

erhaps I couldn't, as I should have to tell

Btlrs. ose that I was geing out and what I

was ?’:ﬁng’ out for. Butlcould pretend to her

that T was going out to buy some Beechams
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Pills or a reel of cotton to mend some of my
linen, Yes, of course I could do that.”

And so, without a moments delay, she
marched downstairs and into the deawing room.

“Oh please Mrs. Hose,” she bagan, =1
would I:Jt-:: tnfg':o down the town to a box
of Beecham's Hs,mayi 7, she added.

“A box of Beecham's I%cllial why—are you
unwell 2" said Mrs. Hose.

“ Oh dear no, but in case of necessity,” said
Miss Junick, “and perhaps when I get there
I may find some other things which I want to
buy in the shops.”

Oh certainly, Ezu may go,’” said Mrs. Hose,
w hul: yu?’:mnt back late, will you, because

'Dh [ have put the baby to bed," said Miss
Junick, cocking her head in the mr, and slam-
ming the door behind her.

CAP. VIL
WHAT MISS JUNICE DID IN THE TOWN

Miss Junick arrived in the town atabout eight

o'clock | She went straight to the Doctor's

house and rang loudly at the bell. Ina few

minutes it was answered by a boy in buttons,

who asked her what she wanted, and on reply-

ing that she wanted to see the Doctor, she was
296
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shown into a neat little drawing room draped
in green and red silk. Soon she heard the
Doctor’s bold step. He opened the door and
in he came dressed in an evening suit. He
bowed politely as he shut the docr, saying—
“Have I the pleasure of seeing Miss Junick
the new and accomplished governess of Mrs.
Hese?” Yes—youhave that pleasure,” she
said, getting up and bowing also.

And what is it have come to ask me,
Miss Junick # he said preparing to sit down in
his arm chair.

Oh | she said, I have come to ask you where
Mrs. Hose got her most lovely baby from.

“QOh, said the Doctor, I gave it to her
because she wished for one,” |:'.l“|:l']f u tl:.i;nl:

could manage to give me a baby like him # "
ﬁ Miss Junick.

“Well, said the Doctor, the first question is,
are you married ?

“No, I am not married, but | will m if
you can give me a baby like that—it would be
worth marrying for."

“Well | you cannot marry till someone asks
you, and [ cant because I have a wife of my
own,"” said the Doctor,

“Well | can I have a baby like it even if I
don't 7" said Miss Junick,

“Oh well | I dont think so; Is that all you
have come to ask me" ? he said, in ana
vating tone, beginning to open the door for her.
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“Yes, that is all," said Miss Junick, “but

will try and find a baby for me, wont you ?

% Yes, but you say you arz not married,”
said the Doctor.

“Well | I must have made a mistake, and
was not l:hmkmg of what T was saying, for I
certainly am ",

o Dh try and find one—Good
evening Eﬁﬁ ]umn:k," said the Doctor."

“ Good evening Doctor Brandon, said Miss
Junick, and she shut the hall door behind her,
and commenced to walk up the town.

Dear dear it is nine oclock ch no half past T
must hurry or Mrs, Hose will be cross and say
I neglect the child and 1 dont only she will
think so because I have it for too long only an
hour and a half it is not at all Jong, At last
she came to the house and she went strait to
bed but she could not sleep for thi of the
baby which she was to have, chd
not get scolded in spite of all she said.

CHAPTER &8
THE PRIVATE ARIVAL OF MISS JUNICKS BABY

Mrss Jumick awoke early the next morning ;

she wits very cxcited thinking of her future

baby, and she didn’t get up until cight o'clock.

She then walked downstairs to the baby's room,
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and got it up. When it was dressed she
it its hmkga:, but she didn’t talk to iﬁ
much as she did the other day, for she was too
much excited. After breakfast, she found it's
pram in the shed and tock it out for it's walk.
At last she arrived home, and after giving
the baby its dinner, she put it to it's afternoon
sleep, When it woke up she took it for
another waik, and on her way she met the
doctor’s page boy coming along with a box
under his arm. As she saw him approaching
she left the pram without a word ran along
to meet :ﬁml:a Whmdnlm u IFtu him, the
rais 15 cap and said. 5e,
Miss, the doctor Eubd me to bring _}ﬁuﬂ:ﬂiuhux
and he hopes the contents will do.’
“Oh, thank you, thank you;" said Miss
Junick, as she took the parcel, and ran back to

the Emm with it.

She put the box in, and walked hastily home,
for she wanted to open it. Soon she got to
the house, and to her great horror, as she was
going upstairs she met Mrs, Hose,

“ Well, Miss Junick, have you been taking
baby for a walk ? she said; ““and what is that
box you have under arm,”

“ It is only s g | have bought, nothing
to de with you,” she muttered, as Mrs, Hose
shut her bedroom door.

When she had undressed the baby, she set
it up in it's high chair gave it it's rattle,
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and hurried upstairs to open her precious
box.

%1 hope it's nice,” she said, as she cut the
string ; she then opened the lid of the box. Of
course 1t was ugly, as most babies are when
they are first born.

ut this would not do for Miss Junick, for
she called it “an ugly litte beast,” and
threatened to throw it away.

‘When the next day came she thought it was
more ugly still, and that day she really did throw
it away, and I will tell you where she put ie."”

In fact she did more than this, for she
murdered it first, and then threw it into one
of the dirtyalleys. She was now quite satisfied
that she had got rid of it, but she was more
angry still when she found the bill inside the
box, * Miss Junick Dr. to Doctor Paulin for
one baby delivered as per agreement f1."
She took the £1 out of her purse and walked
straight down to the Doctors and gave it
without a minutes delay and begged to have
a receipt at once. So it was given to her at
once, and he asked her in and cross questioned
her about the baby. She paused a little and
then said—

“Oh its getting on very nicely thank you,
good afterncon,” and ehe shut the outer door
and hurried away home.

When she got home Mrs. Hose's baby was
sleeping quietly in its cradle, but it soon woke
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up and she gave it its tea. Pretty soon after
tea it went to bed, and she wert up to her
room, and I must tell you that her front
window locked cut upen tﬁ: churchyard. She
was looking out of this window as she was
doing her hair, and ahe saw that the burial of
a little baby was going on, and two poor
women were there.  Miss Junick pierced very
hard out of the window and she recognised
that it was the same little baby that she had
murdered and thrown away.

“Ohl so they are burying it are they?"
she said to herself, # 1 wouldn’t tnk:E’n ty on
such an uﬁf little 'duug if T were them.

had changed her dress she went
dn‘wnsmrs to have her supper with Mr. and
Mrs, Hose thinking all the while of what she
had seen. When supper was over, she went
upstairs and took from her trunk a “shilling
shocker” and began to read it Presently
she got tired and went to bed.

CHAP gth
Miss ;trrm::‘s PLANS
Manvy years had 1:2' since Mms unick
had come to ML and Mrs.

Hmcsbnhrmnnwm;rm nld md M.
Hose was very much mastaken in what he had
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said at first about Miss Junick helping them
in the evening for she did nothing but read
shilling shockers and penny horribles all the
eveing till it was time for bed and after that
when she was in bed she used to make plans
these were what she maid, as she found her
baby ugly and that she could not get one
like Mrs. Hoses she planed that she would -
steal Mrs. Hoses most lovely baby, little did
Miss Junick think that the baiy:h: was going
to steal was the greatest tressure Mmm
had ever had so she realy planed to do this
wicked act. She was very kind too the baby
all this time and each day she prew more and
more jealous of the baiy m:ﬁ she said her
plain must scon happen and I will tell you
more in the next chapter.

CHAFPTER 1oth
HOW MISS JUNICK CARYS OUT HER PLAN

2 weaks had past since Miss Junick had
planed what she should do. One eveing she
pretented too have a bad headache and went
to bed before supper and had her supper in
bed in order that in might think it over, yes
she said I will steal the baby tomorrow and
run away home to my mother and father
will be plased to know that I have stolen |
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something and she turned on her side [ will
put mine and some of the babys things in a
bag very early at about § oclock and start off
s0 saying she began to snore and too go too
sleap. soon the morning came and she awoke
and dressed and hu put her clothes and
onc dress and one and bonnet of the
babys in the bag and soon she and the baby
were in the train for Chichester were she and
her father and mother lived. The baby
screamed and cried because it was tired and
wanted too go to sleap but wound not because
it was in the train and had never been in
a train before,

Miss Junick had forgotten to bring the
babys own bottel but she had a small tin of
biscuits in her bag and a bettel of sour milk
which she had entendid for herself but gave it
too the baby because it was very hungry and
had not had anything too eat since its tea the
eveing before. all this time Mrs. Hose was
greeving over the loss of her baby and who
she ht was her dear good rness can
any one have murdered them Charlie she said
and buried their bodys somewere No I dont
think that could have happened but we might
send round to Mrs. Wight and ask her if she
has seen anything of them said Charlic. Yes
we will do that said Mrs. Hose, 1 will go and
wright a note and the weping lady left the
tocom. She soon came back 1 have written to
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Mrs. Wight she said the boy has taken the
note and | expect an asew soon and she was
wright for in 3 mimets the boy entered and
said if you plase Mum Mrs. Wight had come
to see you herself she is in the drawing room
and wants you, now very well said DMrs.
Hose and she walked down stairs and into the
drawing room. Oh how do you do said Mrs,
Wight [ pot your note sit down I will explain
all about this. Mrs, Hose sat down and Mrs.
wight began her story. Well she said 1 one
eveing saw Miss Junick taking an eveing stroll
and | asked her too come to my house and
she said as you are a great friend [ will tell
ou this so she said I am very jealous of Mrs.

ose's baby and some day I mean to steal
him and run away with him and g0 to my own
mother and father and I promised [ would
not say a word to anyone.

Mrs, Hose jumped up from her chair Oh
Mrs. Wight if you had only told me this
before T could have saved my own darling
baby from been stolen from that wicked women
and I will now put the blame on you. but why
said Mrs. wight I think it was very good of
me to keep my promise so well,

My dear Mrs. wight said Mrs, Hose if you
had told me before 1 could have given notice
to that wicked Miss Junick and she would have
left before she could have time to steal my
preschus darling and Mrs. Hose left the room
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and rushed upstairs to tell her hushand the bad
newes and . wight went home.

M=, hose ran into her husbands bedroom
Charlie, Charlie, she said what 4o you think
that wicked Miss Junick whom we thought
was so good has stelen our precious baby from
us and that silly Mrs. wight new of this all
along but never told us simply because Miss
}uniﬂk asked her not too she new that DMiss

unick was going to steal him and the words
died off her Ed;n“ she fainted into a fitt Mr.
Hose burnt a feather under her nose to make
her come round and she soon revived and was
able to say more to Mr. Hose.

CHAP XI
MRE. HOSE MAKES ENQUIRIES

Earvy the next morning Mr. Hose got up
dressed gquickly and instead of going to his
office he went to the police office and made
enquiries and this is what he said to inspecter
have you seen a young lady with a little baby.
I got a governes for my little boy and now
she has stolen him and has gone home to her

rents her Mother is a murderdress and her
iE:l:l:rr_r H‘I a rnr?l;gcr [ h;v: no idear wﬂrlehnhcr
parents live, No Sir said inspecter gong [ have
not seen her | dont thi;k-mﬁki you dicribe her
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and the baby to me and then I could make
sure weather I had seen her or not. Well
said Mr. Hose the erness was an elderly
person with sharpe black eyes and black hair
and a salow complexion I do not no how she
wis dressed at the time for it was quite earl
in the morning when she stole my baby. No
sir replyed inspecter Gong 1 have seen no such
on, oh thank you said Mr. Hose good
orning, good morning Sir said the inspecter
as he shut the door of the police office and
Mr. Hose went down the steps and walked
feeling very unsatisfactory.

CHAPTER XII

Many years have passed since Mr Hose lost
his child Mrs Hose had died of greef two
ears befor and often in the eveing when Mr
EDEE sat alonne he would say to himself would
1 had that wretched Miss Junick by the scraff
of the neck and he picked up the poker and
shook it to show what he would do if he had
her in his hands. one eveing as Mr Hose sat
ﬁ:zn:ingin to the emty great where there should
ve been a fire, he heard footsteps in the
Porch Mr Hose was startled for now that
Mrs Hose was dead people seldom came near
the house and Mr Hose was not much to look
Oat, he had very little hmg and what he had was
of
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very seldom brushed and his red nose
Br el can em how

nee e megﬁ nmrf?uhm when he heard tl:m

Il ring he jumped up and asked the servent
who it was she said she wonld go and see she
soon apperd and said it was a man wanted
to know if Mr Hose lived here show him in
and say I do. Just at that moment & man
mshud in father he said dont I_ﬁ:thw me,
and he flung himself into Mr arms my
son my son where have you besn all th:nu
long years tell me all about it. where is
mother 1 must tell her too why my son you
will never see mother again she is dead
she has dided for the lossof you ah 1 have had
whom 1 thought was my mother and it was
not untill [ saw in the paper that T was still
bieng leoked for and that my name was Charlie
Hose and Mr Hose was mil alive. while my
supposed name was Auther Junick that 1 was
dctc.munadme and so I did. well my

son | cant tell yo w 1 am to have
back again old
we missed you ]rﬂur only been

here to see you safe at immc and Miss Junick
in Prison and always had you with her she
would rejoice. and now hoping I have pleased
1 will end my story of the Jealous governess or
the granted wish.
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