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Pollie

ireen at Twenty-one.

. By MABEL ST. JOIN.

CHAPTER I
Pollie Green's Birthday Party.

OLLIE GREEN drew up tihe blind, and
opened her bed-room window, and put her
golden head out into the sunshine.

* Faney!” she said to herself, in a low
voice of wonder.

There was nothing remarkable about the day.
The weather was gloviously fine, as it had been
for the past {wo weeks. ;

The cloudless sky was as blue as the pair of

" eyes that were taking their first look at to-day’s

sunshine. The birds were singing busily in the
trees. On the high, old red-brick garden wall a

white® cat was sunning itself, and washing its
face placidly. f

There were no signs of excitement visible any-
where, ;

It seemed just a usual, ordinary, everyday sort
of day, and there was nething to proclaim ﬂie
fact that it was different from yesterday and to-
morrow, and any other day there ever had heen
or would ever be.

* Pancy!” Pollie said again to herself,
Voice of wonder.

She could just see her father as he grubbed
about among Lis roses in search of a marauding
suail—her father in his shabby old coat that she
distinetly remembered for the past twelve years
at least, his shabby old hat, his broad shoulders,
and capacious baek.

* Daddy!”’ Pollie called out softly. .

Sir Francis Green, who had just chased the
snail to its lair, dropped it, and turned quickly.

* Daddy, fancy, to-day is 7

* Of course it is, my darling, and many, many
happy returns to you!” he cried.

“ I'm twenty-one,” Pollie said, “ and no longer
an infant in the eyes of the law.”

Sir Francis Green nodded. -

“Of course,” he said—* of course you are a
woman, my darling, and—"" He paused.

‘1 suppose T am, but I dou’t feel any older
than I did yesterday.”

She cerbainiy did not look any older as she
leaned out of the window in heér white night-
dre with hier golden hair rippling down each
side of her lovely face.

“Hancy !t Itils : o think about, isn’t i42"
“ Awful!” Sir Francis Green repeated. “ Aw-
tull Sy darling, T donit——"

“I am now responsible for all my debts, and
linble to be summoned, and that sort of thing.
I wonder if Arkwright is thinking about that?"

° Arkwright? Why should he?’

“ Because I owe him a shilling for putting a

in a

patch on the heel of my shoe,” she said; © and
now, of course, I am legally responsible.”’

* We must see if we cannot effect some com-
promise with Arkwright,”” Sir Francis said seri-
ously. * But, my darling, I want to speak to
you. Get dressed, and come down to me.”

She nodded to him; and threw him a kiss,
and the golden head vanished, Y

Pollic Green sat down, and looked at herself
in her glass, ¥

She studied her face intently for some mo-
ments in silence.

“ You're getting on,” she said slowly. ** You
are not so young as you used to he. P. Green,
you are beginning to show signs of age and wear
and tear. In another twenty years you will
have turned forty. At forty yau will be hideous,
You are not improving in looks as ib is. Any-
one could see that you are quite old.”

She made a face at herself in the glass, and
then hastened to dress.

OQutside in the garden, Sir Trancis, having cap-
tured the snail, carried it tenderly to the limits
of the garden, and dropped it gently over the
hedge into the paddock.

le did not kill it; he neven Lilled anything.
Knowingly, he would not have wounded any liv.
ing thing.

Mrs. Macgruder said that,
Francis Green might be regarded as being a
harmless lumatic, Mrs. Macgruder hLad ne
patience with him,

“ Look at his daughter,” she said, “ and leok
at that black girl; and yet anyone would think
that, after the really terrible experience Mar-
garet Green has been through, she would have
lost her boisterous spirits. It is true that Tor
some months—a yedr, in fact—she was most be-
comingly reserved and ladylike. I had great
hopes that she had turned over a new leaf. The .
rector and 1 quite thought she had, but "—Mrs.
Macgruder sighed—*1 am afraid,” she added,
“that troubles to some people are like watep
on a duck’s back. It seems to be so in the' case
of Miss Green.”
ddy |

( came down the garden path a vision in
white, with flushed cheeks radiant with lealth
and happiness,

As Mrs, Maecgruder said, one could certainly
not deny that Miss Green was not ill-looking.

Her hair and her eyes seemed to cateh and
hold the sunshine, her cheeks were like the pink
roses that nodded to her as she passed ; the
dainty, graceful, girlish figure of three years ago
had developed into gracious perfection, A

Nat in all the length and breadth of England

in many ways, Sir
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2 POLLIE CRE
could heauty more perfect, more sweet and win-
somme than hers be found; and no wonder Sir
Franeis stood looking ab her with a feeling of
pride in his heart. :

A few paces from him she stopped.

*“ Daddy, look at me, please!" she said,

“1 am looking, my sweetheart!”

“ Do you,realise that I am a woman? Yester-
day I was an infant., To-day—— It is wonder-
ful, st it? What a difference a day makes!
On Monday last a respectably dressed young
‘woman, giving the name of P. Green, was sumi-
‘moned by William Arkwright, bootmaker, for
the sum of one shilling for 7 :

*“ My darling, I am waiting to kiss you, and
to wish you many, many happy returns of your
birthday!” Sir Franeis said.

* livery return of it will be happy so long as
I am with you,” she said, as he tock bhér into
his arms. 7 That's all I, want, daddy, to be
with you: never to be so far away that when yvou
call me I ecannot hear you. I don’t think, I
know, there is mob a happier and more con-
tented girl in all the world than I am. There is
nothing T want, nothing I—-"

** Nothing,” he asked quietly, leoking down at
her—" nothing, my darling?”

For a moment the flush in her cheeks
deepened, and then died out; for a moment the
bright eyes filled with tears, and a look of pain
came inte the lovely face, . 3

* Nothing,” she said—'‘ nothing that I may
have, nothing that I hope for, dear, and I am
content to—to bhe with you always—always!"”

She slipped her liand through his arm, and for
sa few minutes they walked slowly side by side
in gilenee. .

At & bend of the path they came face to face
with a black girl. This was Coosha, Pollie’s in-
separable’ eompanion. ; :

© Hallo!” said Sir Franeis. ¢ Here is Coosha,
come to wish you many happy returns.”

Cecesha, at eighteen, was tall and slim, but
except that she was taller and less ungraceful
in her movements, she was exactly the same
Ceosha as of old—the same perfect double row
of white teeth, the same big mouth that spread
out in a grin from one hlack ear almost to the
other, the same woolly heafl, and the same love
of finery, especially hats; and perhaps, most of
all, the same undying affection and devotion to
Pollie Green, whom she gtill took to task and
bullied in exactly the same manner. ¢

“ Been him!” said Coosha exeitedly. * Jeg’
seen him!”’

“ Who?' Pollie asked. ’

“ Beg to wis’ yo' many happy returns ob* de
day,” said Coosha. “ Hope yo’ lib long, and die
happy. See de new queerate come ’long in a
cah. dis minute. Hope yo' hab Dbery plesen’
birthday, and all de res’. Neber see such a
chap! White face, black hair, long nose, big
eyes. Look at me like he was s’prised to see
brack lady. Den him take off himm hat, and I
put out my——"

*“Cooshal” said Pollie. *“ Yon put oub your
tongue! How—how could you?”

“ Didn't,” said Coosha. * Don’t yo’ jump to
de conclusions so remarkable quick. I was go-
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ing to say I put out de
stray on de lawn and eat
am sure Sir Francis hery
he don’t say nothing.”’

“1 am sure [ am obliged. T shall have to take
steps about that donkey,” Sir Francis said.

*And the curate?’ Pollie asked.

“ Poor bees’!™ said Coosha. *° Bery sorry for
dat gueerate. Him don’t look strong. Look'like
him want plenty good libing; dat him won't aet
‘long: wid dat ole Macgruder eat. Ho, I oot
})x’t!sel}t.fur yo', Pollie Green, on dis birthday ob
yours! ; :

“ A present? Oh, Coosha,
You have not much money

“ Pooh! Dat’s not'ing. Yo' come ‘long ¥

“You are a dear, generous thing,"”” Pollie
sald; “ but I wish you wouldn't, I wish %

“ Dat’s all right,” said Coosha. * Ilere de
presen’. Let’ it here to keep cool out de sun.”

Bhe stooped, and picked up a small square box
from the grass under a tree.

“ Be careful how yo' open it;

out, den it get los’, which a pity.
“It’s a frog!” Pollie cried, ** Coosha, it's =
frog!” :
., Bpeck T know dat,” said Coosha. *“‘Course
it am a frog. It lsnt a carriage and pair of
horses. It bery unusual, particular frog. Dat
yo' may not hab notis., Dat frog hab pink spot
on him back.”

‘' How could you put the poor thing into a
box ?'" Pollie eried. * Oh, Coosha, let it go! Let
it hop home to its friends and relations!”

Pollie opened the box, and, with a wild spring,
the frog accepted its liberty, and in a few mo-
ments had vanished from sight.

“ Dat’s de end ob my presen’,” said Coosha.
“Don’t tink much ob presen’s from de poor
brack girl. I speck yo’ tink I ought to hab buy
yo' a di'mond ring, or suffling. Neher satisfy,

ole grey donkey dat
de roses up, which I
much obliged, dough

you should not!

it might jump

3-'(_)11’ elu‘en’t,_ Pollie Green. Neber seen such a
disgatisfy girl as yo' am. Getting not'ing good
enough for yo'. Neber mind, I see de new

queerate, and you didn’t. Got de langh ob yo’
dat time. I kiss my han’ to him—-"

** You did what, Coosha?”

“ Kiss my han’. Why not? Only just to show
him dat we bery please to see him, ITope him
don’t preach long sermons. Bery tired dat ole
Macgruder ; him gib me de hump, o, dey come
to put up de tents!” Coosha ecried excitedly.
““Come and see!”

But the breakfast-bell rang at this moment,
and Pollie went in to pour out her father’s
coffee,

Thers were to be great doings at the Manor
Housas  to-day, in honour of FPollic Green’s
twenty-first birthday.

Already on the big lawn in front of the house
the men were erecting a large tent, in which,
later on in the day, the refreshments would be
served out.

Everyone who was anyone at all in the village,
and those who were nobodies, had been invited,
In fact, all the wvillage, big and little, had been
invited to comre. The school children, the choir,
the farmers from the neighbouring villages, with

Ltheir wives and their children—all were coming,
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‘““ Who shall we ask, darling?’ Sir Francis had

d, a week before. And Pollic had said,

Everyhody,” and so everybody had been asked.

Apd now carts were rattling up, one after
;mother, and discharging hampers and cases of
ood.

The trestles were et up, and the long boards
laid over them to form tables.

The quiet old garden was alive with men
hurrying this way and that, staggering under
loads of food.

I hope there will be enough for everybody,”
Sir Franeis said. *“ I should not like anyoune lo
go short.”

There was so much to do. Now that the large
tent was up, another was erected. This was for
the select few, the aristocrats of the neighbour-
hood—Mr. Macgruder, the rector, his wife, and
the new curate, who had arrived only to-day ;
Dr. Spurgeon, Mr. Diddey, the lawyer, and their
wives and families; Sir Hector Thornton, from
Millover, and a dozen more hesides.

The hour for the arrival of the guests had
been timed for three o’clock, and precisely as
the clock was striking, Miss Pickney, the
village dressmaker, who always came first, and
left last, hurried in with an anxious look on
her face.

““ Oh, there, now, I did think I was late! I
“had to gebt Mrs. Diddey’s dress off. And the

teraper she was in, to be sure, yvesterday!
And how do you do, Miss Green? And I am
sure I wish you very many I do, iudeed.

And I mnever did see you looking better,
though I don't like— You wouldn’ mind
‘mie saying I didn’t like, would you? I mean,
your dress, Miss Green, It is very mnice
material, of course but the making! Not that
it is for me to cast aspersions on anyone. No,
indeed, as I always say to Mrs. Macgruder,
live and let live. And I hope you will see
very many; I do, indeed!’’ :

“I'm sorry you don’t like the dress,”’ Pollie
gaid.. ‘' It's one of my old Lueine frocks, and
she isn't eonsidered bad, yvou know.”’

Miss Pickney shook her head.

"* Not good—not good,” she said. ** No,’
nothing—nothing distangy. Youll excuse me
saying so, me as hasn’'t the right; bub I'm
-sure no offence meant. And T'd hope to have
the pleasure one of these days of making a
dress that will be a eredit to =ee you in.”

They came in twos and tlirees, and sixes and
sevens, and Pollie stoed in her pretty white
dress, receiving them, and shaking hands with
those that she did not kiss.

And the sun never shone on a sweetsr face
or a prettier figure than that of Miss Mar-
garet Green, on her twenby-first birthday.

And so Mr. John Lonsdale, fresh from the
Londeon slums, thought, as his eyes fell on her
for the lirst time.

“Dat’s the new
bered. . ** Dat chap
de white face.”

Mirs. Macgruder, in a lavender silk dress,
and in a state of perspiration, sailed in and
kissed Pollie on both cheeks,

queerate,” Coosha whis-
wid de big brack eyes and

5T, JOHN 3

“ My dear child,” she said, “ so many happ
retarns of the day! On this very auspicious
oceasion 1 hiave the pleasure to present you
with a little token—a little humble token, yet
none the less sincere, of good will and alfection
from a very old friend, and I am sure you will
prize and value it none the less highly because
it is the produet of my own skill.”

Mrs, Macgruder produced a parcel, and tore
ofl the paper.

It was a tea-cosy, and had evidently been-
fashioned out of samples of dress material and
fragments from some of Mrs. Macgruder’'s own
Wwearing apparel; and then, as a brilliant and
happy  thought, Mrs. Macgruder had em-
broidered a large, round yellow patch, with
white stitches radiating from it in the cenire.

This was meant to represent a daisy, or,
rather, a inarguerite, happily inspired by
Pollie’s Christian name.

It s stuply Tovely, and I shall value it
and keep it for ever!” Pollie said,

Mrs, Macgrader looked satisfied,

“ And now lebt me present Mr, ——
I really forgot! Mr. -—%

* Lonsdale!” the new curate said in 2
manly voice,

“To be sure!
—-Miss Green.”

}j‘ioilie held cut her hand to him.

Dear me,
deep,

S0 very forgetfvl! AMr.—er—er

am very glad to see you,” she said
frankly. *¢ We have all been looking forward
to your coming. There is not much excite-

ment here, you know, and even a new—I mean
4 new-comer—that is, sowmcone fresh—coniing,
is so unusual.”

He certainiy had wonderful dark eyes.

They were not wonderful because they wera
dark, or because they were remarkably finc
eyes, but there was a strange expression in
them-—wistful, even sad.

e was tail and broad-shouldered, but thin.

o :\]’er‘y thin,” Tollie thought, * and his face

Pollie glanced at him and was conscious that
she liked his face—it was strong, intellechua!
Lot handsome, for the features were irreg
and the mouth was luvge, thongh its expres
sion was kindly, and his chin was heavy and
firm and strong —the sort of chin a’man should
hiave,

But he was shabby. Tlis ecleric
worn and threadbare, brown aud
light.

It w:
But Miss Rosina Diddey, who had
sharp eyes, saw it al onee.

* Quite a shabby ecresture,”
‘And so wvéry f
At least, we oug
curabe.. Net that i
But  good-looking
pleasant to sea t!
to catch sight of
round, red face
churn,

“And Mis
very plea

coalb was
ny in the

s strange that Pollie did nob nolice this.
remarkalily

in a
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“ Cune wonld think,
after the great dis-
she would be

with an unpieasant Taugh,
28 my mother says, that,
appointment Miss Green suffered,
lore reserved and guieter in her manner, but
somie people have no sense of delicacy and re-
finement. T know if ‘I had been situnated as
she was—and they say it was suicide, though,
of course, the papers never——-'’

“Bat’s a beesly lie!” gaid Coosha suddenly.

‘ And yo’ a beesly liar! ‘Scuse de freedom ob
de remark.”?

¢ Ueon't -dare speak to me,
heathen!’ said Miss Macgruder angrily.

- IHeadent!” ahomed ('00‘211.1 her big eyes
darting fire, * Don't yo’ .xc.xll me headen, yo’
red-nose old, usfly old——

Bub Sir Francia--the ounly person on earth of
~whom Coosha stood in awe—coming into the
tent at this moment, Coosha took her depar-
ture hurricdly. /

SEA p;rlc’ t  wild beast!” said Miss Mac-
gruder: = ‘* She ought really 10 be Lkept in+a
CU?,P, or at the end of a chain!®

“And to think that she might have been a
duchess?! It is wonderful, isn’t it?" said Miss
Thornton, who was a pretty fair girl, with pale-
blue eyes and pink cheeks. ¢ How terribly—
terribly disappointed she must have been! I
Roow thatb, (‘h;]d as I was when it all hap-
penod, vears and years ago, I cried so; I
thought it so terrible. I quite thought that
she would never smile again.”

‘1 have heard so much of you, Miss Green,”
the new curale was saying.

“ 1 ain so sorry,” Pollie said. * I hoped that
we should be triends.”

He looked puzzled. .

““ (f course, if you have bheen hearing about
me from WMrs. Maceruder you mwust hate the
sight of me already,” Pollie said.

“ But it was not from BMrs. Macgruder. It
was [rom someone in London. A Mrs, Gibbs,
who—--""

“ Xlizabeth, the old school cook and my old
iriend !’ Pollie cried. * Oh, do you know her?”’

“Yes. A very good woman, kind-hearted and
sharitable. I wish there were more like her,”
he said. * And she oftenr spoke of you. And
[ can assure you that what she said wa..unb
ikely to turn anyoune against you, though-

}Jf- looked at her with serious eyes,

f Though?”” Pollie asked.

A faint colour came into his cheeks.

“1 beg your pardon. I bave rather a bad
habit of thml\m aloud,’’ he said, 1 did nob
mean to say though.’ <

Ile had been thinking that when Elizabeth
Gibbs had spoken of Pollie’s beauty she had
never done her subject justice.

He had pictured Miss Pollie Green to himsgelf
as a merely pretly young woman, and the
radiant loveliness of the ghl before him filled
him with \\o.lrwring admiration.

There had been very little of the beautiful
in his life.

His work
the poor;
and  most
terrible that his

you wicked

had been among the poorest of
lie had seen poverty in its lowest
debagsed form, human suffering so
soul had sickened ab it,

and -
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the memory of it had come back to him again
in hig dréams. Vice and sir and pain  had
sbtalked in those narrow courts and noisome
alleys where he had toiled.

He had seen babies starving at their mothers’
breasts; he had seen the hopeless despair in
the eyes of men who asked in vain for the right
to work and live.

lie bad seen men anud women, and children,
too, stricken dowa wunder the curse of the
lJothe. and he had worked among them,. doing
suech good as he could do, till his surcn"th was
almos ,t gone.

And then the time had gone, the hour that
lnle had dreaded and put off for so long as he
dared,

The doctor had said to him:

“ Bix months more of this life and you will
be a dead man. Every week here means a year
of life lost to you. Get some curacy out in the
country for a coup]n ol years, and then come
back if you like. But® stuy here now and you
are doomed.”

And go he had to leave his work undone.

But one day he would go back to it again
with mnew health and new strength, It was
what he had to look forward to, what he had
to live for,

And when that' time came he would leave
all, and go back to those who needed hing,
giving them the rest of his life willingly and
gladly.

e knew something of her history, tdo; he
knew that but for the aceident of death she
would be one of the greatest ladies in the land

& duchess.

And how lovely a duchess!

He looked at her now, and perhaps wmtdt‘red
at the serene content in her blue eyes; and
yet, in spite of the smile upon her lips, in,
spite of the happiness in her sweet face, he
thought he could deteet a shade of sadness—
something that might be invisi'bic:, perhapg, to
other eyes less keen than his.

The broad, sweeping lawn of the old Manor
Houge was alive with movement and sound.
The elders were sitting under the trees in
comfortable wicker chairs. Sir Hector Thorn-
ton, a -loud-voiced, red-faced, white-haired old
gentleman with a fery temper, was discussing
the drainage quesbtion with Miss Pickney, be-
cause he could get no one elge- to listen to
him; and Miss Pickmey, though she felt flattered
at being singled out by so great a man, felt
that the subject was far Lon indelicate to be
touched upon in a manner so publie.

“ What we want—and I've said it a hundred
times during the past ten years, madam--I say
what we want 18 a sgewer—a main sewer,
ma’am !’ the old gentleman shouted.

Sl certainly do hang a bit to one side,™
iss Pickmey, who was watching the seb
f Mrs. Diddey’s Skirt as she crossed the lawn.

£ First, and before all, a sewer!" sghouted
the old baronet, thumping his knees.

“To be sure,” murmured Miss Pickney. Il
have to see about it. I hope no one won’t
notice it. And T'm sure Miss Floretta’s dress
is a credit to amyone, c¢onsidering the price

e
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was only thirby-two-amd-six; which T am sure
it looks worth at least three guimeas!’

“8Such a Ilack of Qigmity!” Mrs. Macgruder
was saying. * Really, Sir Francis Green has so
little sense of his own importance in the county,
he might just as well pot be a J.P. and a land
proprietor. = Qunite indelicate, I call it!  Mr.
Mavgruder, I protest; and you as a clergyman
should protest, too. Young girls should mobt run
races, it is most imdelicate and unrefined!””

*“Certainly!” said Mr. Macgruder, who was a
bard-faced man with iron-grey hair and a thick,
red nose. ** Very wrong! But what is one to
do, my dear?” What can one say?”

“ Mr. Macgruder, your new curate is actually
taking part in this exhibition. I perceiyve him
with Miss Greem actually encouraging those
young girls to rum races. 'This is most disgrace-

ST

“1 shall speak to him seriously,” said the
rector.

“ Now,” said his wife—*mow is the time.
There is no time like the present. I consider
that this should he stopped at once!”

The little boys under seven had just run
a race round the lawn, and now it was the
turn of the little girls under ten.

It was certainly horrifyimg to sgee such a
spectacle; but worse was in sbore for Mrs. Mac-
gruder presently, whem girls over ten and under
fiftteen lined up wunder the direction of Sir
Francis, who threw himself heart and soul into
amusing the children.

“Mr. Macgruder,” Mrs. Macgruder cried,
* this is more—more than I can bear! Do vou
perceive what is goimg on? Those great girls
are golmg to run in a rtace. It is offensive and
indelicate in the highest degree. As a clergy-
man of the Chureh of Bngland, you have the
Tight to stop this. I implore you to cry ‘ Hold,
enough "’

“ My dear,” said the rector, *‘ I really 'camlot

jnterfere; This is 8ir Francis Green’s—'

‘ Nongense! Think of the respect due to your
cloth, Mr. Macgruder! I call your attention
to the fact that your new curate, Mr.—er—
Mr.——is aiding amd abetting in this. He and
Miss Green and Sir Francis Green are doing
this to insult and ammoy wus. If you will not
make any move in the matter, I—I will!”

Mrs. Macgruder rose, but she was too late.

“One to be ready, two to be steady, three
to be oft !’ shouted Pollie.

And away they tore, a score of long-legged,
red-cheeked girls, with their hair flying in the
wind. ;

How they ran! i

* Bravo! Bravo!’”’ shouted Sir Franeis.

The new  curate smiled, Pollie clapped her
hands.

“Run! Rum like de deb—dickens, I mean!”
shouted Coosha. *“ For goodness gracions sake,
yo', Nellie Jones; yo' be lef’ all be’ine, like
de donkey’s tail! .Run, for goodness’ sake,
chile!”

Coosha raced along beside them, ep onraging,
blaming, directing.

ST. JOHN : 5

It was a terriblé and degrading spectacle,
and Mrs. Macgruder lay back in her deck-chair,
and closed her eyes. She, at any rate—moble,
pure-minded woinan—would not encourage such
a scene by even witnessing it. ;

“That man will not suit ug, A
she said fiercely.

“He Is wery cheap,” Mr. Maecgruder said;
“and he seems capable.”

“Capable? Capable of assisting in the most
indelicate and abominable exhibiticn I have
ever witnessed!” Mrs. Macgruder said. * Under-
stand, Mr. Macgruder, that man goes!”

“ Who, mamma?’ asked Miss Floretta, who
was turned twenty-eight, and getting anxious.

““That man—the new curate—he goes!”

“0h, he is quite mice; mot good-looking, of
course, but gentlemamly, and quite nice!” said
Miss Floretta.

“He goes!” said Mrs. Macgruder.

Miss Floretta shrugoed her plump shoulders.

“You really take absurd dislikes!” she said.

“I do mothing of the kind, miss!”

* Yes, you do; you are very unreasonable and
prejudiced and absurd.”’

‘“ How dare you speak in that way to me?”

“You are really too silly, mamma !’

“ And you dare to tell me this—you, a mere
chit of a child! I have a mind to order you
to go home ab once, and stay in your bed-
room ! :

“Pooh, pooh!” said the rector. *“ We
discuss this later! Rum away, Woretta;
only incense your dear mother!”

The chit of a ehild ambled off im seareh of
the new curate. In two years’ time she would
be thirty, and there was not really an eligible
single man in the whole district. The last
curate had heen a married man with sevem
children, the mext one might be, too; and so
Miss Floretta decided to champion Mr. Lons-
dale's cause. y

“ Bravo, bravo!" said Sir Franeis. You ran
very well, ‘my dear—very nicely indeed!’” He
patted the winner—the same Miss Nellie Jones
who had been encouraged by Coosha—on the
ghoulder. ** We will fiud a nice prize for you
later on. Let me see, the mext thing on the pro-
gramme 1is the ‘high jump-—yes, that is, high
jump for boys under thirteen.”’

Mrs. Sinkimson, with a wisp of pale hair across
her forehead, came out and blinked in the sun-

Ir. Macgruder!”

will
you

i v

shine. 8he was looking for somecne. She was
a useful person, who came in to oblige; some-
times she did the cooking; sometimes she
thought she did; and she always had a black
smear down ome side of her nose. She had
it now, and it looked distinguished in the
sunshine. :

“ Anyone seen Miss Pollie?” she asked.  Oh,
there she is! Migs Polly, my dear, you're

wanted !’

“Wanted ?! Pollied asked.

Mrs. Sinkinson modded, and loosened amother
strand of hair which hung over her right eye.,

““ A old person,” she said—‘ very stiff and
starchy. T savs, * What's your business?’ and ha
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said,
and immejut !’
“To see me?'" Pollie said.
I mean, is he imvited?”
“ A stiff, elderly person with white

‘ Miss Green; I wish to see her important

1

08 he a ' guest—

air,” said

Mrs. Sinkinson. “ Very standoftish in 'is
mamnners, my dear. Not affable and easy like
Sir Francis, bless ‘im!"

“Where is he?’’ Pollie asked.

“In the library, my dear. I don't know as
L dune right leaving ’im there. You mnever
know ‘oo people are till you find out!” .

* There's nothing he could steal!” Pollie
fald, with a qugh. * All right, I will go to
him !

She hurried across the lawn, and stepped into
the library through the open French window.

“You wanted to see me?”

She conld mot see in the twilight of the room
after the bright glare of the sunshine outside,
put she was conscious of the presence of a
tall, thin, upright figure.

“You are Miss '\Inrgaret Green?"

“Yes," Pollie nnodrletl

She could see him more
very tall, thin, elderly gentleman,
face, white hair, and short side
irreproachably dressed in black.

““ Who have this day attained the
twenty-one years?’ he asked.

“ Yes,” said Pollie; ““that's why all the kick-
up—the—the party, I meam—is going on.”

“T am Mr. Bannockburn, ‘of Bannockburn,

distinctly now—a
with a keen
whiskers,

age of

Harley & Wishdale, solicitors, Lincoln’s Inn
Fields.”
“How d’you do?’ Pollie said frankly. *“I

haven’t heard of you hefore, but I am very glad
to see you. Will you have something—an ice,
or—""

‘I thank you, but I have but little éime, and
my business is pressing amd immediate!”

“With—with me?” Pollie gasped.

“With you, Miss Green. I have a communmi-
cation to make to you of the greatest im-
portance. Will you be kind enough to be
seated ?”

““A—a communication to make to me!” Pollie
gaid, as she dropped into a shabby old chair.

The lawyer bowed.

“0f the very first importance. Have I your
permission, Miss Green, to proceed?”

“Yes,” said Pollie fdmtl»—— ‘fire away!”

Mr. Bannockbum locked faintly surprised.
He was not accustomed to be told to “Fire
away!” by his cliemts; but, still, a country-
bred young person would not, of course

No matter.

“Ahem!”

He coughed and adjusted his shirt ecollar.

“Three years ago, my dear young lady, you
were oun the eve of becoming the wife of his
Grace ‘the Duke of Hammersford, when, by a
regrettable, a wmever-to-be-sufficiently regretted
and most sad accident, he—-"

“Is—is this mecessary?” Pollie looked up
quickly, her face and her manner had changed.
The fum and the laughter had died out of her
eyes, giving place to unutterable sadness.
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“Need you—"" she whispered an  atmost
imploring voice.

“I fear I must,” he said. ‘Naturally you
are deeply affected, and on such a day as this
I am sorry to have to reawanken sad memories
in your mind.” Mr. Bamnockburn looked out
of the window on to the crowded lawn. ** But
for the purpose of my visit I must—-""

e paused, as the door opemed suddenly.

‘“0Oh, goodness, chile, where de doose you
got to all de time? De race -——'" C(oosha
paused. ** Beg pardon; (lidn't know nobody was
here. Bery sorry. -.S’p(m, yo' de chap dat done
de refreshmens? If yo' am, all I got to say,
I'd like to know how——"

*“ Please go ~away, Coosha,"

‘ Bery sorry; always in de way!' said Coosha.
‘“ Neber hab no luck im dis worl’,” She with-
drew to the door and looked the solicitor up
and down. ° Look a dry ole stick, I tink,” she
muttered audibly. * Hope to goodness him nob
going to stop here lomg.”

*“ Coosha!” Pollie said warningly,

And Coosha retired hurriedly,
door after her.

Mr. Barrockburn coughed,

“ And mow, my dear ’\115% Green, I will omece
more—— I say we will—

"()}1 I am so sorry! I didn't know anyone
was in here; but it is so hot out on the lawn
that I thought-I would try and find some shady

place!"”

Migs Floretta Macgruder looked keenly at
the old gentleman. Who was he, and what
did: he want? Why was he here? What did
he wamt to see Pollie Green alone for? Why
did he look so annoyed at 'the mbvrruptmn?
Why did Pollie Green look so depressed and
unhappy? Miss Macgruder had the bump of
curiosity largely developed.’

“ As my business with Miss Green is im-
portamt,” said Mr. Bannockburn wseverely, *‘1I
gegreb that I must ask you to be so {.,uud as
D)——

“ QOh, certainly! I am wvery sorry
intrude. Tt is my very best wish, I

Miss Macgruder, with her mose in
weat out.

“And now,” said Mr. Bannockburn, with an
air of relief, *if I am sufficiently f()l‘tll[l.l[(,‘ I
hope that Vb(‘—*

*“ Oh, lor’, ’ere you are!” said Mrs. Sinkinson,
with an air of relief. “I've 'unted for you
everywhere! And ain't the old person gone
yet? Well, it dom't matter. What I wanted
to know, i3 the children to 'ave tea, or only
milk-and-water? Some says that tea isn't good
for young things; but I've brought up seven
of my own, as I was telling Mrs. \Iu‘gru(‘u'
whu,h, though she is the rectors wife, I will
say is the wost interferingest old thm" I ever
seb

There was a look of tragedy ﬁhl’m::b om Mr.
Bannockburm'’s face.

“ My good woman, you must go away. I lmv
most important rbusmess with your mistress,®
he said.

“ Good woman!

in

said Pollie.

banging the

indeed to
am sure.”

the air,

i3

00—

I'd like to know
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“You must go at once,” said.Mr. Baunock-
burn. y

. “Yes. Please do. T will see to everything
presently,” Pollie said.

Mrs. Sinkimson went ouf.
annoyed. Qutside in the hall she loudly
manded :

“00’s e, giving
ouses, I'd like to know?
a rewpectaole married woman,
up seven amd done ’er duty,
and afraid to face no man, meither! Ugly old
image, amd mo gentleman neither, as anyone
could see with ‘arf an eye!”

“ With your permisgion, Miss Green,” Mr,
Bannockburn seaid, as he tumed the key in
the lock. ‘ And now, with great ‘regret, I
must refer to a time, to a period in your life,
my dear young lady, that I can well under-
stand you dook back upon with great sadness
and regret, You were to have beem the bride
of his Grace the Duke of Hamunersford, who,
unfortunately, was removed by death in the
very primte and pride of his mmamhood; and, if
you will pernit me fo say so, a very lovely
young duchess you -

“ Don't!”" Pollie said faintly. * Don’t—don’t!
Tell me what you have to tell me.”

Mr. Bannockburn looked slightly offended.

“ As you prefer it, we will deal strictly with
business alone,” he said.

* Shortly before his death Hhis Grace made -a
will. Naturally, a part of the estate is emtailed,
and goes with the title; but his Grace had
the power to will away a gre at deal of personal
‘property, and all that part of the ducal estate
that did not come into the émtail. As, perhaps
you were aware, his {xIaCB was one of the richest
‘men in the kingdom.”

“TI did not know,” Pollie said.

Mr. Bannockburn looked as if
quite believe her. y

“ One of the richest men in the kingdom. And
even though the estate coming into the entail

She was evidently
de-

‘isself nirs m other people

And * good-wom: 1‘}111}:
as Dhias bhrought
ag the saying is,

he did not

is of wvery considerable value, the mpersonal |
property over which his Grace hzld sabgolute
power amounts to 4 very large sam, to no less

a gum, indeed, thau tiires hundred thousand
pounds, Miss Lxreen

Pollie nodded. éhe looked out of the window
and saw the boys from the village eheir form-
ing up Ior a race.

S ey are giving Peter Rankin $00 lomg a
start,”” she thought. 1 know he e¢an Tun.
It's a shame! There’'s Bob Wyatt in the back,

and he won't get a look-in. I wish On,
there's Coosha! Thank goodness she has some
conimon-semse !I*’ Pollie nodded as she watched

Coosha putiing back Peter Rankin and advane-
ing Beb Wyatt a yard or twe. '* That’s better

now. Oh,” wait a moment! There's "Jimmy
Hurst! Wait a moment for him. It's a shame
*') I beg your pardon!” Pollie said.

“And so I m‘i as¥ you to aceept my warm
congratulations,’” fir. VB-mn(}rkbmu said; **amd
to assure you, Miss Green, that if you homun

our firm with your mstlmtlcus, your llli;blt‘*ib
will always receive our most careful attemtion.’

MABEL.

- too mueh star

ST, JOHN : 7

S Thank you,”’ kind,
but—-""

“You have some other men of business then,
I suppose?”’ said Mr. Bannockbura,

* No. But—but, you see, I am sorry; bhut—
put I didn't—" Pollie paused in confusion,
**You sece, they were just going to st(xrt the
race, and it was a rotten hand*mp she ex-
pla mui “ Mr. Macgruder didn't know anything
at a’l ah mt zt 1,{&, was puttmﬂ Peter But
you doz

o) e
confused,.

possessing

Pollie said. *“1It is very

Bannockburn looked
that this ‘ely pfe-
young woman, was ouf of her minpd?
What more likely? On the eve of her wed-
ding with the.richest peer in the kingdom, a
urnbe accident had happened, It was quite
likely, indeed, that her mind sheuld bccmnu un-
hinged. Poor young thing!

“Af you will favour me with the name of your
man of business. But no; I think you said yom
had mnot one. TUnder the C:"C:I}}]ntl’l{_@q T should
be pleased to act for you, and to execute all
the necessary formalities.”

“ Phank you!” Pollie said.

“With so much mcmey to
Ran’rlockhum said, * there are

afmxd—u—“ *\Ir
Was it possible

* What fore”
deal with,” Mr.
naturally many

the little wretch!™

“ There, I knew h e'd win,
Pollic muttered. * And ‘y“t—ﬁ I am very
sorry; bub, you see, I was co interested., Bub
it is all over now,” she said, turning to the
lawyer. “ T am mmid I have been very rude.

Would you mind telling me all aboub {67
“ All about— Do you mean to say,
Green, that you have not heard?”
Pollie shook her head.
S M. 1\'1.3.(’“1{1(1‘“‘1‘ was
.xh said,
itimade me az:"r)

;rhin“ Peter Rankin
“and I knew if, and
(Jou:hm put him back, but
in  spite of that he wom easily. I “hate
favouritism! Don’t you? Mr.  Macgrudger
always favours Peter l’nka and 1 know why
it is—because he is a nas y little snealk, and
carries fales, and that sort of Ining, which I
hate. I am afraid that T have hesn very rude,”’
Pollie ended . contritely. ** Would youn mind
please telling me all aboud ite™
\h dannockburn: looked angry.

“ My business “i briciy thib Miss €ireen,” he
suid sharply. " By ia o will made zome days
before his regrettable death, his Grace the
Duke of Hammersford left you all Lis personal
property, to the - valwe of the sEm of =mboub
three hundred thousand pounds,’ to come to
you on your attaining the aze of twenuy-one
years. He naturally anticipated that you would
then be his wife; bub the wording of the wiil
makes it clear that you are, in any eve:
enfbitted to the money, even though by His
lamentable death yon were pw\mtcd from ful-
filling the marriage econbraet with him. You
are, therefore, now possessed of . this money,
as 1 say, awonnting to three hmmred thousand

pounds, jzr'«{.my ’ fivm will bo glad to, receive
your instructions.’” ; ‘

“ He feft  me—"" Pollie gasped.  * He, |
Walter—— Oh. I can’t take i5—T can’t t-al-:eE
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it! I have not the right ' —the tears suddenly
brimmed over and ran down her cheeks—I have
not the right to it,” she said.
“ On the contrary, vou have the most pcrfbct
riglit. Your Tight is absolnte]v indisputable. ’
S But I can't—can’t take “it!” Pollie

wildly.

15 lyam afraid vou must,” said Mr. Bannock-
burn.  Oh, ecertainly this young lady was mnotl
in her right mind!

Poliie had broken down; she was sobbing umn-
restrainedly.

“My .dear young lady,” he said, “iry and
control yourseit, I know, I can understand how
terribly sad this subject must be to you.”

“1 can't take it!”’ DPollie muttered. * Oh, I
have not the right to—I have not the right,

said

and 1 don't want it—all that money! How
chall I neced it?”
This was a guestion that IMr., Bannockburn

felt he could. not answer.
“ You will think better of it presently,” he

said soothingly. * And now, having delivered
‘my inessage, Miss Green, it only remains for

me to say that if you will entrust the firm I
have the honour to represent and to be a mem-
ber of with your business affairs, we shall
always do our utmost to safeguard your in-
interests and give our lmmedldte and close atten-
tion to your instructions.”

“ Thank you,” Pollie said miserably—'* thank
you, but—but I wish you hadn’t come to-day.”

“ 1 followed out the irstruetions in the will
by coming to-day,”” he said. “I1 am sorry

that my coming has been inopportune, and now,
mth your: permission, I wml make my way back
to the station, and

““ You'll have something
Poliie said, rousing herself.

‘“ No, thank you!'’

“ Bubt you must!"’
without having anything.
wait !’

She rose and opened the French window, and
darted out. A few .ninutes later she was back
with a small tray, at which Mr. Bannockburn
looked in amazement.

An elderly lawyer who took his chop and glass
of port at moon, and his solid British dinner
every nighf at seven, and who had a Kkindly
regard for his digestion, thé mixture placed
under his nose af this moment was full of
horrors.

There was some yellow and pink stulf on a

before you go?”

she said. ** You can’t go
Oh, you must please

plate, some vyery hrightly coloured jelly, seed
cake, currant cake, cake with mas of what
locked to him like chalk clinging to it; hiseuits
with bright things on top, other  biscuits
decorated with yellow and white.

Mr. Bannockburn seized. his hat.

“T must go,” he said. *“ My train! T beg
you to exeuse me. My card.’”” He pubt a ecard
down on the table, with {rembling hands and

1 will write you
you will favour

in. his eyes:

2 hunted lock
iss, Green, and if

to-morrow, M

us with your instruetions, they will receive our
immediate attention, I have the honour te

e ————

congratulate you on your—on This, and—and
—— Good afternocon !’
He was gone, and Pollie wished from the
bottom of her hearti that he had never come.
She had tried so hard to live down the
memory of those days, She had never loved
the man who was to have been her husband,

but none had mourned him more sincerely than

she had. None had felt his death more
keenly than she. It had been a grief to her
that she knew she would mnever quite forget.
She would never be the same light-hearted,
happy girl that she used to be. No one could
go through such an experience as that and
remain unaltered.

And now, on this day of all others, he had

come and brought back the memory 'of those
sad and terrible days to her.

ST never, never will!"” she muttered. I
will mever touch a penny—mnever! ”~ Oh, I
couldn't; I don't deserve it! I dont deserve
that he should lhave thought of me as he did,
Oh, Walter—Walter, I was never worthy!”

‘»‘le sank down in a chair, and covered her
face with her hands, and sobbed aloud. She
could see his white, dead face now as she had
seen it that terrible night three years ago. For
a year it had been before her eves econstantiy.
How she had prayed sometimes that she might

forget, if only for a little while, that relief
might come! And it had come at last. The
image of the dead face grew less distinet.

Gradually it gave place to the image of another
face—a face that she had not seen for many
and many a day; but this was a living face, the
face of the man ehe loved.

And now to-day, on this her twenty-first birth-
day, to whieh she had looked forward with
sueh happiness and anticipation, it all came
back- to her aﬂam-»ﬂl the old grief and sor-
row, all the old pain and regret of those un-
h.xppy days.

She leaned her fair head against the dingy
old leather of the chair, and covered her face
with her hands.

“ Walter, how good ybu were! Always
thoughtful of me, always far, tar too good
for me.  Oh, if I could only think that T had
ever been worthy of your great love! It was
cruel—eruel that yon had to die. You wero
f0 young, there was so much in life for you.
And I would have tried, I would have .been a
good and dutiful wife, trying hard to be
wur‘l'\ of you and your love. Oh Walter——"

‘“ Miss Green, forgive my @ intrusicn. I did
not know that you were here. Are you in
pain or trouble? Can I help you?

She looked up with her tear-filled
the kindly, sympathetic face of
curate,

‘“ Torgive my intrusion,” he said. I ecame
out of the sunshine, sceing the door open, and

ayes irto
the young

1

thought I might find a book. But I will go
now. May I ask your father to come to youy"
““No, no; please don’t,””” che said. * Oh,

don’t telt him! T don't wanit him to see that
I have been crying. And—and you needn’t go,”
she added, as he turned towards the door.
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_not interrupting anything.

‘ Pollie
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not the to ask you what
trouble you are suffering,” he said. ‘1 am
cnly a perfect stranger to you; but, believe
it I could help—" :
“ You can't; no one can,” she said sadly—
‘no man on earth. It is death—someone is
dead. Oh, not recently, not to-day or last week,
but years ago! And someone has been here
to-day reminding me of it.

“7T have right

73

“I am yery sorry,” he said. “ It was in-
opportune.”’

“*The someone who is dead was the man I
was going to marry——"

“Yes; I think I know,” he eaid, * iy Grace
14

Polliec nodded.

““ Yes, the duke died just two days before
the day we were to have been married. 1t
was an accident—a terrible ‘accident. Oh, I
ghall never Tforget!”  She  shivered. Y Poor

Walter!  And he was so yeung, he had so much
to live for, he was so generous and geod!”

He was silent. What could he say? How
could "he attempt to comfort ber when even
time did® not seem to have taken away the

sting of the pain.

& Bub I am not going to ery any more now,’
syid,  She Iou.hexi herself with an e[lorb
and stood on tiptoe to look at herself in the
old glass over the mantel. “ 0! course, I look
Lideous—red eyes and red nose.”

4

CHAPTER 2.
The Choir Boys' Gifi.

£ HOPE I am nob intruding now. I saw
your old iriend going across the garden,
and——""" Mizs Macgruder, standing in
the onen French window, hesitated.
¥ Oh, really, Mr. Longdale, I did not know that

1 do seem fo be unfortunate,

you were here!
tete-a-

don't 1, always intermipting Miss bzun

tetes?”
“ Yon said PO.I](",. “* You're
Look at me! I am
Been. erying. Of course,
you saw it at once. Been weeping bitterly.”
Miss Macgruder lookwl up into Mr. Lonsdale's
face as they went ouf into the sunlight.
‘‘“ She is so very ocdd; but quite nice,
thing!"” she said.
“ Poor?™
Hohs T ocan't
feel so sorry for. her, brought
been. And you know ""—Miss Maecgruder paused
— it i3 =0 sad; there is no doubt but that
she is a little—nob ite—you hncw what I
mean, not—not b
1 am sorry, but I 'do nob quibe 1‘1.d(\ra+(.nl
I mean she iz a little—here—mnot rcﬁ

* Wisll,
her high,

1

can  ecome in,

o siginb, aren't I?

poor

I always
ghe

her!?
up as has

help pitying

quew-k y
Miss Maegruder
forchead. "
“ Yol
SOk,
Rut she

touched nArrow

mean that she is insane?”
really. I nevér used the dr adful word !
is odd; she always was as a child.
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And her father let her grow up so wildly; na
restraint or anything, you know. And she is
so seli-willed. Quite a dear, theugh, of course.
Ar({ s0 pretty, don’t you think?”

‘ery,” he said—" very.”

Miss Macgruder locked rather annoyed.

‘“ Well, pretty in a way, though fair women
2o off goon,” she said. *“ At least, I have always
heard so. liowever, one can’t help feeling sorry
for her, after all E]]L has gone through. Such
a terrible disappointment, you know.”’

“I know,” he said. He did not want to dis-
cuss the lovely girl he had just left with
this woman. He had thought her beautiful. He
had admired her when he first saw her. In his
eyes she was the most beautiful girl he had ever
seen. Yeb it seemed to him that since he had
seen the tears in her eyes and on her cheeks,
since he had known that in the midst of her
sure amd gaiety of to-day che could stiil
grieve for one three years dead, he feit a new
admi iration and a new respect for her.

She had a heart, a tender, loving heart. He
looked at the woman beside him, and wondered
it sne, too, had a heart. He thought not.

There were no signs of tears on. Pollie’s
radiant face half an hour later. She had made

up her mind that for her father's sike there
should be no cloud en to-day’s sunshine, if she
could help it.

“ My darling, I have Leen lcoking everywhere
for you,”" he caid.

‘ Oh, soméone came to see mel!’”” Pollie said.

“T'li tell you all about it presently, daddy.”

He nodded. 1t was some trifling matter, of
course. - Someone, perhaps, came to her with
some tale of trouble, to. enlist her' charity.

There -‘was nothing unusual in that

He watehed her while she threw Thersel?
heart and soul into the amusements of the
i : 11:‘

children. * The school children worshi
and fTought fiercely with each oth'er
a position near to . her.
some of them were almost young men—Iloc
at her with sheepish admiration. Of course,
she was the prettiest girl in the village, rmd
in all the villaiges around. No one ever thought
of denying that. Tf anyone had denied that,
he would have had to hrrhb the entire choir of
8t. Peter’s.

“I saw you win the race, Peter,” Pollie
said.
““Yes, miss,” said Peter, blushing.

He was a small boy, with a turned-up nose

and red hair. It was believed that he carried
tales about the other echoir-boys to Mr. Mac-
gruder. It may have been false; but certaiuly
Mr. Macgruder knew a good deal more about
the goings-on of the village beys than he had
any right to know in the ordinary course of
evemts, and suspicions fell on Peter, rightly or

wrongly.

“You got tco mueh start,” said Pcllie, “ and
Coosha w right to set you ‘J.‘c} J5

“ Yes, mics; and I won, all the same,
Peter.

The next minute Peter
way by, Jim  Ribbing,

i

said

was jostled out of tha
Master Ribbing was
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seventeen, but did not look . his age; he was
dark and short, thick-set, and not handsome.
But he was the best fighter in the village,
and greatly respected im comsequence.

‘*Me and the others—the rest, please misgs——"
he said.

Then he paused and blushed.

“You shonld say the rest and me,” said
Pollie.  * That’s bad grammar.”

“ Thank you, miss!” Jim shifted his weight
over to the other leg, “ Us all—me and the
rest, has—that is, we want youn, miss, to—to
accept of ” One of the others nudged him
and muttered something in his ear. “ Hold your
row! I'm gpeaking, ain’t 1?7 sgaid Jim.

* Won’t you eit dowm?” Pollie said politely.

“T'd a5 soom stamd, . miss,” Jim said. ¢ It's
like this. Me and some of the others—Peter
Rankin, and Bill Hurst, and Mat Worsley,
and—and some of the rest—wants you to be so
kind -as to accept of something.”

“ Tt is very nice of you,” said. Pollie.

< Wesmi said Master Ribbing.

““And I thank you all very much, I am
sure,”’ said Poliie. g

‘* Yes, mizss; we thought you would,
Ribbing.

Pollie. paused. There was mo preseni visible,
and she felt awkward.

*“And I am sure I shall value the—your gift
wlways, and keep it in memory of to-day.”

How heautiful she was! Master Ribbing stood

e

1

sakd Jim

staring open-eyed at her, erntranced. He for-
got everything exeept the radiant loveliness

of the girl before him. True, she was four or
five years older than he was; trae, she was
the daughter and heiress of Sir Francis Green;
true, he was only the son of Bill Ribbing, who
carted ¢oal and wood from Northurst to Wyl-
wood—but what did that matter? Love levelled
everythimg. He was wishing from the bottom
of his heart that someome would annoy her,
so that he could defend her with his two fists.

916 was very nmice: of you, all to. think of
me,” Pollie said, “* and I shall always remember
your kindness.”

“Ain’t you going te give her the present?”’
Peter Rankin whispered, in a Loarse voice.

Jim Ribbing woke up.

*“EBh?” ‘he said. * The present?

rowl Wait!’ :
He fumbled in his poecket,r and turned red.
He went from one pocket to another, and
brought out an assortment of articles—yards
of 'string, a lmife, some marbles, some fGlthy
seraps of paper, a crushed packeb of cigarettes,
which e hustled out of sight as quickly as he
conld.

“Yoau've heen it1”

Rankin averily.

Sdin. D aim )

“Yes, you have! You was given it to miind,
and now you've done it!”

‘Toain’tt”

T tell you you
a lot en -yourself,
Rankin. . "

It does mot matter,” Pollie said, anxions to

'0ld  your

and lost muttered RBill

‘aye! Wanted to take such
didn’t  you?’ said Bl
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make peace. “Ib doesn’h
will find it soon; and then 3

“I've got 161" said Jim Ribbing triumphantiy,

He brought out a piece of paper, rather
filthier than the rest, and umrolled it, and
took out a cheap silver Mizpah ring, which he
eyed with pride.

*Is that for me? Oh, how lovely!” Pollie
said. . ““0 shall aiways wear it, and treasure,
it, and——" )

“What a very absurd. thing to- give!” said
Miss Macgruder.  *“ Really, Miss Green,
shouldn't aceept it

" Why not? I think it is perfectly beautiful!'%
Pollie said. :

* Tink so, too!’” said Coosha.
jealous, T tink.”

“1f you mean me-——

Miss. Macgruder put ther nose into the air.

“T shall always value it very, very much,™
Pollie said to Jim Ribbing, “ and I shall alway
wear if.” !

She put it
her hand to

matter, reaily! Jim
pH

‘“ Some people

LE)

on her small finger, and held out
admire the effect.

 Perfectly absurd!”. said Miss " Macgruder.
““When you maust have boxes full of jewels
that the du—"

“ Hold yo' row!” said Coosha flercely. * Yo'
shut up!” ; e

‘“Are you speaking to me?” said Misz Mac<

gruder.

*“ Certainly Nobody else. Yo' shut yo’ facs,
ma’am !’ said Coosha. “ Dere are tings in dis
fambly that we dou't memtion. Dat’s one oh
dem.’’

“0h, really?”’

“Yes, reelly!” said Coosha. “ Dat’s de trufe.
If a':'z:_':“hndy got any sense, dey'd kuow de same
ting! d

Pollie turned away quickly. VYes, she had
boxes full of the magnificent presents that the
Duke of Hammersford had given to her long
ago. But she never opemed the boxes—she mever
looked at those things, that would only bring
other days =p forcibly back to her mind.

She kmew that she never would wear them—
never. But that silly little cheap silver ring
that those boys had bought for her with Hheir
scanty pocket-money, she would wear that, and
be proud of it—as proud as though it was of,
the finest gold, set with perfect diamonds.

*¥You, Ribbing, come t0o me to-morrow even-
ing,”. said Miss Floretta Maegrader. *“I have
been wamting to speak to you for some time
past. Yon have been idling your time!”

S Iain’t; ma’am,”?

“Don’t contradict me, sir! I say vou have!
A great, big., good-formothing, that’s what youn

l

are! And I comsider that you have been guilty
of a gross pisce of impertinence in giving
that ridiculous ring to Miss Green!  Had you

bought a bunch of flowers, there would have
been nothing against that; but a ring—perfectly
ridiculous! Don’t you think so, Mr. Lousdale!™

I think 15 was well and*kindly meant,”’
said Mr. Lonsdale; *““and'1 think that Miss
Green is very pleased indeed with the present.’*

Which little speech won him a place at oneg
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in the hearts of the choir-boys, and made Miss
Floretta Macgruder rather regret that she had
taken his part against her mother.

The hof sun was sinking mow hehind the trees
on the distant hills. The elder people had
taken their tea out in the cool shade of the
big trees on the lawn, while the younger ones
had crowded into the big tent, and revelled
among the cakes and ices amd other un-
accustomed Iluxuries to their ‘hearts’ content.
And mow it was time for home.

Pollie stood at the gate saying * Good-bye
to her guests as they filed out into the road.

“ (ood-bye! It has been so periectly delightr
ful! We have enjoyed ourselves so much, dear
DMargaret !’ said Miss Rosina Diddey.

“A perfectly delightful day!"” Miss
Floretta Macgruder.

‘““That it was marred by cne or two, to me,
unpleasant exhibitions, dear Margaret,” said
Mrs. Macgruder ponderously, ‘ is mot due to any
fault of yours.”

The rector hung behind. He wanted to say
gomething suitable to the occasion.

A charming day, amd a charming Ilittle
hostess!’" he said gallantly. ‘‘My dear ehild,
I " He tried to pat Pollie's cheek in his
affectionate, paternal manmer, but she turned
her head quickly, and he patted the empty
air. ‘“Coming, my dear—coming?’’ ‘he said
hurriedly. ** Good-bye!"

And he hurried cut.

‘““ lood-bye, Miss Green!' Mr. Lonsdale held
oub his hand. *“ It was kind of you to ask me,
a stranger, here. I shall long remember my
first day im Wylwood, and your hospitality.
I hope that we slmll he friends.”

said

“T know we shall,’” Pollie =aid frankly.

““I think that is almest a promise,” he
said. ‘““ At any rate, it is one that I =shall
remember.”

And them he, too, passed out with the rest.

They were all gone now. No, not quite. Jim
Ribbing was akulkmﬂ in the bac.{gmund Now
be came forward.

‘“ Good-bye, Jim!" Pollie said.

“1 suppose you're wild with me?"” he said
sullenly:

“Me wild? Why, no, I'm mot!”’

“ Giving you that there ring. She said it

was rotten he said.

Sh
£ "rlxqa Floretta said it
he said sullenly.
‘“ Oh, no, it wasn’t. You must not take amy
notice of what she says.”

was cheek of me,”

‘““I don't. I hate her!] he said fiercely.
¢ Hush, Jim!"”
““So I do. She said T hadn't got no business

to give you a ring.”
“1 am very gIad indeed to have it!" Pollie

said. ““I am wearing it, you see,

‘“ Yes, but you won't  wear it after I'm
ome."!

I shall. I shall always wear it.”

‘CT don't pelleye anl”

Pollie laughed.
. ““Then you must wait and see if I don’t.”
‘You caly say that.”

o4
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“But I meam it1"

She wondered why he didn’t go, “and wishet
he would, as she was anxious to get back to
her -fz:ther.

‘“T suppose you don’t think much of me? i
ain’t much—I know that,”" he said.

“I think you are a very nice boy, Jim."

“Boy! I'm seventeen. Not much of a boy!
Beem earning my living two years mnow,” he
said.

“Youn are a boy compared with me. I am
very old,” Pollie said.

He looked up at her.

“You aim't old. Amd as for looks, there’s
none of ‘em—not one—to come near you! Old!

You ain’t half so old as Miss Floretta!”

“ Not quite so old, perhaps, but——"

“If I was to bring you some flowers, you
wouldn't take ’em,” he said.

“ Why not?”

“I don’t know, but I don’t suppose you would. .
I ain’t good enough to take flowers from.”

“Why not, Jim? I don't uaderstand you.”

“No, I suppose you don’t. Only—" He
paused. ‘' If—if yon was to find some flowers
on—on the seat under the mllow tree of a
morning sometimes, you'd know 'oo they was
from, wouldn't ymz?"

“Trom <you, Jim?"

He nodded.

* They wouldn't be much,
away, I suppose?”

‘“ No, I wouldn't,”

He gruuucd

“Yes, you would. You omly tell me.
I ‘ain’t much. Well, I'd better go.
waiting for me to go, I know.”

He passed through.

‘“ Aren’t you going to shake hands with me,
Jim?” Pollie said.

“Me? You don’t want to shake hands with

and you'd chuck 'em
Pollie said.

I kaow
You'ra

me,"”’ he said.
“Yes, I do.”
“0Oh, that's what you say!” THe he‘ld out
his hand. It was not overclean. * The seat
under the willow wouldn't he a good place.

Others would see ’'em—Coosha, for instance;
and she'd take "em, I dare say, or somecas
would. If there was a better place—=-"'

Pollie luughed.

“There’s the wkumdial,”” she said. FOTE you
lock at the base, you will see there are a couple
of hl’l[h% missing. It makes a nice little place
to put things in.”

‘“ And you’d look there to see if there was
anything every morning?” he asked eagerly.

“0f course.”

Jim Ribbing flushed hotly.

‘ Straight?”

“ Yes, of course,” Pollie said.

“Under the sundial.” y

He looked back into the garden where
sundial stood in the cemtre of the lawn.

‘“ Good-bye, Jim!"' Pollie said.

‘““ Good-bye!” he said gruffly.

He weant out, with his shoulders up, slouch-
ing away in the trail of the others.

At the turn of the road he paused and logked

the
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back. He could nobt see her; hut she was
here somewhere, and he kissed his hand.

They were all gone at last. The lawn was in
a terrible mess; it would take old Hamkin a
week to pub it right again,  Bub that did not
matter. Coosha was in the big tent Pollie
peeped in, and saw her sitting before a plate
heaped np with enough cake and tarts and deli-
cacies of the kind to feed a family.

‘“Ho, dat yo'?"’ said Coosha. **Come in here.
Plenty lef™!”

1 don't want anything,’” Pollie said.
I see—"

* Oh, dat’s all right!” eaid Coosha.
ing hay while de sun shine.
I like a lot—dat’s me!"”

Sir Traneis was sitting in the library, in the
same old chair in which Mr, Lonsdale some
hours ago had found Pollie weeping. He was
tired. He had done his share; he had worked
nobly, and new he was taking his rest.

“1Is that you, my darling?’ he said.

i ¥es, daddy!l’’ :

Pollie came in through the French window
and kissed him.

“It has been a splendid day, and a happy
one for you, little girl!” .

** Yes, dear—very happy!” she said.

“They've all enjoyed themselves. I think
some of bthe youngsters were tired out, though,”
Sir Francis said,

* Poor little things!®’ Pollie said.

“But they had a good time. They will re-
member your tuwenty-first birthday, my dear.
By the way, who was that who came to see
you?”’ .

Poliie started -violently.

“I-I almost forgot,” she said.
yver, daddy.” !
A lawyer, my dear?” Sir Francis said, *“A
lawyer?”

“Yes. He—he came to tell me something.
Ch, daddy, Walter—Walter left me——"

“ My dear little girl, what is the matter?”
Sir Frameis erled.

M Slean’ti Thelp

“ But

“T mak-
I ain’t greedy, but

“It was a

i

iy

it—I can’s help erying! 1
didn't mean 1o, But—but T will never touch
a penny of dt! I told him so—I told Mr.
Bannockburn. What a ridiculous mame it is,
isn’t it ?” =

“Yery,” he =aid. * But tell me, my darling,
what did he come here to tell you?*

Pollie slipped down on the floor at his knees.

“He came to tell me, dear, that before hLe
Walter made a will, leaving me a greal
of momey. He told me how much, but I
I was. to have it when I was twenty-
and to-day he came to tell me. But I
can't toueh it, dear—I can’t take the momney.
I couldn’t bear to take itl1”

Sir Francis smoothed baek the rtippling, shin-
ing hair, and looked down into the tearful,
earnest face.

“ You shall do as you think best—just as you
please, my darling,” he said.

“You are so good o me—always o good!”
Pollie. murmured.

AT TWENTY-ONE
CHAPTER 3.

in the Agony Golumn,

T was a week after the birthday party, and
E Poliie Green sat meditating wquietly in lLer
Toont.

Her thoughts wandered back to Bruce
Hardaker—the man whom, through all, she had
always loved. -

“If—if le eared! If he remembered!’’ she
whispered to herself, and her eyes filled sud-
denly with tears. “If Bruce had really cared,
e would have found some way, sent some word

all these yeams—all these—— won't think
about jt. I'll read the paper. P. Green, be sen-
sible, ¢If he is fair, but not fair to me, what

care I how fair he be?’

“Tet's see. Births, marriages, and deaths.
Agony column—— Oh, that's fum, as a rule!
‘ Algy darling, meet me old place, seven-thirty,
Thursday.—Bix.’ I wonder who on earth Bix
is? What a name! °‘Clara, Ever the sanle in
my eyes, bubt others mobice your hair is get-

ting thin, Use Biggar’s Hair Inducer.’ Oh, a
heastly advertisement! What a sell! They

ought not to be allowed. Oh, here’s a genuine
one, though, and my own initials!”* she laughed.
“ Let me see, ‘ P.G. Why——"

The colour suddenly fied from (her face, her
eyes grew big, and she drew her breath im
sharply.

“1t—it can’'t be true!” she whispered. * Oh,
it ean't be trne! At last, after all these years;
afiter this long, long silence!”

And then suddenly she covered .her face with
her hands and broke into a passion of tears.

Three years ago Bruce had gone out of
Pollie’s life, and it seemed to them both that- it
was for ever. -

She was on the eve of marrying his Grace the
Duke of Hammersford, and he—with his way to
make in the world, and a hopeless love to live
down. and Iorget—was going abroad.

There had been mo talk between them of meet-
ing again. There had been no hope for the
future in either his heart or hers.

The future had seemed so certain fo them
both, as certain as anything can be i this
world. !

And then, within a few days—hours almost—of
his going, cn the very eve of her wedding, the
thing had happened that had altered all her
life, and the young bridegraom lay stricken
down by a sudden amd violent death.

And sinee then she had waited, hopefully,
patiently at first—waited to hear a word from
the man she loved, and none had, come.

A year passed, and still silence; and yet a
third year, and still mo word from him—no
sign. i

She had her pride, yebt sometimes her longing
wae so great that it seemed as if pride must
give way bhefore it.

She could eagily find out where he was, in
what part of the world a letter might reach
him. She knew the firm in whose service he
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was. They could put her into possesion ol his
whereabouts, ‘

A rscore of times she decided to apply
them, and a score of times pride stepped in.

He must know. Sueh a man—a Manl 80 Proimi-
ment as the Duke of Hummersford could mot
die o sudden and trapic death without all the
world hearing of it, However far‘away he mizht
bo he sometimes sees the English papers;
surely there was comeone ieft m the old eountiy
who would write to him now and again.

Yes, he must know that Hammersford was
dead, and that she was free; and, knowing, i
‘was he who should write to her, and Dot she
who should seek for him.

So pride told her, and pride was victorious,
and the days and the weeks amd months wenb
by, and she tried to live down the longing in
her heart, tried o forget, yet could mot.

Sometimes her father had seen the sad, wist-
ful Ilook in her eyes that once had been so
merry, and he had never quite understood; bub
he had mot questioned her.

There had bheen some little love affair in
bygone days between his little girl and young
Bruce Hardaker, he knew, but he did not think
that it had been very serious.

She had mever been quite the

to

- fAmE TIerry,

lighs-hearted, laughing, free-of-care Pollie that

e¢he had been since the night when the Duke ot
Hammersford was found lying dead on ihe floor
of his chambers with the empty gun by his
side,

It was the memory of that that oppressed her,
he thought, and he thought it kinder mot fo
sympathise, but to try and help her to forget.

But now the silence was broken at last, and
srancely broken. Yet she could mot doubt batb
that the message she read was meant for her:

$p.G.—Have just heard of your great Iloss.
With all my heans longing to see you again
But lately returned to agland, and do nod
know your whereabouts. If your heart is
still the same, communicate in this ecolumn,
making appointment in London, "Now as in the
old days.—B.”

She read it again and again, unbelieving af
first, and then with growing convietion, P, G."
Who could “P.G." be bub Pollie Green? And
who could “ B.” be but Bruce—Bruce Hard ?
And all fitted in so perfectly. Her great &%
Her loss of the man who would have been her
husband—the man for whose sake she and Bruce
had parted.

“ But lately returmed to England.” Oh, she
had no doubi, no doubt at all it was Bruce.
Yet it was strange that he should communicate
with her in this way. Surely be would know
fthat she was at the old home—home again with
her father!

And yet he had been %o long absent, so mamy
things might have happened during the three
years he had been away.

She could understand his doubt and perplexity,

e}

his natural shrinking from writing to ler,
knowing mothing Ithat might bave happened—

that, thank Heaven, had not happened!
“ Now, as in the old days.”” Now! He loved
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her still, then? She had never doubted that.
Only wondered at his long, strange silence, Bub
the silence was broken at last, thank Heaven—
at lagt, after these long yearg of waiting!

What should she do? Phe sab with the paper
in her hand, end her eyes fixed on vacancy. pie
must tell her father, amd ask his adviee; he
would know best what she shoud do.

Should  she tell nim mow, or wait? Should
she answer the advertisement at onece, making

the appointment that Bruce asked Jfor, and
then fell her father what she had done?
Pollie twisted her hands (together in indeci-

sion. :

Her father would not.mind. He would make
no objection. He had alwaye liked Bruce, had
always spoken of him affectionately and kindly.
No he would make mo objection. It would t
e like deceiving him, and making an appoint-
ment, with semeone he did not approve of.

“1 will answer the adverlbisement first,”” ghe
decided,  *f snd. them tell him everything, and
he will let me go.”

Bub mow another difficulty stared her in the
fage. He asked her to make an appointment
in London, and she knew so little of London. Ii
was three years since she had seen the greav,
smoky city. What place could she name?

She  sat - with  her chin resting on
hand, and & frown on her fair face.

The Royal Academy? She had bheen reading
a hook lately in which the lovers met® by ap-
pointment gt Burlington House. It ha@ been
very romantic.  Yes. No. She remembered sud-
denly that. the Royal Academy was ounly open
during a few months of the year, and she eould
not remember which months of the year it
was open. It would' be absurd to make an
appointment there if the place was shut up.

Some railway-station,  then? No. It would
be horrible to meet him amidst all the bustle
and confusion and crowds at a railway-station
after all these years.

“0Oh, T wish I knew!' she groaned. “ 1 wish
—T1 wigh I wasn’'t such a duffer! Oh, of course!

her

How stupld I am! Of course!”
She clapped her hands together, with esud-
den relief. Why ghould they mot meet in ihe

very place where they had parted three years
:ngar‘—i‘u Elizabeth Gibbg’s little bhouse in Pim-
lico? |

There would be no horrible waiting in somae
public place, no prying eyes to wabeh them,
end see their meeving.

it would be far, far the bhest.

During the mext ten minutes Polli
destroyed at least ten sheets of notep
seemed such a simple matier to
advertisement, and, in reality, it was
It seemed such a cold and formal
corresponding with him. !

Ii he could only know how full her thoughts
had been of him all these years, and how hard
it was to have to speak her first word to him
through the public medium of a newspaper!

Polliec sighed deeply as she tore up the tenth
slip of paper.

Then she heaved a little sigh of satisfaction, |

e
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She had done it at last; and, on reading it
through ecarefully, she could nob see how she
could improve on it.

“ From P. (¢. to B.—Your message has made
me so happy. Have waited and hoped to hear
for so long. I ehall be at Elizabeth's, 2, Mug-
geridge Street, at seven o’clock on Friday.
Have never changed, mever forgotten—P."”

At last it scemed to her as though a sudden
burst of sunshine had come through clouds that
had been so sombre and heavy for solong—
eunshine that warmed her heart, that brough/
the happiuess and joy back to her eyes, that
made her radiant with youth and beauty and
joy.

“riday—that would be in three days’ timg.
To-morrow the advertisement would appear in
the paper, and their meeting would be on the
pext day. She would not tell her father now;
she would wait till her advertisement™ ap-
peared, and then she would show it to him,
and tell him everything. And he would let her
go; perhaps he himself would come with her.

she would go to the post-office in the village
at cnce with her letter. She must not forget
to take some money to pay for the postal-order
she would enclose.

CHAPTER 4.

& Pollie’s Journey for Bruce.

€ OING—going to London, daddy?” Pollie
cried.

“ My darling, I must. It is about”

—8ir Francis paused—'‘ your business,

sweetheart, Look! I will leave Mr. Baunock-

burn’s letter with you. You will see that my

presence is needful. But I shall not be long

away. Now, I must hurry, darling. The trap is

- waiting.”

He took her into his arms, and held her
elosely, Any parting between these two was a
wrench, even the parting of a few hours. She
was all his world; he all hers.

And then he was gone; and even as she stood
Jooking after him, and waving her hand, Pollie
semembered that she had not told him yet.

It was not long ere Pollie found herself wish-
$ng that she had. There had been no need
for any concealwent. Ile had always liked

" Bruce; he would be unfeignedly glad to see
Pruce again—would welcome him here as though
he were his son. He often spoke of Bruce with
kindly remembrance.

Why had she said nothing? Of course, she
ecould not dream then that this business would
take him away from her.

The {ollowing morning brought Pollie two
things—a copy of the daily paper containing her
advertisement, which she had specially ordercd
the day before, and a letter from her father—
a brief and loving letter, in which he deeply
regretted being obliged to stay away from
home.

“1 find that this business will take longer
than I anticipated. Several documents are
necessary, including a copy of your birth certi-
ficate. I shall do my best to get home to-
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morrow—Thursday—my darling, even though it
may be late ut night, but I very much doubb
whether I shall be able to. 1 shall wire you
some time in the afternoon, when I know de-
cidedly whether I shall ba abls to get away
from London or not.”

And if he did not coma %o-doy, what then?
‘What should she do? Pollie wondered.

She could not miss this appointment that she
had made with Bruce-—oh, she could not miss
seeing him now, after waiting for so long! No,
her father would not wish her to.

But he might be home to-night, and then she
could tell him everything. Even if he was not
home to-night, he might be liome in the morning.

Pollie consulted the time-table.

She found that, in order to keep her appoint-
ment, she need not leave till the two o’clock
train.

That was a slow train, however, and would
only enable her to reach London just in time,
If she took a cab, she would be at Elizabeth’'s
witnin a few minutes of the appointed time.

The expected telegram came Jate that even-
ing. Sir Francig found it was imposgsible to get
home that night. He had an appointment to
keep early the following merning with his soliei-
tors, and then he would be free.

Pollie eagerly searched the time-tables, and
then her heart fell,

There was no train from ZLondon after tenm
o’clock in the morning that could bring her
father here before it was time for her to start.

But she must go. She could not let this chanece
for meeting Bruce again slip by. She must go.
Her father would not blame her when he knew.

She would leave a letter for him, in which
she would tell him everything.

Pollie made all her plans,
the night at Elizabeth's house,
home early the following morning. -

So she wrote a long letter to her father, tell«
ing him everything.

She would stay
and return

a . 3 ] . *

The journey to London oceupied many hours.
It was a very slow train, the slowest train
Pollie ever remembered to have {ravelled in. I&
crawled sluggishly from station to station.

*“ If the engine-driver only knew,” she thought,
“T am sure he would hurry a little. Oh, shall
I never, never get there?”’

But she arrived at last.

For the first time for three years she was in
London again,

Pollie looked up .eagerly at the clock on the
station wall. It wanted but ten minutes to
seven., She had ten minutes to get to Eliza-
beth’s to keep her appointment; but if sha
was a little late he would wait. Oh, yes, he
would wait!

Her heart was healing rapidly as she got into
a cab, and gave the driver Ilizabeth’s address.

At last, after three long years of waiting,
she was going to see him again. What would
he say to her? What would his first words he,
and hers to him?

How rapidly her heart was beating!

London, how well she remembered it! How



~would mieet again, at last.

L a man’s Imng fell upon the blmd

Pperhaps you’ ll ring
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guickly the timas had Sh‘)ped away sinece she saw
these crowded streets 1
The three quies, uneven ﬁul vears had pasﬁed
and now she was back in Lundon, and in a
little while—a few minutes now—she and Bruce

CHAPTER 5. -
Disappoiniment.

OLLIE was trembling with agitation, and
her heart was bmnw s¢ violently that
she felt scarcely able to breathe, when
the cab stopped at last before the door

of Elizabeth’s little house.

For a moment she stood on the pavement
after the cab had driven away.

There was a light in the little front room-—
the roecm she had never entered sinee that night,
years ago, when she had said good-bye to Bruce
Hardaker, for ever, as she thought: and yet
they w ere to meet once more—to muet again to-

night.

”udumﬁ shadow of

his shadow.

He was there already, waiting for ler,
hlt was Ilenry Gibbs who opened the door {o
ar

He was in his shirt-sleeves, and his face wore
the same vacant expression as of old.

“ Lor’, if it ain't Miss Marg'ret!”” he gasped.

as she watchad, the

“* And ’Lizabeth cut, too! Not that she'll be
long, miss, if youw'll step inside. And there's
a gent waiting— 7 .

o T know, ' Pollie said.

She woundered if her face was very white,
She wondered if Henry could hear the loud
thumping of her heart.

© Oh, you know! He said ’e’d be waiting
for a young lady, and T s’pose e

“Yeg; for—for me,” Pollie said—* for me,
Heury.” i i

“ Lor’, now!” he said. He stood aside for
her to enter, and then clowl the door. * May-
be you'll go in to ‘im—’e’s sittin’ there in the
front room—or sghall I wll im—'—

“ No, no!" she said. “ I will g alone.” §She

knew th,xt she wanted no other eyes to watch
the meeting between Bruce ilardaker and her-
self, That was what she had dreaded most—
to meet him for the first time, in the presence
of others.

“Then I'll step baek inte the k.iﬂ‘m,n
go on reading the evening paper; znd
should want anything hefore Llimbeth
the bell.”

He shufffed off down the passage, his old
slippers ma\(m« a dismal flapping sound on the
oilcioth, and Pollie stood waiting till the door
had elosed on him.

Now! It had come at last—the long-waited-
Ior mement,!

f You—you miserable little coward, you are
ghaking all over!” she mubtered to herself.
& I'm ashamed of you, Pollie Green! There’s
nothmrr—nothmw to he norvous about—nothing
A

and
it you
comes,

Her hand was on the handle of the door,)
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et she still waited for a moment. The know-
dm that he was there, that only thiz door
mmbed them, the aubicipation of sceing him
rain was so glorious that she waited an un
reessary eoment belore turning the handle ol
the door and then at last she tamed it, and
opened the door' and Went in.

A tall man, a perfect stranger, rmo hurriedly,
and turned tnwaulu her—a man she had never

seen in her life before, young, handsome, even
dis{;mgu ed looking ~But Bruce—where was
Bruce? Why had he not come? Had, thers

been some aceident,
vented him from
man to explain?

ter heart, that had heen throbbing o madly
in her brn%u seemed suddenly to drop. like a
weight of Ium

How bitter the dl&sppo'utn%m was she as yet
hardly realised. The shock of knowing that it
was not Bruce left her numbed snd almost un-
conscious of what was passing around her.

He had bowed siightly as she entered. The
look of eagerness had vanished from his eyes,
and had given place to an expression of Keen
mmnpomtment, wdhich in turn vanished to give
way to a look of admiration that he could uot
conceal,

something that had pre-
coming? Had he sent this

Ten secends passed, and neither broke the
silence.

‘“Perhaps “—it was he who spoke first—_¢ per
haps you have humgnt me some message,” he
said, 'in a low, deep voice.

* Mesgage! You!” DPollie had not heard
aright, had not understood. * Yes; Fou—yoi

brought me a message. He is not 12’
ng has happened? Oh, tell me, guickiy!
surely nothing has happened?”

A am afraid that I do not understand,” be

* What could have happened?”
You spoke of a mes
Yes; "I thought perhaps that o -‘
brought me one. 1 Wag expe Ltl[l;{ someone, somes-
one Who arranged to meet ine here,”

fie looked round the little room.

“ I do not understand why the ar
was made for this place. I have
here before, and—and I did pot know
—my frieund knew
bourhood."

Pollie fely that all the sf-mn;}'th
of her. She dropped on to 4 chair, “and
L-L,;.nm; at him with wide, wondering eyes.

I thought when I heard you w"m,s up that

said.
* An accident?

€

intment
E)L‘cil
my
anyone living in this neigh-

Ve
‘-I:

that

it was my friend who had come,” he sgaid;
o '-n.fi when the door epened, I )'wcurci to see
her.’ :

* Her—your friend! But—but where is
Bruce?” = Pollie : cried. “*I expected to find
Bruce here—Bruce, not—not you.”

“ Briee,”” he I'LDC‘(YL”{UV dazedly—* Bruce? I

don’t understand. 1 came here because an
advertisemient that I inserted in the z,dpersw——"
“You? Oh, it was you! Vou, after s
Pollie broke down suddenly into a pass muate m;
of weeping,
“Don’t.” he said gently—* don't—don’t ecry.
I hate to see it. Don't €LY, I think 1 undei-
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stand, and we have hoth—hoth made a mistake.

am very, very sorry. I can understand lLow
bitterly disappointed you are. DBelieve me, I
am deeply sorry. I would not knowingly have

Lll‘stet"fl, you a moment’s pain and dhdppolut
nen

Pollia put her eclbows on the table,
covered her face with her hands.

After all the antic ll)dtl()ll, after all the joy-
ful-looking forward, after all this waiting and
hoping, after the aimost reltdmty of seeing him
again—it was all a mistake. lle was still as far
away from her as ever. All a mistake, and he
was not here. Only this stranger, of whom she
know mnothing, this man who was perhaps as
disappointed as she was

* Don't cry, please,” he said beseechingly—
“don’'t! If you koew how it hurts me!” He
touched her arm gently, and Pollie looked up
through her tears into his grave and kindly
face.

I am afraid I am a wretched coward,” she
said, drying her eyes. ' Only after—after
Sl

*“T understand. I am deeply sorry. I hitterly
I(‘“I"L the mistake that has gaused you so much
pain.

*And you?”’ Pollie said.
are bitterly disappointed?”

“ 1 expected to meet someone, who—who was
once—wheo I thought—but—-"

Pollie nodded.

“ 1t was the same with me,

“ Bruce?’ he inquired.

“¥Yes; I haven't seen him for three years.

It is five since 1 saw ' He paused.

Polliec wiped her eyes. S8he was not going to
make an exhibition of herself before a perfect
stranger. Preser witen she was quite alone,
she would \.\ezp her eyes and her heart out.
Now she must pretend to take things less seri-
ously.,

* | think that you are
she gaid severely.

tie hung his head.

“1 suppose I am,
how?"’

‘“How? Why, geod gracious, why didn’t you
put your whole name to the advertisement in-
stead of merely B.? DB, might have stood for
anything, I thought it stood for Bruce.”

“ 1t stood for Bertram. That is my mame,” Le
aaid. “But T see you are quite right. I am
cntirely to blame. IF you could enly know how
gorry: I am.” )

“Sorry! Of course you are sorry. You ex-
pected to see someote -you—you eared for, and
then the door omnvd and I came in. How you
must hate me.’

“ Belicve me 1 do not T feel most deeply and
rely sorry for your disappointment. I wish
ould make vou understand that I weuld do
ing on earth to ;Jm\'e 1
looked up ab him. JTe spoke with an
earnest ting in his voice that she liked. ©On
second inspection, she liked his face. He looked
a stropg, capable, manly kind of man, o muan

and

“0f course, you

1

she said.

3

very much to blame,

But—but wills you tell me

SIIOE

Wi
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with a great, square, firm chin, and a pair of
honest, loving blue eyes.
My initinks are P, G.,” Pollie said. “ When I
saw . G. in the paper, I naturally thought it
s meant for me, amd then, when 1 saw the
Vadxcrtmunenb was signed 1. Il., I, of course,
thought—-"" :
*tOf s course,’”’ he said,
“B.H.;' and then there
migbake,”
“SWhat??
¥
sald.
Poillie

1 ghould have put
would have been no

Pollie said. & B, 2
s, my full initials—Bertram Hollister,”” he
hysterical langh,

A helped mat ters A bit,**
she cried. * His ipitialzs are B. H., too.
: i h;n tscemq b we were doomed 1o meet,?
e Sl

“1 suppose so. And that girl—I suppose it 18
a girl—P.;’ I meanf”

< Pendo[n) Grant,” he said.

Pollie nodded.

‘1t is a much nicer name than Pollie Green.™

uttered a low,

“ 0Oh, much!” ke agreed promptly,

“ Pollie Green is my name.”

“0Oh, is it?2 1 beg your parden.”

“Den’t mention it,”’ Tollic suid. ‘It was nof
your fauib.”" Pollie dabbed her face with her

handkerchiel. I suppose my eyes and nose ara
Borribly red?’’ she said.

Ile looked at her gravely, and

“Your eyes and nose
gaid.

“ Who let you in?"' Pollie asked.

“Yet me j-—""

“Here?”

SO H e
man, with a
slippers He

shook his head.
are—are perfect!” ha

smiled. ‘It was a man—a small
worried look and a pair of old
secmed surprised to =ee me. I
think that he thought that I had come to tune
the piano, He told ine 1 could take the orna-
ments ofl it if I wanted to. As I did not seem
able to make him understand, 1 ghowed him your
isement, which 1 had ent mlt o.f the paper,
3 I think Le sm}gugd dnrect!

“You den't Took like 4 bad charaeter,” Pollie
said, looking at him seriousiy.
"I am no#—not very bad, at least,”’ he said.
1 helieve tihere are 'woxm. ruflians .11:0‘:15 though
feel & I)I{,H.;V blaek villain just now.”
“Why?' shie asked.
‘“Because [ have made you ery.”
*Oh, that was nothing: I am always erying!
I ery when I am pleased, r sorry, or glad, or
cisappointed, so den't take the slightest notice
of me when I ery.”?

“But you were disappointed,” he said —*¢ bite
terly disanpointed?'

She nodded.
“Don't 't

e

=

talk about it!" she said, in a
elroked voice. *“I am gomg fo have a rromi cry
about that Jater on. And I expeet you Teel just
as badly as 1 do about—about what's her name—
Patience—""

¢ Penelope,” fie said.

“‘Jell me about her?” Pollic asked,
“Won't you tell me about yoursell first?' he
RESHET
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* Cerbainly not! T am a perfeet stranger to you,
il you would not be in the least interested.”

‘1 should re—very.”

“You are trying to le polite,” Dollie said;
*lhut. it is quite useless. Tell me about
Penelope.  She was very beautiful, of eourse?”’

“Oh, of coturse!” he said. ** Yes—at least, she
was five years ago, but five years makes a dif-
ference.”

“Hor does three,”” Pollie said.

‘It is three years since you saw—-""

*“Yes; and 1 was wondering if he would think
that T looked very old and dilferent, changed,
and ugly?’®

“Ile could not have whought that,”” Mr. Hol-
lister said. ““No man could think that.”

“You don't know Bruce,” Pollie said.
might think entirely different to youw.'

‘Mo would if he thought that you were ugly.”

“You are mot teliing me about Penelope.”

** Well, what is there to tell? Tive years ago
I' got an appointment in Ceylon. We were partly
engaged; not formally engagced, you know. I
hadn’t a sou to fly with, and her people had an
dden that she could do better.”

‘T dare say she could,” Pollie said.

‘1 am quite sure she could. At any rate, I
iisked her to elope with me, and she would not,
and we quarrelled. It was my fault.”

Pollie fean=d back in her chair.

“I should think that you were rather bad-
tempered,” she said.

“ 1 am not—at least, I don't think eo. She,
lowever 2

“ It is cowardly to say it was her fault, and
glie is not here to defend herself!” A

*It was not her fault; it was entirely mine.
I thought, or tried to thiuk, that she did not
love 1ne.”

* Perhaps she didn't.”

*“T think she did. Then she told me that she
did; but five years makes « greas deal of change.
It did not change me, however. I only landed
in England a week ago, and my first thought was
B find her. I went to the old place, and she
was mot there. Her people had moved away
three years ago, and no one could tell me their
whereabouts; and so, after fruitless searching,
it struck me to insert the advertisement in the
paper, which I did.”

“ And, of course, she never saw it,” Pollle said.

‘““No; bubt you did.”

“0h, 1 did! I wish T hadn’t!”

“That is not very kind. If you kad not seen
the advertisement we should not have met.”

*“No,” Pollie said thoughtfully. “ But I don’t
see low that is going to help either of us.”

‘Tt helps me,” he said. “I have come back
to England knowing no one:; I have mot a friend
in the country. My people are dead. My dear
old mother died four years ago. My father died
when I was a boy. I have mo brothers or sisters;
no one in the world, and a man gets loneiy:”

“T am very sorry,” Pollie enid. I wonder
where she has got to? Perhaps she has got

married,”
* Perhaps,” he said. I had thought of that.
And yet—somehow—"

It is not unlikely,

“He

| take,” Pollie said.

ST. JOTIN

“0Of courss mot,”
loved you.””

‘* She Gid;
did.”

*Then if she was worth anything at all she
has never married; she is sitting somewhere
waiting for you,”

“But I can’t find her,” ke said.
I to do?”’

“ Better go on putting advertisepnents in,
hadn’'t you?” Pollie said. “I1 should suggest
that next time you put it differently—somehow
like this: ‘Peneclope Grant.—If the owner of
this mame will communicate with B. H., she will
hear of something to her advantage.”

“ But it might not be to her advantage. Sup»
posing she didn’t want to meet me again?”’

‘“ Bless and preserve us,” cried Elizabeth, put-
ting her head in at the door at this moment,
“9f it ain't Miss Pollie! Well, my dear—my
dear, it does my eyes good to see your bonnie,
pretty face again.’

Elizabeth held out her fat arms, and gave
Pollie a hug that almost drove the lash vestige
of breathi out of her.

““And the gentleman?’ Elizabeth added, turne
ing 10 Mr. Holiister with a questioning expres-
ston.  ““That how]l of an 'Enery wasn't sure
whether he'd come to tune the piano or uof!”

‘“He came by mistake,’”’ Pollie said.

“By n mistake that has turned out very
pleasawtly for me,” Mr. Iiollister said. f
“I am sure I don’t know why,” Pollie said,
Elizabeth looked from one to amother, in surs

prise.

* Mr. Hollister and I have hoth made a mis-
* He came here expecting to
meet Penelope Grant, and I came here expecting
to meet—to meet Bruce Hardaker!”

“Lor'! And is ’e in England, the ‘ome of 'ig
birth again?” cried Wlizabeth,

“I don't kmow,” Pollie said,

 Then however did you expect to meet him?™
Elizabeth msked.

“T don’t kmow.
and Mr. Hollister
disappointed.” :

11 didn't know .that I—"" 3Mr. Hollister
hesitated.

*“ Then if you arg nob, you ought to he!” Pollie
said severely.

“0Of course, I——"" He hesitated.

“ And is your pa in Lendon?” Elizabeth asked.

“He was, but. I expect he is at home again by
now,” Poilie said; ““and it is much too late for
me to get back home to-night.””

“ Then you'll stay the night Hers, my
and welcome," said Elizabeth.

‘““ Thank you!” Pollie aid.
you would ask me.”

“ And the gentleman will stop and have a little
bit of supper,” Elizaheth said hospitably.

“T don’t see that dhere is any need—-" Pollie
began,

“1 should like it, above all things,” he said
quickly.

Pollie Tooked

Ll
Pollle said, #°if she really

I believe from my heart that she

*“What am

I tell you it js all a mistake,
and I are both terribly, bitterly

dear,

#I thought tha#

at hings
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“1 expect you bad late dinner, and you can't
want any supper,’’ she said.

“71 sheuld like to stay a little while, if I
might,”” he said, with @ besecching look in his
eyes:

‘¢ Gh, it is nething to me!” Pollie said.

“You are not very kind to me,” he said, in a
“low voice, when Elizabeth had gone out of the
room to remcve her hat.,

“ When you come to consider that through your

advertisement I have heen put to no end of,

ctrouble, an cighty-mile railway journey, and—
and a disappeintment waiting for me at the end
of it,”” Pollie said. ** Besides, you are treading
on my dress!”

“1 'am very
we have been
another i

t‘iwc haven't been introduced at alll'' Pollie
gaid.

. 1. . i)
sorry. Don’t you think that as
s0 strangely infroduced to omne

**No; but as things have turned out as they
thave, couldn't we be friends? I e&hould value

I should like to think

your friendship so much,
had a friend in the old country."”

that, after all,
Pollie melbed,

“1 don’t see why we shouldn't,” she said
frankly, “dnd I could. help you ito find

Penelope.”

“ Yes, thank you; 13 suppose you could,”
he said.

“Tt was the very least T could do,"” Bertram
Hollister said apologetically. A cab wag stand-
ing before Elizabeth’s door, and Mr. Hollister
was waiting on the pavement. *° After having
ecauged you so muech trouble, you will at least
allow me to scée you safely in the train on your
homeward journey, Miss Green?”

f'dI don't see’ the slightest need for it,”’ Pollie
gaid.

“ But it would give me a great deal of satis-
faction and happiness,” he said.

“* Knowing that I was off, and out of London?”

Pollie asked.

“ No. I mean to be of even a little assistance
to you.”

“ A most sentlemanly-spoken person,” Eliza-
beth whispered, °° Anyone can see with half an
eye, my dear, that he’s a gentleman bred and

born, and handsome, too. He reminds me of
Percival de Barringcourt in the play, ! The
Sailor’s Sacrifice; or, Murdered for Money,’

when the "ero ups and says, ‘ Death a hundred
times, but never dishonour! Firzt time I see
the gent, last night, T thought——"

“Tt was so good of you to have me!’ Pollie
said. * Good-hye, dear!”

t“ And I ’ope you'll come again, I do,’” Eliza-
beth said, as she gave Pollie one of her over-
powering hugs. “It's like a spray of sunlight,
as the saying is, seeing your bonnie face.”’

“There was really no need at all for you to
fake the trouble,” Pollie said.

“ 1t was no trouble. I looked forward to it,”
he said.

“1 don't see why,” Pollie said severely. 1
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suppose you have heard nothing about Pene
lope?”
H"”Ncmbhing," he said shortly—*‘mnothing a%
all.
He was conscious of the fact that he was
rather sorry he had ever told thiz beautiful girl
beside him anything at all ahout Penelope.
After all, it was five years ago, and a great
many changes might come about in five years.
Penclope might have forgotten him entirely—
might have married. Nothing was more likely.
A girl with her looks and her money could never
want for suitors. Two days agp such a thought
would have meant agony te him; now he was
conseious that he could contemplate the possi-
bility with composure. He had never changed

in his love and devotion te the girl for five
. ;

years; and yet in one night

It was certainly. very strange. How pretty
she was! How her long, dark lashes swept her
perfect cheeks! How fender and yet humorous
her delicate mouth was!

< Bruce Hardaker!” he muttered to himself.
‘““Hang Bruce Hardaker! I wish he was at the
hottom of the sea, or happily married! At any
rate, I hope that he will never come back.”

Tt was perhaps as well that Pollie could nob
ouess at the thoughts that were passing through
his brain. She Iiked him. There was much
about him to like. He was frank, and honest,
and open. That he was exceedingly handsome
also, .of course, weighed a little. It is g0 much
easier to like good-looking people on short
acquaintance than ugly ones. Moreover, he was
friendless and lonely after having been away
from his mative land for so many years. This
weighed more than all else with Pollie. It must
he terrible te have no one in the world to care
for you—to know that you may come or you
may o, and no one is interested—that you are
alone.

Pollie was not -given to the reading of poetry,
yet at this moment she thought of lines that she
had once read—Byron’s, she believed they weres:

“ Mg sweet to hear the watch-dog's honest bark,

Bay deep-mouthed weleome as we draw

near home; r

'Tis sweet to know there ig anm eye will mark

Our coming, and look brighter when we
come.”’

And -there was no eye to mark his coming,
no  one watching for him—wsaiting for him.
Perhaps the girl who had loved him had for-
eotten, or was married—perhaps even dead; and
Pollie’'s tender heart became very sympathetic
towards the man by her side.

They were at the stafion now. In a few
minutes the train would be starting. He was
very attentive, very thoughtful. He had placed
a small barrowload of papers and books on the
seat beside her, and was looking at bher
anxiously.

“Is there anything else that you want—any-
thing that I can possibly geb for you?” he
asked eagerly. .

She shook her head.
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"1 wonder ”’—his eyes and his voice were
enrnest—" 1 wonder if you and I will ever meet
again?" L

‘1 hope so—oh, T hope so!” she eried im-
pulsively. * Why should we not? We have been

ood friends, haven't we? it was all a mis-
ke, of course; but we are not angry with one
another now. I—I think you would like my
lhome if you saw it.”

I know I should,” he said, with deep feeling
w1 know I should.”

‘““And if my father
some——""

I1ig face brightened; the look of eagerness and
hiope grew in his eyes.

Do you think he would?” he asked.

“1 know he would. Would you eare to come?”’

“ Only give me the opportunity!” he said.
"here is nothing in the world I should like
better.” -

Pollie leaned out of the window. The train
would start in something under a minute now.

'“Oh, yes, there is something that you would
like better,” she said.

What?

““Why, to see the girl you love,” she said,
with a smile. ! v

The girl-he loved! For five years he had
thought of her constantly, had leoked forward to
liis meeting with her after his exile shouid be
over, and now—— Now suddenly it seemed to
him that he did not care so much, after all.

He stood on the platform watching the train
as it slowly left the station. Ie could just see
the girl’s golden head and a waving hand, and
then she was gone.

‘*The girl he loved!” he thought, as he
turned slowly away.

The girl he had loved, very truly and very
faithfully, for so long. But did he love her
now? Had he not heen in love rather with the
ideal than with the real? Had he not been in
love with his memory of Penelope? It secmed
to him that it must have been so. And now
he had found someone who was mot ideal, per-
haps, but who was very sweet and lovable—
gomeone who had the most beautiful face that
he had ever seen in his life-—beautiful far more
than ever Penelope’s had been.

He felt ashamed and disappointed with him-
gelf, and yet he felb a strange thrill of joy.
Supposing she could grow to eare for him? Sup-
posing he should see her again? She seemed to
want it. Why not? And, after all, Penelope
might have heen hapnily married for years now.
He knew nothing to the contrary, and there was
EO engagement between them—there never had

eell.

Bertram  Hollister had very thoughtfully
thought of sending a telegram to Sir Francis
to say what time Pollie would arrive. Pollie,
with all her great love for her father, and
with all her anxiety to see him again, would
not have thought of the telegram in a hun-
dred years. But now, as the train drew up at
last at the little station, there was her father

wrote and asked you to
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pacing up and down, looking anxiously at the
long line of carriages with his dear, old eyes.

* My darling!” he said eagerly. He toolk her
in his arms and lifted her hodily out of the
carriage, as though she were a haby. *“ Pollie,
my sweetheart, 1 had been gefting anxious
about you. Alone?” He looked at the carriage,
“ You have come back alone, darling?”’ he asked.

““Yes’ Pollie's lips quivered. ** Quite alone,
daddy.” v

“H'm!” Sir TFrancis coughed. Something
wréng, he saw. IHe had expected to see Bruce
Hardaker; but he was not there. ‘“ By the way,
my dear, who the dickens is Hollister?”

Pollie started.

* Holl—Hollister?”

“No; plain Hollister,”” he said. “1I got a
wire from him an hour ago telling me what time
you ’would. arrive, and so I drove over to mees
you.’ )

“How thoughtful of him!” Pollie said.

** Yes, very. But who on earth is he?!’

‘“ He—he is—is ‘B,’7’ Pollie said.

“Is ‘B, is he?” said Sir Franeis, with a look
of neystification. “Is ‘B '? What on earth——'%

“1 mean, it was he who put that advertises
ment in,” Pollie said. :

“And what on earth did he do that for?
What did he want with you—""

‘“He didn’t want anything with me. It was
meant for someone else—for another girl whose
initials are ‘P. G. Don’t you see, daddy, it
was all a mistake. I thought it was Bruce,
and he thought it was Penelope Grant.”

“And who on earth, my dear, is Penelopa
Grant?” said Sir Francia,

“ The girl e is in love with, whom he hoped
to meet again—the girl he thought he was
going to meet when I turned up.”

“Oh!” Sir Francis said. ‘“0Oh, so it was al}
a mistake. You both got muddled up over the
initials. Toolish things, initials, to take a long
railway journey on. And so this “Hollister——
I wonder if he is any relation to Jack Hollister,
who used to be in the 5the” *

* 1 don’t know,” Pollie said, ““But he is very
nice. He is a gentleman, and I think yon wonld
like him, daddy. And, besides, he is very sad
and lonely.”

“Oh, is he, poor fellow?” said Sir Francig.
“ And why is he so sad and lonely—eh?”?

“ Because he hasn™ a friend in the world—
in England, at least—only this girl he is in love
with; and he doesn’t know where she is, 1f he
did, of course, he would not have put the ad-
vertisement in the paper. And—and, daddy, I,
think that if you were to invite him down just
for a day or two, you would like him, and he
would appreciate it awfully much.”

‘“ My darling, if you think I ought to ask
him down, of course I will,””

“He was very kind to me. He did every
thing he possibly could. No one could have heen

By George!

kinder,” Pollie said. ;
Tl write
to him as soon as we get back.”

“Then that settles ft.
“My dear old daddy!” Pollie said, slipping
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her hand through his arm and pressing it tightly.

““¥es, I will wnite the moment we get back,
my darling,” Sir Francis said. ' Jack Hollister
left a son. I wonder But, no; that is im-
probable. But it is not a common pame. And
here we are home again, and—— Oh, I forgot
o tell you, the aneVA)rOl‘yj()ll[‘ inieritance,
my darling, is—""

“T hate %o think that I must take it! Noed
1?7’ Pollie asked. ;

“ You must, my dear, whatever you may do
with it afterwards, Al is settled now, and the
money is standing to your credit.”

Down the road the tall figure of the mnew
curate was coming towards them.

This mroney, that she did not want, that she
hated to touch, what a godsend to the poor
people ameng whnm he had worked, for whom
he cared so much!

Sir Francis pulled up, and held: out his hand
to Mr. Lonsdale.

“You are just back from TLondon, Miss
Green?” Mr. Lonsdale asked, looking up at her
in the dogcart.

“Yes, just back; and I wonder if one day—
soon—you could spare me a little while? I want
to talk to you, Mr. Lonsdale. There is some-
thing 1 want to say—I want to ask your advice
about.”

“T am at your service at any time,” Mr.
Lonsdale said. I will come very wvlllmgly
whenever you wish.”

“ Po-morrow?’”’ Pollie asked.

“With pleasure!’

% What, the dickens is that ho} grinning at?”’
Sir Prancis asked tesbily.

Pollie looked up. It was Jimmy Ribbing who
was ambling along the footpath. In his button-
hole he wore a huge peony, that seemed to be
about the same colour as his face. IIe pulled
oft his hat, and blushed till the scarlet extended
to the tlpq of his very prominent ears.

“ Confounded young jackanapes!” said Sir
Francis. *“ What's he want to go aboui wearing
a flower in his buttonhole for, I should like to
know?"’ :

Pollie said nothing; she sab in silent amaze-
ment. Jimmy Ribbing, in turning away, had
pulled the flower out of his buttonhole and had
pressed it to his lips. Jimmy Ribbing was
gertainly out of his mind, Pollie decided. S

CHAPTER 6.
Friends!
# OU asked me fo come fo-day, do you
remember?’”
It was Mr. Lonsdale, the curate,
who spoke. He had not forgotten his
promise to see Pollie, and as he advanced he
wondered what "this pmtt}, rich girl could want
to see him about.
A P remember,” Pollie =aid.
to ask your advice.”
“My advice? You know it is yours for the
asking,”” he said in a low voice. * You know
that if I could help you in anything, how

“I wanted
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cladly and willingly I would-do it. What can I
do? Tell me, what is there that T «can do

that will help you or promote your happimess?”’

His voice seemed to quiver; there was a light
%n his dark eyes as they looked down into
hers. ,

‘“It is about money,” Pollie said.

“Money! And you ask my advice—my advicé
about momey? Miss Green, I do not think you
could have found another man in all England
who knows less about money than I do.”

** But you know what money can do,”’ she said.
‘Tt is that that T want advice about. I have
had some money left to me—a great deal of
money, a very large sum. It is money that—
that ‘I cannot touch, that I could mot bear
to use for myself; but I thought that I might
do some good Wlth it In memory of the one
who left it to me—some good work, something
that you would understand and know about.

“I have been thinking of what you once
told me of the misery and poverty that you
have seen, amd I thought—thought that I would
like to try and help. T would like to do some-
thing. Do you think I could?”

“Do you mean that you wish to go there—
to work among them—that you yourself wish to
go among the poor?” he asked.

She shook her head.

“1 cannot leave my

“No, I suppose not.” He spoke quietly; his
voice had changed, the enthusiasm had gone
out of his face. *° You have the money to give
away, Miss Green, and you would like it spent
on some charitable object. Yes, I understand.
Others have said the same thing to me; they
are willing to -give what they did mot need.
That is easy; but they will not go and try and
do good with their own hands. That is
different; it is hard, and calls for unsclfishness.
Forgive me. I have not the right to speak to
you like this."

“I understand, and T think you are right,”
she said. ** Yes, it is not real charity, I know.
I am giving sornethmg that I cannot take—
something that I can never look upon really
as my own, something that I could not spend
on myseli. It is mot charity. I do not try and
cheat myself into believing that I am good and
charitable. I know that T am not. T am selfish
—terribly selfish. I love my home amd my
father, and I can’t—I ecan’t leave them and
go among the poor. Other women do, I know;
but they are good Womefn far, far better
than I am.’

‘1 would not have you go I could not bear
the thought that you should go imto those dark
placesd’” he eried. “TI wcould not bear it, and
know that it was I who had sent you. Your
life is made for sunshine and happiness. It is
not tight that such misery should ever be
known to you. Yes, I will help you spend your
money. There are a thousand ways. Tt 1s
easy to spend momey for the good of the poor.’

“You think hardly of me,” she said. “I

father.”’

know; I wunderstand. [ have fallen in your
¢stimation, Mr. Lonsdale.” Sh
“You!” he cried. * You fallen—you who

are to me’’—he paused; his pale face had
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Hushod, his dark eves were glowing, the words
et from  his lips passionately—‘‘ you who
ie bo me what

o who=—'" He rguused, stricken suddenly by
sllonoe, He had betrayed himself, “ Forgive
me," he sald im a low voice. ‘* Forgive
of your charity. I will never offend again.”

Pollla held out her hand to him. Ier face
wis flushed, and her eyes were moist.

"1 have nothing to forgive. You—you have
done me a great honour. I shall never forget,
i we will always be friends, won't we?”

“Yau, T hope so—always £riends,” he said
mlowly, “I understand that. Xriends!’

Jolin Lomsdale’s face was flushed. His cyes
Wore bright with excitement and enthusiasm
when lie left Pollie that afternoon.

“ My father is not very rieh, but we have all
tlint we need,” Pollie said; “ and this is money
that I feel I have mo right to. I could mot
toueh it, or spend it on myself.”

"1 I8 money that was left to you bhy—hy
Lhe man who was to have been your hushand?’”
Lonsdale asked,

™ ae."

There was a silence of some moments.

1 think I understand; and you wish to spend
Ib on some good work, You want this money
of lils to be devoted to the cause of charity,
Miss Green o™ {

I'ollie nodded.

"1 ghould like to think that I was doing
nomething to help those you have told me
mhout—those who suffer so; mem and woinen
and little ehiidren—the children most of all.
Wil you do this for me, Mr. Lonsdale? Can
you help me?’” -

He nodded.

“Yes, I will do it.” He thought for a moment
of what the doctor had said. “In six months, if
you stay here, you will be dead.” * Bub what
tloes that matter?” he muttered to himself.
“In gix months a great deal can be done. 1
vould leave everything im order; the work could
be carried on by others.”

e

CHAPTER 7.
A Blow,
REAKFAST had already commenced when
Pollie  went into the breakfast-room.
Her father was at the head of the tahle.
He tried to smile at her as she came in,
but his face looked strangely drawn and rigid,
strangely wunlike his wusual happy, cheerful,
expression. A

“ Daddy ”—she paused and looked at him, and
blién  at the letter he held—" what is it9 It

I8 about Bruee?”’

* Yed, about Bruce.
“ Dead?”
went white.
“*No, mot dead—worse,”

“worge, my darling!”’
" Worse than dead?”’
Pollie looked at her father with frightened
eyes,
D ddy L T

e. My poor girl!” i
she whispered, and her very lips

he said softly—

don’'t  understamd,” she

no woman has ever been!
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whispered. * Worse than dead? Bruce? Oh,
tell me! Worse than dead? 1 don’t under«
stand! How can that be?”’

Sir Francis slipped his arm round her.

*My dear little girl, you must be bhrave.
I know that—that during the past three years
you have thought of him constantly; I have
known that ail the time, my darling, though
I have scarcely ever spoken of him to you. I,
too, wondered at the reason of his ‘silence.
I could not understand it, dear. But now—
now I understand. My darling, Bruce Hardaker
is not worthy of amother thought of yours. He
has proved himself unworthy of your—your
friendship and mine, dear.”

“Uaworthy? ©h, daddy,
some mistake ! Pollie cried.

1" fear not.

Sir Francis held out the leiter to her, and
she took it with trembling hands.

“Id can’t rtead it,* she said. “ Bead it
to me, daddy.”

“It is from Panton & Christie, the people
who employed him, and iz in amswer to my
letter -of inquiry. They say:

no! XNo; there is

‘“Dear Sir,—We greatly regret that we are
unable to give any information as to the where-
abouts of Mr., Bruce Hardaker, who until Jume
19th, —, was in our employment. In that
month of that year Mr. Hardaker suddenly and
mysteriously disappeared, in company with am-
other of out employees, a chemist who worked in
our laboratory. At the same time a sum of
money—a considerable amount, to which no one
but Mr. Hardaker could have had access—also
vanished.

“ We may add that every possible effort has
been made by our firm and the police to trace
the missing men, and there is at the present
time a warrant out for the arrest of Bruce
Hardaker amnd Pietro Bonassi, which we should
be glad to hear has been pub imfto exeeution.

“ Aparti from the very copsiderable financial
loss, we have suffered greatly through this
occurrence. We had entire faith in Mr. Hard-
aker, and would have vouched for his honesty
as for our own. Moreover, we looked on him
as an especially skilful engimeer:; and we had
great faith in his future. Im fact, we may
say that it was. our intemtion to offer him
a partnership in this firm, and we naturally
feel 1t keenly that we have been so misled and
our trust so abused.

“We are, dear sir, yours faithfully,
“PANTON & CHRISTIE.

“Daddy, what does it mean?’ Pollie whis«
pered. **I—I am silly. I dor’t quite under-
stand. What has he dome?”

‘“ He has proved himself a thief, a villain!™
Sir Francis said. “ Heaven forgive him! My
darlitig, he has played the part of a scoundrel
of the basest kind—a man who has victimised
those who placed implicit trust in him.”

“ Daddy, I can’t believe it! You know ‘him,
dear. You know how impossible——"

1 cannot hear a word in his defencel®
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Sir Frauncis said sternly—so sternly that Pollie
quivered, and looked up at him with frightened
€yes.

ylt was not like him to speak to her like this,
.in that hard tone of voice.
 “ Remember,” he went on in the same stern
voice, ‘‘ this happened two years ago. Had he
been innocent of wrongdoing, would he have
hidden himself for all this time? Would he
not have come out into the open and courted
every imquiry? I am bitterly disappointed! I
am sorry for my own sake and for yours,
my darling. I knew that you thought more of
him than was perhaps good for your happiness
and peace of mind. But that is ended now.
You will think of him no more. Such a man as
Bruce Hardaker has proved himself to be is
unworthy of one thought of your pure mind.”’

‘““ Daddy, I—I can’t realise it, it is so hard
to believe!” Pollie said. “ Oh, when I think
of it I cannot believe it! He seemed to me
to be the very soul of honour! For him to be
a thief—"

She shivered.

‘“ And why should he have stolen? For
what?”’ she asked. ‘* What had he to gain?
He did -not care for money. He spent =so

little. He had his work. His prospects were

“It is no use speaking, or even thinking, of
it now,”’ he said. ‘‘The fact remains, what-
ever his reason, he was a thief. He stole from
men who trusted him. There is nothing
meaner, nothing more contemptible than this—
to abuse the faith and trust of others. It is
hard on you, little woman, to—to find that your
idol had feet of clay; to ﬁnd that one in whom
you believed so thoroughly,
to see again, is unworthy—unfit.
darling; he is not worth remembering.

He stooped suddemly, and kissed her; them
%urned away and entered the house, leaving
her in the garden alone, because he thought it
kinder.

whom you hoped
Forget him,

3

Bruce a thief! Bruce in hiding! Bruce
ashamed to be seen in the light of day! Bruce,
in whom she had believed so implicitly! Bruce,

who fin her eyes was far above all other men;
stronger tham they, incapable of their weak-
fesses !

The very sunshine about her seemed to mock

er.

‘ Here in this very garden, once he—he had
=—— I won’t think! I won’t remember!” she
cried aloud. ‘‘Oh, it must be true! And yet
it seems so impossible. I wonder if I shall ever
realise it—ever believe it? I can’t—I can’t!
* Bruce a thief; Bruce, whom I love!"”

Though the flowers were nodding in the
bright sunshine, and the air was heavy with
the drone of the bees and the scent of the
roses, though the summer was all about her,
and the blue skies smiled on her, she felt cold,
chilled through and through. The warmth and
the life seemed to have gone out of her; all the
happiness had fled.

Bruce a thief! Bruce a fugitive from justice!
The man she had loved so patiently and faith-
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fully all these long years; the man she had
looked forward to meeting again, never to
come back to her! For if he could not come
in honour he must not come at all. {

‘““I shall understand it présently,”” she whis-
pered. ‘' Now it seems so impessible—so im-
poscible!"” g

She walked slowly across the smooth lawn
till ¢he came to the old sundial, and there she
stood, leaning against it, her thoughts wvery
far away.

CHAPTER 8.
The Old Love and the New.

ARLY in the afternoon Pollie stood on
the platform of the little railway-
station, waiting for the train that was
bringing Mr. Hollister. It was early

yet, and she had some minutes to wait. Poppy,
the fat little white pony, had done the distance
in far better time than Pollie had expected,
and now she was walking up and down the
platform, waiting for the train that was not
yet signalled.

The thought that Hollister would soon bs
here brought her some strange relief. She was
worrted and troubled, filled with doubts and
suspicions. Never before in her life had it
seemed to Pollie Green that so many dark
clouds had gathered about her head at one and
the same time. Of Bruce she could not bear to
think. It must be true, and yet she could not
believe it. IFor Bruce to have sunk so low;
for Bruce, who was the soul of honour, who
had always in her ecyes seemed to be a man
who put honour before all else—to sink to
become a thief! A man who had robbed those
who had #rusted him, and who believed in
him! Noj; it seemed impossible. She could not
believe it.

She watched the four shining rails, till they
merged into one bright point in the far dis-
tance, with dry, hard eyes.

“I will not believe it!” she mubttered. “TI
can’'t! Oh, if I could hear one word from him!
1f I knew for certain that he was still living!”

She walked to fthe far end of the little plat.
form, and stood leaning against the fence.

‘I do helieve in you, Bruce!'’ she whispered.
* Nothing shall change my belief in you! I
will believe in you always. There was s=ome
m.ist:{lxke; it was not you. I will not believe

‘** Did you come here to avoid us, Margaret?”

Pollie started, and turned, to see Floretta
Macgruder and Mr, Lonsdale.

“T did not see you—I did not know that
you were here,” Pollie said.

“ And yet it looked so very much as if you
had come here to avoid us,”” Miss Macgruder
sald. “If I have offended you,. ] 2

“1 tell you that I did not know that you were
here, and I did not come here to avoid you,’”
Pollie said. .

‘ Dear me, how sharply you speak! I feel

P——
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Auite e that In some way I *must have
alteideil you," Miss Macgruder said.

“You have not., I—I am not very well
todday,” Pollle sald,

“¥uu look very far from belng well, Miss
fraen,' Mr, Lonsdale said. * You look white,
Ml your eyes are heavy.”

"1 muppose you have bheen taking too much
viulent exercise in the enn?”’ Miss Macgruder
walil,

L Mippose 80," Pollie said listlessly.

“Mave you heard the mews? At least, no; I
koW  you haven's,” Miss Macgruder said.
" No one knows it yet, except ourselves, and I
PAlL tell you how deeply we feel it.”

" {n It bad news?”
~ Very bad. Mr, Lonsdale has ma¥e up his
wind to leave us!®

Pollly and John Tonsdale exchanged gquick

IMioes,  Bhe understood. He was going back
0 London to take up his work afresh; mith the
help of her money, he was going to #ry and
ke bhe lives of those whom he loved so well
bappler and brighter than they had been.

"0 I8 very unkind of him,” Floretta said.
" Wo llave all grown to—to—to like him so
mieh ! 8he gave him a quick, upward glanece,
Alil then dropped her eyes. ““ We shall ail miss
Il wo when he is gone, and father, I am sure,
\wllllr 'r'mL find anyone else to suit him half so
wull, 5 \

1t {8 kind of you to speak of me like thig,”
Lonadale said, m his desp voice. © “ It will he

bl to go and know that T leave cood friends
ll'll}lltl”me who one day may welecome me back
Wialn, :

"Who- will miss you Very, very much,”
Florebta said, trying to blush, and casbing her
ayos down.,  “ Who will—will think of you a

PORL deal,” she added,” in a very low voice
lint only he could hear.

But he was not thinking of Miss Maegruder
at thig moment. He was watching the lovely
fuce before him, and realising that one of the
hurdest things for him would be to go and not
#bo this girl again.

hut it was she who was sending him, and he
Win going gladly to do her work and his,

Iloretta looked up and saw the direction of
s gaze, and her face hardened. She was wast-
Ing her wiles and her artifices on this man, who
Wis g0 unconseious of them, who seemed to
hive no eyes for anyone except thab debestable
Pollie Green,

Y Oh, and Margaret, that reminds me!” she
fuld suddenly. “I am going to seold you very
mueh. You are a very naughty girl indeed!
Of course, T know it is only fun—it could, of
tourse, be nothing else than mere amusement to
ou g b}lt it- is. so ridiculous to see that silly

Y=
T on Pollie

quickly.

‘"1 think you do!*’ Miss Macgruder laughed,
and shook her finger at Pollie, “It is =o
naughty anid mischievous of you, hut you really
ahnllltl not do it; it unsettles the foolish Loy
0.’

understand youl!”’ said
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“ Will you tell me what you mean, please??’?
Pollie cried.

" Oh, my dear, you know, of course, what I
mean! Those ridiculous flowers, that is what I
am talking about, and those little notes. I
took ome from him yesterday. Really, you
should have a. little more pride, if you will
forgive me for saying so !’

I suppese you know what you are talking
about?*” Pollic said slowly. ** But if you think
that T do, you are quite wrong. What silly boy?
What notes?®

“Of course, my dear, if you pretend ignor-
ance, I must pretend, too, and pretend to
believe you!” Miss Maecgruder said.; ' How-
ever, it 1s scarcely a matter that I want to dis-
cuss before Mr. Lonsdale,” o
a2

" Then ~why did you mention it at k
Pollie said. * And, since you Jhave mentioned
it, Miss. Macgruder, I must dinsist that you

explain to me what you really do mean!”’

i ist! That is hardly the word to use, is
it?” M Macgruder said. ;
“I don’t want to quarrel with you,” Pollie
said, “but I mean to find oubt what you are

driving at!”?

* Driving? Dear me, I don’t drive! And,
really, T prefer mnobt to discuss the matter
further; it is rather painful to me. I am sure
Mr. Lonsdale agrees with me that a—a rather
delicate matter is better not discussed on a
railway-station,”” .

“1 think Miss Green has the right to know
what you meant, Miss Maegruder,” he said
coldly. /

S Of course I have the right!” Pollie said.
“You make insinuations ahout me and some—
some gilly boy; you say things that I do not
understand, and yet refuse to give me an ex-
planation!”’

" As you both seem to be against me,” Miss
Macgruder said, ‘I prefer to say no more.
You, at any rate, Miss Green, know full well
to what T am referring, in spite of your very
cleverly assumed ignorance! A young lady who
sends flowers and affectionate notes to a—a—
we will say gentleman **—she laughed harshly—
“to a young gentleman-—-" :

“Do you mean to say that I bave?’’ Pollie
cried.  * How dare you suggest?”  Her eyes
flamed. ;

“1 am certainly not going to quarrel with
you here, It is low and vulgar, and I am sure
I don’t wish Billings, the porter, to hear me
quarrelling with anyone. As you seem in such a
bad temper to-day, Miss Green, I will say good-
afternoon!™

And Miss Macgruder turned rapidly away.

Pollie’s fa was hot and her eyes werd
blazing. as she looked after Miss Macgruder,
But, after all, what did it matter? Tlorettm
Macgruder had a notoriously venomous tongue ;
everyone knew it. She was not worth troubling
about, and certainly just now Pollie had too
much to worry about and think over than to
waste time and thought over Miss Macgruder.
. 1 suppose you do not belicve these—thess
suggestions that she makes about me?” Pollie

Ins
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said, looking up at Lonsdale, with her Lonest
blue eyes. ;
‘““1 believe nbthing ill of you, Mis§ Green,

now or ever,”” he sald simpiy.
“ Thank you! I am glad, e
to stand well in your thoughts.”

should like

It was very c=imply said, and it was so
evidently hm‘nﬁtTv meant that for a moment
his dark face flushed.

“ You will always stand well in my thoughts,”

€ 8saild. >g sure o cna (0] SH L0} W
h S f that. You know why I
am going to London, Miss CGrecn?’’

“Yes; I know you are going to do the work
that T shou d de. You are going to save me
from going.”

“1 am going back to those who need me, to

carry to them your help. And now, good-bye!
The train is coming in.”” He held her hand

tightly for a moment. “I may come to say
good-bye before I go?” he asked.

“T shouid be hurt and sorry if you did not,”

she said quickly. 3
And then he turned away to join Miss Mac-
gruder, who was watching them from a dis-

tance, with no amiable expression on her face.

“ You are all -alike!" she said shrilly,
with a sneering laugh. ¢ She takes you all in!
£h, it you could only see through her as a
woman can!”’

She could not for the life of her suppress
this ‘little outburst of spite against Pollie
Green, whom she hated as all narrow-minded,
jealous, and ill-favoured women of middle age
hate those who are )oun(rer and more beautiful
than they are.

o Dmlt vou know that WMiss
name for being an arrant flirt? There is not a
man, or eveir a boy, in the neighkourhood who
has not at some time or another fancied himself
in love with her.”

Lonsdale smiled quietly.

‘“ Ope can hardly wonder at

Miss Macgruder’s pale eyes
anger.

“ Wonder at
she said. “1I
to her that I
flirtation with

Green has the

i6,’* e said.
flashed with

it! B8he is positively shameless!”
suppose you know when I spoke
was referring to her abominable
a wretehed louf belonging to the
village, a mere boy, who attends my Sunday-
gchool—James R}hbmg,‘?"

*“1 did not know, nor do I wish to—

“The idiotic = wreteh is always hugging
flowers that she sends to him!” she went on.
“ It is a positive scandal! And such an ugly
little wretch as he is, too! He takes her flowers
every day. I have had him watehed, and I
know beyond the shadow of a doubt. He has
been seen to take flowers to the Manor Iouse,
and return with others, and to the others there
is usually some ridienlous note atbached. Per-
haps you may not helieve me, Mr. Lonsdale.
I own that it is difficult to believe that a young
woman of Miss Green’s position should be so
dead to all shame, but the fact remains: And
if you do not” believe me, you may ask Mark-
well, our gardener, who has followed Ribbing
several times.'’

Lonsdale hit his lips.

'

and:
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Pt l\now nothing, and wish to know nothing?i*

he said.

“ I suppose not,
self to her shorbcomings,
have done! -But——"

She kroke off suddenly as the train steamed
into the station.

*“ Aunother friend! Really, Miss Green is to be
congratulated! And hew very pleased he seems
telisees hiertnile She Sile U

Miss Macgruder laughed unpleasantly, and
John Lonsdale's face burned for a moment.

Before the train had come to a standstill Ber-
tram follister swung himself out from the first-

You prefer to blind your-
just as other men

class carriage, and sprang lightly on to the
platform. 8 3
“This is kind of you!” he said, taking

Pollie’s hand. * Something that I scarcely dared

to hope for. But what is the matier? You
don't look well. You lecok altered since I caw
you last. Your cheeks are white.”

He looked down at her anxiously.

“1I am- a little troubled—worried,”” she =aid,
with a cateh jn her voice. ‘ And—and I am

very, very glad that you have eome!”

Polliz did not notice that Bertram Hollister's
gre“tmg was a little warmer than their sligh$
previous daqudlntance quite justified, and that
the look of pleasure in his face was perhaps a
little tco pronounced. ;

“You .are worried and troubled,” he said,
“1 should not have thought that worry and
trouble could ever come into your flife.”

“ But, it has,” she said. *‘Still, I ought nob
to talk to you about such unpleasant things im-
mediately on your arrival,”

‘T should like to feel that you are talking fo
me on the matter that is nearest to your heart
always,” he said.

Poliie looked™ at him quickly.

‘“ And what about tihe matter that is neares !‘.
to your heart,” she sa:d. * Have vou seen her
yet? Have you heard anything of her?”

g
“ Why, of Penelope Grant,” Pollie
““Oh!”’. Hollister's face changed.

said briefly, “ I've heard mnothing

‘““And 'all your enquiries,.your
her are fruitless?’ Pollie asked.
and turned his head away.

*“To tell you the truth, I have net just lately
been secking for her,’” he said. ** I hbelieve that
she must be married and settled down some-
where. Perbaps she has gene out of the country,
At any rate, it has struek me as ridieulous
to believe that after 20 many years she could
still have the same feelings for me as she had
when- 1 left England.”

said.
“No,’= = he
of her.”
searches for
e coughed,

£ If she loy (d you them, she must love you
now,” Pollie said.
Hetliister did nob answer. He seemed uneasy,

The sudden turn of the ccnversation to Penelope

Grant seemed to take the enthusiasm out o
him. ;

‘Hallo! Is this yours? “What a jolly fat
little pony! By George,” though, it is rathe
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fouh on Mer to expect her to tug a heavy
wolght [tke I o over these roads!”
YOh, we ecan do it casily enough!' Pollie

wilil

' toodishlooking chap, that parson,” Hollister
b, ns Pollde bowed to Lonsdale. “ I seem to
hiinw hils faee, too,"” he added thoughtfuly.

Y Mr. Lonsdale has not been here very long,
and ba (s going to-—-"

" Lonwdale, of course!” cried Hollister. * That’s
the anJohn Lonsdale, He.used to be curate
al Chadwick-on-Sea six or seven years ago, and
Ielt thers to go to London.”

"Il.hmlwlck 18 mBt very far from here,”” Pollie
wild,

“No, I know that. T used to spend some time
Lhere once. It was where ”’—he paused— *where
I et met Miss Grant.  She lived there in
thaowe days.'” . ;

And did Mr. Lonsdale know ther?’ Pollie
ialeod,

" 0h, yes, of course! He was curate tbere, und

G r'nrutv knows everyome, 1 suppose.
“Then perhaps he mwht——

00, mo, not likely! Besides, I have been
thinking. Perhaps after all these years——'"

" h, am sure—sure. she would mot have
ohunged, mot if she really cared for you!”

Pollle said.

Iy face did not take on the look of joy
wid pelief that she expected her words would
Pse In him. On the. contrary, he looked de-
Jooted and mizerable.

“ Do you really —Iealh, want to see her again,’

Pollfe asked.

Ol yes, of course—of course I do! Why
shiould I have advertised if I didn't?” he said.
It Wgemed to her that there was a want of
wilhusiasm in his voice. »

“[ should like you both to meet again,”
Pollle eaid. “1 will tell _'011 what we will do
olle day. We will drive over to Chadwick—it is
ullly about six miles—and then you can show me
where " she h.ed and tell me all about her.

| shall enjoy driving with you immensely,’
he paid. © And-and furme me, I had mc:mb
to usk before. Your friend, the one who "—he
pulised—*“I mean the fellow you thought—ex-
weted to meet that might—have rou heard any-
lhin}z about him? Has he written, or anvthing?"’

NG, “ e has not

Pollie quietly.

said

written, but I have heard of him.’

‘“And—and perhaps you will meet soon?'’ he
naked.

Pollie shook ller head without speaking, and
Mallister’s face lightened up wonderfully.

“You mean that he kas married, or some-
Phlng of that kind?”

“No, I do mot know. Perhaps he has. I
pannot say. At any rate——-0h, Mr. Hollist

1h'

Mease do not speak to me about him! ;
again.

joird of him, and we shall never meet
Ihat is all 1T know.”
Her voice broke for a moment, and she turmed
lier head away.
And perhaps it was as well, so that she should
not see the sudden gleam of joy that had come
l\]ts IIIL

ST.

Jhe
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jogeed homeward ag

JOHN
little, fat white pony j

a good pace.

“It was kind of you to come,”’
presently.

“It was kinder
1t seems
here

Pollie said
of you to ask me. To
almost like coming home, to come
to you, although I am such an utter

inger to you. Stii!, wihen a man has knocked
.xbmzt the world, and has no friends—not one
left—it is ‘-'.umet.n.n" for him to know there is at
least pne door mul to hi m, one welcowme for him,
m the land ¢f his birth.’

Rl o elad )ou feel like that,” Pollie caid.

“I do, and I shall never cease to he grateful
to you and vour father for oflering s! clter to
a homeless wanderer.”

“I hope tihat you will stay with us a long
time,”" Pollie said, * and that v.ihen you leave ua
it will.be to come back scom.

“ You mean that?”’

‘““Of course.” She turned her face to him

“I mpever say anylhing I don't mean. I
can't make pollte LGII\Ul‘qrithI} you know.”

‘“ Thank Heaven for that!” he said feelingly.

Sir IFraneis stood on the steps. IHe believed
in the good old English custom of greeting
a guest nqht at his own hall door.

*“I am very  glad to' see youn,”
slnkin(r hands “,erIv with Hollister.

And I am very glad to be here,” Holhstcr
answered.

The two men took one amother in
glance,- and both were satistled.

Ten minutes later Pollie was waiting in thas
hall for Hollister.

I am going to show you the garden,’
said, ase he came down the stairs.

“ There i3 nothing I should like better.”
And together they passed out on the lawn

me,

he said,

ata.

slie

“ What a pretty old place this is!” he ex-
claimed. ‘‘ Hallo!” He started.
“ Coosha,” Pollie said severely, * you mush

not do that. hurt
yourself, falling out of trees
Coosha, who had suddenly landed on the
grouwnd m]mehatel} before them {from the
branches of a chesinut-tree, plcked herself up.
“Bery sorry; speck l give ;.0 & - jump,”
she said to Hollister. *“ Speck yo’ de Mister
I{oh:ter dat' I hear plenty chat about lately
—eh 77

a1 expect I am,” he eald

One of these days you will
like that.”

‘“‘Bery pleased to . meet yo',” said Coosha
affably. ¢ Bery mice-looking young man,” she
said audibly to DPollie.

Pollie flushed.

*“ Coosha, 1 think if you——"

“0h, yes. I know all 'bm[b dat! Yo' wan®
me to run off, don't yo S0 ¥o' can E‘ub an
mtereﬁtmf? chat wid yo' ole friend Mr. Hol-
lister, whom yo' ounly seem once before in yo’
life, Pollie Green! All right!”

“You must never take motice of anything,
Coosha says,” Pollie said as soon as Coosha had
gome.

an hour or longer Pollie  and Hol-
up .m‘rl down the garden.
gone oub to look

For half
lister walked slowly
Considering that Hollister had
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at the garden he saw wonderfully little of i#,
and a great deal of +the beautiful profile
besidu him. :

* And mow,
Pollie
for mews
Pollie,

what about Miss CGrant?” asked
quddemy. “You make me so anxicus
of her. By the way," ‘wenot on
*“when shall we go over to Chadwick?”

! Chadwick!” . His face fell. . “* Oh, there’s
no hurry!” he said. ‘At lc(mt I meéan that
I am quite ready to go at amy time you like,”
he added.

“But you—surely you are anxious.” You
might hear mews there.””

‘*Yes, yes, of ecourse, I might hear mnews,”
he said.

SOf° Migs  Grant, I mean.”

“Yes; but——" Hollister paused. It had
not ﬂrmﬂod on him lately that he was not so
anxious to hear news of AMiss Graub. It was
strange how he had kept the image of that

girl in his heart during all the long years of
hig absence from home, how faithful and con-
stant he had been to her, and mow how
changed all had suddenly become (o him!
He wondered why he glameed down at the
lovely face heside Tim, amd wondered why no
" longer; he knew why.

““Tell me about her,” Pollie said.

‘ There is so little to tell. 1 have not seen
her for so long., The years make a great
change, and—and she may be different now
from .what I remember her to ba’ He did
did not speak like a lover passicuately eager
to sce bis ladylove again.

“1 though you cared so much
Pallie said disappointedly.

“0h, I—I did!” he stammered. *°0f course
I did, I thought the world of her. But I
have been realising since that it is very likely
that she is married. I was mad to think that

for ber,”

she could have wailed. She had no reason
to believe that 1 would ever come back
again. She' was entirely free, and 1 was.

There was no engagement,
were engaged—hound
He was silent,

it was not as if we
to one another.”
He turned his face away from

her.
5 Guevone eannot control one’s feelings al-
ways,” ke said at Iast. “1 did love her.

other woman seemed equal to her w my e
I ]mde I think, amn ddeal of her
B_eeo,u-:v )nu loved her. *
“¥es, becavse I loved her.”
“And it will be the same with her,’”” Pollie
said. ““ You may be sure that she still loves
you, and thinks of you, and. perhaps prays
for you to come back to her, and you will
find her ;ll(“:(’llt Y, and then you will make her

very happy.”’

Bertram Hollister did not answer. The pro-
gramme did not please him th all. He looked

down into the
and then he

glowing, eager face beside him,
;eahsed that he mever wanted to

find Pemelope Gmm wvmr;, that his love for
er belomged entirel ?o the past, and. mnow
was  gone, mever fo mme baeck again.

Because pnother love had come imto ki
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heart to turm the ¢ld love out—s another Iovg
that was making the blood tingle in his veing
now, and was longing to ery aloud those threc
words that are ever mearest to a lover's ton
gue—**“1I love youl’ ‘

And it was to ithe
ionged to say them!?

gitl beside him that he

GHAPTER 9.

In the Bollington Woods.
a4 Y goodness, if dat Pollie Green ain'{
gone and pick up anoder young
man!” Coosha mutbtered. ¢ Huh/
Speck dat Pollie Green don't want
my society to-night. Always- de way. Wherd
dere’s no young men about, it’s ¢ Come, Coosha,
let’'s go for a walk!’ -  Coosha .hery greaf
favourite den; and w 1 de young mam tum
up, Coosha, yo' not wert’ a hamg, yo' no good,
yo' go and fry yo' face Clear out! Two’s com-
pany, trees none. Dat’s de sort ob talk dat

males me sick. Dere’s no end to de young mer

dat Pollie Green get hold ob, Dere’s Bruce
Hardaker. Where de dickens him gone? Morg
dan I can make out. Speek him tired, and

gone and got married to some oder girl, Den
dere was Lie pore ole dook. Bery goed sort ob
man dab dook. Pity him die. Den dere was
de long parson chap, and now dere come along
dis mew feller. Don’t tink I like dat new feller
ober much. Bery pu]lteful and all de rest, but

him seem t0 be making de pace aliogeder toa

quick., Well, I think ole Bruce Hardaker de

bestt ob de tlot. Wonder where - him gome?

Speck him married, or dead, or suffing.”
Coosha ‘whistled to a dmeput*:' yellow

mongrel dog that was her especial fnend and
companion,

" Wonder if Bill Jones am going out to-night?’
she muttered. “Tink I go and see. Dis res 1)ect~
able life make me tired.” ]

Bill Jones was the village ne’er-do-weil. He

was a man of about fifty years of age, without
much harm in him, except that he Was 4 con-
firmed poacher. Pos wching was the very breath
of life to Bill Jones. If he had suddenly found
himself the possessor of ten thousand ‘a year,
and with everything that money in reason could
buy, he would probably have put on his old
clothes and called to his lurcher, and gone off for
a night’s enjoyment—poaching,

He had been hauled up many a tlme, and had
,uﬂered several terms of imprisonment, but he

accepted the rever of fortune phi1050}3-}1&:@13'
The delights of poacling were well worth .all
the pains and penalties.

Bill Jones lived by himsgelf, in an old, tumble-
down cottage, on the bhorders of Sir William
Bollington’s estate. And Bill jones was a par-
ficnlar thorn in Sir William Bollington’s side.

Now, although it was a secret that no cme
knew, Coosha and Mr. Jones were the hest of
friends; and when Coosha found time hang pap-
ticularly heavy on her hands, she often made 2
night exeursion into the Bollington Woods with
;»EI‘ Jones.
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yellow
Ber by him, and the four of them—Mr.
il Wis dog, and Coosha and hers-—generally
shwuil o very gootf bag as the result of their
fighl's mport,

whing o roundabout path, so as to avoid the
v, Uooshin arrived at the cottage, and tapped
wi e door,

ooshn's btop was peculiar. She tapped one,
Ao pauped; then tapped twice, and paused
spuli g fupally she tapped three times rapidly.

SHhought yoeu might come,” Bill Jones said.
Y1 lpdn getting ready. Sha’n’t want the dogs
foonlght,"” he added. *“I see you got Slinker
with you, We'll leave 'im ‘ere, tied up. Going
inlilbing,"” he added.

Conlin nodded, and her eyes sparkled at the
siuhih of the neatly-prepared snares on which Mr,
Iotem hind been working—cunningly contrived
]Ittlu uwllnirs that only Mr. Jones could make
with perfection,

%A gouple o' ferrets, and the wires, and we
Qi to do- well,”” he said.

“WMlinker bery good behave deg. Speck he
wiight come, top?” Coosha said. ** I tole Slinker
he |:1I;I.tht, come, and I don't like to break my
word,'

“0Oh, all right!. Let him come. Only if he
Rlels up a row, I'll do for 'im!” said Bill Jones

ploasantly.

WAll right!” said Coosha. *“If yo' do for

IInkm‘.' I'll do for yo'! Yo’ kill Slinker, den 1

il yo'l" :

Mrp, Jones smiled and showed a bery bad set
ol teeth, and, with this amicable understanding,
'lllr‘g started. .

It was not a new experience to Coosha. B8he
Luew the lay of the land almest as well as the
spoomplished old poacher did, There was a
gﬁaml deal of ciimbing to be done, in and out of
slppp ditches, until

mongrel dog had been given to
Jones

II--I

hey were well inside Sir
Willlam's preserves. After that the greatest
wnution had to be chserved. Sir William kept
four keepers, and these men were about the
woods all night. They had to crouch low in
# diteh to allow one of these keepers to pass,
which he did within three yards of them; then,
when the sound of the rustling branches and his
footsteps had died away, Coosha and Jones went
on their way again.

It was half an hour from the time they left
thie cottage when they reached the rabbit-
wurren which Bill Jones had particularly marked
for the night's sport.

It was in a clearing on the side of a somewhat
pleep, but not a very high, hill, at the top -of
which ran a right-of-way foetpath through Sir
William's estate, which same footpath was the
onnge of many and bitter quarrels between Sir
William ard the villagers.

On a moonlight night it would have. been im-
wosslble to poach this warren, as Mr. Jones

new, because, except for the tall and rank
woeeds and thistles that grew here and there,
there was no cover at all where they could hide
It a keeper came along.

"1 reckon we cot abent a hour and a ‘arf

27

before the moon rises,” he muttered to Coosha,
“and I dare say by then we’ll 'ave got all we
want.”

Coosha sat on the ground while the poacher
lighted a dark lantern. It was risky even show-
ing the light for a moment, but to work up
here without a light was utterly impossible. i

There were the rabbit-runs to be iocated, the
snares to be set aceordingly, and then, when this
was done, the ferrets to be dropped into the
most likely holes. But Jones worked rapidiy,
and everything was done in a few moments.

Coosha had four snares under her supervision,
and the man took charge of the rest.

It was just as he had anticipated. The warren
had been Jleft severely alone for a good many
months. Almost as soon as the ferrets were
sent to earth, the rabbits began to bolt, and
squeak after squeak proclaimed the fact thab
they had made acquaintance with the wire
STLATES.

It was hard work for upwards of an hour.
Rabbit after rabbit had to be taken from the
snares, the snares reset, and Coosha found that
her hands were pretty well full looking after
the four snares under her command.

*“Tink we done pretty weli for dis one night,””
she muttered. * Speck we must hab got tirty
rabbits if we got one.”

Jones grunted. He was well satisfied. “The
sack that he had brought was pretty well fuil.

‘“Torty-two,” he muttered hoarsely. * We
may as well make a ’arf-’undred of it, and then
I'll have time to get over to Ringford with 'em
hefore daylight."”

There was a dealer at Ringford who relieved
Mr. Jones of his spoils at about a quarter the
proper market value, as Coosha knew.

So the snares were set again, and after a few
more squeaks the poacher proceeded to pack up.

“We ain’t been worried overmuch with them

fellers townight, miss,” he muttered. ¢ We——
'Ush! '0ld that dawg!’ he breathed. * Lay
low!”

There was a sound of cracking underbush and
heavy footsteps above them, The sound came
nearer and nearer, and Coosha, crouching low
against the damp earth, with her arms round
Slinker, held her breath.

Jones groaned in the bitterness of his epirit.
They had waited just a few minutes too long.
The moon was already rising, and before very
long its white light would reveal their presence
on the bare hiliside, unless the keeper above
went away soon erough to enable them to take
cover.

The man on the path above them was walking
slowly, very slowly, and now suddenly he stopped
dead.

The intense darkness had lifted a little, and,
looking up, Coosha could distinctly see the dark
shape of a man sbtanding almost immediately
above her on the hilltop.

“Wis' to goodness dat idot go along,” she
thought, ‘ wasting his time sfanding dere! Tink
I'll speak to Sir William about his laziness.”

Graduaily the landscape was brightening. The
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moon was rising, and Jones, lying flat against
the weeds and thistles, groaned in fury against
-his ill-luck,

Why on earth dida't the man move? He was
standing as still as though carved oub of a
block of coal. Once Coosha, whose hearing -was
very acute, thought that she could detect the
sound of a sigh. But this was hardly likely, as
gamekeepers do not usually sigh, as she reflected,

“ Dat chap struck dumb and silly, I speek,”
she thought. * Why to goodness don’t he move
off 7 Never see such a stuck idiot, standing dere
doing nothing! ’S-sh!”’ she whispered. For the
motionless, silent figure seemed to be getting
on - §linker’s nerves, and he was showing signs
of umeasiness.  * Dat’s all’ right! Yo’ keep
quiet!” Coosha breathed in the dog’s ear.
“Dat’s only a harmless idiot dat’s been and lost
him way.” ;

Slinker settled himself down again.

The moon was coming up now. It was getbting
lichter and lighter. Every moment was adding
to their danger, and still the man above them
never moved. Onece or twice he changed his
position, and that was all.

“ Wonder if dat idiot waiting here to see de
sun  rise?” Coosha mutbered. “Wonder if
him—"

She paused suddenly.  The moon was now
clear in the sky, and was shining directly down
on the dark figure above her. a

It was not a gamekeeper.
no gun; he was not wearing a gamekeeper’s
dress, no stout leggings and heavy boots.
Besides, Coosha, who knew Sir William’s gamie-
keepers well by sight, knew at once that this
tall figure belonged to none of the four. Then
who was he, and what was he doing here?

The man’s face was turned away from the
moonlight; but as Coosha watched he shifted
his position, and gradually his face came into
the direet rays of the moon,

The man carried

"“I—I out ob my mind!” Coosha gasped. ‘1
gone mad, or sufling! What I—I speck it
am a ghose! Speck him dead, and dis him

ghose come to haunt me!
ghose!”

Coosha cowered elose to the earth, for the
bright moonshine had revealed a face that was

Dat’s it; it am a

very familiar to her—the face of Bruce
Hardaker!
He was ag white as death. This was pro-

bably owing to the effect of the white moon-
shine, but Coosha mnever gave the cause a
thought.

She was sure that it was @ ghost.. There was
not the slightest doubt in her mind, and Coasha,
who was afraid of nothing that lived and moved
in the ordinary way, lay flat on the ground,
shivering with terror.

It was the ghogt of Bruce Hardaker. There he
stood, above her in the bright maoonshine, ‘which
Tevealed. a haggard and worn face. It was Bruce
Hardaker; but how altered, how different from
the man she had known! The real Bruce had
been smart in appearance. Though never a
dandy, he had dressed well.
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His clothes, though plain, had always been
good and well-fitting, This man wore the
clothes of a tramp; they hung on him in 198,
He was unshaven; his face worn, haggard,

CHAPTER 10.
biscovered by Gameleepers.
HE sound of a movement behind her

caused Ceosha to turn her head. Some-
thing was happening. She heard a

smothered oath from Jones, and then
the sound «¢f a low, gruff voice.

Coosha understood in an instant. They had
been discovered by the gamekeepers, and Jones
was a captive in their hands. But even in this
moment of anxiety she looked up quickly again,
and saw that the figure above her had suddenly
vanished.

“I knowed §t!” she gasped, *“I know it to
certain suah him a ghose! Now hi—-1?

“Got you!” muttered a voice in her ear, ‘and
a heavy hand was laid suddenly on Coosha’s
shoulder. * Hallo, it’s a gal!’?

“Beg yo’ pardon,” said
wrigeled in her captor’s
lady I’

“Why, it's the black gal from——" shouted
the gamekeeper. ‘'‘ Here's a go, Dick! It's the
young black person from Sir Francis Green’s!®

“’Anged if it ain’t the rottenest luck !’ saidi
Jones, as he was dragged to his feet, * Some
feller come along and stood there for about ten
minutes, and I thought it was one of yon ehaps,
and so we laid still; but I expect ‘e wasn'h
nothing more than a poacher himself.”

*He wasn’t,” said Coosha solemnly; *“ dat was
a ghose.”?

“ Well, you ain’t, anyways,” said the keeper,
who had his hand on Coosha; and now we’ll Just
trouble you to come along up to the ‘ouse and
see what Sir William’s got to say to you!”

Jones groaned.

“It’s the rottonest luck, ’anged if it isp’t!
Looks like us being in trouble, miss!”

It certainly did look like it. The three game-
keepers, with their prisoners and a huge sack
of rabbits, and Jones's carefully prepared litble
wire snares, marched off through the wood in
the direction of the hpuse, from the lower win-
dows of which lights were gleaming out into the
now brightly moounlit night.

. 3 » . C . 3

“Bery unplesen” situation dis,”* Coosha mute
tered to herself. *’Speck dere be some pretty
bad trouble for somebody, and ‘speck dat some«
‘body likely to be me. Look here,” she added
aloud, “I don’t 'low no familiarity, me and yo’
neber been introduce, and dere’s no Teason we
should walk arm-in-arm, young man.”

The gamekeeper, who had Coosha safely in his
custody, smiled, but made no reply.

“Yo' take yo’ hand off me dis minit, ab
cuce!” said Coosha.

“ That’s all right,” said the gamekeeper, ¥ if
ain’t fur now,’” i

Coosha, as she vainly
grasp, “1 am a young



BY MABEL

S bory lmpuden' young man,” said Coosha,
Wilh w aultf, 1 speak to yo' master 'bout yo’
MRS  prasen'ly, by-me-by.” She stole a
RiRle ab her opmpanion in misfortune.

unmu Jones, having been apprehended, and
Buiwing thal eseape was out of the question,
sl alie knowing full well what he was going
0 ek ab hin journey's end, took matters phila-
saphteally, There was no need for woeery and
alRiely now, so with his hands in his pockets,
Wi Lridgod along whistling to himselt, i
I Huplng Coosha looking at him, he winked at
i

‘Burry I prat you to come and see me catch
fabiliits to-night, miss,”” he said.

Canshin sbared.

“' Itul.”yu' ueber arst me; I come to yo' house,

[l

Jlml‘n glared at her.

“'Old yer row!” he whispered, under his
Bieath, ““If you keep your face shut, I'll get
Yo oir,"

W0 won't do nothing ob de kine,” gaid
fhoslin, " I'm as nuch in dis as yo® are.”

Iy this time they had arrived at the house,
sl the gamekeepers conducted their prisoners
IIHI Lo front steps, and rang a peal on the bell,

ol was speedily answered by a footman in
{

yory.
Tonlght 8ir William DBollington had been
IWlng o little dinner-party, and from the draw-
Wi room came the sounds of music.
uront pity to worry de ole boy to-night,”
Bl Coosha. © “ S’pose we call again in e
:,\urulnn. Besides dat, I ain’t got my visiting
Fesn on."

Jones grinned., The gamekeepers frowned, and
[llll‘llt‘tl Coosha into the rcom, the door of which
ho footman opened.

It wie a large and not very pleasant apart-
fent, eparsely furnished with a writing-table
il ahout a dozen uncomfortable-looking chairs.

They had not very long to wait before Sir
Willlam came in. He was a #all, portly old
runtl:-'nnu, with wkite hair, and a very red face.
wunlly a genial, good-tempered old person, the
mere thought that he had to deal with poachers
l‘mmnlled every vestige of geniality from
oo,

"' (lood-ebening!” said Coosha aflably. * Bery
norry to trovble yo' dis time ob de night, but
done men don’t seem to hab no consideration as
all, I told dem dat we’d better look roun’ in
o morning, but—"

* Wlhiat's  this?’ said Sir William sharply:
M what is this young person here for, Dawkins?’’

he head gamekeeper touched his forehead.

" Borry to say, Sir William, we caught ’er and

Jones 'ere in the act of poaching, and took
Lhigse 'ere rabbits and snares from ’‘em, they

lu'llui in their possession.”

" Poaching. you——" Sir William glared at
QOoRla. ‘' Are you not——"

“VYes, I am” said Coosha promptly, * and
huryllqmc'h annoyed by de rude manners ob dese
tmoen! ‘

" Are you not staying at Sir Francis Green's
houga???

" Yes; I'm i adopted daughier,” said Coosha,

his’
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Sir William sat down ab his table.

‘_‘1Now, Dawkins, what is the charge?” he
saia.

Y Pagsing began
Dawkins, .

* Yo' shut up yo’ row!”’ said Coosha. * Yo'
lebe dis to me. It was like dis ’ere: To-night,
habing nothing to do—

“I'd like to say,” said Jones, interrupting,
“that the young lady ain’t got nothing to .do
with it. Tl admit the poaching all right. I
was ab it; it was a fair cop, but the young lady
only came to logk on; she didn't ‘ave
nothing 7

* Dat’s a most abominable lie!” said Coosha
stoutly. *“ I done de poaching same as he did."

Sir William bit the end of hig pen,

* Dawkins, what is the charge?” ha repeated.

“1 was saying, sir—-"" said Dawkins.

“ We don’t want none of your chin musie, ola
pimple nose,” said Coosha. ‘ Let me tell de
story, and I swear it am de trufe! ‘'Lo-
night—-""

“ I were a-going a-poaching,” said Jones, “ and
on my way I met this young lady, and I said to
’e::,l‘ I'm going to catch a Tew rabbits, miss,” I
said——-""

* Dat man ain’ got no regard for de trufe.”
said Coosha., *‘It was nothing of de sorb; ’im
telling lies to get me off, and I ain’t going to
be got  off, neider. “ Look ‘ere, old gentle-
man—-" -

“ Will you be silent?”* said Sir William.

“Sha'n’t!” said Coosha. ** Be silent yo’self;
dis matter interferes wid me, and I’ve oot de
right to talk, and I'm going to talk, and no-
budy ‘ere ain’t going to prevent me, neider.”

sShe glared round as she spoke.

¢ Dawking? ’’said Sir William.

“ I was going to say, Sir William. Passing by
Inver Coppice this evening, I 2

*Oh, shut up!” said Coosha, “ De way yo’
keep on repeating what yo’ said before makes
me tired. Dis was de trufe—"*

“ Was this young woman poaching?' roared
Sir William.

* She were!"” said Dawkins solemnly.

“Yo' bare-faced old idiot!”’ said Coosha. *“T
was doing nofing ob de kine. I was looking at
Bruce Hardaker.”

“Is the person she mentions in custody also?™
Sir William asked.

“ No, 8ir William; there wasn't no one else,
only these two, and these snares which we——""

* You most remarkable liar!” said Coosha;
 dere was Bruce Hardaker dere, and if yo’ say
him wasn’t, I don’t know, I'm sure, where yo'
tink yo’ go to one ob dese days.”

“I ask you to believe me, Sir William,” said
Jones earnestly, “ that this young lady ’adn’d
got nothing to do with it at all. T said to ’'er—
I said, ‘T'm going to catch a few rabbits for
dinner to-morrow—->"

“ For dinner?” Sir William glared at the pile
of rabbits. ‘° You seem to have a large appetite,
Jones!”’ -

“1 can do my share, I am thankful to says

sir,” said Jones.

Inver Coppice, about—-""
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“ 8o T should think: fifty rabbits for a man's
dinner! Upon my soul, you impudent rascal, I
shall make it hot for you!” :

““I ’ad an idea you was going 1o, sir,”’ said
Jones meekly.

“ T tink yo' bery bad-tempered ole person,”
¢aid Coosha. *“ What de use flying into a rage
*bout a few rabbits—eh?”

“mpurn that creature out!” said 'Sir William
fiercely. 4

“ Phat’s right,” said Jones, “ you turn ’er
out; she ’asn’t got no right ‘ere at all!”

‘“ But, begging your pardon, Sir William, she
was poaching along with Jones. I caught the
two of em, and these ’ere snares and ail in
their possession.’

Sir William frowned. It was very evident that
this girl, a protege of Sir Franecis Green, could
not- be a poacher by profession; it was some
adventure she had embarked in, and S8ir William
knew that he could not offend his brother justice
“of the peace by sending Coosha to prison on such

a charge. -
““ What de chap wid de red nose hab re
marked,”’ said Coosha, ‘ am puffeckly correck.

1 was poaching ’long wid Bill Jones, anyting
dat Bill Jones say to de contrary am a most
abominable lie!”’

“ Jones,”” said Sir William, “ you admit this
charge of poaching?’’

“ Yegs, sir—certainly!”’ said Jones.

“ Very good, you will have to go to prison.”

“ 1 admit de charge; too,” said Coosha.

“1 wish you would be good enough to be
gilent,’”” said Sir William,

“ Sha’'n't!”’ said Coosha. “T admit de charge,
go I shall go to prison, too!”

“Turn her out!’’ said Sir William., “T will
not be pestered with her. I shall see Sir Franeis
Green in the morning about you, young woman.”

“You go and eat coke!” said Coosha politely.
¢ Why the dickeus don't yo’ say I got to go to
prison, too!”

“ Turn her out!’’ roared Sir William,

“ Pen turn Bill Jones out, too,” said Coosha.
“ e ain’t done no more nor no less dan I hab;
we done it togeder. de pair ob us.”

“ 71 swear,” said Jones solemnly, ‘' the young
Jady never had a ’and 2

“ They were both-at it, Sir William; I took
gnares from this young woman’s possession,
game as I did from Jones’s,” said Dawkins, the
keeper.

“And T tell you to mind your own husiness!’”
roared Sir William. * Confound it, am I not
going to be obeyed? Turn ’em out! The pair
of ‘em—turn ’em both out! Look here, you
villain,”’ he added, turning to Jones,”” I'm going
to let you off this time. I don't knmow why,
I'm sure! I'm hanged if T know why! It is,
1 suppose, because I can’t very well let off your
black accomplice unless I—"*

“ Am you ’luding to me by dat remark?’’
shouted Coosha, * How dere yo’ call me brack
accomplish? Cause I take ome or two ob yo’
rotten ole rabbits, dat’s no reason why yo
ghould use dem insulting epitaphs at me, yo’
ole sinner!”
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“ Go!” roared Sir William. ‘‘ Go at once, the
pair of you! Dawkins, turn ’em both out! And
you, Jones, beware! Next time it will be ten
times werse for you; but I'll have you, sconer
or later, I know that, or I shouldn’t let you off
)
nOoW.
Jones grinned.

“1 expeck we’ll meet again, sir,” he eaid
amniably, 4
‘“Go, and bg hanged to you!’ said Sir

William. ‘° Dawkins, turn ’em out!”’
“Very good, sir!” said Dawkins, in
aggrieved voice, ‘“ only they was both——"’
“T don’t want to hear any more about it; and
as for you, young woman, I'll call round and
see Sir Francis myself in the morning.”
“Bery  pleased to see yo', I'm sure,” said
Coosha. * Any time yo’ paszsing, drop in, and
take us as we are. Bery plesen’ ole bird, after
all. As for yo’, Bill Jones,”” Coecsha added,
“I'm bery surprised at yo’. Fancy yo’, a re-
spectable poacher, tellin’ such wicked stories!”®
“T only done it,”” said Jones, ‘ to—"

“ Dere ain’t no excuse for yo’,”” said Coosha

an

severely. ** Yo' ackted bery badly—behave.”
‘“ Think yourself Ilucky, the pair of you!®”
growled Dawkins, who was in no very good

humour at the result of his capture.

(loosha . walked hack as far as Jones’s cob-
tage with him, and then went on to her own
home. She walked slowly, and gave herself up
to thought. Now that all the excitement was
over, she had time to think about what she had
seen—the strange and unexpected appearance of
Bruce Hardaker. Bruce, whom no one had set
eyes on for years, suddenly appearing so mys-
teriously, and as suddenly vanishing, in Bolling-
ton Woods.

- “Bery remarkable ting,”” Coosha mutlered;
“ can’t make it out at all! I ’spect it was a
ghose. ’Speck Bruce must be dead, or suffling;
but if it was a ghose, it was de ghose ob a bery
bad suit ob close dat he hab on, Can’t make

it out at all.”’
A found himgelf more deeply in love with

his pretty hostess than ever, There bhad
been no more talk about the visit to Chadwick-
on-Sea which Pollia had promised him, and
Hollister digereetly held his tongue. Ie was nob
at all anxious to revisit those scenes that would
only remind him of ancther and earlier love—
a love that he told himself was quite dead, and
well-nigh forgotten now. IHe did not want to
rake up the aghes of the past. The present con-
tented him too well for that. Penelope would,
of course, have married long since. Such a
pretty girl as she was would not have to look
in vain for another lover, and Bertram Iollister
set his conseience at rest. He had been faithful
for years to a memory rather than to a reality.
He had really loved an ideal rather than a
living woman; and now he had awakened to read

s A

GCHAPTER 11.

Tha Lost Found.
FULL 'fortnight had passed. Bertram
Hollister still stayed on, and each day
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‘ . b the passlonate throbbing through his

s % thut made bim lie restless at night, pic-

g tme fale face always in his mind’s eye,
1'01 W wlwayn belors him—tenser, gracious,

} w e, the lovellest face he kad ever seen
' o,

Nesbiam Nolllster dld not think of leaving.
Mo Ll nob the slightest desire to leave. He
Pn willhig to ebay on indefinitely. - All he wanted
Wus bo e near Pollie, to see her daily, to hear
Bor aWeel voice, to touch her little hand now and
sanln, This meant to him perfect happiness, and
Sl liere was the hope in his heart that

W iy o greater happiness might be his, the
WPl of making her his own.

il ho was very deeply in love with her
wllle herself never. guesséd.  She had never
Wit of love fn connection with Bertram Hol-
ﬂ. e had his own love story, just as she

1T,

I 'yanels was unobservant, and he did not

ail the young man’s secret. Coosha naturally
mll wof, 'fhe one and only person who entirely
Yulised that Hollister was in love with Poilie
e John Lonsdale. ;

Loving her himself, as he did, Lonsdale was
ek to read the love in” Bertram Hollister's

oy fd Hollister, on his part, guessed  Lons-

o'y mecreb. :

Pollle's financial affairs in London were NOw

Vntaeborily seftled up. She had made & brief
Wy to town with her father, and had signed

yornl papers that had been prepared for her

wbure, and then she had come back again,

Wil to have the weight of it off her mind.

And In a month's time Jobhn Lonsdale was te
webirn to London, and take up his work anew.
5i Pl risk of his own life, as he knew full well,

W wae going to carry Pellie's charity into the
He knew

nek, squalid houscs of the very poor.
He remembered- the'

shint it meant to
bolor's words. But ke faced the inevitable un-
lmlt:‘i:n\g}y, and with a smiling face snd resolute
part. !
WMy rest and change here have done-me good.
:l may mean several months more to me,’’ he
hought, “and I will make the hest use of those
months, the very best use of every hour of every
duy of them.”
Miss Floretta, the viear’s vinegary daughter,
plmpered and sighed and made big eyes at him

in vain. :

him.

“ Positively, I do not know how we shall
wanage when you are gene,” she sighed. “It

W dreadful to {hink that in a short month you
will have left us!”’ ‘

“ 0t iz kind of you to speak so,’’ he said.

Miss Floretta sighed and ecast down her eyes,
Yhen looked up at him suddenly, and dropped
hor eyes again.

“1-1 sometimes—almost wish you—you had
never come!” she eaid, I mean, because if you
find mever come we should not have missed you
;o as we shall miss you. It—it will be so dif-
erent when you have gone; my poor walks will
be 80 lonely!”

* Belisve me, T shall remember our companion-

“little horrid,
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ship during this rest and holiday that I have
enjoyad bere,” he said.

“ Rest and holiday! Why, you have worked
quite hard, far harder than Mr. Merton worked
when he was papa’s curate. He did nothing! A
fat man, with a wife and fcur
children! I could mever abide him!”

- - ¥ v & “ - -

Bertram Hollister was standing leaning over
a gate, smoking a pipe and watehing the distant
landseape, while his thoughts were entirely occa-
pied by Pollie Green.

He was conscious of a small feeling of shame
that Penelope was banished so entirely from fis
mind, aend her place oceupied so entirely and
fully by Pollie. Bub why should be blame lim-
self? Why should he be faithful all Lis life to
whati, after ail, was no more than a memory?
Penelops and be had parted years ago, hoping
and praying that they might meet again, and
yeb without amy positive cerfainty that they
would.

Tor years he had thought of her, and of her
only; be had set himself to worlk to find her
on his return home, and fad utterly failed; he
nad even gone to the lengths of advertising,
and all to no purpose. Surely he had the right
to believe that Penclope was perhaps happily
married. She might even be—— Noj; he could
not bring himself to think of the sweet girl he
had once loved so devotedly as being no longer
in life. He hoped with all his heart Ghat she
was alive and well and very happy; be hoped
that one day they might meet as good friends.

was strange that Pollie’s history amd his
should be =o muech alike. That man—how he
hated him in his heart!—Bruce Hardaker, might
never come back. He prayed and hoped that he
never wonld, But he realised that he had a hard
task before him He had to teach Pollie to do
two things—to forget the man she loved, and to
learn to love him. He sighed to himself, and
then started.

T am so sorry!” Pollie said gently. *‘T heard.
I am afraid you find it terribly dull here.”

“ Ppull?” he said. * Dull here? 1 was never
so happy in my life!”

“Tf is kiod of you to say that, Mr. Hellister,
bhut: I happened to hear you sigh,” she said,
with a smile. “ When one is very happy, I don't
fhink one sighs like you did then.”

“1 was thinking,”” he ‘said.

“ 1 know.'”” She nodded. “I have been horribiy
selfish and vnthinking, but we will go to-day.
nad meant to.ask you to come this afterncon
with me.”

“Go to-dav?” he echoed.

“No Chadwick, of course,” Pollie caid, “to
see if we can find out anything abont Penelope.”

Bertram Hollister flushed. Nothing had been
farther from his thoughts than to go to Chad-
wick and seek for some clue of his lost sweet-
heart. i

“ We will drive over immediately after lunch.
We can be there in an hour. We shall have two
or three hours to spare there, and then drive
back in time for dinner; and I do hope,” she

1is
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added earmestly, * that we shall discover some-
thing.” A

“ 1 hope from the bottom of my heart that we
sha’n’t,” he thought to himself; but he did not
utter his thoughts aloud.

He could not well refuse fo go with her. For
one thing, he did not wish to cheat himself of
the pleasure of a long drive by her side, and so
soon a8 lunch was over “the cob was brought
round, ond Pollie and he started off.

Pollie drove, and Bernard Hollister sat beside
her, quite countent at having mothing more to
do than to watch her lovely profile, and to hear
the sweeb voice and the soft, memry, yet ringing
laughter—the sweetest music he had ever heard
In his life, he told himself. ;

*“ You will show me the house where she nsed
to live,” Pollie said, ‘““and then we will drive
all over the place. It is only a tiny place, after
all, amd if she has been there lately someone is
sure to know, and will tell us. Oh, I hope—I
hope, for your sake and hers, we shall hear some-
thing of her!

teeth tightly

Bertram  Hollister closed his

together. He hoped not, but Pollie was not to
guess this. ' And so they drove on through the

sunshine, past the wide-spreading green fields,
im,lt:f-‘l the little sea-coast village came in sight at
last.

A quaint, old-world little placs, nestling at the
foot of w green hill, with the hlue sea before
it, bordered by a stretch of silvery sand and the
tumble-down, picturesque old jetty, beside which
a few brown-sailed fishing-boats lay moored.

1t was all so familiar. It broughbt back to
him those days when long ago hie had seen this
salne scene, and his heart had been beating high
with the old hope of seeing the girl he loved,
who lived down there in one of those old, red-
roofed: houses from which the blue smoke was
now curling up lazily into the sunny air.

They drove down the rather steep hill into
the little place, and the wheels <f the trap
jolted over the rough cobblestones of the narrow
streets.

To-day, as five years ago, and perhaps fifty
before that, it was all the same. The red-brown
mets - hanging from, the handrail of the old
wooden bridge that spanned the noisy stream
that ran through the middle of the village: the
white-haired old fishermen who leamed over the
bridge smoking their pipes in lazy enjoyment of
the autumn time of life; the flaxen-haired chil-
dren, with the voung life leaping hotly in their
veins, happy and careless, noisy and dirty, and
none the worse for a little wholesome dirt on
their chubby faces; amnd then the row of staid,
old-fashioned, red-hricked houses, mellowed by
bime, the high Georgian doors, the prim windows
iooking out on to the stréet, and the gleam of
the sea beyond the marrow street; and then—
then a slight young figure in white stepping out
from the dusky shadow of one of the high old
doorways—a sweet little face, shaded by a broad-
brimmed lat.

“ How pretty the girl ds!” Pollie said: and
then instinetively she looked at the man beside
her, and understood in a fash.

“glad, of course,”’ Pollie said
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The lost was found. It was Penelope Grant’s
grey eyes that were gdzing ‘at them i wonder
and in joy; and then, as they saw the girl by
Bertram Hollister’s side, in sudden dread amd
terror.

Poor little soul! How her heart was beating
now as the man she Lad loved so well and for
50 long cume towards her through the sdhshinel

GHAFTER 12.

! The Tga-party.

OLLIE sat stolidiy staring at the pony's
ears. This meeting between the lovers so0
long parted was not for her or for any-
one else’s eyes to see.

“Poor thing!' she murmured. Probably she
was referring to the pony, who was being tor-
mented by ilies. Pollie flicked the flies away
with a whip, and sighed. :

How happy they were together again after
these years of sepamtion! How micé it must be
to see the person one loved again! Pollie sighed
again,

‘“Miss Green s

“0Oh, er—oh, yes!"” Pollie said, starting vig
lently. She looked down.

‘“ Miss Green, this is Miss Grant.”

Bertram Hollister's voice had altered strangely,
Scmehow Pollic thought he did not look exactly
he ought to have looked. She expected to see an
expression of radiant happines

It was not there. Poilie felt vaguely troubled,
Meanwhile, the pretty girl was léoking up at her
with troubled, questioning eyes. 1

“I—I am so glad!” Pollie stammered. * Not
glad; that is I mean, of—af course, we were
very much surprised, you know,” she added,
wondering inwardly if her mind bad suddenly
become unhinged.

The troubled look in the girl’'s eyes seemed to
deepen. She noted Pollie's confusion, and attri-
buted it to the wrong cause. The joy seemed
to have gone out of the pretty grey eyes, amd
they had become wonderfully sad.

“We were very surprised to sce you, and so
“It—it's a lovely
day, isn't it? Of course, you will have such a
lot to tell Mr. Hollister, and he will have such a
lot to tell you, and T—oh, I've. got to do some
shopping !*

* Shopping?”’ Hollister asked wonderingly.

“Gi course. Tish! I always buy fish when I
ceme to Chadwick., Everyone buys fish at Chad-
wick, It—it is famous for its fish. *t's such a
good place for fish,” Pollie went on quickly.
“ At—at home we can’'t cateh any fish at all.”

“ There is no sea there!” Hollister said wonder-
ingly.

“ Noj; and that’s why we don't fish. I'll go on
as far as the jetty, and wait there, and then-—1
shall see you again,” Pollie said to the girl,

“Idiot!’ she said to herself zs she touched
the peny with the whip. ‘P, Green, you are an
idiot! What on earth did you run off the line
like that for? What ails you, my dear? You
needn’t lose your head suddenly because two
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e are happy,  Oh, dear, T wigh—— But
Il % 0 pood wishing, 1 suppose eYerything will
Wl rlght seme doy,"”

very pretty ! Penelope Grant
“But s she mot a little

W Hho Is very,
sl Lhoughtially,
et

I Wi wurprised, naturally,’” Hollister said.

AL you,'™ the girl whispered Softly—* and
b, Horlram "

S, | owas surprised, too,! he said.

v AIM} Klnd "

SAN gl he said—‘“of course, glad!” He
Bkl down at her. “ You do not look a day
whley, Penelope,” he said.

s n~1 am—— How it,
eyt

SA pood many years,” he eaid. *“ Years usu-
nll‘y Itlig ehanges. They seem to have Lrought
e Lo you,"

U Nome," she whispered.
e’

S0l o o man change must come!
il law of things, I suppose.”

The plel's eyes filled suddenly, and she turned
WO hend away. And this was the meeting that
ihn lnd prayed for, had lived for, and longea

mamny years is

‘““And to you, Bert-

It is the

Wil Tlids was to the man to whom her heart
Wl been faithful with its every heat for all
lesn long years! Ile had forgotten her. His
Ve for her was dead. He loved that beautiful
N who was here just now, who had been go
sihingely upset at this meeting,

Yo he must have told her ahbout me, and
I Mippose she is just.a little sorry for me, per-
B, dhe girl thought miserabl;

“And you are still Penelope Grant?” he said,
S Nou never married?”’

“No, I never married,”’ she
M A you—you are engaged?”

“Mo? No, I am not engaged,” he said.

U that pretty girl, Miss Green?””

“Noi I am not engaged to Miss Green.
known her only a little while,”” he said.

o did not see the sudden brightening of her
prey oyes, nor the flush that came into her face.

“Bertram, are you glad—glad to see me
fptndn "

“OF course T am glad, T have been Inoking
farwned—you hardly know how I have looked
lorwintd=-to seeing you again, Pen!)

“And you thought of me during all those
yonrst®

" Always,” he said; in a low voice,

Fho old fascination of her sweet presence was
muking ftgelf felt again. The sound of her voice
awoke old memories: scemed almost to reawaken
e olit love. And then he locked down at tie
woet face, and for a moment Pollie’s more
benutiful face grew dim and indistinet,

I'his was the girl he had loved so fondly, the
Jirl whose face had been for so long pictured
I his mind.  This was the girl who had filled
iy thoughts and his heart, whom he had come
ull those long, long miles to find! .

And, meanwhile, Pollie, having entirely for-
tolten to purchase fish, sat in the little trap
1y the jetty and flicked flies off the pony’s ears,
and thought of their happiness and of her own

said wearily,

I have

(S8}
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sadness, and wondered if cne day there woull
be the same happy meeting for her with the man
she loved. :

*“Of ecourse, by this time she must think mo
a perfeet fool!” Pollie said to herself, * So 1
am. Fancy losing my head like that!”

The girl with the grey eyes was approaching
the pony-trap. She looked a little nervous ana
timid.

“Won't you—won't you put up the pony,
and come in and have a cup of tea, Miss Green,
before you drive home?’’ she said.

“1 should like to,”’ Pollie sajd. * How rappy
she must be!” she thought as she locked down.

*“I wonder if she loves him, and if he loves
her better than he ever loved me?’’ Miss Pene-
lope Grant thought as she looked up. * How
pretty she is! That is our house, that red-brijck
house at the corner. The stable is Just behind,
The groom is there, and he will take ihe pony,”’
she said. ‘“She is very pretty—beautifull”
Penelope murmured as Pollie drove towards the
stable. “*I think the most beautiful face I have
ever seen!”

"1t is,” Hollister said ‘enthusiastically; * and
she Is as sweet as she is beautiful.”

Pollie gave the pony into the charge of the
groom, and ecame round to the front of the
house, and joined the others.

It is so strange that we should
here, after all!” Pellie said,

‘“ After all?”

‘I mean after " Pollie began.

Bertram lollister interposed quickly, :

Y Let me see! Did I ever meet your aunt,
Pen s

The girl shook her head,

“ 8he came to live with me when father died,”’
she said, with-a little break in her voice. * She
Is”—she paused, and for a moment the sadness
vanished. frem her face, and a gleam of fun
came into her cyes—' she is-very kind and good
to me, but she—hut you must not think thas
she s really ill,”’ she added hurriedly, in an
undertone,

They were * delighiful - large rooms, old-
fashionedi rooms, with oldfashioned furniture
that was redeemed from heaviness by the pretty
chintz coverings and the fragrant bunches of
flowers on the table. )

Pollie looked round with approval. Tt was
just the sort of home that she could have pic-
tured for Penelepe Grant.

*Bliss Green—my aunt, Miss Drinkwater !

Pollie turned quickly, as an enormous lady ot
middle age rose frem her armehair,

“How do you do? Pollie said politely.

“At any moment I may drop deadl”
v deep voice.

find you

i1 vy
10,

said
deep vaien,
she added: * At any moment I may drop dead}”

“I-I am very sorry to hear it!” Pollie said,

everyone to know
And then, in a

i3 well for
Miss Drinkwater.

It is a great afiliction, but I bear u
“ This is Mr. Hollister,”” Penclope said. * M+,
Hollister—annt {* i
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Misgs vater turned,
hand to Bertram Hollister,

“¥ou look healthy,” she said, in an envious
tone of wodee. 1 should not think that your
heart was affected. You have a great deal to be
thankful for. Consider my own sad case!” She
sighed deeply. She was a tall woman, and
immm::e‘) stout.
bear it with fortitude.’

Mizs Drinkwater took out her pocket-handker-
chief, and began to weep. Pollie sat on the
edge of a chailr, feeling as uncomfortable as she
had ever felt in #her life. For some moments
nobhing could be heard buf the audible weeping
of the aiilicted lady.

Then came a jingling of eups,
entered and laid the tea.

It was a sgbstantial meal. No waferlike pieces
of bread-and-butler and minute scraps of ecake,
but a gzood, solid, heavy, sit-down tea, with a
dozen different things on the table.

and held ‘oub a- fat

and a maid

During the whole of the meal Miss Prink-
rater discussed her ailment. Bub Pollie moticed
that everything within reach of Miss Drink-

water's fat arms disappeared as  though by
magic. Cakes, tarts, sandwiches melted away
very quickly. g

1 think 1 told you,”’ Migs Drink
It is:very sad. I am greatly afilicted.
any moment——  Four lumps, piease to
member this time, Penelope.  Last time
gave me bhut three. Sudden excitement is,
know, highly dangerous for me.”

1 Ahink - I put in ‘four last time,
Penelope said timidly.

“ ¥You must not contradiet me, child. Remem-
ber what the dector said. Any sudden emotion,
such as is produeed by contradietion——  Mr.
lei\er. will you pass ‘the seed-cake, if you
j]_;_ o

‘Mr. Hellister,

T a large
and smaller, till it
ing-point, and then
in her chair.

f Food is distastelnl
all, -what is the use
it m(‘nc -1
ill you have another cup of tea, aunt?”

“;\Tu more, Penelopé. ™The little 1 ha\e haa
kﬂﬁiv.s I eat "—she turned to

rater said.
At
Te-
you
you

aunt,”

aunt,” Penelope said.

d-cake; but it grew
almest reached the
Miss Drinkwater sa

smaller
vanish-
‘hack

* After
at any

to me,”’ she said.
of eating, when

me.

*1 eatb like a bird, just a peck here, 351{{ a peck
there.”

A and a hushel there,” Pollie
thought was too polite to say any-
thin -

Miss Drinkwater waddled back to her chair.

is very hard,” she said complainingly ;
tles oneé so. What is the use of my
s g piece of fancy work? Who knows,
1 may never be able to finish it.’”’ She sighed,
and wiped her eyes, and went on: “ And this
pocr child! Think of her terrible pesition! With
no relative in the world but myself, afllicted as
I am, what is to become of her when I am
dead and gone?” Bhe dabbed her eyes, and
* gniffed. "‘Yth I am dead and =one, as I may

CORENene
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he at almoest any moment, think of her position,
Fatherless, motherless, 'luntlws who will there
be to protect her, to look after her comforts?

Think of her, in this big, lonely house, alone—
alone in the v'orh e
The mental picture was too mnch for Miss

Drinkwater; she bro]«.c down utterly, and sebbed
convulsively.

““ Aunt, you shouldn’t worry yourself with
these dreadful thoughts,” Penelope said ten-
deriy. * You must not; you will make yourselt
il

“X am #l—I am very ill.
if 1T am more or less ill.
have made all my
in order. Thoge

1t does mot matter
Nothing matters. 1
‘prepwnations. Everything is
‘ those '’ sniff, snifi—°* those who
come after me will find my poor hut.e helong-
ings all in order. Yes. T have swept V'—enifi—
“and garnished 7 Smift and set my house in
order. Oh, dear! You will forgive my emaotion,
Miss Grimes? 1 am thinking of this poor «¢hild,
leit, alone, uncared for, unprotected.” Sniff,
sniff, sniff, :

“Do you—you—er—take
asked politely.

‘** Nothing.
Drinkwater,

anything?” Pollie

sald Mizs
entirely

I am beyond help,”
with intense satisfaction—**

beyond help. I trust, Penelope, that when I
pass  away, you—you may be spared the
shock——" ¢

“Aunt, don’t!” Penelope whispered.

“I must. It is right that you shouid he pre-
pared. 1 am mnot so selfish as to wish you to
suffer a sudden shoek by my decease. Miss
Grimes, will you kindly come here?”’

Po he TOSe "W onde,rmgl)
* Give me your hand.’

Pollie did so. Miss Drinkwater C}amml it din
her huge fat one, and pressed it to her side..

‘ Speak the tm h. 1 can bear anything,” :zhe
said, in a hollow voice. * You feel—what?”

“ I—1 don't know,”’ Pollie stammered,

It scemed to her that she felt a sack of flour,
fightly packed. But she supposed that this was
not what Miss Drinkwater meant.

“0f course you do not know., .How should
you? It is mj, he .u"t \'U‘.‘.‘——-IIGW you ¢an under-
stand the danger

“ Oh, quite!” said Pullie. * 0t is awfol!”

“ Awful indeed! But I am resigned,'I am pre-
pared to go.. I only think cof this poor <hild,
deft—left——'

It w a melancholy entertainment. Pollie
felt sincevely sorry for the pretty girl, who bore
with her elderly relative’s whims with such
patience.

““1 have something
water,” ghe said.

Miss I'lrinkvatu‘ raised a fdt hand,

“Spare me,” ghe said—' spare me anything
of the nature of a sudden shock!”

“1—I only——"

Pollie hesitated.

“ Consitler my feelings, my delicate state of
health,” =aid Miss Drinkwater.

“dt is just what I am thinking of.

to ask you, Miss Drink-

You

— T — T —

. .
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aeei nilet,' sald  Pollle—'* perfect quiet and
hr' '

1 o T am glad you understand.”

SAnl 1 owas Adhinking how nice it would be
I--n yoi ko he nlone, not to be worried or—or
||-||I|||l! ahout nnything—simply alone.”

WAL

to let Miss Grant come

Al so T want
homie with me for n
Miss Drinkwater uttered a sudden shriek, and
Foil ek I her ehalr, with her eyes clesed.
That's done 161" Pollie muttered.
I'.uuln;w sprang up, and ran to her aunt's
hile

alaintives were applied, the smelling-salts
Bl bo lier nose, her podgy hands were chafed,
SO esently, with a deep sigh, Miss Drinkwater
sl her oyes,

you

1 dhought 1t was death!” she whispered.
I thought death had at last come, Forgive
e, Miss Jones s

Tireen Though, of course, it dcesn’t

Watter' Iollle said amiably.

Y Mias Green, forgive me. My weak state
of Bealth I8 alone to blame. I am stronger now:

think I ¢an bear——""

1 Wie muying,”’ Pollie gaid, “I want you to
Wl Ml Grant come home with me for a week
o twioe ILI0 do her good—that is, of course,
W she will come,”

l'mwluiw flashed a glance of gratitude towards
Pallle, To go home with them, to be in the
Sle liolse s Bertram, to see him each day,

1T
Mim Drinkwater uttered a deep sigh.

My nlece 18 her own mistress. If it pleases
ot 1o leave me—-"

"“No, no, aunt! If you would rather 1
shiyell” Penelope  eried—*“if you could not

Waliige without me, dear, I will—"'

Y Nonsenso !  Pollie said sharply. ‘“ She
wold be much better without you. What she
Henide s perfect rest and quietude. I under-
shandd Lhis case. 1 had a—a third cousin, she was
Jisb the pame, The doctor said, “Let her be
guile wlone, and she will live for many years.’
I bepued to be allowed to stay with her; but
slie win flrm. She is alive now, and mwell
And that," Pollie added, * was thirty-five years
M

"ndoed " gaid Miss Drinkwater.
very lnterestivg.’”

Y This is

It I8! Pollie said. *“I wept, but it was
o good; I had to go. And she was all the
hutter for It.”

“And how old were you at the time, Miss
Tintony''
troen, thank you,” Pollie said. * About—
awhoul fifteen, I suppose. I was quite young.”’
" You would have been, thirty-five years ago,’
Misn Drinkwater said thoughtfully— yes. And
phi in allve now? Well, I would he the lagt,
the vory last, to stand in Penelope’s light, I
would not deny the dear child one moment of
lnnoeent pleasura. But I think it but right 1o
My, to remind you, that in the midst of your
#eblen, in the midst of your pleasures, the

ST. JOHN 55
dread and awful summens may come. Child, do
you wish to go?”?

* I—I should like teo, if—if it would—-"

“Go, then,” said Miss Drinkwater—'* go!”’
She waved her hand and sank back in her chair.
I shall have a bad night, but I do not com-
plain, I have learned to suffer in silence anid
solitude. Go, go, child! Do not think of me.
I—I will bear up alone—alone!”’

Miss Drinkwater wept bitterly.

“ But if you don't want——"" Penelope began.

‘““Go and put your hat on, and pack up some-
thing,”” Pollie said. ‘I quite understand this
case. Your annt is better alone. I remember the
cage of my own uncle. Tie——*’

“I think you said third cousin just now,”
Miss Drinkwater said.

“Of course. But we always calied him uncle
for short,” said Pollie. ** You can’t go about
calling a person ‘tihird cousin,’ can you? Ior
instance, you wouldn’'t say, ‘Third cousin,
please pass the salt,’ or anything of thabt kind.
No we always ecalled her——"

* Him,”” corrected Miss Drinkwater.

“ Yes, of course,” said Pollie hurriedly. “ We
always called him Aunt Jane, it sounds so much
nicer.”’

Considering that she was a young lady, and
was going to spend some days under the same
roof that sheltered the man she loved, Miss
Penelope Grant was a surprisingly short time in
arraying herself and packing up the things she
would need.

In scarcely twenty minutes che was down
again, looking, as Pollie thought, the picture of
youthful beauty in a silver-grey dress, and with
her pretty face shaded by a large black hat.

‘*The bhox can be sent on by train,” DTollie
said. “ It’ll be a bit of a squeeze in the trap.
But it isn’t very far, and it will be all right.”

“ We part,” Miss Drinkwater said—'‘ we part,
dear Penelope, perhaps to meet no more in this
world.”

*“ Oh, aunt, don't!’

* Perhaps to meet no more in the flesh. Per-
haps when you look upon me again, it will he
but the useless, lifeless clay that you will see,
the poor husk, when the spirit has fled. But
you will know, dear child, that in my last
moments—boo, hoo!—in my last monients I—I
thought of you, I prayed for you. Be happy,
enjoy yourself, and I—I will bear my agony
alone,”

* Cheerful old party,” Pollie said when they
were outside. * What's her trouble?”

‘* She—=she thinks she has a bad heart.”

Pollie thonght of the huge tea, the mountains
of cake and bread-and-butter, and jam, and
tarts, and sandwiches Miss Drinkwater had
tucked away.

“I thought it was consnmption,’” she eaid
thoughtfully. = ** You mnever know. But whab
resignation, what patience, what an anpgelic
character!’

“ And you really want to come?”
her hand through Penelope’s arin.

“Oh, I do! I-I am so -grateful!”’ the girl |
whispered,

She slipped

: 4
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But Bertram Hollister, sitting on the very
wncomfortable seat ab the back of the trap
withh considerable difficulty, wore a troubled
look on his face, that was mnobt due entirely
to the rather ungafe.position he was occupying.

CHAPTER 13.
Something Wrong.

HERE was something wrong between
them, Pollie saw it, and wondered. She
remewmbered the lcok of eagerness she
had ssen on Hollister’s face that night,
when for o moment he had thought that

she was Peuciope Grant., Why, if be had been
50 eager to sce her then, if ke had been so
deeply in love with her then—why was he
changed now?® .

Pollie puzzled her head and wondered.

And Peneclope! During that evening Polile
glanced towards the girl, and saw that the
pretty face was pale and troubled and sad—
sow that the mouth was drawn down pitifully,
and that the grey eyes were misty with tears.

“Tnsse two,” Pollie said- to herself, ' have
been in love with one another all these years—
have been looking forward to seeing one
another and now—— I don't think some people
know what they do want. ° )

“No, go and sit down and talk to Miss
Grant.”

8he was ab the plano, and Tollister had
crossed the room to her side to turn the leaves
of her music for her. Perhaps she spoke a little
louder than she had meant to in the moment
of irritation; at any rate, her words carried,
and reached the ears of the girl beside the
fireplace,

She started, her faece burned for a moment,
and then turned paler than before. And theu
tha palhetic little mouth was tightly closed, and
a look of determinabion and courage came into
the grey eyes.

Bertram 1lollister weut 40 bed thai night,
not to sleep,- hut to think and wonder. The
Penelope ef to-night was a Penelope he had
never known before. She had talked rapidly,
had laughed loudly, had joked with him, And
he, blind thal he was, had not seen that all
her gaiety was on ths surface only—had not
seen that the laughter was but sound, and that
neither the eyes nor the lips laughed.

““the doesn’t care for me, thabt is very cer-
tain,” he muttered aloud; and, in spite of the
fecling of reliel that she did not, he yeb felt
worry and aggrieved. It hurt his vanity to think
that Penelope could ever cease to love him.
“1 wish she hadw’t come. ¥eb it was like
Pollie’s kind heart to ask her. Poor little Pen!
Wlat a Lfe for her with that awful woman.
Poor little Pen! Bother! Why should I pity
her? I dare say she is happy enough. At any
rate, she doesn’t love me; thab is something.
Sha’ll find some better fellow, and marry him,
and be happy, and—— Bother! Wy can’t 1
go to sleep?”

Pen was up very early the following morning—
even earlier tham her hostess, The garden, fresh

from the dew, and fragrant with flowerg, calied
o _her and she went out into the early sunshine.
{“ 4'{‘(}';!01 Tink I had heard ob yo’. Yo' Misy
iran’?

““ Yes, And you?”

“Oh, T Coosha! I hope yo* bery welll"
Coosha offered her hand, and shook hands
gravely, “Yo' ’‘ceedingly nicg-looking young
woman!” she said. .

Pen blushed. >

“ Yo got de same colour hair ag Pollie Green;
yo’ a blonde, I am a brunctte—dat’s de differ«
ence between us. How long yo’ come for to
stay?’” ;

“I—I don’t know,” Pen faltered.
for very long! ;

“ Ho! Ain't you de young woman dat Mister
'Ollister uzed to bLe in lub with?"

Used to be ‘in love with! The words sent a
pang tc the tender, aching little heart.

‘* I—1 think so0,”’ she said sadly.

“ Bery crorry for yo’,” said Coosha—'‘ bery
gorry! Dat young iman not wort bodering yo'
head about.  Him fall bery bad in Iub wid
Pollie Green now.” . -

Pen was trewbling from head to foot. &£he
turned her face away so that (oosha should
not see the stricken look in her white face.

“Yes; dat young man bery ridiculus in lub
wid Pollie Green; him follow her ’hout like =
little poodle dog. Bery ridienlus dab behaviour,
I tink. Neber mind, don’t yo' worry yo'shelf;
dere plenty betterer-looking young men dan dajy
one. I don’t tiok much ob him myshelf.” Dera
a bery pertickler nice parsgon here dat bery much
betterer-looking dan dat ole Hollister. T tink
yo’ might do werser dan marry de parson.”

“11 don’t want to marry anybody!"

“ o, dat settle de question, den—yo' going
to bhe de old maid?”

“ Ves, I—1 suppose g0l Pen said miserably,

“ Bery good; den when dat Ilollister marry
Pollie Green, yo' be de auntie,” gaid Coosha,
“ Course, I don’t tink Pollie Green pertickler in
lub wid ilollister. Bui she got to marry soine-
one; and her young man, 'im turn-out a bad
lot.” Broke into de ’ouse and stole de spoons
and de forks. Ho, a bery bad lot dat young
man hab turn out, for certain sure, and, nacher-
allv, Pollie Greea won’t hab no more to do
wid him, so bery likely she marry dat ole Hollis-
ter one ob dese fine days, 1 tink.”

Coosha rattled on under the helief that sha
was making herself very agreeable, and consti
tubing herself very pleasant and cheerful society.

Pollie came down presently into the garden,
and, seeing the {two girls together, came tos
wards them,

‘“ Oh, Coosha has introduced herself” shd
cried. * Where were vou lagt night, miss?”

1 oub 'long wid a gen'man,” said Coosha,
“ on pertickler busginess,”

Pollie frowned.

“ Who! were yoa out with?"

“ Gen’man de name ob Jones. We wenb rat-
hunting ‘long wid de dogs. Cotched forby-twu
rats. Bery agreeable and amusing ebening.”

“ You disgraceful child!” Pollie said. * You

¢ Not—nof
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Lin ashamed of yourself, Coosha! You
g too old for that kind of thing. And
n} of the poor rats!”’ y
wry ridiclus  young woman!®”  said

pub her hand through Pen’s arm.
1!,‘{1111 are shivering!™ she said. * You

" old, are ycui”
shook her head. X

Only—only-—— Nothing! No, I am

i

Wb wold,"” sho sald.
Hall un hour later Mr. Bertram Hollister,
we moodily out of his bed-room window,
hulrbrush in each hand, saw as pretty

" 1
l'l’ In white among the flowers. And Ber-
ulllter stood looking till the tall holly-

WUre a8 n man ‘might wish to see. 'Two
hondy, two pretty faces, and two slender
% lLld them from sight; and then, with a

Wi, iy wenl on brushing his hair,

GCHAPTER 14.
Pollie Speaks Her Mind.

' wus very evident to Pollie, as the days
m! wi by, that in the case of Bertram
i l‘lut.nr und Penelope Grant the course of

e love was rubning anything but
piiathly,  Penclope went about with a white,

o fave, from which the roses seemed to have
l:m", Thera was a pitiful droop to the pretty
#odl lipw, nnd o tired, worn expression in the grey
ll[ %, Pollie's heart ached for the girl, and
b the samo timy grew hot with indignation

puliat Hollister, $She had always liked Hollis-
Eur bt Hlked him very much until now. But

uw, with nll her sympathy for Pen, she said
mw fnny hard things of the young man to
lnall,

e mornlng Pollie walked through the wide,

llll gardeny. She was looking for Pen. Ber-
1 Wi Mollister had gone out, seemingly in an
W temper, and Pollie wondered if. there had

sl iy quarrel between him and FPen.

1 pun't make it out, I can’t make it out,”
s ntterad, ' He was so eager, so anxious
o Bl hep, e loved her for so many years,

rnl jow, when they might be so happy—now—-
an. poetied  to  be .some misunderstanding,
fine oolduess between them., I wish I could
Wb 10 plght, Poor little Pen! I—I wish I had
hely ohiwpes of happiness,” Pollie added to
helt, "1 wish he-he - would come back
winin,'

Whn al.rluml doeeply, then paused to listen. From
e slinhby old summer-house came an umnis-
fabalde soundssthe sound of low, heartbroken
sobilibg,  Pollle went forward gently and peeped
W Mirough the doorway, It was Pen, The girl
wih 1ylng tuee downward en the old seat, her face
burled I ber hands, and as Pollie -watched
saw e slendor shiulders shake with the violence
ul bhe gir!'s prief,

HPei-Pen  dear, what s it

Gam
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Penelope Grant sbarted violently, and lifted a
tearstained, woebegone face.

*“Oh—oh, T didn’t know!"” she gasped.
thought——"

“ Tell me, Pen, why are you erying? Why are
you so miserable?’’ Pollie said, slipping her arm
arousrd ‘the, girl. *‘I thought you might be so
happy. T was so anxious to find you. And—and
NOW——-"

* Anxious to find me!” Pemn eried. “ You—
rou—->7""

A fresh flood of tears came.

(U (S0 |

“Ch, please go!™ she cried. © Don't—don’t
stay with me! I am so ashamed! I—I shall
be better presently. And—and please, may I

go home?”
“* (to home?”’ Pollie eried.
cause of your aunh?’
Pen, ¢hook her head.
“No; mot—mnot that.
don't ask me!” :
“But I mean to,” Pollic sald. *“I want to
help you, if I can.” :
“ You—you can't.

¢ Are you crying be-

Only Oh, please,

It is you—yon who—"
Pen broke: off. “Oh, Miss Green, aon’t—--"

“Miss Gireen?”’ Pollis asied.
done somebhing to offend you?”?

‘“No, no, but—but—— ~ Oh, I ecan’t
ib; it breaks my heart! I—I loved him sof*
Pen moaned. ““ All these years I—I only lived
to gee him again. I—I knew that one day he
would come back, and—and now—:""

“ Now Qe has come hack, amd you are as
miserable as you can be!’ Pollie said indig-
mandly.,  ““ Have you quarrelled with hime”

Pen shook her head.

“Well, what iz the matter, then???

“I—I can't tell you! Pen gasped.

Y Now, look here,” Polle sald seriously, “I
am a very determined person. I mean to know
what is tie matter. If you don't tell me, I am
afraid I shall have to shake you 11 you do!
I am mot geing to leave you until T hear every-
tting.. Can't you understand I want to - heip
you, if I can?’” %

“B-but you can’t;
personl on earth—-"

“0h, thamk you! I didn’t knmow that I was
the last person on earth, 1 thought there were
a. few others kmocking about.”

“I—I mean the last persomn on earth to help
me,’’ Penelope sighed.

you—you .are the last

said.  * But I mean well. - Now, tell me. Don't
be silly any more. Tell me all about every-
thing, amd trusi me o help you, if I can. s
it about Mr. Hollister?”
“Yees!” Pen gasped.
“ You have guarrelled?’”
“ No—oh, no!”
“ Well, what is it, then?”
£ Ym}—}'ou," Pen said, with a sob; *it—It
il .

“ Me?" Pollie cried.
have I done?” '

“ Made—made him lowove you!”

Pollie sat staring at the girl open-eyed,

is

“ Me? Why, what ever

calien shave Sl 2

bear

“0h, I esuppose I don’t look reliable!” Pollie 3
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“ My dear child,” she said, ‘* you are a very
ridiculous person! Mr. Hollister does not love
me—-never did; mnever thought of me for &
moment. He is a very decent chap; we get on
well together; but love Don’t be absurd!”

Pen opcened her grey eyes.

“ But—but ©e does love you;
does!’” she cried.

‘“ Nothing of the sort,” Pollie said sharply.
““ Didu't he go away, vears and years ago, deeply
in love with you? Wasn't he faithful to you
all the years he was away? Wasn't his first
thought, when he returned to England, of you?
Didn't he try to find you-—do everything he
could possibly think of to find you? All the
years he never thougat of another woman--never
cared a hang for any other girl; and now,
because I tried to help him find you, so that
you should both be happy, you get that absurd
idea into vour head."”

“ But don’t—den’t you love him?”’ Pen cried,
in amazement.

“ Love him? Certainly not!
a decent sort. As to leve——'"" DPollie paused
abruptly. ““No, 1 don’t love him—mever did,
and mever shall-and he doesn't love me. You
have been simply making yourself as wretched
as you can, all for nothing; wand, seeing you
leck so miserable, 1 suppese he has come to the
_conclugion that you are unhappy because he
has coine back.”

“0Oh, Pollic!” Pen gasped.

“ 0Oh, eo it is Polile now!"” Pollie said.
are beginning to be sensible, are you?”

“0h, if you knew—if you knew how happy
you have made me! I—1 thought that he
loved you, and you loved him, and—that you
would marry him, and—"" !

“71 said before, you are a very ridiculous
person,” Pollie said. *‘Now, if you take my
advice ~="" She paused for a moment.
Through the opening in the summer-house she
could see Bertram Hollister’s tall figure strid-
ing up the drive towards the house. “If you
will take my advice you will just run in and
bathe your face, and put some powder on your
fose; it is very red, my dear, and young men
don't like red noses—in girls, at any rate. And
then—well, then come down to the morning-
roem. I shall be there.”

“ Pollie, don't—don't go yet! Let me kiss
you!” Pea cried, *‘Oh, my dear, I have heen
a wicked gitl to believe that he didn’t love me
any longer! 1 have been wicked to think that
you brought me here to—to—to triumph over
me!"”’

“ You thought that?"' Pollie cried.

“ Ye-es,” said Pen, helding down her face with
shame.

“If I was the best-tempered person in the
world, and the most angelicnatured, I thimk I
should be inclined to bex your ears,” Pollie
said. “* Triwmph over you, you silly little
donkey !’ :

““1 am so ashamed!’ Pen sighed.

“So you ought to be. But I forgive you.

I Xknow he

I like him; he's

“ You
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Now, cut aiong to the heuse. If you see- Mr.
Hollister, dodge him, for goodness' sake! Don'f
let him sce your red nose. You never know,
a red mose might part you for life. Be sure
to dodge him!” Pollie called out after her.

Pollia walked back thoughtfully to the house.

““ Idiot !’ she said aloud to herself; but she
was nob thinking of Pen at this moment.

Mr Hollister was leaning against the wall,
just outside the morning-room, smoking a cigar,
and wearing a very moody look «n his face,
The position was getting unbearable to him.

As an homourable man, he felt that he was
treating Pen shamefully. As a man very much
in love, he felt that Le couldn't act in any

other way than in the way he was.

He had loved her faithfully and devotedly for
years, and now this other girl, with her lovely
race, had come into his life, and the old love
had grown faint and indistinet, like a dream
after ane’s awakening.

“What am I t0 do?" he muttered to himself.

- “ T couldn't be such a cad as to ask her whiie

Pen is here. I must go away. Why did wo
ever try and find Pen? Poor little Pen!” He
groaned. *I'm a brute!’’ he muttered. ** Why—

why couldn't I have found Pen when 1 frst
came -home? If I had found her at once—-"
He paused.

The other girl was coming towards him, and,
with the sunshine on lhier face and in her hair.
jertram Heidlister thought he had mnever seen
anything so beautiful in his iife. The regrets
and self-condemmnation of a moment ago were
gone. How could he resist loving this girl, the
most lovely his eyes had ever seen? How
could any man resist?

Pollie was conscious that her heart was Leat-
ing a little faster than usual. There was some-
thing in Bertram Hollister's eyes that proved
that Pen had some justification for her belief.

Pollie felt her face flushing, and was very
angry with herself.

“ Anyhow, I'll do it,"” she muttered, between
her teeth—"“T'll do it! Mr. Hollister, I wanb
to speak to you.”

“Yes?” he said eagerly.

“In the morning-room, please,” said Pollie,
with dignity.

He opened the door for her, and she marched
in, with head erect, feeling more of a coward
than she had ever felf in her life.

“ 8it down,” Pollie said grandly.

“ Must I?"

Bertram Hollister looked at her.

‘4Certainly. You will be more comfortable.
Besides you may faint at the news I am going
to break to you, and then you will not iave
so far to fall.”

Pollie sat down, and folded her hands, and
locked at kim gravely.

If Bertram Hollister loved her—and Pollie
bad an uneasy suspicion thst he did—it was
sheer non=zsnse, of course, merely a passing
fancy. He had been for o long faithful to Pen
that any cther love that migiht come to him
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Wil be 1o ‘more than he passing fancy of
S B

U1 am waiting,” he said patiently.
Y eu, know.  Well—"  Pollie paused,
M1 have been talking to Pen,” she said

ahiptly. {
Pl Toilister started. o
S Pen is @ foolish voung weman,” Pollie went
agree with me.”

i
fnf ;
felt s face hurning.

U laund her cryving in the summer-house,”
zullln sald, *“The summer-house,” she added,
S W disgrace; you may have noticed it?’

N, 1 have,” he said.

Sy o long time she would not tell me

l’} plie was crying about; but at last she

] .

I felt Lis face growing hoh.. 2
O Wt e eaid, in a searcely andible
whisper,

“Ihle Is the part where you may faint,”

Pl #add gravely.
L shall try not to.”? Y
Sl b got & most extraordinary idea into

B liead, Ahove ali things, T must not be in-
werupbed, " Pollie  sadd quiekly. “ You quite
Wilerstal  me? 1f you attempt “lo interrupt

i, I oshodl got up and go out, Very well, then.
Bl Bl @ most extraordinary idea i her head,
Wil e B beon worrying herself ill about it.
e dind an fdea "—Pollie paused— an idea,
ﬁ-ul. You were deeply in love with me, and

il Witk very much in love with you.”

" Nhe " bhegan Hollister.

Y1 o't want avy remarks, please,” Pollie
bl grwidly, T told her that you loved no
i bk hersoll s that you had loved her years
By When you deft England; that ail the years

B Wae away you thought. of mo one but of

{nui Wk when you came back to England,

e voiy Mk ting you did was to try and find

Ber L Bk you sought for her everywhere—
P v’ done,'" Pollle said. T said that
Bew B wivah wish of your life—the wish

Wl i el e for years—was to make her

o Wwile " ’
i "

Aok Rl | bold har that T had not the very
;n..lr. Wb Blea of Falling dn love with you; that

FHEHENS bl wers i vory decent sort; but
T OF wouiee, never sueh an idea Diad
over mileied my Nead)  that, In faet, I—I—
well, you ks Pollie went on, with suddeniy
hornmg ihooka Miere s only one person in

bt wari sl

Foshall sver sare for, and very likely
1 whall twvor s

bl sgadiicat any rate, there
goulit novar, nover Le anyons else ! Bo, you see,
Wb win all o vt idatako . bub 14 was very
reil Lo Htle Pen My, Holllster,'

He hnd grown white, He sat sllent and rigid,
making no abtempt bo speak,

Mo understood ; she had devised thin, so that
she could glve him his answer aven  before he
shiould have asked her whit was In his heart:

[ QLT

YO course, laving her as you do, you may !
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she had done this to save—he understood—to
save Pen, and to save himself,

“ Of course,” Pollie went on, in a lower voice,
it was all so absurd, but it was all so real to
her. She loves you; she has been so loving and
faithful all these years, never thinking of anyone
else; only living, only counting the days and

'

weeks and the months and years, till you came!

back to her again.

“0h, you- ought to be glad that there is a
girl with sueh a true heart as little Pen—a girl
who loves you so much! You will be very, very
happy -with her in the future, won't you?” She
rose suddenly, and held out her hand to him.
“And—and you will make her happy,” she added
earnestly; * won't you?"’

Bertram Mollister gripped her hand ‘with a
pressure that was painful,

“TI will .do my bess,” he whispered, *“ to-—to
be worthy of her! Thank you! I shail never
forget=—?

“I-1 always said you were a decent sort.”
Pollie “gasped, beaming down on him. -
I think Leave go my hand!
coming !’*

As the door cpened,

and Pen came in, Poilie

slipped out through the French window imto
the garden, and walked rapidly away. .
“There,” she whispered— there! gt s |

over, thank goodness! Whey will he very bappy
T=v¥ery, very happy, and I ‘'’ —she stooped and
picked up a small snail that had strayed into
danger on the footpath, and put it geniply down
on the flower-bed, an action that proved that
she had not the faintest “idea of Lardening—
“afid I— Oh, I shall e an old maid!”

CHAPTER 15,
A Caller fer Coosha,

ENERAT BURGUM, Coosha’s cunardian,
.who for years had lived in India, wired
that he was calling on Sir Franeis in
order to take over the charge of his

ward. ;

When he arrived at the house he was in a
very bad teémper—for foeur reasons. One was
because he hated railway travelling, anctner
was hecause he hated the count®y, the third was
beecause fe had come to make arrangements
about Coosha’s future, and it worried him: and
the fourth was Decause he was always in a bad
temper.

‘ Rotten hole!"” he said. “Filthy  reoads,
beastly trees everywhere! Why the deuce can't
everybody live in town—eh?”

Nobt even the gight of ' the gardens pleased
him,

£ Stinking flowers!” he muttered. “ A lot ot
beastly, damp trees! I'll get my rhenmabiem

baek, as sure as T'm a born sinner! And what
I am going to do with that coufounded nigger
brat. hanged if I know! But l've b t0' take

f0%
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Can't leave her here, quartered here
all her life. Green's a foel to have put up with
her so. long.  Wish some confounded idiot ’d
take her off my hands altogether!”

** Well, my dear, here I am—here I am!”

The sight of Poilie’s pretty face made General
Burgum forget his bad humour for a minute
or two. No one could look on Pollie Green
without a feeling of pleasure.

“We are very glad to see you,” Pcllie said.

“Don’t believe it for a moment! Crusty old
begegar no one's glad to sce. Can’t think what
you live in this robten place for—eh? Where's
the—the—~—"

Coosha ?"”

“*Yes. Forgof her hanged name for a moment.
Cocsha! What a name! Why didn't they call
her Ann or Jaune or Mary, or anything? Hang
it, what am I going to do with her S

* Do with her?’’ -Pollie asked, in sudden alarm.

“ Do with her—yes, do with her?”’ he said
irritably—** do with her?”

“You aren’t going to—to take her away?”
Pollie gasped.

‘“ Ain't I? You're wrong-
I came for. No, hang if,
guartered here all her lifel
kind, nice fellow—very kind; but,
made up my mind! I'm taking
woman back to London to-night!”

“0Oh, oh! But—but you—you won’t?” Pollie
cried in distress. ‘*Poor Cocsha! You—you
can’'t !’ s

“ Can'th I—eh? Won't I-—eh? You see! Yes,
confound it, that’s what I'm here for! Wouldn’t
Lave come all these beastly miles for nothing,
would [? No. I've got to do my duty. My
duty is to look after that yocung woman, 1’
going to. Don't want to hear another word.
I'm adamant—adamant, madam!’’ General Bur-
gum  blew out his cheeks. ‘" Get everything
packed—everything pacled. She gces 4o-night!”

her away.

I am; that's what
I can’t leave her
Green’s been very
hang it, L've
that young

“It’ll break her heart!” Pollie said.
“I'll break her nech if I have any of her
confounded nonsense!” roared the general.

“ Heart,
and nons 'se!

Jpdeed! Pooh, pooh, madam! Stuft
I tell you "—he banged his fist
on the table—*I teil you, she goes to-night!”

Ceneral Burgum felt himself under a deep

obligation to Sir Franeis Green. Sir Francis
Green had taken Coosha off his hands for scme-
thing like four years, during which time the
e'cml was exceedingly ‘g lad to be rid of his
charge, Now, when a gbntleman like General
Burgum feels undc-r a debt of gratitude to any-
one he shows it by getting into a very bad
temper, and being very testy and difiicult to
pub up with.

‘““ Horrible old grouser!”
““ He can’t mean to take Cocsha!
her heart! Poor Coosha!l’

It was mnot -often Cocsha excited pity, but
this evening Pollie could have wept at the
mere thought of her. Coosha in some London
lodgings, penned up, pining for fresh air;
Coozha growing  thin, an not pale.

Pollie muttered.
It will break
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Coosha ecouldn't do that. Coosha slowly pining
away, and perhaps dying, in her uncongenial
surroundings, longing vainly for the fresh air
and the sunshine and the free, wild life she had
heen used to, longing most of all, perhaps, for
.

Pollic wept at the bare thought, and then
went to try and find Cocsha to break the news
to her, but of Coosha ,there was never a sign
to be seen.

“ Where on earth has she gone to?” Pollie
muttered. * Mrs. Sinkinson, have you seen
Coosha?”

“* No, I ain’t, and don’'t want to!” said ‘sira.

Smkmaon who was not romantic,
“ Coosha is—is going to leave us,” Pollie sald.

‘“Good job!” said Mrs. Sinkinson. ** Perliapa
there will be some peace in the place.”

“ You have no heart!” Pollie said.

“Maybe,’" said Mrs. Sinkinson, basting the
joint; * but I've got nerves, which is worse.”

In the drawing-room Sir Francis, in an agony
of anticipation, was talking to General Burgum,

Pollie came in at that moment and drew her.
father aside.

** Have you persuaded him, d'uhiy, to let poor
Coosha stay?" she asked anxioust 32

Sir Francis looked worried.

“ My dear, General—er—General Burgum s
a somewhat difficult—that is to say, a decidedly
dificult person to persuade. He has an idea
it is his duty to take Coosha away. I am sure
he does not want her, but—but when a man
like that gets an idea that to do something i3
a duty he will do it, no matter how unpleasant
it may prove to himself and everyone elge. I am
hoping, my darling, that after dinner I may——"
Sir Francis paused. .** L think, my darling, that
if we had two or three bottles of the ’74 port
we might possibly get him to listen to reason.”

‘“He shail have six if he will let Coosha stay!™
Pollie said.

‘“ No, not six,
ting very low,
place. I think one may possibly
better frame of mind.”

Mrs. Sinkinson, half roasted by the kitchien
fire, came to the decr. She had the usual wisp
of colourless hair aercss her perspiring fothemr
her nose was decorated with a large hlack
smudge, her sleeves were rolled up. She looked
hot and angry. Poor woman, she had much to
contend with!

‘ Dinner !” she said briefly. * An’ you'd best
'urry, because. what with all them saucepans
going at once T couldn't get the plates proper
warm.” She raised her hand, apd wiped *the
black smudge from her nose rigint across her
face, and shook the wisp of hair out of her eyes.

A few minutes later, General Burgum was
grunting over his soup, and expressing his
opinion of it in a low, growling undertone.

““ Hegwash! , The stuff’s lukewarm!  Pah!
Living in.the counfry this is! Gimme 4ondon!"

“1 am .afraid,” said Pollie, ‘that you will
find Coosha very troublesome,”

my darling. The stock is gef-
and it will be impossible to re-
put him in &
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SHetler not try it with me!” he

I huow "em—Lknow how to manage ‘em.
&I Wil n Sepoy regiment once. Bah!
Wb bry mny tricks with me!”’

S8, @ hateful cld pig!” Pollic thought.
S Cocsha!”

!11 growled and grumbled over his fish.

Wouslly stuff’s cold, and not half boiled!
Wik Ut Infernal railway journey before me!”

I Was one of the most uncomfortable meals
Pullle ind ever gat down to. Certainly it was
b wall cooked, Mrs, Sinkinson considered she
Wil dono her duty when the food was no longer

s There was an excuse ifor her, perhaps, as
lnl Wilted at table as well.

NG gnls for me!” she said.
il wurlltln‘g. Leave me to myself,

’lluur.

‘Avo a pertater?”
Lhiating the vegetable-dish over his
Iltﬂ tound under his face.

B what? What's that?'” he gasped, start-

lnn ek,

!I'm‘tutm*," gaid Mrs. Sinkinson.

ko 'em away! Never touch
ﬂlllt o padd the general,

rhnllr-r Il you eats ’em !’ said Mrs. Sinkinson,
Beldiiug up.

S What does the woman
sakud Paollfoe,

U1 anld," ghouted Mrs. Sinkinson, **as your
Bellers eut 'em!  And if it's because you don’t
SR ‘Bin so's you don't get fat, you'd betiter try
simebhink elwe!™

U Ma, Minkingon,” said Sir Franecis hurriedly
Shithe Jofnt. I think you—.

S0l aly the joint! And it I dido’t forget
#ll whiout 161" sald Mrs. Sinkinson. *° And like

erowled.
Com-
Better

“T dou’t want no
and I can

she said to the general,
shoulder

'em, beastly

say—eh?” the general

! ol tho eat’s been at it all the while, me
Pavlng It on the table.”
1ie Winkinson re-entered with the joint. ‘

sl caught it getting on the table, but it
WL tenehed 1t,'’ she said as she put it down
n wie the host. * Law, faney ne forgettiug
wll whsit I8 llke that! 1f T was you,” she saiil
sulilidentially, " 1'd cut it there.’” She put rer
HUger o the fuint to indicate the place. ¢ Now,
100 vlean forgot the ‘orseradish”™

She herlsd out of the room

Mra, Mlukinson,'' said Sir Francis, ‘““is a
YOLF workhy woman, Abem!” He paused. ¢ She
I8 s hantly m opervant.’’

Botabinnt"™ asked General Burgum.

N g b villager, Left by her husband in
Fodiesd shioumatances,”

't wonder her husband left her under
pur chioimpbaneons,” gaid the generazl

Ho il W
LTI

hegan Sir Francis.

wander," said the general., * Enough

o tmhe Wi,

Lonviig her with' three young children to
h-ln.\ Wy, i am she had practically nothing,
wo bhotightnl least, Pollic theugt i

S 't 'ad time to serape it up,” said Mrs.
Blakinaon, coming Into the room with the horse-
Pailish fi tbs natural condition en a plate; *“ bab
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them as likes it
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brought it up, as I thought
can scrape oft all they want.”
So the dinner went on. WMrs. Sinkinson was #

little more outragecus than usual. She did
not like General Burgum, a3 was evident by
the faeb that cach time she passed him she
pulled a face behind his back.

“ Yes,” said General Burgum, referring te
Coosha, “ she’ll pack up and come. I've gof
mny. dutv to think of. I ought to see her grow

uu
* She—she has grown a good deal since you
saw he- last,’”” Pollie said tllﬂll‘lj

“I've got to see to lier future.
I do that if she ain’t with me?”

‘: But she is happy here, and will miss—

“Pooh! Miss! evuzum Inisses something
or cther at some time or other. Begides, I've
made arrangements. I am engaging a woman,
sort of lousekeeper, _sort of governess, and
thingumbob, all combined. Cood, capable per.
son; heenw a matron in a Iunatic a i dT
like to see Coosha trying tricks with her.”

** But—but " Pollie said.

“I'm going to take her,” General Burgum
said, banging his hand down upon the table.
“1'm going o

“ Pudden?’’ asked Mrs.
plate over his shoulder.

“ Studing! Noj; never eat the stuff—never
Ow! Yow! How—7

With a yell like the bellow of an infuriated
bull, General Durgum suddenly rose inta the air.
e rose with stuch vielence that the pudding and
the plate it was on were shot upwards, and Mrs.
Sinkinson, took atback, as she explained after-

ards, was hurled flat against the wall. I\Ie(m-
General Burgum, having risen several feet
mto dm air, came down again with a crash that
seb every glass on the table dancing.

* What is it—is it?”’ roared the general.
“ What "—he glared at the seat of his chair,
but there was ncthing there to account for hh

And how can

78

Sinkinson, handing a

sudden acbivity ; theu lle l()(}]\&d suspiciously at
Mras, bm,\zu on—'* what this mean—eh?
What's this mean?”’ he roarcd. “Who did
that?”

Sir Francis roze, and camé round the table
anxicusly.

“ My dear general———"

* Dear general, =ir, be hanged, sir! I—I've
been stabbed, I tell you—stabbed, wounded, sir-—
abominably wounded! I—I tell you somethins

—he looked at
then lifte!
hauged if
sudden ilt-

stabbed me! Hanged if I know
the chair, passed his hand over it
the chair, and leoked underneath—
I know! Couldn’t have been a pain,

ness of some rort,” he added nervously, turu-
ing white—'" sort of—of sgeizure! Kemember
Tom Crinkwell-dead now—sitting at dinnes,

just like [ was stiting there, then suddeniy had
a seizure!  Mecs e‘i;.x(ardmdm thing! Spran.s
up, screamed, fainted, ecreated (f!:hi(‘]"!l:l:ic:ﬂ_
‘Pon my soul— Ianged if T can make it out!
He was never the same man after. Died and
was buried, Within four months widow married
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2 man in the Woods and Forests Department

The general wiped his forehead with a table-
napkin. ' Never had anything like it in my
life,”” e mutbtered.” “ Must have it seen into.

Copsult first-rate man e my return. Don’t like
it! Hanged if' I like it! What's that—eh?”’
“ Pudden!” said Mrs. Sinkingon. *‘ You gt
some on your left shouider. I were going t»
wipe, i ofi,??

on my sheulder?” The gencral
Confounded jam-pudding on my
§ " comes of living in the—-
How i

general leaped wildly into the

¥ Jam-pudding

turned red,

stoulder! = 1

Yow!l Wow!
Onee 1more the

we and preserve us!” shrielied Mrs.
“ I never see such a excitable old
i'air takes my nerves!”

mon, some He pauséd,
air; and wrenched it up and
in time to see the disappear-
¢ long sheel spike that Coosha was
uwlating from the cellar beneath.

As he looked, the spike disappeared, and then
the general expleded. .

saw  this—this outrage,
said Sir Francis. * Ves, I
he is—ahem '—very high-spirited, very

like o

et am
—I saw.
full of pl ;

© P-p-pleasantries!™ stuttered the general.
“ You—you call this a—a pleasantry—this— —
By the living George, sir, do you know that I
am shockingly wounded? Do you realise—*’

“I am very sorry indeed. 1 cannot under-
ey [t et

vou would if you had been sitting hers,
es! Where is she—where is she?. Pro-
ationsel  I'say pro——

this moment the door opened, and Coosha,
a particularly innocent and pleazant ex-
pression of countenance, advanced into the roomn,

“ Uoosha, your—your guardian is here” Poilie
whispered,

“ Yes, you—you black viper!” shouted the
general, '* Your guardian is here——""

© Don’'t tink yo' bery politeful to a young
“lady,” said Coosha. ‘“How yo’ do, guardian?
I hope yo' bery well, as it leabes me at
presen’!”

" Do—do you know what you’ve done, you—
you daughter of black sin, you? Do—do you
know you've wounded me abominably with your
infernal———:’

&3

“1 bes dat yo' ‘scuse me,” said Coosha
nolitels 1 don't quite understand what de
I 3 I i
conve lon am aboub—— ;

“ I was pitting on 'that chair—* roared the
LENera.

* Ob, T hope dat yo’ haben rose up ’cause I
come into de rooni!” said Cosoha. * Please yo!
We don't hab no eeremonies in

sit down again,

ng on that ehair, when
N you—I understand that it was vou--
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Lrust that abominable wire— But—but T will
make you regret it, young woman! - F'Il alter
yeur ways, 1 promise you!” The general blew
out his cheeks and gobbled to himself. * Mre.
Sturgeon, the lady 1 have engaged, will—will
put fome eommon-sense into your nead, Il
warrant! Ha, ha! We'll see if yowll play
these pranks in future!®?

“ Dat ole gentleman hab a ft presen'ly, by-
me-by, sure as his naute am Bungum,”

* Coosha,” Pollie said, * the—the general has
come to take you away——-7’

" What's dat? Come to—to—— TWhat’s dat
¥0' say?”? Coosha gasped.

“Come to take you, K away, Caosha!*
said tearfully, * But, oh,
¥ery wrolg s of you ho—7

“ What de dickens yo’ talking ‘bout, Pollie
t’}rccn?‘ I tink yo' talking out ob de back ob
yo© neck! Take—take me away from ais place?”?

i Yes:? said the general,  take you away
fromi here, miss, and have you taught manmners,
ba g'ui_.l:z;mn-::z‘;s and hehaviour! Take you
to Loudon to-might! That’s why I am here.”

and then ab

' Pollie
Coosgha, it is very,

Coosha stood staring first at one
the other, -

“I-L dou't tink I guite understan’ dis busi-
ness,’”” she said. “ Yo'--vo' going to take mse
away from—from dis place, away from Sir
Francis and Pollie Green, and—and eberyting?"’

“1 am; so make up your mind to it, youig
woman!™ the general said grimly, T am going
to take you back to London with me to-night.
S0 the best thing you ecan do is to g0 and
pack up what -you will need to take with you:
the rest of your belongifigs can be sent on aiter-
wards. !

Coosha stood looking about her in a Lieipless
manner.

YT dow't tink,” she gasped, * dat I quite
understan’ what yo' say!  Yo'—yo’ going  to
take me ‘way from Sir Hrancis, ‘way from hig
house, ‘way from Pollie Green, to—to London?”?

“I am!” said the general.

© Oh, Coosha!” Pollie sobbed.

“My poor child,”? Bir I'raneis said, ‘ the
general is your guardian, and he feels that be
should now have you more under his immediate
ohservation, 'We have asked him fo let you
abay. b ——" : 2

“But I won’t!. That’s flat.
to perform,” said the general.

Coosha turned to him slowly,

“ Let me ’stinkly understan’ what yo' inten-
tion am,” che said slowly. “Yo'—yo’ going 1o
take me "way from dis house to-night to London
wid yoli? :

*“ Certainly! And in London you shall be pab
under the eare of Mrs. ‘Bturgeon, an exesllent
wolan, who bas had a lifelong experience with—
ahem!—with refractory characters, and 4

“ Now, yo’ listen to de remark dat I hab to
make!” said Coosha. " “If yo’ take me 'wag
from dis house, do yo' know what I do?”

I have my duty
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Y Vau'll behave yourself,” he said.

U0 slinll take de big knife, and I cut. yo')
lroal de bery [first night dat I get de oppor-
Wity 1" gaid Coosha. .

CHAPTER 16.
Coosha Departs.

" H? Wlmf"" gaaped the general.
I cut yo throat, and cut yo’
huad ofi! And I do de same to dat
)1(- Mrs. Turgeon. Den I get de

I stick him in yo’ chest, and v wiggle
and round like dis!”
Pollie gasped, *“ put that knife

rul!n and
L round

" Doosha,"”
duwn 1"

4y Ih-ry sorry to disoblige,”
l aln't going to do nuth.n" ob de kind
0 toke dis knife 'long wid me, to
ule benst de first oppoi-tlnity"’

" Bo—be George,” gasped the general, “ the
» the black fiend looks as if she would do it!"”

U1 am very much afraid,” said Pollie, ** that
whe will!'

" You-—-you mean to say—to say she’ll murder
et

“ 1 ghould not be at all surprised if she did,”
gnld Pollie, in a matter-of-fact voice.

“Pon my ‘soul!l” gasped the general, ‘ Pub
phnt knife down, will you? Confound you!”

“ Bha'n't!” said Coosha. *“ I take dis knife
to make a wiggly-waggly hole in yo' tummick
de first opportunity !*”

“ Put it down!” roared the general.

“ Yah!" yelled Coosha, brandishing the knife,
nnd nnl\m.g a fiendish face ab hlm Sy gl
hab yo' life, sure as de gun, yo' ole sinner—I
hiuh yo' life! Yah! Hoo! Yah!"

“ Put it down—putb it down!’ bellowed the
general. ‘¢ Good James, look at her! She'll—
"Pon my soul, it’s positively dangerous—positively
ll.ln].!,'f‘[()lld’ Be James, look at her! Order her,
(ireen! You—you are master here. Tell that
black virago to put that knife down!™

“ Ain't brack potato!”’ roared Coosha.
a4 young hrunette lady. And I hab yo'
sure as

She made a
mimbly aside,
of his chair.

“ Green, order
down!”’

“8ha'n’t—sha'n’s do it! I kill yo't I
dis knife into yo’ in de railway frain! Yah!
Yo' wait! Yo' bery sorry by-me-by dat yo
drobe me to do dis! Yo' ‘ceedingly sorry when
yo' dead!"

“I'm ‘afraid,”
Coosha is very

said Coosha, ‘“ but
1 going
ettle d(lb

“ T'se
life,

who skipped
back

jab at the general,
and then retreated to the

that demon to put that knife

stick

said Pollie seriously, °¢‘that
debermined.  Coosha, won't you
down?”

put that knife
“ Bery sorry. I kill dis ole gentleman first.
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den T bery glad to ’blige yo'
Poilie Green."”

“ B-b-but,”’ gasped the general,
nonsens Young woman, put
down !’

e
wards him.
', will yo'?
life!'”

The general,
made good time to the farther® side
table.

‘“ Stand oft—stand off!”
order her to stand oftf!"’

in de

‘such absurd
that knife

howled Coosha, making a dart to-
“ Yo' come and take me 'way wid
Yo' try dat game, I—I hab you’

despite his weight and his years,
of the

he yelled. * Green,

‘“ Coasha,” said Sir Francis, * you must cease
this behaviour at once!l” 5
‘* Nobudy sha'n't take me ’way!” yelled

Coosha. ** Let anybudy try dat trick—-let 'em
ccime and try it!"”’
She stood in the

middle of the room, brandish-

ing the knife, and lookinz as wicked as it
a3 possible for her to look.
“'Pon—'pon my honour—’pon my scul,”

gasped the general, “ what an awfnl—"

““ Hold yo' tocngue, yo' ole red-nose!” U'r&”mod
Coosha.  *“Don’t yo' talk; de sound ob yo’
voice make me tink I kill yo' now, dis minit!”

* Good—good James!" said the general. ‘' 1Is
she often like this?”’

“ Often!” said Pollie, with
* Poor Coosha!”

‘“ Poor—poor Ceosha! T'Il ‘ poor Coosha’

““I ain't going—I ain’t going! I kiil ebery-
budy first!"" shricked Coosha, dancing up and
down wth passion. *I tole yo' dat I ain't
going—-—""

« Silence ! Stop that! Enough,
general, in

‘“ Held yo'
Coosha.

‘“If you don't behave yourseif,” bellowed the
general, “I'll get my cane, and——""

Bash!

A plate flew through the air.
the general, he eiw it ccming, and dodged.
[t was followed the next moment by apples
and oranges, nuts, fruit table decorations—any-
thing and everything Coosha could lay hold of.

The general danced up and down, dodged
and ducked, and bellowed to her to stop.

An orange hit him on the nose, an .apple
caught him under the eye. Not for rmany a year
had the general shown such activity; he hopped,
and he dodged and ducked, and swere that if
he could get near encugh to Coosha she would
bitterly repent it to the very end of her days.

In wvain Sir Francis called to her; in vain
Pollie entreated.

Coosha devastated the dining-table.

“ 1’1 teach dat ole beas’ to come poking his
nose in here!” she yelled, *“I teach him. Dere,
dat’s a good one—cop him on de ole red nose,
make it redder. Ho, yo' take me 'way, will yo'? Ole
Turgecn, dey bery handy wid satisfact'ry char-
acters. Ch, ho, let- him try! I get de knife all
ready for him!”

a deep sigh.

1

bior!

t I say ! said the
a voice of authority.

row! Yo' go to de doose!” roared

Luckily for
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¢ I'1*make you smart for this in London,
young woman!’ said the general flercely.

Coosha looked at him with hate and scorn in
her yellow eyes.

“1 ain’t going to London!’ she said defiantly.

“ Aren’t you? We'll. see!’ said the general.

# You hab made up yo' mind?’’ asked Coosha.

“1 came down here to fetch you, and 1 don’t
ao back, 1 don't stir from this house, withoub
o ™!

: Coosha stood staring at him for a full minute
without speaking.

“ Bery good, **she said slow!y—‘‘ bery good. If
yo' hab come for me, I 'speck I must go ‘long
wid yo’.'’

“A}h, ha! Coming to your senses, are you?”
said the general. 4 s

“1 ‘speck daf about de meaning ‘ob it,
aj e Tre
R, ey :

You'd better go and pack,’” said the genera,
rubbing his nose, which was very tender owing
to the attentions of the erange Coosha had
{flung.

“ Bery welk”

Mot for a moment

caid Coosha docilely.
did Pollie believe that
Coosha meant to go. She expected that Coosha
would eftace herseli—hide somewhere, perhaps
go and take shelter somewhere in the village,
and wait in hiding till the general was gone.

Buty, much to Pollie’s surprise, Coosha  Te-
appeared presently with a pareel in her hand,
and with her head decorated with her largest
and most striking hat.

In the flush of vietory the general even forgob
his aches and pains.

“ When they see they've got a man to deal
with who ain't taking noncense from them they
coon come to their knees. 1 know how to deal
with these niggers, male and female. In a
a month you won't know thab gal.

‘o you are ready, are you?”

“ Vea sah, I am quite ready,” said Coosha,
5o meekly that Pollie knsw beyond shadow of
a doubt that seme dark plan had hatehed itself
in Coosha's mind. i 5

“ Very good—very good. Then we will go. The
tain leaves ab nime. Just gob time—eh?”

« The earriage will be at the door in 2
minute,” Sir Franeis. said.

The farewell would have heen affecting had
not Coosha been so eallous. Pollie wept. Hven
Gir Francis wiped his eyes furtively, Bub Coosha
never turned a hair. :

The carriage came round to the door. The
general, Sir Francis, and Coosha gob 113t-o it,
and, with a last wave of the hand from Cloosha,
the carriage drove off.

Half an hour later there was  a
wheels, and Pollie rushed out. 5 g

% Oh, daddy, isn't—isn’t she here?s Has she
really gone?’” 2 :

¢ Ves, poor child,” Siv Francis said, as he
stepped out of the carriage.

“ Really gone? Poor Coosgha!
like the same house without her.
poor little thing! She will hreak !
I am afraid. [ wish Bureum had left her.

sound of

It won't seemw
Poor girl—
her heart,

POLLIE GREEN AT TWENTY-ONE

He sighed deeply. - v

I declare,” said Mrs. Sinkinson, *if there
ain't a blessed hatmuspher® of peace come over
the place a’ready!’

An hour passed—two, three. Pollie’s certainty
gave way to doubt., Coocsha had not come back.
Pollie lay in bed listening.

She could not get the idea into her head that
Coosha had really gone. She could not sleep.
She rose presently, and. slipped -n a dressing-
gown, and put her little white feet into slippers,

and then stole quietly along the landing to
Coosha’s  room. The moon was shining
in  through the window, but the room

was- bare and empty. There was

v. no Cooshra.
No, she had not come back.

CHAPTER 17.
Briice Hardaker Returns,

UL had gone, then—really gone. With

a feeling of Dbitter disappointment,

Pollie turned away. She almost expected

to find Coosha here. She had felt so

certain that Coosha never meant to go. Butb
she had becn wrong; Coosha had gone.

“T shall miss her—I shall miss her every
day, and e¢very hour of the day. , Poor Coosha !’
Pollie whispered.

She steod for a moment at the window look-
ing>out into the moonlit garden. Her thoughts
were full of Coosha,

She was thinking what Coosha’s life would be
with that horrible old general, with Pollie
started suddenly, and a laugh rippled from hejp
lips.

There was a movement in the garden—the
dark shadow of a quickly-moving figure. It

was Coosha, of cource. Coosha, after all, had
evaded the general, and come home again, - Yes,
she was coming towards the house.

Bubt it was not Coosha. Pollie held her
breath. It was a man—the tall figure of a man.

He was standing 'in the moonlight now. Naow
he raised his face towards the house. A choking,
gasping cry came from Poellie’s lips, for the
face on which the moon shone down was the
face of the man she loved—the face of Bruce
Hardalker. !

It was DBruce himself standing there, with
his face upturned, and his eyes eagerly and
anxiously scanning the ‘houze. And Poliie,
standing in the room, watched, scarcely daring
to breathe or to moeve, as though in fear lest
the speil should be hroken, and she would
awaken suddenly to find ‘it a dream, a vision
conjured up by the hmagination, an unreality.

His face was white and thin and wan, his
olothes the clothes of a beggar—a tramp,
ragged, hepeless, and worn. There v.ere deep
lines of ecare engraven on bis face—lines thab
ahe had never seen there in the oid days.

a
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cugh
SEarva-
an ib

looked Tlike ome who had been
sullering—had known want and
ono  wiho had suffe far mere th
o dhe lot of an erdinary m
Un mhe watcéhed, her heart swelled
and  love—pity too greap for words.
W he wos moving—he was going. A few
by, and he wounld pass from her sight
e Dblackness of the ehadows, and she
M hee him no more. Bub she could not let
lo like this in silence. i
l:uoe-—liruue stay! It is T—it lis Pollie!
Blay ""=she leaned from the window—*°Brucel”
Lind etarted vicleatly at the sound of her
. He scemed to hesitate.

W lth

Sl ce—Bruce, don’t go! I have waited s0
" ghe cried hoarsely. = Bruce, I had
wd to long for your coming! Bta_,féshay,

i

f ¥uu have waited for me, Pollie?”’ he said.

O you—all these years!”

" ¥ Heaven bless you for your truth .mml con-
pey, my darling!” he said huskily. Bless
or it! But—but you must wait no longer.

@nn nover come back inte your life mow, dear
SRlever again, I came toight, boping, yet

snding, praying for a sight of your sweet

Woe, It was the utmost—aill that I could hope

¥, And now that I lhave seen you, and heard
gur volee again, I must go.”

NG, mo, mot yeb! Waih!”
ahul'ly “ Bruce, wait! I—I
tu you! Wait!”

1Y 18 better mot.”

o knew, 1porlmps you

pueh  my fhend agam. Do you know “'—he
gamo g step nearer to the house, and his voice
punk to a whisper that shie could scarcely brear
W do you knoow that I am o hlllltf‘d IOAN,
fugltive from justice, a thief—""

W1 know—I kmow! But because
oo, Bruce, I do not believe it!”’
“You belleve in me, in spite
'Sin ﬂplte of ewrvthmg, ' ghe .md
I you!"

He lifted his hand and raised hLis
from his forehead.

fMhank Hegven!!

 Bruee, wait—I am comi
wmust speak to you!” ghe wh
me you will wait!”

1 will wait,”” he said quiefly.

-

whe  wihispered
will . corne

“ Poille, if

he whispered.
would nob ‘wish to

I know you,

“ T believe

pagged hat
he said weverently.-

g down! I must
ispered. ** Promise

Ter heart Vua beating wildly. She f»-nvemd
and a feeling of fali s came over her
ehe stole down the s ent house.
He wos waiting there, g tside—Bruce,
waiting there for her coming. She was gong

to him at last. ¢

¢ Polie, you should not have come down to
me. I should not have wailled, but the tempha-
tion to see your dear face again, to hear your
yoice But th must be only ¥ £o1 a moment—
no more. Pollie, I—1 am mot fit for you to
speak to.”

He looked down suddenly at the vags that
covered him, and when he Iifted his head again
his face was red with shame.

45

zee me like this,”’ he
Woh

ST, JOIN

“You never thought to
went on. “ You mnever thought tfhat I
come to this.”

‘* Bruee, “Bruce, “what! does it mean?”’

“It means''—he . held his breath for a
6110 —““means that I wm hunted! There
i3 rant out for my arrest! It meams that
they say that T am a thief, that I atole from
those whot rusted me—the meam,&t most despic.
able creature on God’s earth!”

“But you did mot do it—you could
it, Bruce!”

“1 did mot do it,” he said. *“ Bup it is only
my bare word—my word that I cannot prove.
Who would believe the wild story that I shounld

not do

have to tell? 1 raqalise hew tmpossible it will
ever be for me to lift my bead again, how
impossible to face the charge, although I am
108 ce f;. But—but there is no time to talk
TOW. I came, hoping to catch one

face. I have beén here, not

ore of 't'mea sheaking here in

3 dreading lest 1 “‘thud be eeen.

ght in the wood I was seen and followed.

¥ tlhnu"ht I was a poacher I kid, and

escaped them. It—it is nobt like the old days,
Polkie."
Her tears were rolling down lLier cheeks.

‘“ Bruce, Bruc», tlrere must be scine way of
proving-

‘“ None,” he said—* there is mone on earth!
I am the viectim of a plot, so cunmning, so fin-
fernal, that I canmot see cne ray ef light.”

“Who plotted against you?”’

“ Less agaimst me than against the firm we
l‘uh'l ved,”! e said. ¢ ll(, plotted to get
their money - the money he knew was in my
session—and arranged so that the suspicion
fall on me. A man—a chen namned
it was he who <1mrrgcd me down to
e who wrecked my life, who has made me
fat 1 am—a \'»:mdnmr a ereabure who fm_(ni:
dayiight, who steals oub b night ke a
t of prey. I owe it all to him!”

“Tell me everything—everything, PBruce!”

“ Not now; there is no time now. I did not
mean to stay co leng. I m nk
Hieaven for the sight of yoir i: y!  Some-
times I thought That you and I would never

p
should
Bao

meet again. Pollie, 1 heéard. of hiz death, [
was gorry. Ile was a fine fellow—a g00d T,
Now I m go. It is——"

“Rirace, wait!” She held cut her hand to
him. “ Bruce, Bruce, why den't you take my
hands? Why do you hodd away rrom me?"

‘ Because I am not fit,” he whispered—"' not
fit to touch your hands, Pollie, such a wreteh
a1 awarl?

“Have you forgotten,” she whispered, * that

onece you—yon loved m“”'

¢ Forgotten?” he echoed. “Onee—onoe I
loved yon? Do you think that my love for you
has ever changed? Can’t you know it has been
the sweetest and the most bitter thing m my
life—my Iove for you, knowing that I could
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never hope to see
lizat I was not fit

ou  again—even knowing
.

“You are—you are, becanse you are inno-
renb! Have you forgotten that—that I loved

ot
“In the old days.’
“And now,” she whispered—* new, dear—to-
day, the same as then, to-morrow, always!
Bruee, Bruce, don't go! Come with me—come

2

to my fathzr. Ask him to help you, dear. He
will—I know he will.”

* He eould not; he could do nothing. How
could he? And he would mot believe. He

could not? And he would not believe. He would
not ave the same blind, unquestioning faith
that you have. I—I have given up hope long
ago. For a time I tried to hope that the day
would come whea I might clear myself; but now
1 know how impossibla it is. That one man, and
fijm  alone, can clear my name, and he would
vever do it, He hates me; and even if he had
to ‘suffez himself, he would rather that I,
although I am fnnocent, sutfered with him rather
tiran I should go free. Dear, must go now.
I ought mot to have come. I ought not to have
cleated jou out of words that—that you must
forget.””

“ Words? What have I ®aid?'’ she cried.
“You mean, when I told you that my love was
the same to-day as when we parted—that it
will never change?’”

The light of eagernsss and hope sprang sud-
denly into his weary, haggard eyes. Then, with
a gesture that reminded her of the old Bruce,
lie threw s head back and looked &t her.

<1 would net forgo my rags and your love for
211 the riches and all the honours of this worid!”
he ““To know that you still love me will
give me strength to go on living. I need that
strength, Heaven knows, sometimes! Sometimes
1 have found it hard to live; but now I shall
remember what you have told me to-night, my
darling—my darling!” He held Ler hands and
d them convulsiveiy between his thin ones.
““ Good-night! Good-bye!” ;

And  then be would have turned;
Ledd him fast.

“ Bruce, dear, because you love me, and I love

but she

you, you will let me——" She stopped in con-
fusion, remembering his old pride. * Dear, it

would make me so happy—and I have so much—
just to help you, Bruece—just to 12

“ Not feom you, Pellie,”’ he said quietly—‘‘ not
alms from you, my darling. Let me at least
keep my self-respect. It is all that I have left
now hesides your love.”

“But for my sake!”

““¥or my sake, don't ask me, dear,” he said
gently. * Good-bye!”

*“ Bruce, Brucé, you will come again? Don’t
Toave me! I ean’t bear you to leave me like
this! Bruce, promise me you will come again.
It will be something for me to think of, to look
forward to Promise—promise.”

“T promise,” he said. (‘I will come again one
day.” /

hands tightly.
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“Soon?”

““ Soon,” he said.

* Bruce, 1 have waited so long for you!’” she
whispered, “ It is so hard to let you go again
like this! Bruce, for my cake, dear? It can be
no shame to you to take help frem one who cares
so much as I do.”

“Don’'t ask me, Pollie!”’
“Dear, don’t ask me! I am used to it now—
the hunger and the rags. They don't hurt, dear,
It’s the other thing—the want «f liope. And
I think to-night you have brought just a little
hope back again into my life.”” He held her
“ Heaven bless you, my darling,
my own true-hearted girl!”’ he whispered.
*“ Heaven bless vou for your faith in me!”

He let her hands go, and turned away.
once more she called him back.

“ Bruce!”’

She held up her face to his.

For a moment he hesitated, then stooped and
kissed her on the lips,

He was gene into the darkness. But she stood
there, where he had left her, her heart beating
with love amd pity for him.

‘“He will come back again,” she whispered.
‘ He promised, and he will come, and——"

g “tAIhem! I bery sorry to interrup’ yo' toughts,
o i

Lie said hoarsely.

Yet

‘*Coosha,” "Pollie cried — * Coosha! Oh,
Coosha !”
‘“ Yes, dat’s my name,’”” said Coosha. 1 see

yo' talking wi’ a young man, so I bery politeful,
and stop away till de young man hab took him
hook. If I don't make any mistake, Pollie
Green, dat young man was Bruce Har—"’

“Yes, yes! DBut, Coosha, you have come
back—""

08
“vo

course I hab,” said Coosha coolly.
didn't tink I going ’long wid dat ole
image? Only, to tell yo’ de solemn trufe, Pollie
Green, I really am remarkably hungry. I hppe
to goodness dat cle Sinkinson hab left scme-
ting in de larder!”

“Tell me about it—tell me,” Pollie said.
 Oh, Coosha, I am so glad—so glad, dear!™
She put her arms round the girl and hugged
her.

“ H'm!" said Coosha. *“ Dis display ob affec-
tion am bery satisfactory. I really tink, Pollie
Green, dat yo’ must hab a heart, after all.”

“0—I believe I have,”’ Pollie said. *‘ Oh,
(Coosha, 1 was looking for you, and——"
“i’m! I don’t tink!”’ said Coosha. *‘ Yo’

didn’t go bery far to look. An’ I really am
surprised at yo', Pollie Green, habing meetings
wid a young man dat don't dress in de best eb
taste, to say de least ob it, dis time ob de night.
Now, s pese we go and see+what dat ole tiel
hab left in de larder?” :

Through the door which Pollie had left open
behind her she and Coosha entered the house,
and went down to .the kitchen.

““T tell yo' all ’bout my troubles when I have
~~t guffine to eat.”” Coosha said,
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! Ooosha, your feet—"'
hoder 'bout my Jeet;
gaid Loo»st,lla.

ang my hoots! Dey done der best. 1
% n bery long way to tell yo' de trufe,

('hout done up. Don't boder 'bout any-
I I hab got my tea.”

Qielped Coosha to spread the table with
: that the larder contained. Then
and looked with cpen-eyed astonish-
while Coosha slow¥y but steadily worked
f through three parts of a leg of mutton,

cold  beef-eteak  pudding—evidently
dnys old—a dish of cold potatces, vast
Ulos of hread-and-bubter and cheese, angd
.nther odds-and-ends, such as stewed fruit,
Cplee-pudding, and a fragment of an apple-

dey de only

{‘M not until Coosha had worked as mueh
etlon as about  three able-bodied men
d have done that she desisted, and lay hack
chair with a grunt of satisfaction.
:jmngs ob hunger am awful tings t¢ hear,”
i
‘?u- b . -
M Don't “hut.’ I thery mear starving wid
m:- and {'irst.”” Coosha litted a huge jug
milk and buried her black face in db. * 1
¥ mueh hetter for dat little snack,” she said.
ﬂ!‘l(ﬂ'liu pat silently waiting for Coosha to ex-
nin,

Y o yo' hab been talking to dat Brace H
wkor uuniu?" gaid Coosha.

W Ageint I have mot seen him wutil to-night.”

"Course not! T bery sorry, for. dat young
, Man, e look as if he ,could do wid a snack
" ke I hab had himself.”

Pollie's face grew sad. If only she ecould know
dhint Bruce's hunger was appeased az Coosha's

nd been! But he had heen too proud to take
elp from her.

‘* Coosha, © you, said that you would. tell.me
about—->"

“'Bout dat ole image?’’ $aid Coosha. ' Oh,
I not bery much to tell. We hab a bery plesen’
" little ehat in de train, He told me dat he got

n woman out ob a mad lunatic 'sylum to look

ter me, and said if I didn't behave myseif

Sadat I'd hab to wear a strait-waisteoat-—which

don't tink suit my complexion at all. Den 1

old him dat I tought he was the wugliest old
beast dat I eber see; and he say dat he would

skin ny liver one ob dese days. So we hab a

bery plesen’ time! 1 know jolly well dat old

beast not go “way from here 'less I 2o wid
him.”

“ But you are back again, Coosha?’’

# Course!” sald Coosha. ““I been as far as
Thorpeover wid bim, to keep him company on
his way to London.”

y | ‘‘To Thorpeover?” cried Pollie,
miles!"” :

*Jeem like twenty tousan’!” ‘Coosha said.

#eTell me all about it at eonce,” Pollie said.

ard-

It is twenty

all to pieces on
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Coosha ¢cleared her throat.
“I got into de train wid de old image,” she
said.  ““Mbst ’busive old person dat [ neber

had de pleasure ob listenin’ to. We chatted
’bout de madhouse lady dat was go kind as to be
going to look-after me, and put me in de strait-
waisteoab, and him mention de fack datb he lith
a bery, useful cane dat he make me de acquaint-
ance ¢b when we get to London,”

“ The brute!’’ said Pollie.

1 mention that fack to himy* gaid Coozha.
“Him got into a tearing, fmwli'a rage. tim
most abusive, an’ ude de mnmt langliauge dat 1
eher listen to. Him say— .

“ Hush!”' said Poliie. :

StRery g,m}d Ao proceed, as de E:.‘.yinw is.

I got on de side oh de carriage pretty close o
tm: window, and listen to all de remarks dat
he hab to make, wid a most amiable smile en
my face, Den I tinks to myshelf, in ’hout
tree minutes we get to Thorpeover; and sud-
denly I eotch at de door-hand e, -tear gpen de
door, and utter a piercin’ shriek dat froze de
blood, and jump out—only 1 not jump on to de
ground. No fear! Not such a born fool! I got

shold ob de handle at de side and swing myself

out ob his sight. Den I scramble ’iong de foot-
board ob de tram.. And all de time dat old
beast ringing de bell like mad. Presently pretiy
quick de train began to go slowly. It goin’ to
stop. Only I don't quite wait till de train stop.
I jest dvop on to de ground, geb through a hedge,
and make off for de road.

“Den [ hide fer a time, and watch @l de
commotion. I hear ddt old hesst yelling dat
I bad committed suin side, and th I am dash
de ilw.n' line—lxe him hops
I am, I speck—and Goy 2o rushing up and down
wid lights, and shoutng Lmd yelling; and kicking
up noend of a fuss. An’ all de tl”ﬂe 1 near gome
to die ob lau Ulunrr

““Den pres vnlv de Q‘Idnd come aleng an' say:
‘Bery sorry, sir, dere no ~Jfr11 obh a young female
woman dat mu ‘mention.” And de ol be st yell
dat eve J)bmlv am- fools and bora ijuts, and his
language am someting fearful; so de guard an’
gders ”Ir)a'e beir tempers, and tell him t5 go
(smms

‘ Coosha !

el

gaid Pollie,

“ London,’ sald Coogha, “an’ make him com-
plaint dere. And de tmin go “long, after a bit,
and den 1 just get up and waik home.”

“Twenty miles!” Pollie said. “You poor,

tired thing!®

“QUertingly!" said Coosha, “I bery much to
be pitied. [ bery tired, and 1 tink I go to hed,
“Speck dere be & telegram in de moreing {frem
dat old beast.”

Pollie saw Coosha to hed. She helped her to
undress, tucked her up snugly, and kissed her.
She was glad from the bottom of her heart to
have Coosha' back again, Life, without Cooshn
to be a perpetnal worry amd trouble to her,

1

seemed. to Polliee to be searcely worth living.
But Cooslia was back again.
And thea Pollie went to her own roonr. and
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lay down on ler bed. But nobd to sleep; nor
were her thoughts of Coosha, J

She was thinking of a. man, haggard and worn
—& man with hopeless eyes, a man who seemed
to have left youth behind him, though he was
yet far from old—and she wondered what this
¢rime cculd have been—this crime of another—
for which he was being made to s=uifer; and she
wondered 1f there was justice in heaven or on
earth.  And then at last, in the grey gloom of
the early morning, she fell asleep,

=

& @ . (3 . L . »

Coosha, on way to
out of train. Trust not greatly
injured. Making all inquiries Up to present
not  discovered hier. Wil wire when further
information.—BURGUM.”

‘“ Accident last night.

London; fell

Sir Franeis read the telegram.

" We must write to. the general
he s=aid to Pollie.

“I don’t think F should. ' Let him wait. He
hehaved vilely. If he is beinz worried, it won't
do him any narm,” said Pollie.

“My dear,” said Sir Kraneis, ‘' but he may
anxious. In all probability, he is."”

‘“Hcepe he am. Hope him tink him get hang,”

said Coosha. ‘' Him bery bad old perzon-—mniost
’busive old wreteh!”

Coosha was eating her breakfast as though
che had not tasted focd for months. Coosha
was gifted with a healthy appetite, and food
in her neighbourhoed had a habit of vanishing
like snow in summer.

at  onee,”

be

“ Papers,” said Mrs. Sinkinson, coming into
the room. “ Thought you would come back,”

she said, eyeing Coosha. *“ Bad rubbidge always
comes home to roost.”

“Yo' got my permission to go and fry yo
face,” said Cocsha pleasantly.

B

s a - » - . L] F

““When T heard as ’ow it was going,” said
Mrs. Sinkinson, addressing the teapot that she
placed con the table, ** I said to myself, it’s too
good to be true, I says.”

*Don't ‘speck dat yo' wounld know de trufe
if yoo was to meet it in de road,” said Coosha.
“Yo' mcst abominable, bad, wicked woman,
and I wish yo’ was dead !’ '

““Coesha, Coosha !’ said Sir Franeis.

“Bery sorry; no one can’t help what
was,”’ gaid Coosha. ‘' Wish dat ole wom
dead! Wish dat old beas’ Burgum ws¢
too! Him bery much happier dead, I ti

“'The  way ‘she  tallis “of
people,” said Mrs. Sinkinsen,
1t gets on my nerves.”

'*You hop it!” said Coosha.
‘remarks, ole bheetleface!”

“Fiesh and blood,” #said Mrs. Sinkinson, as
she made towards the door, * ean't never abide
nor stand it! Beetle-face, Tmdeed! Sir s01
gught to be alive to* hear that-remark!”

death and killing
“Is fair orrible!

“ We sick ob yo
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“ "Speck he tink himshelf bery much betterer
oft where he am,” said Cocsha. ' *“*Got a twis'

 in yo® face?”

“ This js rather funny,” said Hollister, reading
aloud from the paper. “ ‘Last night, as the
train from Galehampton and Wickington was
running at about forty miles an liour, just a
little morth of Thorpeover, a young lady, travel-
ling in the company of General Burgum, K.C.B,,
D.5.0., ¥.Z.8., was seen to suddenly fall from the
train. The door of the carriage, it is believed,
must have been insecurely fastened, and the un-
fortunate voung lady, who was leaning against
it at the time, was precipitated on to the track.
The gallant general made a desperate and heroic
effort to save her, but to no purpose. It was
only by a miracle that he himself escaped, in
his gallant endeavours to effect a rescue—~""

“Dat a most abominable lie!”? said Coosha,
with her mouth full of toast.  “ All him do was
to sit and use de worsest language dat I eber
hear ! ;

" “The train was speedily brought to a stand-
still,” * Hollister went on, ** ‘ and passengers ana
guard made a thorough search of the line; but,
strange to say, no trace of the missing young
lady has been diseovered,

“It was painful to witness the grief of the
aged general, who was deeply attached to the
young lady, who was his ward. The name of the
missing young lady is, we understand, Coosha.
She was the daunghter of an eminent Zuln chief-
tain, and was confided to the care of General

Burgum by her father during that warrior’s
sojourn in Zululand at the time eof the Zulu
War, She.was heiress to very considerable pos-

sessions, and has all her life been the general’s
constant and dearly-loved companion.’” :

“Hah!? said Coosha. *‘Like to hab dat newse
paper reporter man here! I talk to him!”

I certainly think we should telegraph to the

general,” Sir Franels said. ‘
- ““Den him come °long here and collar me,’ "
said Coosha. “Den 1 commit suineide dis time
wid a vengeance! T kill myself eertainly!” She
put a large piece of toast loaded with butter
and marmalade into her mouth. **[ hery cer=
tain dat I kill myshelf!”” she said.

“ Well, well, we will leave it for the present,’
Sir Francis said.

folister and Pen went out after breakfast.
The girl’s radiant face and the shy Lappmess in
her eyes was ample repayment to Pollie for all
that she had done to bring thess two togetler
again. It was clear that Hollister was return-
ing to his old allegiance—that the old love had
not died, but had slept for a time, and was
coming back to life again.

“I am so glad!” Pollie whispered, as she stood
by  the window and watched them down the
path.

‘“Bo you ought to be!™ said Coosha,
going on with her kreakfast.

“ What for?? ;

“*Cause yo' gob yo’ little Coosha back again'®

who was



BY MABEL

lnld Coosha, * Dere a great many p.m.eu"eq in
:0 life, Pollie Green, it you only know jt.’
T suppose so,” Pol'ie said sadly.

"“Dat young man yo' was talking to last might
w=liim——'

‘* Hush, CoosTm'

" Course not,"” said Coosha. ‘**Bery nice thing
for young l.ld} to #£o ont meeting young gentle-
man in de garden in de night!”

*“Coosha, you are unkind! lou-—}(m———

‘“Bery sorry!”” Cooeha said contritely. * Won’t
say anoder word, Swear I won't say—— lo,
dat bees' !

CHAPTER 18.
s So much to hope!™

. T the breakfast-table Sir Francis looked
over his paper ;at Pollie.
£ 0n, Pollie;” he . said, I forgot 1o
mention it befor e, bub 1’ think our—our
young fricnds Hollister and that pretty -girl
fire——"’ )
““Oh, yes!” Pollie said.
“Glad, my dear?”?
* Yes, glad! You know, they have been in
love with each other for years. He went away
years ago, and she waited for him, and——"
'fhe tears suddenly welled into her eyes. ‘' I—
I wieh all love-stories had the same happy end-
ing!” she said, with a sob.
“My darling,” Sir Francis
my héart they had!” -
e put his arms a‘ound her. There was no
need to ask her what she was thinking of—it
was her own story.
'“Daddy, I—I saw him [ast night!
“Saw!” His face grew grave and stern. * Do
¥ou mean that you saw that man Bruce? Where
did you see him?”’ Sir Francis asked harshly.
“ Here—outside, in the garden.”

1 am so glad!”

1

gaid, *I wish from
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“How dare he come here?’ 8ir Francis
clenched his hands. * How dare he enter this
place?”

hecause he is innocent., He has

2

‘ He dared,
done no wrong.

‘““He has told you that?”

It is the truth!”

““1t is a lie!” Sir Francis said flercely. It
he is the innocent man he pretends to be, why
is he in biding? Why does he come here by
stealth to have stolen meetings with you? Why
does he not come out into the open and -defend
himself 2"’

* Becanse—because he knows how hopeless it
it!”’ Pollie said, with a break in her voice.

‘* Hopeless! Yes; because he is guilty!’’ Sir
Francis said. .* Pollie, there must be no more
of these meetings! My dear, your happiness
has always been my first thought. 'There 1s
nothing that I woud not do to make you happy.
XYou know thatg™

ST, JOHN

*¥es, daddy.”?

“I am an old man and you a young girl, and
while T live I will protect you. You must sce
no more of this man! If he shcu,d come here
ilﬁ‘a,lill‘,)()i] must tell me; it is I who will see
1im
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* Daddy, he is innccent!’”
“1 tell you he is guilty! An innocent man
does not lurk in the shadows; he does not fly

from Justice and hide himself as this man has
done. He is guilty; there cannot be the slightest
doubt as to his g.,um:' Do you think that am
innocent man would be content to become an
ocuteaet, a wanderer, shunning those who knew
him? Do you think an innocent man would not
come forward, and say *1 am innocent; I court
inquiry. I will help you to make all investiga-
tion fo prove my innocence and to bring the
guilt home to the guilty one’?”

“But. daddy dear, if—if it was impossible—
utterly impos: sible——'?

g It ihe is mnvunt, it ecannot be nnpomble
to prove it! It “is ecnly Jmpoembe to prove-
innocence when there is guilt. And I swear to
you, Pollie, that Bruce Hardaker is a guilty
man *’

“Daddy, I do net—I will not believe it!”®

“ My darling,” Sir Franeis said sadly, * Heaven
knows, I would do nothing to dutroy your
faith and belief if I thought it was given fo
one worthy of it: but thn man .is not, cannot
be, worthy of your thoughts! Put him out of
your mind, dear; think no more of him; forget
all the old dreams—forget the past completely!
Occupy your mind so that ycu have no room
for cne thought ¢f a man so unworthy of you!'’

He stooped and kissed her, and held her
tightly for a moment, then went out c¢f the
room.

‘* Even—even though he tells me not to, I
will believe in him,” Pollie whispered, ‘“all my
life! Even though his innocence is nevcr proved,
1 will believe in him always—always

Later, Hollister and Pen-came in to lunch,
with apologies for being late. The girl's face
was flushed, and her eyes were dancing with
happiness. The sad-faced Ilittle maid had
vanished, and in her place had come a radiant
girl whose life seemed to be filled with sunshine
and joy.

“Oh, Pen, if I was only as happy as you,
dear!’”” Tollie thought. And then, resolutely,
she put all sad thoughts away from her.

‘““We went eo far; we did not know it wag sd
Iate,” Pen said apoclogetically.

1t doesn’s matter a  bit,”
“ there’s nothing to spoil. And, oh,
a letter from your aunt, I think!”

Pen took the letter and opened it

'“0Oh!” she gasped.

““ What's the matter? Is she dead?" Pollle
asked. ‘*No, of course sghe isn’t; she couldn't
have written to tell you. Does she want you to
go home?”

“I6 18 almost worse,”

said Pollleg
Pen, there's

Pen safd,  * It's-il'e
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the worst news,
haif laug
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3

he locked up,
** Pollie, she—she

%

says sne is

coming hpre' She ‘has no right to, but 1 am
-dfrﬂud it is too late. She says she md he here
this afternoon. Of course, you woi't ive
her. I will be ready when she comes, ami we
will go home togebher.”

** Nothing of the sort!” Pollie said. ** She
must stop.”

“But—— Oh, Pollie, you know what she is;

go—so difficuit!”
“ My dedr,” by
We shall be delighted 40 see ler,
sald.
Mrs, Sinkinson put her head in at the door.
The wisp of hair bobbed over her tight eye.

all means let your aunt stay.
' Sir Francis

**There’s a old party come,” she said, She
lifted her hand, and removed the wisp from
her right eye, and placed it over her left. A
old party, gasping for breath, and says she’s
dying,”’ she added.

“Good heavens!” cried Sir Francis.

“Bays, if you don't mind ‘er sitting down in
the drawing-reom, she'll die there more
ant,” said Mrs. Sinkinson,

10—who is she?"”
“ I am afraid,” murmured Pen, stmm" at hel
plate—*1 am afraid it is my aunt.’
“My dear,” Bir Francis gasped,
idea your aunt was dangerously ill.”
The sound of hollow groans came from the
thall, then the tramp of heavy footsteps.
Sir Franeis hurried to the door.

**1 had no

“ Ah, dear, dear!” said a voice, ‘“ Ah, T have
come 1o see Ty nm:d my «dear niece—to gee her
ere I pass away!

“1 hope,” Sir Francis said, * that you—you
are not seriously indisposed, madam?”’

“I 1Ay * gaid Miss  Drinkwat pleasantly,

. ab any moment! You are Mr.

* Ye-ps—nt Teast-—

© Penciope, my child—my
Drinkwater vapturcusly.

Pen 1ose, EBlushing.

* 1 had to come.
sald the lady.

“1 hope you are betber, aunt?” said Pen,

My dear, 1 am never Mttei-. I am resigned.
T look forward to .death—death alone. Wh)
should T not be resigned? But to die alone—mo,
no; it is not to be thoughé of.  I—I have come
here to die!”

Bhe smiled on them all, with an expression of
serene resignation on her Face.

‘ Pleaze do mot get any lunch for me,” she
went on. 1 have caben nnthmrr—ﬂJtHnH at
all, I toyed with some breakfast, but 1t was a
mere farce.’

But Sir Francis ho:»pitahh‘ insisted that the
Bunch should be brought hack.

Miss Drinkwater toyed with some Tunch. S-he
ate the vemmins of a steak-pie, half a dighful
of cold potatoes, some ham, a little Leef, some
temd puddmw and then she sab down to 4 gxmci
substant: ‘f‘ meal of blcad and cheese,

child!” said Miss

I—I could not die alone,

half crying and
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s mainly

ailments J.Hd speedily-
She was in the best of

d!h

Let there be no fiowers,” she said. A plain
deal  cofin—plain, unostentations—a - shroud,
nothing more. A little more apple-pie? 1 think
will lrme A aouthful down. I do not re

Gii, o! 1 say, with the poet: ‘ Oh, grav
is thy vieto Death, thy sting?” 7\13

D

ngs

would astonish you. A* the present moment I

am racked with pain. [ am used fo it. Another
b weream and cry oub: 1do not. -1 bear it

in silence and fortitude. A little blanc-manage.

1t is not quite €0 Id, I think. Soen I, teo

Le cold—I, too,’ she- sighed, and shovelled hs

blane-mange out of wighit.

* The racking pains I endure at night! Some-
times the house vings with my ~.czmm».,' Alisy
Drinkwate z:mn,ml\.,t_

“ Looks like me goin’ to hab a .mi;*nt\; plesen’
time,"” said (no-ha. * Where -do yo' feel de
pain de worses, ma’am?”’ = - s

‘“ Bverywhere, child,” saitd Miss Drinkwater.

i %m{*times i my head, somebimes in my feet.”
“Semetimes in yo' tummick, I “speck,” said
Coosha.

“ Yesterday I fainted three times, and awoke

shrieking. It was quite a new symptom. I

was very interested. I dhink it means speedy

dissoludion.  Bug my affairs are in ovder. When
i ne Inere——-"

is con ation,” said Coosha, ““am tur-
ing me againgt my focd. 1 .i:’m 4 get de colly-
wobbles if I tnp here mo more.”’

. . . A » . . ¥

Later, Pollie was enabled to get a few minutes
alone with, Pen.
' Oh, I don't know how to thank you Nloagh,"

exclaimed Pen, her happy face suifused with
blushes.  * Gh, Pollie, thow shall 1 ever vepay
you? Youn—you =tl(l-ll"t know what you have done
for me. Youw've made my life " Pen sighed.

“0h, T was so Irightened—so—so horribly
jealous ef you!

“ Yes, dear, I was jealous of you,” Pen con-
fcs»ed ihj:mg‘iug her head. 1T was wicked and

ght you--~you cared for him, and
at he cared for you, und--and I
mnufwt t'mt vou hoth were la:-wug about me

because

 Laughing about. you hecavse yon were miser-
able! Oh, 30:4,” Poitie said bitterly, "1 am the
one 4o laugh! I am so hap p\, myself.’

“Tell me, Pollie, tell me,” Pen  whispered.
“ Deaxr, T tllcuwht—-l guessed there was some-
one."”

I think we were talking about your aunt,
Pen,” said Pollie shorily.

Pen looked at Pollie, but Pollie said no meore.
Much as she liked Pen—loved hier—ehe could not
bring hersell to talk to Pen about Bruce. She
wanted to talk fo mo one akout him.- She wanted
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Bk about his, to keep his memory green in
UWi beart; but she did not want the sym-
¥, bhe well-meant speeches of others, who,

§ istter how kind they were, and wishes to

sl have no real feeiing about him, could

l'tl*l’ undergtand, never know.

Bortrnm Hollister went past ithe window, and
PO, with @ rich, red flush on her cheeks, and
nH ll'u:huuctic glance towards Pollie, slipped oub
sl followed him,

SOF eourse, she would have said that she was
Sy, that she hoped it would all come right,
f“‘{ und that sort of thing,” Pollie muttered.
"Bl would have been nice and loving and kind
abiglil 16; but-—but she could never have recaliy

wl, it could never have mattered to her,”
Eilu clasped her hands together, and sat look-

W hefore her with misty eyes that saw nothing,
O'lllvlb 4 Jittle, upturned face, except a poor,
slaliby, ragged figire, alone in the night——

S lrnce, will it ever come right, dear?’’ she

hpered. “Will the truth ever come out?

Ul you ever be cleared in the eyes of the world?
e, will you ever come back to me? I wonder
I wonder! I dare mot hope; it seems so much
o hope for.”

CHAPTER 19.
“F will ke true!”

IR FRANCIS Bad brought Pollie to London

for a few davs’ change. Her father had

Jeft the hotel for a walk, and Pollie,

with her chinl resting on her hand, sat
slaring out unseeingly into the quiet street.

'or o moment she thonght that she was dream-
g for & moment she thought that her eyes
were decelving her, and that what she saw was
only @ phantom or her own imagining.

Ho passed, not a dozen feet away from her,
flowly down the street. She saw lLim, and yet
sl motionless, unable for a moment to move,
unable to realige.

“ Bruee!” she whispered. * Bruece! It is—it is
Bruce!” She sprang up and ran breathless to the
door, then through the narrow hall and to the
front, and out on to the steps. * Bruge—Bruce!”
she  cried aloud. ‘“ Bruee!” But he was gone.
Bare-headed, she ran out on to the pavement
and looked up and down the short street, but
there was no sign of him. He was gone utterly!

Pollie was almost dazed by the suddenmess of
his disappearance. It was less than a minute ago
that she had seen Lim walking slowly, and now
there was not a sign of him. There was a
navrrow turning a little way down on the left-
hand side. He would hardly have had time to
reach the corner, but to make sure she ran to
the turning. No, there was mo sign of him, She
realised that the quest was hopeless.

“ It must have been real!” she muttered. -“I
am sure it was real! Jt was Bruce, I am sure!”
Bhe felt a sudden dread, a sudden chill, She re-

ST. JOHN il
membered the old superstition that at the
moment of death people sometimes appear to

those who love them and think of them most,

Pollie was not superstitious, but, in spite of
hersell, she could not banish this haunting thought
from her mind. Supposing Bruce was dead!
Supposing what she had secen was not really
Bruce in the flesh at all?

‘“ Pollie Green, you are an idiot!” she said to
herself severely. *“Of course it was Bruce!
Don’t get such absurd ideas into your head, my
girl! 1t was Bruee—it was Bruce!”

But for all that, it was a very white-faced,
grief-stricken-looking girl who was found hy Sir
I'rancis on his return an hour or so later to the
hotel.

“ My darling,” he said, “ what is the matter?'

‘“Only my head aches a little. Daddy, don’t
take any notice of me!” :

* But your head did not ache when I went out,
You are sure that—— My darling, what is it?”

For Pollie had breken down suddenly, and,
throwing herseli into his arms, was finding relief
in sobbing against his shoulder.

** My darling, you must not distress vourself!
There—there, tell me what it is—what has hap-
pened!” Sir Francis patted her gently om the
shoulder, 3 i

‘“ Daddy, I—I have seen him!” Pollie whis-
pered. “T have seen Bruce!”

“Eh? Oh!” A sudden change came to Sir
Franeis Green. * That—that man has heen here?’
he said. ‘“ He has found you out hLere, and in
my absence———""

‘“No, no, daddy! I saw Lim!
window! I—I followed him!"”’

“ What?’ Sir Franeis said sternly. His voice
and his bearing had altered. A look of sternness
that was strange and foreign to him came into
his fiace.

“I followed L:im, but he was gone, and—and
then I have been frightening myself. It was so
mysterious! He seemed to vanish utterly all in
a moment, and-—and I have been thinking that
—that he might be dead!”’

Sir I'rancis sat down, and looked at Pollie, with
grave reproach in his eyes.

‘“This is not like you, my darling!”’ he said,
‘“1 thought you were stronger. I thought you
had better control of yourself. If that man is
dead "—he paused for a moment—* then hig
death is not worth one tear from your eyes!”

‘ Father!"

““To you it may sound harsh amd cruel, child!”
he said; “ but men—men of honour regard life
from, perhaps, a rather different standpoint to
women—young women, especially, This man has
forferved his good name, his right to respeet, hia
right to affection. A fugitive and a ecriminal,
hiding his face from the gaze of all honest men,
To such as he death should be a welcome relense§
I had thought, hoped, prayed that you had, if
not, forgotten him, at any nate, had thought of
him less, had ceased to care for him.'

He passed the
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““1 have not!” she said. * Daddy, I have nof
and I never shall, never as long as I live!”

““ Hugh!” he said sternly and angrily. * Mar-
garet, in this you cannot expect sympathy from
me; to me that man is utterly dead. Were
he my own gon it would be the same. e would
cease to exist for me! If he had the claims
of close relationship, I would pass him by in
the asfreets without one glance. It must be
the same with you. This love you speak of
is unworthy of you. By professing it, you sink
almost to his level. Remember what he is, a
shamed outecast, a hunted criminal, a dis-
honoured man, who can never again hold up his
head and look his fellow men in the face. Is
this the man whom my daughter can love?
If he is dead, then you should rejoice in his
death., If he is living, then he should be dead
to you, utterly dead!”
~ “You—you condemn him!"” Pollie cried, ““ But
why? Bupposing he is  innccent; and he is
innocent !"’ :

“Innocent! Do innocent men skulk and hide?
Would not an innoecent man come out into the
open and say, ‘Here 1 am! am  inmocent !
Try me! 1 have mothing to conceal, nothing to
feel shame for! I am willing to be tried, so
that my name may-be cleared and my innocence
 proved!’ !

“ But if he could not prove his innocencs?
If it was impossible for him to do so? And,
knowing it, he L

“If it is impossible for him to prove his
innoeence, then he must be guilty,”” Sir Francis
said, ‘““ But we will talk no more of this!”

She stood before him trembling, looking with
wonder and fear into his face so changed.
Was (this her father—the gentlest, the kindliest
of living men—this man, whose e¢yes looked
80 hard, whose voice sounded ro unnaturaily
harsh?

“I do nob think—I know that he is innocent !
she said, * “ 1 know i, because he himself has
told me so, and he would not lie to me! I
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know that he is inmocent, and all that I hope |

for, and pray for is that that the truth may
come to light, father. Then—then you will be
sorry that you have been harsh, that you
have condemned him!” She broke down sud-
denly, sobbing wildly. 5

““If Bruce Hardaker’s innocence is really
proved, and if I live to see it,” Sir Francis
said, “then I will go to him, and I will ask
him to forgive me for having doubted his

honour, I will make such amends to him as
lies in my power. But that day will never
come.”’

His voice was softer now, the sight of her
tears disarmed him. He rose and went to her,
and put his -hand on her heaving shoulder.

¢ My darling, be brave; be true to yourself,”
he said,

Pollie lifted her face, wet with her tears.

“1 will be true to myself and to him,” she
eaid, “ all my life, daddy. I would not be true
to myself and my love for him.if I—I believed
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ill of him. Dear, you were right just now
when you said men and women looked at
things differently, I am a woman now, daddy,
and hecause he has told me that he is innocent
I will and must believe him. Nothing shall
ever shake my -belief in him, though T may
never see him again. T shall think of him
always as one who has been eruelly wronged
and injured, one who has suffered umjustly,”

She held up her tear-stained face to him, and
kissed him, and then turned and went oub of
the room.

Had he been too harsh? Had he heen too
unsympathetic? He wondered miserably. Bruce
Hardzker was, of -course, guilty! No sane man
eould doubt his guilt for a moment. A man
who conecealed himself from the police who
were seeking him, who refused to come out
into the light of the day as an honest man
ghould, what doubt could a sane man have?
Of course Bruce Hardaker was guilty: But his
little girl loved him. Sir Francis groaned in
the bitterness of his spirit. He had spoken:
strongly and, harshiy. He had made his little
darling weep, and because of that man, that
dishonoured man, who was not worth one tear
from her bright eyes, nor one thought from her
pure heart,

“I will get her away,’* he decided.
will be better at home.”

The quictude of the sleepy little hotel gob
on his nerves. He ecould guess that Poilie was
up in her room, finding welief in tears. In that,
a woman has the advantage over a man. A
woman can have a “ good ‘ery,” and feel the
better and happier for it. A man must bottle
up his emotion, or let it off in the form of
anger, which is always unsatisfactory for him-
self and for everyone else. Sir Francis thought
of another plan. He put on his hat. He would
take a good, hard walk, and be bsck in an
hour. He could walk it off. ?

He heckoned to the clderly waiter.

““Tell Miss Green that I am gone oub,’” he
said. “T1 shall be out for hall an hour or so.
I have a call to make.”

He had made Pollie cry with his harsh out-
burst. He felt ashamed and sorry. At the foot
of the sbairs he hesitated. Should he go up
and tap on her door, and——- No, he wouldn’t!
He would go out, An bhour's hard walking
would put ‘him right, and by that time Pollie
would have finished erying, and the skies would
be clear again.

Sir Francis marched oub of the hotel. At tha
top of the steps he paused to pull on his gloves.
He never wore them in the country. In Lon-
don he would just as soon have gone without his
coat as without his gloves.

And as he stood there, pulling on his gloves,
4 man came up the street—a young man, in a
shabby suit of clothes, whose haggard face was
pale and worn, whose eyes looked haggard and
weary. :

Sir Franeis suddenly shook from head to foof.
It wag the man himself, For an instant the

** She
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of that white, worn young face touched
eeply—a face so different from the frank,
earnest face of the lad he had known.

¢ an instant the impulse was on him to
d hold out his hand Then he remembered
man was a thief, a criminal; this man had
himself out from the sympathy of
urable men.

ce Hardaker glanced upwards. His lips
bled, a gleam of hope came into his eyes,
died out again. A flush came painfully
his cheeks.

p. Francis looked down. Their eyes met.
' Francis made no sign. The man passing
ght have been the most ubter stranger.

And yet, though the elder man’s face was
. and set, and yet, though there was no
gognition in his eyes, his heart was filled with
by and compassion. Bub his sense of honour,
I8 great ideal, was stronger even  than his
tural kindliness and gentleness of heart, and
Blié man passed on.

mnd another. He gtill stood on the top step
of the hotel entrance. The shabby figure wasg
» €. He had turned into the busy street, and

“had been lost among the traffic. He was out
- of sight
| “Poor Jad!” Sir Francis mubtered, then

faught himself up angrily. ¢ Pity! Why should
v pity him? What pity does he deserve—a black-

rbed villain, who defrauded thoge who trusted
dn? Thank Heaven I was strong enough to
peslat the temptation to speak to Lim!”

He turned, and went back into the hotel. He
fook off his hat, and hung it up, and went
powly upstairs to- Pollie’s room

I'wica he knocked at the door hefore there
Wap any reply.

e Wed, what iz it?”

"I is I—it is father.””

There was o movement inside, and Pollie
eame to the door and opened it. A very woe-
hegone, white-faced, red-eyed Pollie, who

Jooked at him pitifully.
\ Sir Francis held out hig arms, and took bher

into them. / g
“ You must think no more of him,” he said

fuskily. ¢ He is not dead—he is living. 1 have
«geen him.”
¢ Daddy !’ She drew back, and = looked

eagerly into his face.
“ 71 have scen him, not fiye minutes ago,” he

said.
“0h! And he spoke to you—he told you—-"
Sir Francis shook his head. .
o ““ He did not speak to me,” he said quiebly.
- ¢ By darling, I have come to tell you to pack
W up our things, We are going home this affer-
B Toon.’’
& But it was destined that Pollie and Bruece
" should yet mect. The following morning Sir
S Francis, encountering an old friend in the
";}ﬁ, gtireet, asked Pollie to go on alone back to the
B hotel. She was wending her way slowly along
when—

Fﬁ’
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~ Bir Francis did not move. A minute passed’
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‘“ Bruce!” His name broke from her lips. A
cry of surprise and ,oy. They were face to
face here in the guiet London street—he, white-
faced, haggard, weary, and shabby; she, quiver-
ing with the joy of seeing him again. * Bruce,
it—it is you? Bruce!” she whispered.

“ Pollie!”” He shrank back; & flame of colour
leaped into his haggard cheeks. “ I—1 did mot
mealn *  He stammered incoherently. “1I
tried to aveid——"

. '“Me, Bruce? You tried to avoid me, know-
ing that I longed to see you?’

“I had not the right to see you; I have not
the right to speak to you pow, a man such as
I am.” He looked down at the rags he wore.

“You told me that you are innocent of
wrong-doing, that yeu have no erime on your
conscience, and I believe you. Bruce, I believe
you with all my heart and soul, dear. Do you
doubt my beliet?*’

‘“No, no; I thank Heaven for it!”’ he said.
“But I am not fit for you to speak to hers
in the street. People who see us may think
that I am a beggar asking alms.”

‘“And it is I who am the beggar,”’ she whis-
pered. *I who am begging you to speak to
me, stay with me—I, who have been longing for
i‘i sm'I’l,t- of your face for so long, Bruce, for so
ong . :

‘“And do you think that I have not longed to
see your dear face?”’ he said passionately. * Do
you think that I have not thought of you every
day—that I have prayed that I might see you
again, and yet have dreaded it? 1 tramped
from London here down to the country, all
those miles, just so that I might see, perhaps,
your shadow on the window-blind, I dared to
hope for mo more. I would have been content:
with that. Just to look at the house that
sheltered you—to stand under your window, and
to feel that once again I was near you, my
darling—my darling! I knew you were here. I
have tried to avoid you, because it i3 not right
that a man fallen so low as I have fallen
should speak to you.”

‘“ Bruce,” she whispered, * don’t!
think my heart is breaking !’

“T think my heart broke long age,” Bruce

Bruce, I

sadd. ““ But you must not stand here speaking
to me. They are staring at you, the people who

pass by. They do not ummderstand why such as
you ghould speak to such as me.”’

“ What does it matter what they think? What
are they to us, or we to them—you and I, Bruce?
And—and we are so much to each other!”’ ams
swered Pollie.

The light of hope seemed to leap seuddenly
into his weary eyes; his face flushed almost un«
consciously ;. he drew himself up; for a moment
he looked like the Bruce of old.

e had her love; he held her heart still, hor
faith and trust, the loyalty of her eweebt, trus
woman's heart. He had said to her, I am
innocent!"’ and she believed without questioning,

“You must mob think hardly of my father,
dear, He does not know. He cannot bolleve
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that you are innocent. He has not the same
trust and faith in you that I have, because—
kecause he does not love you as I love you——""

‘“ Pollie!"

“As I love you, and shall love you always. Per-
haps I ought o feel some shame for epeaking
like this, but I do mot. I want you to know—I
want you to know past all mistaking that I love

you with all my heart and soul; that I will wait-

for you for years-all my life; that there will
never be another love in my life but the love I
bear for you! You do believe it, dear?”

“I believe it—I helieve it,”" he said hoarsely—
““I believe it! And I thank Heaven for. its
mercy to me—Heaven, that I thought had for-
gotien me. And now——"

not yet,” she implored—* not yet!
I can't let you go yet!”

“ No, no;
Come, walk beside me!

What did it matter to her that the old waiter
was watching from the window of the hotel, or
ithat the hall-porter looked at her with astonished
eyes, or that the passers-by turned their heads
again to see the lovely, well-dressed girl talking
with euch intense earnesiness to the worn and
shabby man at her side?

He was beside her. It was he—DBruce—she was
speaking to—Bruce whose voice she could hear
again now!

All the world might come to see, and she would
not be ashamed No; she gloried in it. Poor,
ill, shabby, needy as he was, she would have
taken his hand, and stood with him, so that all
might see them, and have said to them all:
“ This is the man I love! This is the man who
has suffered, who has been persecuted, and who
is inmocent !”’

“ What have I done? What em I, to deserve
your great love, vour faith and trust, my
darling?’’ he zaid. “ You know nothing-—nothing
of the truth; and yet, because I have said I am
irnpcent, you accept it without question. Les
me tell you something of the past—something
of the misery of theee last dwo years, such awful
misery and shame as I mever thought could ever
come into my life.”

“* Tell me,” ghe said gently.

For @ moment he was silent,

““You know when I left Ingland, three years
ago, I thought that I was leaving you to become
the wife of _ancther man. I left, meaning,
hoping, never to see the old country again. I
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thanked Heaven for the opportunity that had
come to me to go far away.

“But I could not get away from my thoughts,
I eould not forget you or my love for you, my
darling, though I tried with all the power of
my will to put you out of my mind. But I
could not,

“There was one man, a chemist, clever and
capable, almost a genius—a chemist and elee-
trician, who was about the only cne among those
who worked with me whose society I cared for.
His talk seemed to lift me out of myself. He
interested me in science—in the science of medi-
cine and electricity, We. saw much of one
another. At night he would come to my Tooms,
and smmoke, and tailk to me. I did not know
then—I did mot dream what a Wack-hearted
villain he was!

““One day I had ridden over io the bank in
the neighbouring town to draw the money to
pay the men their month’s wages. 1t was a
considerable amount—some four hundred pounds.

“As I rode back with this money on me, I
met Bonassi. He had known of my errand and
the reason for it, as I had told him the previous
night. He stopped me and talked to me. He
had found a rare and wonderful ‘plant in the
woods, he told me. He took out his pocket-book,
as though to show it to me, and I naturally
leaned forward on my horse; and then, before
I realised my danger, or dreamed of treachery,
he struck at my helld with something that he
held in his hand. I was stunned, and fell to the
ground.

“ Pollie "'—Bruce’s voice trembled—‘it was
many months beforé I came to my cwn sane
senses—moniths ! Can you understand, my darling?
My insensibility was not that of minutes or hours,
but of long months. T found out why afterwards.
A creature of his, an Italian, Rugeri, told me.

“We were at sea in a small - tramp-steamer,
in which Bonassi and Rugeri had taken passage,
carrying me with them. Rvery day for weeks
that fiend had injected .a poisonous «rug into
my veins—some drug distilled from a South
American plant, of which he was cne of the very
few whe knew the secret

“ The properties of this drug were to kill a
man’s reason, to turn him, during the time that
it was acting en him, into a helpless and hope-
less imbecile. It acted directly on the Lrain,
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ifeeting, or searcely affer-tlug, at all the
£ tlie -hody.

r two monthe I had moved, eaten, slept
the influence of this drug, a creature
rely at the wmercy of this ruffian and his
liee, Ru“erl' a man who, I 1Lmamberud

ese two carried me away, so that when
ogs of the money became known, my ahsence
suggest that it was I who had stolen it
d’e*camped with it. They had rebbed me of
- months of my life while the hue-and-ery
e was being raised—while my guilt became
in in the mind of every man.

“And then they let me come back to my
ges, and laughed in my face when they told
o I was mad then. I sprang at Bomassi.
think I would fiave choked the life out of
iin, but the other tore me ofl.

HT-1 can't tell you, even vou, Pollie, of those

_d‘uyn. A thousand times I was tempted to end

I all,  The sea was beneath me.  Bubt one

~ thought held me back—the thought of’ you!_ 1
Whnted you to know, you to understand, that I
Waw  Innocent-that I had never parted with
honour,

We ware landed af last at a small port in a
Boulth Amerlean republie, and there they deserted
e, leaving me penntless, I was among strangers
Wha eotlil wod sponk 0o word of my language,
il of thelrs, the Mpanish tongue, 1 was utterly
}“wlrulli,

L had o Hyve In this placo for months, work-
Ing like o alave ut the dooks, my food a few
crusts of bremd, w handful of frult, and my
<lodging somae sheltered corner of the quay, When
I saw my refleetion in the ebill water of the

© basin I did mot recognise mysel. I looked like
@ wild thing. with long and matted hair, a beard,
- and-a face that did not seem even familiar to
B e
¢ An EHoglish cargolboat called ab last. The
&}t eaptain was short-handed. It was my oppor-
tunity. Yet, even short-lianded as he was, he
'-.»v‘f looked at me with distrust. But I pleaded with
-.}—‘ﬁ‘,-l]im, and he at lust consented to take me.

L “ We sailed, Weo touched at many ports on

- the West Coast of Moubh Ameslea—Valparaiso,
- Tguique, and Calloo, Al Callae we found o vessoel
*r bound for Liverpool, | exehanged dnte her,
B thouch my eapbaln would then by kept me cn,

- me, his

appearance, -

again.

ST, JOHN 55

“I came home, meaning to go to my father—
meaning to tell him all the truth, and abide by
what he advised me. I eame home to learn thab
e hiad been dead for six months—died believing
son, to be a dishonoared scoundrelt
“ More than 4 year had passed since my dis-
What could I do? What was there
for me to do, Pollie? There was but my bare
word—my story. Who would have listened to
it?. Who would have believed it? The thought

- of prison, and of the shame of i, was more than

I could bear. T had but one thought and one
hope-—to find those two men who alone, hesides
myself, knew the truth, And, when I had found
them, what—--what was there to hope for? That
they would admit their guilt to save me? Was
that likely?

“I think some of the drug still remained in me;
I was searcely capable of reagoning. T came to

| London, thinking that I might find them here.

I did not know even {hat they were in England—
in Kurope, even. I have lived—somehow. I have
seen those whom I used to know once, passed
them in the street, and I have hidden my face
from them.:’ ;

He paused, making a hopeless gesture of de«
spair that went straight to her heart.

“And ¢o I huve lost everyihing—my name, my
honour, even the right te look my fellow-men in
the face, even the right to touch your hand!™

“You have not lost my love, my darling!”
she whispered. * You will never lose that. And
one day all those who have wronged you—my
own father—will acknowledge the wrong they
have done you; and ask you to forgne.”

IHe shook his head.

“1 think hope ig dlco,d now, mv d.:u‘lulg If‘.
fought hard, very, very hard, for life; but I
think it is dead now, never to come back to lifo
Heaven hbless you! If you could only
know what the. memory of your sweet face hasa
been to me—the one thing that has held me back,
the ome thing that has made me live—you, m ¥y
Poliie, the sweetest, the truest woman who over
breathed!”

Her eyes, filled with love and
pity, were on his face,

‘“ Bruce—my Bruce, between you and me, wha
love one another, there can hbe no false pride,
ear, you ean make me a little happy—a Mbtle
happier. You ;‘.V'i[lﬂ”

an overwhelining
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Iie looked at her, not understanding

“I am rich, Bruce. I have money. That is
nothing, means nothing to me. To you it would
mean everylhing., It would inean that you could
track those two men down. With money yos
<ould do much.”

1 can’t!” he said hoarsely. “ Don't ask me
that, Pollie! I can’t take money from you,
darling. You have givén me what is better,
- greater—you have given me your faith.”

“Bubt it is from me—I who love you!’ she
pleaded. °' Bruce, it is eruel to refuse! Think
¥of what it means to me, thinking of you, know-
ing perhaps that—that you are hungry, Bruce!
It will break my heart!"”

He eaught her two hands in his, and pressed
them passionately te his lips. It mattered
nothing to him thai anyone should see.

“ No, I am sunk low enough. Leave me the
last shred of my sclf-respect. My darling, don't
worry or grieve for me. I have lived somehow
for so long, I shall manage. I can't—I can't
take money from you, my darling! And now
You must go. I have not the right to keep
you. You must go.”

She eclung to his hand.

“I can't!” she whispered. ¢ Bruce, T can'i
leave you! Don't take away this little happi-
ness from me. It means so much to me, Let
me know that I am helping you. If you knew
how happy it would make me——"

“ It would be the last shred of my self-respect
gone, darling!’”® he said. ‘“ You would not rob
me of that?"

A sob rose in her throat, the tears came burn-
ing to her eyes. She hid her face in her hands;
and then, when she lcoked up again, he was
gone.

Pollie Tooked about wildly, eagerly, and saw
him just for a moment, He was entering one of
the houses a little way up the street. A
moment more, and he had vanished entirely
from her sight.
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CHAPTER 20.
Hope!

OIN LONSDALE leaned across the Ilittle
table in his sitting-rocm, and held out his
hand,

“I believe,” he sald quietly—‘" I belicve
every word that you have told me, Mr. Hard-
aker,'®
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By a fortunate chance Bruce :IHardaker hod
ceme across Pollie's old friend who was labour-
ing in the East End of London, and his kindness
and sympathy had induced Bruce to reveal his
identity and to tell him of that which had
wrecked his happiness and had made him an
outcast among his friends.

“You mentioned the name of Pietro Bonassi,"
went on John Ionsdale eagerly. Do you
know, I believe I know the fellow and where
he is Iurking now. Iis companion in the eruei
treachery of which you speak—I mean ‘leo
Italian, Rugeri—is also to be found. As a
matter of fact, this Rugeri owes me a debt of
gratitude. I was able, under Providence, to
save the life of his daughter, whom he loves with
a passionate devotion.” ;

“ Sir—Mr. Lonsdale ’—the dcor had opened
hurriediy, and the woman of the house eame in—
“I'm sorry to interrupt you, sir, with this gen-
tleman, but there's o man come for you: He's
outside. There’s something tervible happened—
something—-" ¢

“ What is it?”’ Lonsdale cried.

“ I—I think it’s murder, sir! It's one of them
foreigners half-killed another near hers, in Rad’s
Court—an I-talian!”

‘““Rad's Court!” Lonsdale cried. He looked
swiftly at Bruce. ‘ Is the man dying?”

‘“ Ay, sir! They say he hasn’t many minutes
left, poor souli They tried to find a Catholic
miaister, gir, but they couldn't, and he asked
for you particular, 1fe bezged them to bring
you to him.” 3

Lonsdale took his hat.

“I will go at once,”” he said. *° And you "—
he turned to Bruce—'‘ and you will come witi
me, for this man is one of the two whom you
seek "’

The narrow, squalid street was filled with am
interested crowd.

The people made way respectfully for John
Lonsdale and his companion. They knew him,
and it was evident that they respected the maun
himself no less than his eloth. _

““A good sort, 'e is,” a woman said. *“Td
like to know where me and the kids would ba
if it ’adn’t been for ’im ’elping!”

The policeman on duty at the door of ong
of the most wretched of all the wretched houses

there. touched his helmet to Lonsdale,
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@ doctor’s up with him now, slr. But
§ no chance for him; It's a question of
es almost, I believe.”

nd the other man?'™ Nonsdale asked
cly. ‘

ol away, sir, for the time; but we've got
W description, and it won't be long before we
W him all right,” said the constable, with
iliforbable assurance.

I hope so—I am surg I hope so,” Lonsdale
1d.

q Ile put his hand on Bruce's arm, and they
ont up the narrow stairs together. In a
bched attic room, the embodiment of dirt,
poverty, and squalor, they found the dying man.
*You will be of more use here, Longdale, than
1, the doctor said.

- There was one other beside the doctor in the
oom, a4 police-inspector, who was gtanding be-
Mo the bed, taking down the information that
the dying man was giving in a short, jerky,
Chireathloss, choking voice.

. " Why he not come—why he not come?”

“1 am here, Rugeri, You want me?” Lons-
ale sald gently., -

AL, T oask gem to tell you! I know you come

Lo me. 16 wan Judgmeoent, signor—judgment! She
I takon away-=stolon from me. He—"

o slrugpled desperately for his breath, and
worda falled bbm for some moments,

UL seemn, ale that one of this man's com-
palelote todoced e dpaghter— Rugerl's daugh-
Lerto clope with him, Rugerl camo back un-
pxpectedly, and  discovered the arrangement,
There was a quarrel, and the other stabbed
Rugeri. Where 4he daughter is I do not know.
I suppose she has gone with the villain who has
tabbed her father. It is only a question of
minutes,” the inspector added, in a low voice.

Lonsdale bent over the dying man, an inefi-

“able pity in his thin, worn face. He knew the
‘aman‘s passionate devotion to the beautiful girl—
a devotion and love thati was now costing him
W Lis life.
¢ Ab, signor, {0 I Indgment ! the man mur-
Spured. I have worked In erlme with this
B villain, Ilis name I8 Bonassl,  And now, he—
jl';?he, Bonassi—ho has slolenmy Betta from e
“;*‘.l_,—he has—""" o wrlthed tn suddoen agony, and
%the perspiration poiured fram bl forehend, 1
tcome back—I Hnd bl My Belln already s
~ sone. I aslked |Iill|. for iy Betba,  He laugh ot
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me! T guess ever'thin', signor, and I strike af
him wiz my hand, like ze English, for I have no§
a knife. But he has the knife, signor—and so—s
50——""

The voice died away. ‘

“I think only of my Betta,” the man murs
mured presently. * T'or me it does not matter.
But my Betta; what comes of her presently?
Signor, it is this that makes me not wish to die,.
I want to live—"' &

“I will find Betta. T will help her, I promise
you, Rugeri!”

“ It is emough, It the signor say so, I be-
lieve. May the saints hless and be kind to
you! I shall die without ~such great trouble.
I shall—"" 1Ile broke off suddenly, gasping, his
oyes dilated. “ Who is that, signor—that? Wha
stands there? Who—-"

Lonsdale turned higs head quickly. Tor &
moment he had forgotten Bruce Hardaker,

“ You know him?"” Lonsdale asked quickly.

‘“ Ah, know bim! Yes, yes; I know him! The
man Bonassi drugged! The man Bonassi make
iris friend, and from whom he take ze money!
Signor, is he dead, that he comes to me in thig,
the last hour?” ‘

“No; he is living, and he has come 5o that
you may do an act of justice and mercy before
you are called to your own account, Rugeri,”
Lonsdale said solemnly, ¢ This is the man whose
life has been ruined by Bonassi and by you,
As you hope for mercy for yourself, ag you hope
for justice on the man who has so deeply
wronged you, and as you hope to ons day meet
Betta again, speak the truth now. Clear an
innocent man of the suspicion of:guilt that lies
heavily on him., Rugeri, will you?”

“ Signor, I do anything—anything! Tt is true.
He no guilty; he Bonassi's vietim. Yes, signor,
that I swear! All shall know the truth, I hide
nothing—nothing !

Lonsdale turned to the inspector.

“This man has a confession to make beforq
he dies,” he said quickly.

TL= inspector nodded.

There was nothing wonderful or strange {o
him in this. He had seen many such cases hoe
fore, and had listened to many a death-bed cone
fession.

Notebook in hand, he gtood at the head of (hia
bed while Rugeri, in a low, fainf volee, spolias



CHAPTER 21.
Gonfession. g
0 Bruce Hardaker it was all like a dream
—this wretched garret room, this man
Iying here with the sweat of death an
his brow, speaking in a fluttering voice;
the motionless figures of the doctor and Lons-
dale, and not a sound in the silence but that
feeble voice and the rustle of the leaves of the
inspector’s note-book. It was the truth at last
—the truth as he himself had told it to Pollie
and to Lonsdale—beingz uttered by other lips
now! The black cloud of ahmﬂ and disgrace
was being lifted. g

Lying there, gasping for the breath that would
soon leave him ifer ever, Rugeri told how Bon-
assi hud gained the confidence and the friend-
ship of the man he meant to vietimize. IHow
Iie had made it his business to find out when
Bruce Hardaker would go to the bank to draw
the money for the men's wages. How he had
waylaid him on the road hcme; and then how,
day by day for many weeks, Bonassi injected

the poison into the veins of his victim.
“He steal from him ze money, and he take
him away, and make him forget all, so zat it
shall be thought that he was the thief,” Rugeri

said faintly. “But I, who know all, know
that” he did not take the money. It was
Bonassi—Bosgi, so sometimes he ealls himself.

Zis is the truth, I swear! It is my last word.
I gpeak no more. I would not die with a lie
on my lips. The good signor here knows that.
He believe, for he has promised to help my
Betta.”

“ And I will keep my promise,”” Lonsdale said.

“1 have taken down the confession. WIill it
be possible for the man to sign it?’ the in-

‘spector asked of the doctor.

The doctor shook his head.

““Ah, yes! T sign—I sign my name to it.
My—"

Rugeri '-:ilttdl(ld oub his hands.

Slowly, laboriously, meaning under his breath,
he serawled his name on the Ie;lf of the in-
spector’'s. notebook.

And then, ‘when 1t was done, Lonedale zmd the
doctor wrote their names as witnesses.

- The act-of justice was done.
end: was very near.

The doctor and the

And now the

police-inspector moved
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softly to the far end-of the room, and Lonm
dale fell on to his knees beside the hed.

In the ubter stillness of the place they eould
hear his low voice pleading for mercy for this
sinner. :

 Signor, remember, you pramise—promise me
my Betta—"'

“I will find her and help her.
Lonsdale said.

The man drew a deep breath,

1 premise!"

‘1 believe,” he whispered. ““Tell her, signory
that T lforgive—forgive my Betta. I 9

And then silence.

“It iz over!” the doctor said,
fc‘;‘IoW has gone to his account.”

* The poor

He took the rugged hands and folded them
over the lifeless hreast.
“Our work is

: done - here,” he said—* yours
and  mine,

Lonsdale. And yours comimences,
Carter. T have heard of this Bonassi hefore.
A clever and cunning scoundrel; I fancy you
will have your work cut out for you.”

“We shall find him. We have a close des
seription of him, and he wiilibe clever to elude
us,” the inspector said. * But this other man—
this = Bruce Hardaker—who is- concerned hy
Rugeri’s confession, where shall we find™ %iim?
Is' he in England?"”

“ Yes!” ‘Bruce m'ne for\urd
gir. I am the man.’

“ You are IHardaker?®

s ]:‘QS-)!

“ There iz & warrant out for your arrest, then?™

“Yes,” Bruce said quietly.

“ And you evaded capbure??

£ Yes.™

“But  you were absolutely
Rugeri’s confession proves.”’

* He is hereg

innocent, ag

“ How could T prove it?” Bruce said bitterly.
“I knew my innocence. But what proof had
I to offer? The money was fn my charge. I
digappeared, the money with me, and I wasg
never heard of again., Would not that have
bheen enough te condemn me? = How eould T
say I am innecent, in the hope that one humamn
being would helieve me?”

The inspector nodded.

#“1f you had heen arrested and tried, there
would not have been one chance in ten thousand
for you,’” he said. ‘' Bubt now I have a duty fo
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warrant s

ny

rm. I must arrest you| the
I in force. I am sorry; bul ol
‘T expected it,” Bruee sald quletly, " and I
‘ready to come with you,"

We shall make {t as eary for you, Mr.
rdaker, as we can, You ecan be sure of
hat,” the inspector sald, " And now "—he

urned towards the door—'* it will be as well for
hese people outside not to guess that you are
under arrest. They might think that yocu had
#omething to do with the crime that has been
committed here. I can trust you to come with
"a:ﬂ"e quietly 2"’
" Bruce smiled.

 Remember, I gave myself up,” he said. **1
will come with you quietly. Yes, gladly and
willingly. Thank God, this hunted life of ming
* ends to-night—"
He paused. They were near the door, 1rom
~ helow came thoe sound of o scuffle, of n man's
"wolee ralsed In protest, of a woman's shrill
~ goeream, and then running footabops on thoe sbilrs,
' and the deep, panting breathing, as of a hunted

arenburae,

" Bomeone has foreed his way into the house
pant the constable I left on duty!” the inspector
wublored, Mo aprang towards the door, but he
win nob gulek enough, 1t was flung open sud-
Bonly, and a woman aprang In.  Dark-skinned,
awarbliy, with  blaek  haly  Uoged with  grey
Vnnglog ahoub her faee n woman whio had left
Ber youbh far behind her, hub whose face, worn
pnd lned though 16 was, ablll betrayed some

Covidenso of a beauby long gone,

Panting, with her hand pressed over her heart,

. she stood staring abt them with savage eyes, like

@ wild animal.

i “TI no believe it! she gasped. “ It a lle! He
,in no go away with Betta! Rugeri, I no believe
- it!" She staggered a. step into the room, and
‘*_ her eyes travelled towards the bed on which
~ the dead man lay.

i S What do you want? Who are you?’’ the in-
gpector suid, taking hold of her arm.

She turned on him savagely.

$ 1—1, his wile!" ahe gosped,

¢ His wifo~Hugeri's?"

“No, nol 1, Flebye Bonassl's wife! T come.
They have fold me & e They suy that Pietro
&;ﬁ- have gono with Hebba, and Hiab his have stabbed
o) with knife Rugerl, whi bHRd B0 provenbee"'
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‘“It is true,” the inspector said. * Come, you
must not stay here! It is true what you have
heard.” :

She flung his detaining hand off flercely, and a
torrent of words broke from his lips. She spoke
in Italian, and they could mnot understand her.

“1, his wife—Pietro’s wife! I marry him
when I in Ibaly, when I young girl. T young
then, and pretty. Now, I not young, and ho
tired. But I find him! I know—I knowe——""

The inspector nodded.

“ He has gone with the girl Betbn!" ho sald

Jealous, deserted women had sorved the law
before, and would serve It well agali, he khow

T go!" she gasped <" 1 go fod bl ! 1 kinow
whera he Isl"

The Inspector nodded coally

O course wo know whers hie 18" e sl §
wo may as well go bogebher,"

Hhe looked at hitm for o mement with o glinh
of susplolon o her oyen| bub b vandshiod, and
gonve plase to fury,

Mo sbrike mo, Mo say | old and uely, He
sy he wish 1 dead, And now he go with Hetia

Betta, who never was probty as | when I
marry Pletro. But tonight—now, I go find him,
I show you. You come, too, 1 show you whoers
Pietro DBonagsi hide, 1 know!" HShe laughed
shrilly, and turned away, and went down the
ptairs; and the ingpector, nodding to Bruce to
follow, hurried after her,

[ —

CHAPTER 22.
Wedding Bells,
I FRANCIS and Pollie had returned to
S their home.
Pollie had heard of the Italian's confes
sion, of Bruce's arrest. But in the light
of that which she knew, she was aware that
it was but a matter of hours before her loved
one’s complete innocence was declared before
the world.

The door of the room in which Pollie was sit-
ting was pushed open, and Sir Francis looked
in. i
% Pollie, my darling, T have news for youl"
he said, in an agitated voice.

* News, daddy?”

“ A—a letter from Lonsdale!™

“ Yes?’ she said quietly.
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A letter containing news that—that to me
was most unexpected, but to you less so. You
were Tight, and I wreng, my darling!”

* Daddy, what—what do you mean?”

“I mean, my darling, that Bruce Hardaker’s
innocence is proved. He is a free man; his
entire innocence clearly and undeniably proved.”
He opened his drms to- her. ““And I was
wrong,” he said, as he took her in them—
“wrong! Do you remember what I promised?
I said that if I was wrong, and you were right,
I would ask his pardon humbly, my darling. I
would ask him to forgive me, and 1 will—I
will 1"

*“I shall never forgive myself—never, 2s long
as I live,” 8ir Francis went oa. ‘‘My darling,
I've been an obstinate, stubborn, blind old fel-
low. I ought to have known better. I ought
to have trusted the lad, and believed in Lim
as you did.”

“ Daddy—daddy, you only believed as all the
rest of the world believed,” Pollie sobbed.
“Oh, daddy, don’t speak harshly of yourself
now {’ %

“And I passed him in the street!”’ Sir
Francis said. ‘1 looked him in the face, and

. did nob know him, and he was an innocent man.
There is only one thing that I can do now.”

Poliie looked up at him with shining eyes.

** And that is to go to him, {de‘ offer him my
hand, to beg his forgivemess for the wrong I
did him in my mind, ¥Yes, as I promised you—
to beg his pardon humbly for having doubted
him.”

“My dear, dear daddy!” Pollie whispered.

#* 1 will go to-day—mow, without loss of time,
and if he forgives; as I hope and pray he may,
I shall not come home alone, my darling.”

She clung to him, weeping and laughing in
Ler joy and happiness.

“You will bring him back with you—back
here, to—to—"

“To you,” he said gently—"to your loving,
trusting little heart, my darling!”’

“1 can hardly believe it is all true,” Pollie
whispered.' “It seemed so far away, so hope-
lIess. Yet I knew—I knew how innoecent he was:
but how could I hope that it would ever he
proved. He had lost hope, too. And now he is
coming here to us again—coming home here!”

“If he will come ! Sir Frameis said.

it would be better for
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“If he will come!” She knew there would
be little doubt of that. He was coming back
to lier in honour, holding his head high again,
no longer a fugitive, no longer.an outecast; but
the man she loved restored to his place in-the
world again.

Sir Francis answered the unspoken question
in her eyes, 3

“ No, my darling, I shall go alone, and you
will wait Rere for him and for me. It is
hetter.” i

She knew that it was better; she knew that
their meeting to take
place here in the old familiar house. She had
waited so long, so many years, so patiently,
so trustfully, so hopefully; but now ghe knew
that it would be hard to live through the few
hours that must pass before her father could
be back agaim, bringimg the wanderer home,

A telegram was sent to Mr. Lonsdale, The
train was looked out om the time-table, and
the trap ordered to take Sir Francis to the
station, and now the time had come for him to
g0, and he took Pollie in his arms and stmmed
her to his heart.

** Patience, little woman !’ he said.
for omly a little while now.
long."”

And then he was gome, and Poliie stood look-
ing after him till she could no longer see him
through the mist or tears.

“ Where Sir Franeis druv fo in dis mighty
hurry?”* Coosha demanded.

““IJe—he has gone to fetch
whispered.

“My goodmess, him a bery kind ole genlc-
man!” said Coosha. * Famcy him doing such

““ Patience
It will mot be for

him!” Pollie

a timg! I neber tought it ob him. How long

yo' timk before him come back?”

Pollie shook her head.

*“Tink him hab bery much trouble gelting
him let off 2 :

“He is let off already,” Pollie said.

“Do you mean to say dat dey ‘don’t wanf
him?’” said Coosha, opening her eyes wide;

“ No, they don't want him,” Pollic said.

“ What de dickens dey don’t, -den, for—eh?
Answer me dat!”

‘“ Because—hecause he is
aaid.

*“Inmerctut!” Coosha stared  at  Pollie opens

imnocent,” Pollig




ed. “Dat’s right, him Innercent encugh. I
jow -dat plenty well. Who de dickens eber say
flat him not innercent?"”

4 Oh, Coosha, all the world sald that he was
guilty !” Pollie cried.

*H'm! Dis bery inbt'resting intelligence!’
pgha said. “Dis de bery frst time dat I
b heard ob dis. And what de dickens did
¥ tink him guilty 'houti?”

b ““0f—of stealing. Oh, Coosha, you kuow—
you know! Of stealing. They thought—they
idared to think that he was a thief!”

L “Well, dat takes de cake!” said Cocsha.
¢ Pirst’ time I eber heard a single word about
It de reason him run off for a soldier,
den? Dere's artfulness for yo'!”

" “Tor a soldier?” Pollie asked.

. ¢ Qertainly! Him 'listed, I take my oaf!"

“ (Joogha ""—Pollie started in wonder—* you
" are wrong; you must be wrong. How could
© you possibly know? 0L, Coogha, it isn’t
true!" ;

“1 take my solemn oaf sald Coosha. ** Him
told mo himself, wid him bery own mouth,"”

Yo dld? »Coosha, you are dreaming!"

W8y dat I ’toxicated!" said Coosha. ‘‘Say
Ao word, Miss Green—say dat I didn't hear
dm ibbing tole me wid him own lips dat him
pulng for a soldier!”

SRt obut what should Jimmy Ribbing know
whout 104 Mow could he possibly know?”

1 Cluk,' sald Coosha sgolemnly, * dat yo’ hab
Loeem sltting in de sun, and got a sunstrike!
If Jimmy Ribbing didn't know if him ’listed,
who de dickens else could know? Of course,
Jimmy Ribbing ‘listed; but dis de first time

I cher heard one word ‘bout him being tief 1
Y Jimmy  Wibblog?  Oh, you mean Jimmy
Ribbing!"” Puollle  orled. ‘“Coosha, I wasn’t
gpeaking whout Jimmy Ribbing!"

L~ “Den who de goodness graclous was yo' speak-
. ding ‘bout?"

1

“Proco—Aruoe Hardakor 't Pollle eried.

b “Don—den L oale't Hmmy Ribblug dat Sir
‘_ Trancis am gone ba febeh

" ““No, no, nal W'a Bruea Mardaker, He has
Sgone to febel Bl and Brlig Nl home with
B lim. "’

“well, T Lo bless!" sald Cooshine "™ And all
e time I tluMug "what & lLery nlea ole

3 Een'}em-;n[ Db wan b go and do sueh & Hog!
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Ho, ho! Hu, hu! How, how! 06h, my heart
am broke! Hoo, hoo!”

““{oosha—Coosha, dom'b ! What's the

matter?” Pollie eried.

“ Matter? Noting de matter; only I broke my
heart wid grief, dat all, My young man gone
to be a soldier! Hoo, Hoo! And him get kill
in de warg, T know dat! I got de sign. My
nose been itching. Dat a sign I be vexed!”

*“Coosha, aren’t you glad that Bruee
coming heme again?” . .

“Yes; but I be gladder if it was Jimmy Rib-
bing. No, I ain’t. I jolly glad ole Bruce all
right ; take my oaf [ am. Bery tamkful. Ounly
I wish Jimmy Ribbing all tight, too.” ;

“ He will he all right,’’ Pollie said. “He will
cover himself with glory, Coosha, and come back
an officer and—-""

“Huh,” said Coosha, “I don't tink! 'Sides
dat, I like Jimmy Ribbing better as him am,
widout heing ovle ossifer. Neber mind;
dat dere’s just as good as he.”

is

. » .

It was late in the evening. The sun had
gone down when the telegraph-boy trudged up
the hill and came i through the gates.

“Tor me?'" Pollie eried. *“ For me, Griggs?’”

“ Ay, for ye, missy!"” he mumbled tooth-
lessly. i ;

How her hands trembled as she took the
eavelope and tore it open, and how her eyes
shone when she read the message:

“Coming home. Bruce, Lonsdale, and I, ail
well. Leaving by six o'clock train.—FATHER.”

“0h, lawky!’ sald Griggs. *That ain't a

shillin’ you've= give me, Miss Pollie, ‘tis a
suvereign!”
“T know,” Pollie said—*1I know! You've

brought me good mews, Griggs, amd it’s worth
it to me—worth much—much more!”

Griges departed, clutehing his wealth, and
Pollie flew into the house. She must make
ready, there was a lot to do. How foolish and
thoughtless she had been! There would be
the rooms to geb ready. Mr. Lonsdale was
coming, too! She was glad to think this.

" Law ! sald Mrs. Sipkinson. ““If you don't
whisk and whirl around like a tumteetotler!’

'spech
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“They are coming!’’ said Pollie. * Diamer,
Mrs. Sinkinson, and—and you must do your
very hest. It will be supper, though; they won't
be here till nine. And oh, how careless I have
been. None of the rooms are ready, but I will
see ,to everything if you will get the nicest
supper ready that you ever got in your life!”

62

““ Amd so I will, bless your loving ‘art!®
said Mrs. Sinkinson.
- L Ll £

“ Bruce, is it true—is it truc that yon are
here? It is what T° have been dreaming of,
hoping of,” Pollie whispered. ‘* And now that
it is really true, I cam hardly believe it. Oh,
Bruce, how I have longed and hoped!"”

She clung to him, sobbing in her joy.

“ And to me,” said Bruce, ‘it has all beem
like a dream, this last twenty-four hours of my
life. I had given up hope. I had dared not
look forward to the time when the cloud should
be lifted. But it has been lifted at last, Pollie.
I am free. There is no suspicion left against
me now; everyone knows that I am innocent.”

“I always knew,” she whispered—'‘ always,
my darling! I trusted in you always; amd
now you have come back to me, and the past
will be forgotten. I will help you to forget.”
A flush came into her sweet face, her eyes
shone into his. ‘‘ Your future is mine, dear—
all mine!’” v

She lifted her armng, and drew his head down
t0 hers, and kissed him om the lips.

'he door opened and Coosha, followed by Sir
Framcis and Lomnsdale, entered.

“ Well, Bruce Hardaker,”” said Coosha, *‘I
bery glad to see yo' again, mot so much for
myself, but because Pollie Green hab been
worrying hershelf 'bout yo' for a bery long
time, Now I hope dat yo' come back yo' goiug
to stop quiet at home.”

‘“He certainly is going to stop quietly at
home,”” Sir Francis said—*‘ that is, if I have any
authority over him—the authority of—ahem!—
a father-in-law !’

Bruce looked up eagerly.

# You mean that, sir?” he said, in a low
voice.

“From the bottom of my heart, my dear
Bruce—from the very bottom of my heart, I
can only make restitution to you by giving
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you that which I prize and love most in tha
world. I am going to do that, Bruce; but on
conditions, mind you—conditions that I shall
insist on. We will talk of these later, but I
fancy I shall have my own way in the matter.
Amd now, Lomsdale, I think you and I, and—
ahem !—Cooesha will go and have a quiet pipe
in the study, and——-"

R s 1oy don’t make any trouble ’bhout it,”
Coosha said, I tink I prefer cigar!”

“Very well, then, come along!” Sir Francis
said.

Sir Francis, with a beaming face, drove the
other two before him out of the room, and at
the door he paused.

‘I prescribe quietude and rest for you for
at least five minutes, Bruce,” he said, looking
back. ‘“And now, my dear Lonsdale, you and
I have a little business matter to discuss,” Sir
Francis said comfortably, *I can tell it very

briefly. In London I met my old friend Lord
Hesletine. We served together once. A nice
fellow. What was I saying? Oh, yes! 1 meb

him, lunched with him at the club, and, among
other things, we naturally talked of this place.
He told me that Macgrudger is shortly giving
up the living here. By the way, the living is in
Hesletine's gift.”

“I think I know what you are going to say,”®
John + Lonsdale said. ‘“I think I understand,
But—but it would be impossible.”’ !

“It would be nothing of the sort. Hesletine
was most kind about it—agreed readily, in fact.
The matter, so far as he and I are concerned, is
ended. Macgrudger leaves in a month, and you
will take his place.”

Lonsdale shoels his head,

““You tempt me, but—but there is duty waifs
ing for me. They wa‘l}t me—’

“Yes. And if you go back to them, for how
long will it be before you must leave them for
good?” Sir Francis cried. * Do you think I
am blind, man? Do you think that I don't see
that you are killing yourself? Go back to your
slums, and in three months’ time you will be
a dead man! You will throw ycur life away
for no purpose! ' Three months make but little
difference; and we will find other men, younger
and stronger than you, to take up your work.
Believe me, the work will still-go on, You are
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.hmy man on earth who can do it, Lons-
f,i,a true that you owe a duty to your
uan,  That duty you have paid nobly.
must think of your duty to yourself.
N takes his own life, it is a sin in the
1 By going back there,
ng this oﬂ‘er, you are prachically puilty
8. You can do hut little. Your time
y oo short. Here, in the fresh, clean
@ will be many years of a long and
4 -.n”' left to you. Lonsdale, am I speaking
iﬁonsdale dropned his face into his hands.
' are speaking truly,” he said, in a
. “I'know—I have always known that
would not be long.”

i nere it Wlll be long. Come, man, give
Admit that T am right, admit that there
Whe in this mad and foolish sacrifice that
anbemplate. The little cood that you may
! nob cutweigh the great harm that you
‘ Ltu[nly do. We can’t—we can’t spare you,
, We want you. Come to us! My girl's
¢ whall be devoted fo the cause you have
b, And, John, it is a terrible thing %o
but money is wanted there more than
WD, Money counts more than your life

—_

Il ltrue" Lonsdale said hoarsely. * Sir
I wearcely know what to say. I realise
il 6 what you tell me. Heaven knows,
WIie It and my own weakness, my own help-
Benl But it is hard to own oneself beaten!”

Ib ¢ true! We want you here, John.

s work to be done even in this 1}1‘1&

Wil b be done. You are the man we want,
an who ¢an do it, You will come?’’

Al I the drawitg-room, with the arms of
8 tan she loved around -her, and her face
finedl ngninet his hreast, Pollie was dreaming of
ght and happy future that lay before
i hoth, the reward that would be theirs
e long walting, after much suffering, after
wsbaney and faithfulness and loyalty.

U0 e’ glven you to me!"” Bruce whispered.
S aweetlionrt, I ean hardly realise the truth
¥ now-oven now, while I hold you in my
el A little while mgo you seemed so far

rector’s voice trembled.

”" from  me, thers seemed to be mnot ~one

i AP :
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hope left in the world for me, and now this
great happiness has come inte my life!”

“ And into mine!” she whispered. * You have
come back to me, my darling! Oh, you knew—
you knew that I would wait for you, though the
years might pass; you knew that when you did
come back at last, you would find me waiting
still—still Pollie Green!”

-

It was the very first duty that the new rector
—the Rev. John Lonsdale—was called on to per-
form in the little village chureh, on a certain
sunshiny day when all the willage was en fete.

| It was by no means a grand wedding—nct such a

‘wedding as had at one time been expected in
the history of Pollie Green.

¥ Thoge whom God hath joined togetlier let no

-man put asunder,”

The last words were spoken, and the new
Then, as the wheezy
old crgan made & valiant effort, the wedding
parby came slowly down the aisle of the chureh,
and so oub of the twilight of the place, out into
the sunshine, where beaming faces were waiting
to greet them.

The world was very full of sunshine and happi-
ness for them just them. After the darkness and
sorrows of the past, the happiness of the present
and the prospects for the future were all the
more radiant by comparison.

The wedding breakfast atoned for the extreme
simaplicity. of the ceremony itself. It was &
lawvish spread. And at the long tables, heavily
laden, humble viliagers rubbed shoulders with
their weathier and more exalted neighhours.  Buf

f to-day all differences of rank and station were

levelied ; there was no distinetion made, for all
alike were friends of Pollic Green! g

Loosha was on her feebt, her hright eyes mever
brighter than at this moment, her black face
beaming with good-nature and contentment,

‘“ People, I- got a tose to propose,” she said.
**And dav is, I gobt to wish eberyone, absent
friends included, good health! T hope dat e¢bery
one may lib long and die happy!

“ Ladies and gen'lemen, I going to propose de
health ob Sir Francls Green, who am one ob dg
bery best—-="?
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Applanse drowned Coosha’s words, and held
her silent for 2 moment,

‘“ And of Mr. Hollister
ought to be marrled next!”

and Penelope, who

There was more applause, during which the
Young couple turned pink.

‘“And ob de new rector—Mr, Lonsdale—who
eberybody know and like and respeck, and who
we all bery glad to see here!”,

The company applauded vigorously.

‘“ And now I come to de most important person
fn de company, dat is Mr. Bruce Hardaker, and
nim wife, Pollie Green—dat was, 1 hab known
Pollie Green for a hbery long time, and hab
always done my hest for her. I hab been a
bery good friend to her, as she will tell yo’
herself, and I bery pleased and proud and happy
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to know dat she hab married a bery respectful
young man, who am going to live here in dis
house all him life, aleng wid his wife and his
fatther-in-law and me, which yo' all be bery glad
to hear, I am sure. But '—Coesha went on
after the long interval that had been devoted
to cheers—'‘I got a bery serious complaint to
make againzt Mr. Bruce Hardaker. I tink dat
dis day he hab committed a c¢rime, eo now 1§
tell yo' what dat sinful ting he hab done is.’

Coosha paused, and looked round Wer proudly,
conscious of the fact that she had created a
small sensation,

“ (ten’lemen and ladies, de crime dat Bruce
Hardaker hab committed dis day is, dat he hab
rob de world ob—ob Pollie Green!™

JHE LND, ‘ :
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Your Character
from Handwriting
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[y it possible to tell the character from the hand-
writing? Of course it is. As a man or woman
shows their disposition, temper, wisdom, or foH}.r
Ly their actions, so it is feasible for them to show

their character in the handwriting.

If you want to know your character from your

handwriting, or that of your boy or friend, send

along a specimen to “ GYPSY LEE,” ¢/o HANDY
STORIES, The Fleetway House, F arringdon Street,
| undon, E.C.4, enclosing coupon given in that

jper,

All newsagents sell HANDY STORIES. Price 2d.
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“IF YOU TAKE ;

Printéd- and Pﬁblri;};;dibt;ithe first Friday in cich month by the i’rcmvietors_ 'l'haAmalgannned
Press, Limited, The Fleetway FHouse, Farringdon Streef, London, E.C.4. Advertisement Offices:
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, K.C.4. Subscription Rates: Single (Copies,
fnland, 5d.; Abroad, 4id. ecach, Sole Agents for South Africa: The Central News Agency, Limited,
and for

Sole Agents for Australia and New Zealand: Messrs. Gordon Gotech, Limited:
Canada, The Imperial News Co., Limited. SY(/iVe
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