
M Teefy

M OLLY B A W N .
BY THE AUTHOR OF PHYLLIS.”

“ Oh ! Molly Bawn, why leave me pining, 
All lonely waiting here for you.’’—Old Song

CH A PTER^X X .

“ Trifles lig h t as  a ir .”—Ot h e l l o .
W hen  luncheon ia over, S ir P en th o n y  S taf

ford re tires  to w rite a  le tte r  o r two, an d  half 
an  h o u r afterw ards, re tu rn in g  to  th e  draw ing
room , finds h im self in  th e  presence of Mr. 
B usoarlet, unsupported .

T h e  little  law yer sm iles ben ign ly  ; S ir P en 
thony  responds, and , th row ing  h im self in to  a 
lounging-chair, m akes up  h is  m ind  to  be 
agreeable.

“  W ell, M r. B uscarle t, and  w hat did you 
th in k  of th e  serm on ?” he  says, brisk ly , being 
ra th e r  a t a  loss for a  congenial topic. “  T e
d ious, eh  ? I  saw you ta lk in g  to  L ady  E liza 
b e th  a fte r service was over. She is a  fine 
w om an, all th in g s  considered .”

“  She is indeed—rem arkab ly  so, a  very fine 
presence for h e r tim e  of life .”

“ W ell, th e re  is  certa in ly  no t m uch  to 
choose betw een h e r and  th e  h ills  in  p o in t of 
age,” allows S ir P en thony , absen tly— he  is in 
wardly w ondering  w here Cecil can have gone 
to —“  still, she is  a  nice  old lady .”

M Q uite so—quite  s o ; very e legan t in  m a n 
ne r, a n d  in  appearance decidedly h igh -b red .” 

“  H ybrid  1” exclaim s S ir P en th o n y , p u r
posely m isu n d erstan d in g  th e  word. “  O h, by 
Jove, I  d id n ’t  th in k  you so severe. You a l
lude, of course, to  her ladysh ip ’s m o ther, who, 
if rep o rt speaks tru ly , was a  good cook spoiled 
by m atrim ouy . H y b r id ! Give you m y 
word, B uscarlet, I  d idn ’t  believe you capable 
oi an y th in g  h a lf so clever. I  m u s t rem em 
ber to  te ll i t  a t  d in n e r to  th e  o thers. I t  
is  ju s t  th e  so rt of th in g  to  de ligh t M r. Am 
h e rs t.”

Now, th is  old law yer has a  passion for the  
aristocraoy. To be noticed by a  lo rd—to 
press h e r  ladysh ip ’s h a n d —to  ho ld  sweet con
verse w ith  th e  sm allest soion of a  noble house 
— is  as honey to  h is  l ip s ; therefore  to  be 
th o u g h t guilty  of an  im pertinence to  one of 
th is  saored com m unity , to  have u tte red  a 
word th a t, if repeated, woHld effectually close 
to  h im  th e  doors of L ady  E lizab e th 's  house, 
fills h im  w ith horro r.

“  My dear S ir P en th o n y , pardon  m e ,”  he 
says, hastily , divided betw een th e  fear of of
fending  th e  baro n e t an d  a desire to  se t h im 
self s tra ig h t in  h is  own eyes, “  you qu ite  m is 
take  m e. H ybrid  1— such a  word, such a 
th o u g h t, never ocourred to  m e in  connection 
w ith L ady E lizab e th  E y re , whom  I  hold in 
m uch  reverence. H igh ly  bred  I  m ean t. I 
assu re  you you a ltoge ther m isu n d erstan d . I  
— I —never m ade a  joke in  m y  life .”

'* T h en  let m e cong ra tu la te  you on  your 
m aiden  e f fo r t ; you have every reason to be 
proud of i t , ” laughs S ir P en th o n y , who is 
highly  delighted  a t  th e  success of h is  own 
manoeuvre. “  D on’t  be m odest. You have 
m ade a  decided h i t ; i t  is  as good a  th in g  as 
ever I  h eard . B u t how about L ady  E lizab e th , 
eh ? should  she  hear it ? R eally  you will have 
to  suppress your w it, or i t  w ill lead  you in to  
tro u b le .”

4‘ B u t—b u t—if you will only  allow m e to
exp la in—I  pro tes t I -------”

“  Ah ! here  com e L ady  Stafford and  Miss 
M assereene. Positively you m u s t allow m e
to  te ll th e m  ”  A nd, refusing  to lis ten  to
M r. B uscarle t’s vehem ent p ro tes ta tions, he 
relates to th e  new -com ers h is  version  of th e  
law yer’s  ha rm less  rem ark , accom panying th e  
s to ry  w ith  au  expressive glance—tb a t closely 
resem bles a  w ink— a t L ady  Stafford. “  I  m ust 
go ,” he says, w hen he  h a s  finished, m oving 
tow ards th e  door, “  though  I  h a rd ly  th in k  I 
did  wisely, U aving you alone w ith  so danger
ous a  com panion.”

•* I  assure  you, m y dear L ady S tafford ,” de
clares M r. B uscarle t , w ith tears  in  h is  eyes 
an d  dew on h is  brow, “  i t  is  a ll a  horrib le , an 
unaccountab le  m istake—a m ere  connection of 
ideas by your h u sb an d —no m ore, no  m ore, I  
give you m y m ost saored h o n o r.”

“ Oh, sly Mr. B uscarle t 1” cries h e r  lady
sh ip , ligh tly , “  cruel M r. B uscarle t ! W ho 
would have th o u g h t i t  of you ? And we all 
im agined you such an  a lly  of poor dear L ady 
E lizab e th . To m ake a  joke abou t h e r  p a ren 
tage, and  such a  good one too ! And S ir 
P en th o n y  found you out ? Clever S ir  P en 
th o n y .”

“  I  swear, m y  dear lady, I  ”
“  A h, h a  ! w ait till she hears  of it. How 

sh e  will enjoy i t  ! W ith a il h e r fau lts , she is 
good tem pered . I t  will am use  her. Molly, 
m y dear, is n o t Mr. B uscarle t terrib ly  severe ?” 

“  N aughty  M r. B u sc a r le t!” says Molly, 
shak ing  a reproachfu l dain ty-w hite  finger a t 
h im . And I  believed you so h a rm le s s !”

A t th is  th ey  bo th  laugh  so im m oderately  
th a t  p resen tly  th e  law yer loses all patience, 
an d , tak in g  up  h is  h a t ,  ru shes from  th e  room  
in  a  g rea te r rage th a n  he could have th o u g h t 
possible, considering  th a t  one of h is  provoca- 
tora bears a  title .

T hey are s till laugh ing  w hen th e  o th e rs  e n 
te r  th e  room  and  in s is t on learn ing  th e  se
c re t of th e ir  m ir th . T edcastle alone fa ils to 
enjoy it. H e is d is tra it a n d  evidently  op 
pressed  w ith care. Seeing th is , Molly takes 
h e a r t of grace, and , crossing  to  h is  side, says, 
t  w eetly :

“ Do you see how  th e  day  h a s  cleared? 
T h a t lovely sun  is tem p ting  m e to  go out, 
WiU you take  m e for a  walk ?”

“  C erta in ly— if you w ant to  go .” Very 
coldly.

“  B u t of course I  d o ; and  nobody h a s  asked 
m e to  accom pany th e m  ; so I  am  perforce 
obliged to  th ru s t  m yself on  you. I f”—with 
bew itching sm ile—“ you w on’t  m ind th e  
troub le  ju s t  th is  once, I  will prom ise n o t to  
to rm en t you  again .”

T hrough  th e  gardens, and  o u t in to  th e  
sh rubberies beyond, th ey  go in  silence, un til 
they  reach  th e  open ; th e n  Molly says, lau g h 
in g :

“ I  know  you are  going to scold m e abou t 
Mr. P o tts . B egin a t once, and  le t us get i t  
over.”

H e r m an n e r is so sweet, and  she  looks so 
gay, so fresh , so ha rm less, th a t  h is  anger 
m e lts  as th e  dew ben ea th  th e  sun .

“  You need n o t have le t h im  place h is  arm  
round  you,”  h e  says, jealously.

“  If  I  h a d n ’t  I  should have slipped off the  
p e d e s ta l; and  w hat d id  h is  arm  signify  in 
com parison w ith  th a t  ? T h in k  of m y g ran d 
fa th e r’s face ; th in k  of m ine  ; th in k  of all the  
horrib le  consequences. I  should  have been 
sen t hom e in  disgrace, p e rh ap s—who knows ? 
p u t in  p rison , and  you m igh t never, never see 
you r da rling  any  m o re .”

She  laughs.
“  W h a t a  jealous fellow you are , Ted I” '
V A m  I  ?” R uefully. “  I  do n ’t  th in k  I  used 

to  be. I  never rem em ber being  jealous be 
lo re .”

“ No ? I  am  glad to  h e ar i t .”
“  W hy ?”
“  B ecause”— w ith  an  adorable glance and  a 

fa in t p ressu re  of h is  a rm — “ i t  proves to m e 
you have never loved before.”

T h is  ten d er in s in u a tio n  b lo ts  ou t a ll r e 
m ain ing  vapors, leaving th e  atm osphere  clear 
and  free of clouds for th e  re s t of th e ir  walk, 
w hich la sts  till  a lm ost evening. J u s t  before 
they  reach  th e  house L u ttre ll says, w ith h esi
ta tion  :

“  I  have som eth ing  to say to  y o u ; bu t I  am 
afraid if I  do say i t  you will be an g ry .”

“  T hen  don’t  say  i t ,” says M iss M assereene, 
equably. “ T h a t is abou t th e  m ost foolish 
th in g  one can  do. To m ake a  person angry  
u n in ten tio n a lly  is bad  enough , b u t to  know 
you are  going to  do it, and  to  say so, has 
som eth ing  abou t i t  rash , n o t to say im p e rti
n e n t. If  you are fo r tu n a te  enough to  know 
th e  pe in t in  th e  conversation  th a t  is  sure  to 
rouse  m e to  w rath , why n o t oarefully sk irt 
ro u n d  i t  ?”

“  Because I  lose a  chance if  I  leave i t  u n 
said  ; an d  you differ so widely from  m ost girls 
— it  m ay  no t provoke you .”

“  Now you com pel m e to  i t , ” says Molly 
laugh ing . “  W h a t ! do you th in k  I  could suffer 
m yself to be considered a  th in g  ap a rt ? Im pos 
Bible. No one likes to  be th o u g h t odd or ec
cen tric  except rich  old m en, and  B ohem ians, 
an d  p o e ts ; therefore  I  in s is t on  following 
closely in  m y^sisters’ footsteps, a a d  w arn  you 
I  shall  be in  a  fu rious passion  th e  m om en t
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you speak, w h e th er o r n o t I  am  really  a n 
noyed. Now go on if you d a re !”

“  W ell, look h e re ,” begins L u ttre ll,  in  a 
conciliating tone.

“  T here  is no t th e  slig h test use in  your 
beating  abou t th e  bu sh , Teddy,”  says M iss 
M assereene, calm ly. “  I  am  going to be 
angry , so do n o t waste tim e in  diplom acy.”

* Molly, how provoking you are  !”
‘ N o ! Am I  ? Because I  w ish  to  be like

o th e r wom en ?”
“  A hopeless w ish, and  a  very unw ise o n e .” 
“ H opeless?  A nd w hy, p ra y ? ” W ith  a 

little  up lifting  of th e  s tra ig h t brows and  a  l i t
tle gleam  from  u n d er th e  long curled  lashes.

“  B ecause,” says h e r  lover, w ith fond con
viction, “ you a re  so in fin ite ly  superio r to 
them , th a t  they  would have to be born  all over 
again before you ceuld  b ring  yourself to  fall 
in to  th e ir  w ays.”

‘ W h a t ! every wom an in  th e  know n 
world ?”

* E very  one of th em , I  am  e te rna lly  con
vinced .”

“  T e d d y ,” says Molly, rubb ing  h e r cheek in 
he r old caressing  fash ion  against h is  sleeve, 
aud  slipp ing  h e r fingers in to  h is , “  you m ay 
go on. Say a n y th in g  you like—call m e any  
nam e you choose— and  I  p rom ise  n o t to be 
one b it angry . T h e re !”

W hen  L u ttre ll h a s  allowed h im self tim e to 
let h is  own strong  brown fingers close upon 
hers, an d  h a s  solaced h im self s till fu r th e r  by 
pressing  h is  lips to  th em , he  takes  courage 
and  goes on , w ith  a slightly  accelerated color.

4 W ell, you see, Molly, you have m ade the  
subject a  forb idden one, an d — e r—it is about 
our engagem ent I  w ant to speak. Now, re 
m em ber y o u r p rom ise , darling , and  d o n ’t  be 
vexed w ith  m e if I  ask you to  sh o rten  it. 
M any people m a rry  and  are qu ite  com fortable 
on five h u n d red  pounds a  y e a r ; why should 
not we ? I  know a lo t of fellows who are  do
ing uncom m only  well on less.”

‘ P oor fe llow s!” says Molly, fu ll of sym 
pathy.

‘ I  know I  am  ask ing  you a  g rea t deal” — 
ra th e r nervously— “ bu t w on’t  you th in k  of it, 
Molly ?”

“  I  am  afra id  I  won’t,  ju s t y e t,” replies th a t  
lady, suavely. “  Be sensible, Teddy ; rem em 
ber a ll we said to  Jo h n , and  th in k  how  foolish 
we should look going back of i t  all. W hy 
should  th in g s  n o t go on safely and  secretly, 
as a t p resen t, and  le t u s p u t m arriage o u t of 
our heads u n til  som eth ing  tu rn s  up  ? I  am  
like M r. M icawber, I  have an  a lm ost religious 
belief in  th e  power th ings  have of tu rn in g  
u p .”

“  I  h av en ’t , ” says L u ttre ll, w ith  te rse  m el
ancholy.

“ So m uch  th e  worse for you. And be
sides, Teddy, in s tin c t te lls  m e you are m uch 
nicer as  a  lover th a n  you will be as  a  h u s 
band. Once you a tta in  to  th a t  position, I 
doub t I  shall be able to  o rder you abou t as  I 
do a t p re sen t.”

“ T ry  m e .”
“ N ot for aw hile. T h e ie , do n ’t  look so 

dism al, T e d ; a re  we no t perfectly  happy  as 
we are  ?”

“ You m ay  be, p e rh ap s .”
“  D on’t  say perhaps, you m ay  be certa in  of 

i t ,” says she, gayly. “ I  hav en ’t  a  doub t on 
the  subject. Come, do look cheerfu l again. 
M en as fa ir as you should  cu ltivate  a  p e rp e t
ual sm ile .”

“ I  w ish I  was a n igger,” says L u ttre ll,  im 
p a tien tly . “  You have such  an  adm ira tion  for 
blackam oors, th a t  th e n , perhaps, you  m igh t 
learn  to care for m e a  degree m ore th a n  you 
do ju s t  now. Shadw ell is d a rk  enough for 
you.”

“ Y e s; isn ’t  he  han d so m e?”  w ith  m uch 
en thusiasm . “ I  th o u g h t la s t n ig h t a t d inner,
w hen ”

“ I  don’t  in  th e  least w an t to  know  w hat 
you th o u g h t la st n ig h t of Shadw ell’s p e r
sonal appearance.” L u ttre ll in te rru p ts  her, 
angrily .

“ And I  don’t  in  th e  least w an t you to  hold 
m y h and  a  m om en t longer,” replies M iss M as
sereene, w ith saucy re ta lia tio n , draw ing h e r 
fingers from  h is  w ith a  sudden  m ovem ent, 
and  ru n n in g  away from  h im  up th e  stone 
steps of th e  balcony in to  th e  house.

All th ro u g h  th e  n igh t, bo th  w hen waking 
and  in  dream s, th e  rem em brance  of th e  slight 
cast upon  h e r absen t m o th e r by M r. A m herst, 
and  h e r own silen t acceptance of it, have d is
tu rbed  th e  m in d  of M arcia. “  A d a n ce r!” th e  
word enrages her.

M olly’s little  passionate  m ovem ent and  o u t
spoken de te rm ina tion  to  h e a r  no ill spoken of 
her dead  fa th e r showed M arcia even m ore for
cibly h e r own cowardice a n d  m ean  policy of 
action. And be su re  she likes Molly none  the  
m ore in  th a t  she was th e  one to  show it .  Yet 
Molly canno t possibly e n te rta in  th e  sam e af
fection for a m ere m em ory th a t  she  feels for 
th e  m o ther on w hom  she has expended all the  
really  pu re  an d  tru e  love of w hich she is ca
pable.

I t  is  no t, therefo re , tow ards h e r  g ran d 
fa th e r, whose evil tongue  h a s  ever been her 
own undoing, she  cherishes th e  g rea test b i t 
te rness, b u t tow ards herself, toge the r w ith  a 
certa in  scorn th a t, th ro u g h  m oneyed m otives, 
she h a s  tu to red  herself to  s it by  an d  h ear th e  
one she loves ligh tly  m entioned.

Now, looking back upon  it. i t  appears to 
he r grossest treachery  to  th e  m o ther whose 
every th o u g h t she knows is hers , and  who, 
in  her foreign hom e, lives w aiting, hoping, 
for th e  word th a t  shall res to re  h e r  to  h e r 
arm s.

A k ind  of anx iety  to  com m unicate w ith th e  
in ju red  one, and  to  pou r ou t on paper th e  love 
she bears he r, b u t dares n o t b rea the  a t H erst, 
fills M arcia. So th a t  w hen th e  house  is si
len t on th is  S unday  a fte rnoon—w hen all th e  
o thers  have w andered in to  th e  opon a ir— she 
m akes h e r way to  th e  lib rary , and , s ittin g  
dow n, com m ences one of th e  leng thy , secret, 
forbidden m issives th a t  alw ays find th e ir  way 
to I ta ly  in  sp ite  of p ry ing  eyes and  all 
th e  un to ld  evils th a t  so su rely  w ait upon d is
covery.

To any  one acquain ted  w ith  M arcia h e r 
m an n er of com m encing h e r le tte r  would be a 
revelation. To one so cold, so self-contained, 
th e  w eaker sym ptom s of affection are d isal
lowed ; ye t th is  is how  she begins :

“  My  O wn B elo ved  —As yet I  have no  good 
news to  send you, an d  little  th a t  I  can  say— 
though  even as I  w rite  to  you m y h ea rt is full. 
T he  old m an  grow s daily m ore wearisome, 
m ore detestable, m ore in h u m an , ye t shows no 
signs of death . H o is even, as i t  seem s to 
m e, s tronger an d  m ore fu ll of life th a n  when 
la st I  w rote to  you, now th ree  weeks ago. At 
tim es I  feel d isp irited , a lm ost despairing , and 
wonder if th e  day will ever com e w hen we two 
shall be reu n ite d —w hen I  sh a ll be able to 
welcome you to m y  E n g lish  hom e, w here, in 
sp ite  of prejudices, you w illbe  happy, because 
you will be w ith m e .”

H ere, unluckily , because o fth e  trem bling  of 
h e r  fingers, a  large spot of ink  falls heavily  
from  h e r pen  upon th e  half-w ritten  page be
n e a th , destroying  it.

W ith  an  exclam ation  expressive of im p a
tience  M arcia pushes th e  shee t to  one side 
and  hastily  com m ences again  upon  ano ther. 
T h is  tim e she is m ore successful, and  has 
reached  a lm ost th e  la s t word in  h e r  final te n 
der m essage, w hen a  foo tstep  approaching  
d is tu rb s  h e r. G athering  up  h e r papers, she 
q u its  th e  lib rary  by  its  second door, and , 
gain ing  h e r ow n room , finishes an d  seals h e r 
packet.

N ot u n til th an  does she perceive th a t  th e  
blo tted  shee t is no  longer in  h e r  possession— 
th a t  by som e un tow ard  accident she m us^have  
forgotten  i t  beh ind  h e r in  h e r fligh t.

C onsterna tion  seizes he r. W hose were th e  
footsteps th a t  broke in  upo n  h e r  qu ie tude  ? 
W hy h ad  she no t stood h e r ground ? W itli^a

beating  h e a r t  she ru n s  dow nstairs, en te rs  th e  
lib rary  once m ore w ith  cau tious steps, only to 
find  i t  em pty. B u t, search  as she m ay, the  
m issing paper is n o t to  be found.

W h at if i t  has fallen in to  h e r  g ra n d fa th e r’s 
keeping ! A cold ho rro r falls upon h e r. After 
all th ese  w eary years of h a ted  serv itude to  be 
u n d o n e ! I t  is  im possible even fickle fo rtune  
should p lay  h e r such  a deadly trick  !

Y et th e  h o rro r continues u n til she  finds 
herself again  face to  face w ith h e r g ran d 
fa ther. H o is m ore th a n  usually  g racious— 
indeed, a lm ost m arked  in  h is  a tten tio n s  to 
h e r— and once m ore M arcia b rea thes freely. 
No ; probably th e  paper was d e stro y ed ; oven 
she herself in  a fit of abstrac tion  m ay have 
to rn  i t  up  before leaving th e  library .

T h e  evening, being Sunday , proves even 
du lle r th a n  u sual. Mr. A m herst, w ith an  
am o u n t of consideration  n o t to be expected, 
re tires  to  re s t early . T h e  o thers  fall in sen si
bly in to  the  silen t, dozy sta te . M r. D arley 
gives way to  a  gentle snore. I t  is the  gentlest 
th in g  im aginable , b u t effectual. Tedcastle 
s ta r ts  to  h is  feet and  gives th e  fire a  vigorous 
poke. H e also tr ip s  very successfully over 
th e  footstool th a t  goes fa r to  m ake poor D ar- 
ley’s slum bers b lest, and  b rings th a t  gen tle 
m an in to  a  s ittin g  posture.

“  T h is will never do,” L u ttre ll  says, when 
he h a s  apologized profusely to  h is  awakened 
friend. “ W e are all growing sleepy. P o tts, 
exert your energies and  te ll u s  a s to ry .”

“  Yes, do, P lan tag en et,”  says L ady  S ta f
ford, rousing  herself resolu tely , and  sh u ttin g  
up  h e r fan  w ith a  lively snap.

“  1 w ill,” says P o tts, obligingly, w ithou t a 
m om en t’s hesitation .

“  P o tts  is always equal to  th e  occasion,” Sir 
P en thony  rem arks, adm iringly . “ As a  penny 
show m an he would have been  invaluable and 
died w orth any  m oney. Such energy, such 
unflagging zeal is ra re . T h a t p re tty  g u n 
powder plo t he  showed h is  friends th e  o ther 
n ig h t would fetch a  large aud ience.”

“  D on’t  ask  m e to  be th e  audience a  second 
tim e ,” L ady Stafford says, unk ind ly . “  To be 
blown to  b its  once in  a lifetim e is, I  consider, 
q u ite  sufficient.”

“  W ell, if ever I  do a  ky-ind action again ,” 
says M r. P o t t s —who is b rim fu llo f odd q u o ta 
tions, chiefly derived from  low com edies— 
posing afte r Toole. “  I t  is th e  m ost m istaken  
th in g  in  the  world to do any th in g  for any 
body. You never know w here i t  will end. I 
once knew a fellow who saved a n o th e r fellow 
from  drow ning, and  hanged  if th e  o ther fellow 
d id n ’t  cling on  to  h im  ever a fte r and  m ake 
h im  support h im  for life.”

“  I ’m  sure  th a t’s an  edifying ta le ,” says S ir 
P en thony , w ith a deep show of in te res t. 
“  B u t—stop one m om ent, P e tts . I  confess I 
can ’t  get any  fu r th e r  for a  m in u te  or two. 
How m any  fellows were th e re  ? T here  was 
your fellow, and  th e  o ther fellow, and  the  
o th e r fellow’s fellow ; was th a t  th ree  fellows or 
four ? I  can ’t  m ake i t  ou t. I  apologize all 
ro u n d  for my stup id ity , b u t would you say it 
all over again , P o tts , and  very slowly th is  
tim e, p lease, to  see if I  can grasp  i t  ?”

“  Give you m y honor, I  th o u g h t i t  was a 
co n u n d ru m ,”  says H enry  D arley.

P lan tagenet laughs as h eartily  as  any  one, 
and  evidently  th in k s  it a capital joke.

“  You rem ind  m e of no  one so m uch  as 
S o th e rn ,” goes on S ir P en thony , w arm ing to 
h is  them e. “  I f  you w ent on  th e  stage you 
would m ake your fo rtune. B u t don’t  dream  
of acting , you know ; go in  for being yourself, 
pu re  and simple-—plain , unvarn ished  P la n 
tagenet P o tts  —and  I  ven tu re  to  say you will 
take L ondon  by sto rm . T he  B ritish  public 
would go down before you like corn  before 
th e  reap er.”

“  W ell, b u t your s to ry—your sto ry , P la n 
tag en et,” L ady  Stafford cries, im patien tly .

“  D id you ever h e a r  the  s to ry  abou t m y
m o th er a n d  ”

“ P o tts ,” in te rru p ts  Stafford, m ild ly  b u t 
firm ly, “  if you are  going to  te ll th e  story 
abou t your m o the r and th e  auctioneer, I  shall 
loave th e  room . I t  w ill be th e  tw enty-fifth  
tim e I  have heard  i t  already, an d  h u m an  p a 
tience h a s  a lim it. One m ust draw  th e  line 
som ew here.”

“  W h at auctioneer ?”  dem ands P o tts , ind ig 
n a n t. “  I  am  going to te ll th em  abou t my 
m o the r and  th e  auction  ; I  never said a word 
abou t an  au c tio n ee r; th e re  m ig h n ’t  have been 
one, for all I  know .”

“  T h ere  generally  is a t  an  auction ,” ven 
tu re s  L u ttre ll, m ildly. “  Go on, P o tts  ; I  like 
your s to ries im m ensely , they  are so fu ll of wit 
and  sp irit. I  know  th is  one, abou t your 
m o th e r’s  bonnet, w e ll; i t  is  an  old favorite— 
qu ite  an  he irloom —th e  story, I  m ean, n o t the  
bonnet. I  rem em ber so d istinctly  th a  first 
tim e you told i t  to  u s a t m e ss ; how we did 
laugh, to  be sure  ! D on’t  forget any of th e  de
ta ils . T h e  la s t tim e bu t four you m ade th e  
bonnot p ink , and  i t  m ust have been so aw fully 
unbecom ing to  your m o th e r ! M ake i t  b lue  to 
n ig h t.”

“  Now do go on, M r. P o tts  ; I  am  dying  to  
hear a ll about i t ,M declares Molly.

“  W ell, w hen m y uncle d ied ,” begins P o tts, 
“  all h is  fu rn itu re  was sold by auction . And 
th e re  was a m irro r in  th e  draw ing-room  m y 
m o th e r had  always had  a  trem endous fancy 
fo r ”

“  And m y m othe r was always in  tho  hab it 
of w earing a  black b o n n e t,”  quotes S ir P en 
thony , gravely. “  I  know it  by  h e a r t .”

“  If  you do you m ay as well te ll i t  your
self,” says P o tts , m uch  offended.

“  N ever m ind  h im , P la n ta g e n e t; do go o n ,” 
exclaim s Cecil, im patien tly .

“  W ell, she was in  th e  h ab it of w earing  a  
b lack bonnet, as i t  hap p en s ,” says M r. P o tts, 
w ith suppressed  ire  ; “  b u t ju s t before th e  
auction  she bough t a new  one, and  i t  was 
p in k .”

“  Oh, why on earth  don’t  you say b lu e?” 
expostu lates L u ttre ll, w ith  a  groan.

“  Because i t  was p ink . I  suppose I  know 
m y  m o th e r’s bonnets  b e tte r th a n  you ?”

“  B u t m y  dear fellow, th in k  of h e r  com 
plexion ! And a t  first I  assu re  you, you a l
ways used to m ake i t  b lue .”

“  I  differ w ith you ,” pu ts  in  S ir P en thony , 
politely. “ I  always understood  i t  was a  sea- 
g reen .”

“ I t  was p in k ,” re ite ra tes  P lan tagenet, firm 
ly. “  W ell, we had  a cook who was very fond
of m y m o ther ”

“ I  th o u g h t i t  was a  footm an. And i t  really  
was a  footm an, you know ,” says L u ttre ll, re 
proachfully .

“  T he  bu tle r, you m ean , L u t tre ll,”  exclaim s 
S ir P en thony , w ith  exaggerated aston ishm en t 
a t h is  friend ’s w ant of m em ory.

“  Aud she, having m ost unluckily  h eard  m y 
m other say she feared she could n o t a ttend  
th e  auction , m ade up  h e r m ind  to  go herself 
and  a t all hazards secure th e  coveted m irro r
for h e r  ”

“  And she d idn’t  know m y m othe r h ad  on 
th e  new sea-green b o n n e t,” S ir P en thony  
breaks in , w ith  growing excitem ent.

“  No, she d idn ’t ,” says Mr. P o tts , growing 
excited too. “  So she s ta r ted  for m y uncle’s 
—th e  cook, I  m ean —and as soon as th e  m ir
ro r was p u t up  began bidding away for i t  like 
a  steam -engine. And p resen tly  some one in  
a  p ink  bonnet began bidding  too, and  th e re  
th ey  were bidding  away against each  o ther, 
th e  cook n o t know ing th e  bonnet, and  m y 
m other no t being able to  see th e  cook, she 
was so hem m ed in  by th e  crowd, u n til  p res
en tly  i t  was knocked down to  m y m o the r 
— who is a  sort of person who would ra th e r 
die th a n  give in —and  would you believe i t  ?” 
w inds up  M r. P o tts, nearly  choking w ith  de
ligh t over th e  m isfortunes of h is  m aterna l 

i re la tiv e , “ she had  given exactly five pounds 
' m ore for th a t  m in o r  th a n  she need  have 

done I”

T hey all laugh. S ir P en thony  and  L u ttre ll 
w ith a  very  suspicious m irth .

“  Poor M rs. P o tts ,” says Molly.
“  Oh, she d idn ’t  m ind. W hen she h ad  re 

lieved herself by blowing up  th e  cook she 
laughed  m ore th a n  any  of us. B u t i t  was a 
long tim e before th e  governor could be 
b rough t to  see th e  joke. You know  he  paid 
for i t ,”  says P lan tagenet, naively.

“  M o ra l; never- buy a  new b o n n e t,” says 
S ir  P en thony .

“  Or keep an  affectionate cook,”  says L u t
trell.

“  Or go to  an auction ,” says Ph ilip . “  I t  is 
a  very in structive  ta le  ; it is a ll a  m o ra l.”

“  T he reason I  so m uch  adm ire it. I  know 
no one such  an  adept in  po in ting  ou t a  m oral 
and  adorn ing  a  ta le  as ou r P lan tag en et.”

M r. P o tts  sm iles superior.
“ I  th in k  th e  ado rnm en t rested  w ith  you 

and  L u ttre ll,” he  says, w ith  cu tting  sarcasm , 
answ ering  S ir P en thony .

“ P o tts, you a re n ’t  ha lf a  one. T ell us 
ano ther. Your sp lendid  resources c an ’t  be yet 
exhausted ,”  says P h ilip .

“  Yes, do, P o tts , and  wake m e w hen you 
come to th e  p o in t,” seconds S ir P en thony , 
warm ly, sink ing  in to  an  a rm -chair, and  grace
fully d isposing a n  antim acassar over h is  
head .

‘•A capital idea ,” m u rm u rs  L u ttre ll. “  I t  
will give us a ll a  h in t w hen we a re  expected 
to lau g h .”

“  Oh, you can chaff as you like ,” exclaim s 
M r. P o tts, m uch  aggrieved; “ b u t I  wonder, if 
I  w ent to  sleep in  an  arm -chair, w hich of you 
would carry on th e  conversation?”

“  N ot one of th em ,”  declares Cecil, w ith 
co nv ic tion ; “  we should  a ll die of m ere in a n i
tion  were it n o t for y o u .”

“  I  really  th in k  th ey ’re  ail jealous of m e,” 
goes on P lan tagenet, greatly  fortified. “  I  con
sider m yself by far th e  m ost in te re s tin g  of 
th em  all, an d  th e  m o s t—e r------ ”

“ Say it, P o t t s ; don’t  be shy ,” says S ir 
P en thony , ra is ing  a  corner of th e  an tim acas
sar, so as to  give h is  friend  th e  full encour
agem ent of one whole eye. “  Fascinating , I  
feel su re , will be th e  rig h t word in  th e  righ t 
place he re .”

“  I t  would, indeed. I  know nobody so 
really  in te res ting  as P lan tag en et,” says Cecil, 
warm ly.

“  Y our ladysh ip ’s judgm en t is always 
sound. I  subm it to  i t ,”  re tu rn s  S ir Pen thony , 
ris ing  to m ake h e r  a profound bow.

C H A P T E R  X X I.

“ ‘W hy com e you d re s t like a  village m a id  
T h a t  a re  th e  flower of th e  eartk?*

‘If I  com e d re s t like a  v illage m a id  
I  an* b u t as  m y  fo rtu n e s  are .’ ”

— L a d y  Ol a r e .H  
I t  is close on October. A lready th e  grass 

has assum ed its  sober garb of brown ; a  gen
eral earth in ess  is everywhere. The leaves a re  
fa lling—n o t now  in  carefu l couples or one by 
one b u t in  whole show ers—slowly, sorrowi ugly, 
as though  lo th  to q u it th e  sighing b ranches, 
th e ir  la s t fa in t ru s tlin g  m aking  th e ir  death -
SOHg.

M olly’s  v isit h a s  draw n to  a n  end. H er joy
ous m on th  is over. To-day a le tte r  from her 
b ro th e r rem ind ing  h e r of h e r  prom ise to  re 
tu rn  is w ithin h e r  han d , recalling all th e  ten 
der sweets of hom e life, all th e  calm  pleasure  
she will gain , yet b ring ing  w ith  it a  little  sting, 
as she rem em bers a ll th e  gay and  laughing 
h o u rs  th a t  she m u s t lose. F o r indeed h e r  tim e 
at H e rs t h a s  proved a  good tim e.

“  I  haye h ad  a le tte r  froif c  mvy brother, 
g ran d p ap a; he  th in k s  i t  i s ’tim e 1 should  re 
tu rn ,” she says, accosting th e  old m an  as he  
takes h is  so lita ry ‘walk up  and  down one of 
the  shaded pa th s.

“  Do you find it so dull here  ?” asks he, 
sharp ly , tu rn in g  to  read  h e r faoe.

“  D ull ? No indeed. How should I  ? I  shall 
always rem em ber m y v is it to you as one of 
th e  happy events of m y life .”

“  T h en  rem ain  a little  longer,” he  growls, 
ungraciously. “  T he  o thers  have consented 
to pro long th e ir  stay , why should n o t you ? 
W rite  to  y ou r—to M r. M assereene to  th a t  ef
fect. I  cannot b rea the  in  au  em pty  house. I t  
is m y wish, m y desire th a t you shall s tay ,” he 
finishes, irr itab ly , th is  being one of h is  p a in 
fu l days.

So it is  settled . She will obey th is  c rab b ed ’ 
ve te ran ’s behest and  enjoy a  little  m ore of the  
good th e  gods have provided for h e r before re 
tu rn in g  to h e r  qu ie t hom e.

“  You will n o t desert u s m  ou r increased 
calam ities, Molly, will you ?” asks Cecil, ha lf 
an  h o u r la te r, as  Molly en te rs  th e  com m on 
boudoir, w here L ady  Stafford and  M arcia sit 
alone, the  m en being absen t w ith  th e ir  guns, 
and  M rs. D arley  consequently  in  th e  blues. 
“  W here have you been ? W e qu ite  fancied 
you had  taken  a  lesson o u t of poor dear 
M audie’s book and  re tired  to  you r couch. Do 
yeu  stay  on a t H e rs t ?” She glances up  anx 
iously from  h e r  p a in ting  as she speaks.

“  Yes. G randpapa  h as  asked m e to  p u t off 
m y d epartu re  for a while. So I  sh a ll. I  have 
ju s t  w ritten  to  Jo h n  to  say so, and to  a sk  h im  
if I  m ay accept th is  second in v ita tio n .”

“  Do you th in k  it likely he will refuse ?” 
M arcia asks, unp leasan tly .

“  H e  m ay. B u t w hen 1 rep resen t to  him  
how te rrib ly  h is  obduracy will d is tress you 
all, should  he  in s is t on  m y re tu rn , I  feel sure 
h e  w ill re len t,” re to rts  Molly, nonchalan tly .

“ Now th a t  M r. A m herst h a s  induced us all 
to  stay , do n ’t  you th in k  he m ight do som e
th in g  to  vary th e  en te rta in m en t ?” says Cecil, 
in  a  fa in tly  in ju red  tone . “  Shooting  is all 
very well, of course, for those  who like i t ; and 
so is te n n is ; and  so a re  early hours ; bu t tou
jo u r  s p erd rix . I  confess I  h a te  m y  bed u n 
til th e  sm all hours are upon m e. Now, if 
he  would only  give a  ball, for instance ! 
Do you th in k  he  would, M arcia, if he  was 
asked ?”

“  How  can  I  say?”
“  W ould you ask h im , dear ?”
“  W ell, I  don’t  th in k  I  would,”  replies 

M arcia, w ith  a  ra th e r  forced laugh ; “  for th is  
leason, th a t  i t  would no t be of th e  s ligh test 
use. I  m igh t as  well ask h im  for th e  moon. 
If  th e re  is one th in g  he  d istinctly  abhors, it 
is  a  b a ll.”

“  B u t he  m igh t go to  bed early , if he 
w ished,” p e rs ists  C ecil; “ none of u s would 
in te rfere  or find fau lt w ith th a t  a rran g em en t. 
W e would try  and  spare  h im , dear old th ing . 
I  do n ’t  see why our enjoym ent should p u t 
h im  ou t in  th e  least, if he would only be rea 
sonable. I  declare I  have a  g rea t m ind  to  ask 
h im  m yself.”

“ D o,” says Molly, eagerly, who is struck  
w ith  adm ira tion  a t  th e  en tire  idea, having 

j never yet been to  a  really  nice ball.
“ I  would ra th e r  somebody else tr ied  it 

f irs t,” confesses Cecil, w ith  a  fran k  laugh. 
“  A hundred  tim es I  have m ade up m y  m in d  
to ask  a  favor of h im , b u t w hen I  found m y- 

j self face to  face w ith  h im , and  he fixed m e 
I w ith h is  eagle eye, I  quailed. Molly, you are 

a new im porta tion  ; try  your luck .”
I “ W ell, I  do n ’t  m ind  if I  do ,” says Molly, 
j valian tly . “ H e  c an ’t  say worse th a n  no. 

And here  he is, com ing slowly along u n d er 
th e  balcony. Shall I  seize th e  p resen t oppor
tu n ity  and  storm  th e  c itadel ou t of h a n d  ? I  
am  sure  if I  w ait I  shall be like Bob Acres and  
find m y courage oozing ou t th ro u g h  m y fin 
gers.”

“  T hen  don’t , ” says Cecil. “  I f  he  m olests 
you badly, I  prom ise to in te rfere .”

Molly steps on to  th e  balcony, and , looking 
down aw aits th e  slow and  languid  approach 
of h e r g rand fa ther. J u s t  as he a rrives b eneath  
h e r she bends over u n til he , a ttra c ted  by h e r  
presence, looks up .

She is laugh ing  down upon h im , b e n t upon 
conquest, and  h as  a blood-red rose in  one 
hand . She waves i t  slightly  to  and  fro, as 
though  uncerta in , as though  dally ing  about

giving u tte ran ce  to som e th o u g h t th a t  p ines 
for freedom .

T h e  old m an , pausing , looks up  a t  he r, and , 
looking, s ighs—perhaps for h is  dead y o u th — 
p erhaps because she so m uch  resem bles her 
m other, disowned an d  forgotten.

“  H ave a  rose, g randpapa ?” says Molly, 
stooping s till fa rth e r over th e  iro n  railings, 
h e r voice sweet and  fresh  as th e  dead and  gone 
E leano r’s. As she  speaks she. drops th e  flower, 
an d  he, dexterously, by som e fortu itous 
chance, catches it.

“  W ell done !” cries, she, w ith  a  gay laugh , 
clapping h e r  han d s, feeling h a lf  surprised , 
w holly am used, a t h is  n im bleness. “ Yet 
s tay , g randpapa, do n o t go so soon. I —have 
a favor to ask  of you .”

“  W ell ?”
“  W e have been d iscussing  som eth ing  de

ligh tfu l for th e  p ast five m in u te s— som ething  
dow nright d e lic io u s ; b u t we can  do no th ing  
w ithout you. W ill you help  us, g randpapa ? 
will you ?” She asks a ll th is  w ith  th e  p re ttie s t 
grace, gazing  down u n d au n ted  in to  th e  sour 
old face ra ised  to  hers.

“  W hy are you spokesw om an ?” dem ands 
he, in  a  tone  th a t  m akes th e  deeply a tten tiv e  
Cecil w ith in  g roan  aloud.

“  W ell—because—I  really  do n ’t  believe I  
know  why, except th a t  I  chose to  be so. B u t 
g ran t m e th is , m y firs t request. A h ? do, now, 
g randpapa  ?”

T he  sweet coaxing of th e  Ir ish  “  A h ?” p en 
e tra te s  even th is  old w ithered  h eart.

“  W hat is th is  w onderful th in g  you would 
have m e do ?” asks he, som e of th e  accum u
la ted  verjuice of years d isappearing  from  h is  
face ; w hile L ady Stafford, from  beh ind  th e  
c u rta in , looks on, trem b ling  w ith  fear for th e  
success of h e r  schem e, and  M arcia lis ten s  and  
w atches w ith envious rage.

“  W e w ant you to —give a  ball,” says Molly, 
boldly, w ith a  little  gasp, keeping h e r  large 
eyes fixed in  eager anxiety  upon h is  face, 
w hile h e r p re tty  parted  lips seem  s till to  en  • 
tre a t. “  Say yes to  m e, g randpapa.”

How to  refuse so ten d er a  pleading  ? How 
bring  th e  b lank  th a t  a  No m u st cause upon  
h e r r ia n te , lovely face ?

“  Suppose I  say  I  canno t ?” asks he  ; b u t 
h is  tone  has a lte red  w onderfully, and  th e re  is 
an  expression th a t  is a lm ost am iab le  upon 
h is  face. T he  u tte r  absence of c o n stra in t, of 
fear, she displays in  h is  presence h a s  
charm ed  h im , being  so un like  th e  studied 
m a n n er of a ll those w ith  w hom  ho com es in 
contact.

“  T h en  I  shall c ry  m y  eyes o u t,” says Mol
ly, s till ligh tly , though  secretly  h e r  h e a r t is  
sinking.

T here  is a  perceptib le  pause. T h en  Mr. 
A m herst says, slowly, reg re tfu lly ;

“  Crying will com e too  soon, ehild . None 
escape. Keep y ou r eyes dry  as long as your 
h e a r t will le t you. No, you shall n o t fre t be
cause of m e. You shall have y ou r ball, I  
prom ise you, and  as soon as ever you p lease .”

So saying, and  w ith  a quick  m ovem ent of 
th e  h an d  th a t  declines a ll th an k s, he  moves 
away, leaving Molly to  re tu rn  to  th e  boudoir 
tr iu m p h an t, though  som ew hat struck  and sad
dened by h is  words and  m an n er.

“  L e t m e em brace you,” cries  Cecil, trag i
cally, flinging herself in to  h e r a rm s. “  Molly, 
Molly, you are a  siren  1”

W ith o u t a  word o r a  look, M arcfa rises 
slowly and  q u its  th e  room .

T h e  inv ita tions a re  issued, and  unan im ous
ly accepted. A ball a t  H e rs t is such a  novelty  
th a t  th e  county  to  a  m an  declare th e ir  in te n 
tion  of being p resen t a t it. I t  therefo re  p ro m 
ises to  be a g rea t success.

As for th e  house itself, i t  is  in  a  s ta te  of de
licious u n re s t. T here  is a  good deal of noise* 
b u t very little  perform ance, and  every one 
gives voice now  and  th en  to  th e  m ost s ta r t
ling  opinions. O ne m ig h t, indeed , im agine 
th a t  all th ese  people—who, w hen in  tow n 
du ring  th e  season, yaw n system atically  
th ro u g h  th e ir  two or th ree  balls of a  n ig h t— 
h ad  never seen  one, so eager an d  anxious are 
th ey  for th e  success of th is  so litary  b it of d is
sipation .

L ady  Stafford is in  g rea t form , and  be
com es even, m ore debonnaire  and  saucy th a n  
is h e r  wont. E v en  M arcia seem s to  take 
som e in te re s t in  i t ,  an d  lets a  little  vein  c f 
excitem ent crop up  here  and  th e re th ro u g h  all 
th e  frozen  placid ity  of h e r m a n n e r ; w hile 
Molly, w ho has never ye t been  a t a  rea lly  large 
affair of th e  k ind , loses h e r  head , and  finds 
herself unab le  to  th in k  or converse on any  
o th e r subject.

Yet in  all th is  beau tifu l b u t u n happy  w orld 
w here is th e  p leasure  th a t  con ta in s  no  sting  
of pain  ? M olly’s is  a  sharp  little  s ting  th a t  
p ricks h e r  co nstan tly  an d  b rings a n  uneasy  
sigh to  h e r  lips. P e rh ap s  in  a m a n ’s eyes th e  
cause would be considered sm all, h u t  surely 
in  a  w om an’s overw helm ing. I t  is a  question 
of dress, and  poor Molly’s m in d  is m uch exer- 
oised thereon .

W hen  all th e  o th e rs  s it an d  ta lk  com pla
cently  of th e ir  silks and  satin s, floating tu lles  
and  laces, she, w ith  a  pang, rem em bers th a t  
all she has to w ear is a  p la in  w hite m uslin . I t  
is  h a rd . No doubt she will look p re tty —p er
haps p re ttie r an d  fa irer th a n  m ost—in  th e  
despised m uslin  ; b u t as  surely she will look 
poorly a ttired , and  th e  th o u g h t is no t in sp ir
ing.

No one b u t a  w om an Can know  w hat a 
w om an th in k s  en  such  a  sub ject ; an d  a l
though  she faces th e  situ a tio n  philosophically 
enough, and  by no  m eans despises herself for 
th e  pangs of envy she endures w hen lis ten ing  
to M aud D arley’s account of th e  tr iu m p h  in  
robes to  be sen t by  W orth  for th e  H e rs t ball, 
she still sh rinks  from  th e  cross-exam ination  
she will surely have to  undergo a t th e  h an d s  
of Cecil S tafford as to  h e r costum e for th e  
com ing event.

One day, a  fo rtn ig h t before th e  ball, Cecil 
does seize on he r, and , carry ing  h e r off to h e r 
own room  an d  p lacing h e r  in  h e r favorite chair, 
says a b ru p tly :

“  W h at abou t your dress, M olly ?”
“  I  don’t  know th a t  th e re  is  an y th in g  to  

say abou t i t ,”  says Molly, who is in  low sp ir
its . “  T h e  only th in g  I  have is  a  new  w hite  
m uslin , and  th a t  will scarcely a ston ish  th e  
n a tiv es.”

“  M uslin  ! Oh, M olly ! N ot b u t th a t  i t  is 
p re tty  alw ays—I  know  n o th in g  m ore so—b u t 
for a  ba ll-d ress—rocco. I  have set m y  h e a r t 
on seeing you re s p le n d e n t; an d  if you are no t 
m ore gorgeous th a n  M arcia I  shall b reak  
down. M uslin  w on’t  do a t a ll.”

“  B u t I ’m  afra id  i t  m u s t.”
“  W h a t a  p ity  i t  is  I  am  so m uch  sho rte r 

th a n  you !” says Cecil, regretfu lly . “  Now, if 
I  was ta lle r we m igh t m ake one of m y dresses 
su it you .”

“  Yes, i t  is a  p ity— a dreadful p ity ,” says 
Molly, m ournfu lly . “ I  should  like to  be 
really  well dressed. M arcia, I  suppose, will 
be in  sa tin , or som ething else equally  desir
ab le .”

“ No doubt she  will deck herself ou t in  
O rien tal sp lendor, if  she discovers you can’t ,” 
says Cecil, angrily .

T here  is a  pause—a decided one. Cecil 
s its  frow ning and  s ta r in g  a t Molly, who has 
sunk  in to  an  a ttitu d e  expressive of th e  deep
est dejection. T h e  little  o rm u lu  clock, re 
gardless of em otion , ticks on u n d is tu rb ed  u n 
til th ree  fu ll m in u tes  van ish  in to  th e  past. 
T h en  Cecil, as though  suddenly  inspired , 
says, e ag e rly :

“  Molly, why n o t ask  your g ran d fa th e r to 
give you a d ress ?”

“ N ot for all th e  w orld ! N oth ing  would 
induce m e. I f  I  was never to  see a  ball I  
would no t a sk  h im  for sixpence. How could 
you th in k  i t  of m e, Cecil ?”

“  W hy d id n ’t  I  th in k  of i t  long ago, you 
m ean ? I  only wish h e  was m y grand fa ther, 
an d  I  would never cease persecu ting  h im ,

m orn ing , noon, a n d  n ig h t. W h a t is th e  u se  of 
a  g rand fa the r if i t  isn ’t  to  tip  one every now 
and  th e n ? ”

“  You forget th e  circum stances of m y 
oase.”

“  I  do n o t indeed . Of course, beyond all
doubt, h e  behaved badly ; s till  I  really
th in k ,” says Cecil, in  a  h igh ly  m oralizing  
tone , “  th e re  is  no th in g  on ea r th  so m is taken  
as pride . I  am  free from  it. I  don’t  know  the  
m ean ing  of it ,  a n d  I  know I  am  all th e  h a p 
p ier in  consequence.”
• “  P e rh ap s  I  am  m ore a ng ry  th a n  p ro u d .” 

“ I t  is  th e  sam e th in g , an d  I  w ish you 
w eren’t.  Oh, Molly ! do ask  h im . W h at can 
i t  signify w hat he  th in k s  ?”

“ N o th in g ; b u t a  g rea t deal w hat Jo h n  
th in k s . I t  would be casting  a  sligh t upon 
h im , a s  though  he a tin ted  m e in  clo thes or 
m oney, an d  I  will no t do i t .”

“  I t  would be such a  sim ple w ay,” says Ce
cil, w ith  a m elancholy  s ig h —dear Molly is so 
obstinate  and  o ld -fash io n ed ; th e n  follows 
an o th e r pause, longer and  m ore decided th a n  
th e  la st. Molly, w ith  h e r back tu rn e d  to her 
friend , com m ences such a d ism al ta tto o  upon  
th e  w indow-pane as would be sufficient to de
p ress any  one w ithou t fu r th e r cause. H er 
friend is pondering  deeply.

“ M olly, she says, p resen tly , w ith  a  fine 
am o u n t of indifference in  h e r  to n e—ra th e r 
suspicious, to say th e  le a st of i t —“ I  feel sure 
you a re  r ig h t—quite  rig h t. I  like you all the  
b e tte r for -your pride, o r w hatever you  m ay 
w ish to  call it. B u t w hat a  p ity  i t  is  your 
g ran d fa th e r would no t offer you  a  dress or a  
check to  buy i t ! I  suppose”— quie tly— “ if 
h e  did, you would take  i t  ?”

“  W h at a chance th e re  is  of tb a t  !” says 
M olly, s till gloomy. “ Yes, if he  offered i t  I  
do n o t th in k  I  could bring  m yself to refuse  it. 
I  am  no t ad am an t. You see”— w ith a fa in t 
lau g h —“  m y pride would n o t carry  m e very 
fa r .”

“  F a r  enough. L e t u s  go down to  th e  
o th e rs ,”  says Cecil, ris ing  and  yaw ning 
slightly . “  T hey  will th in k  we are  p lann ing  
h ig h  treaso n  if we ab sen t ourselves any 
longer.”

T ogether th ey  go dow n-sta irs and  in to  th e  
draw ing-room , w hich th ey  find em pty.

As th ey  reach  th e  cen tre  of it, Cecil stops 
ab rup tly , and  saying carelessly, “  I  will be 
back in  one m o m en t,” tu rn s  an d  leaves th e  
room .

T h e  ap a rtm en t is deserted. N o sound pene
tra te s  to  it. E ven  th e  very fire, in  a  fit of 
pique, has degenerated  in to  a  dull glow.

M olly, w ith  a  sh iver, rouses it, th row s on a  
fresh log, and  am uses hersolf try ing  to induce 
th e  ta rd y  flam es to  clim b and  lick i t  u n til  
L ady Stafford re tu rn s . So busy  h a s  she been, 
i t  seem s to h e r  as th o u g h  on ly  a  m in u te  has 
elapsed since h e r departu re .

“  T h is does look cosy,” Cecil says, easily 
sinking  in to  a lounging-chair. “  Now, if 
those tiresom e m en  had  n o t gone shoo ting  we 
should  not' be able to  cuddle in to  ou r fire as 
we are  doing a t p resen t. A fter all, i t  is  a  posi
tive relief to  get th em  ou t of th e  way— som e
tim e s .”

“  You don’t  seem  very h e a r ty  abou t th a t 
sentenbo.”  . f •«( [

“  I  am , for alj th a t .  W ith  a good novel I  
would now be u tte rly  con ten t for a n  h o u r or 
two. B y th e  bye, I  left my book on th e  library  
tab le . I f  you w ere good-natured , Molly, I  
know  w hat you would do .”

“  So do I ;  I  would get i t  for you. W ell, 
tak in g  in to  consideration  all th in g s , your age 
and  growing in firm ities am ong th em , I  will 
accept y ou r h in t .” And, ris ing , she  goes in 
search  of th e  m issin g  volum e.

O pening th e  lib rary  door w ith  a  little  bang 
an d  a  good deal of reckless unconsciousness, 
she finds herself in  M r. A m herst’s presence.

“  O h !” cries she, w ith  a  su rp rised  s ta r t.  
“ I  beg your pardon, g randpa. I f ”— pausing  
on th e  th resh o ld — “ I  had  known you were 
here  I  would n o t have d is tu rbed  you .”

“  You don’t  d is tu rb  m e ,” replies he , w ith 
ou t looking up  ; an d  p icking up  th e  required  
book, M olly com m ences a  h a s ty  re tre a t.

B u t ju s t as  she gains th e  door h e r  g rand 
fa th e r’s voice once m ore a rre s ts  her.

“  W ait,” he  says. “  I  w ant to  ask  you a 
question  t h a t—th a t h as  beeu on m y m in d  for 
a  considerable tim e .”

To th e  com m onest observer i t  would occur 
th a t  from  the b reak  to th e  fin ish  of th is  little  
sen tence is  one clum sy inven tion .

“  Yes?”  says Molly.
“  H ave you a  d ress for th is  ball—th is  sense

less ro u t th a t  is com ing off ?” says M r. A m 
h e rs t, w ithou t looking a t her.

“  Yes, g ran d p ap a .” In  a  tone a  degree 
h arder,

“ You are  m y g randdaughter. I  desire to 
see you dressed  as such. I s ”—w ith  a n  effort 
— “ your gown a  handsom e one ?”

“  W ell, th a t  g rea tly  depends upon ta s te ,” 
re tu rn s  Molly, who, th ough  angry , finds a 
g rim  am usem en t in  w atching th e  flounderings 
of th is  tac tless  old person. “  If  we are  to  be
lieve th a t  beau ty  unadorned  is adorned the  
m ost, I  m ay certa in ly  fla tte r m yself I  shall be 
th e  best dressed w om an in  th e  room . B u t 
th e re  m ay  be som e who will n o t call White 
m uslin  handsom e.”

“  W hite  m uslin  u p  to  six teen  is very 
ch arm in g ,”  M r. A m herst says, in  a  slow tone 
of a connoisseur in  such  m a tte rs , “  b u t no t
beyond. A nd  you are, I  th in k  ”

“  N ine teen .”
“  Q uite so. T h en  in  your case I  should 

condem n th e  m uslin . You will perm it m e to 
give you a  dress, E leano r, m ore in  accordance 
w ith  your age and—position .”

“ T h an k  you very  m uch , g randpapa,” says 
Molly, w ith a  little  om inous gleam  in  her 
b lue eyes. “  You are  too good. I  am  deeply 
sensib le of all your k indness, b u t I  really  
canno t see how  m y position  h a s  a lte red  of 
la te . As you have ju s t discovered, I  am  now 
n ine teen , and  for so m an y  years I  have 
m anaged to look extrem ely  well in  w hite m u s
lin .”

As she finishes h e r  m odest speech she feels 
she h a s  gone too fa r. She has been a lm ost 
im p ertin en t, considering  h is  age and  re la tio n 
sh ip  to  h e r  ; nay , m ore , she has been ung en 
erous.

H er sm all ta u n t h a s  gone hom e. M r. A m 
h e rs t rises  from  h is  chair ; th e  dull red  of old 
age com es painfu lly  in to  h is  w ithered cheeks 
as he stan d s  gazing  a t  h e r, sligh t, erect, w ith  
h e r  p roud  little  head  upheld  so haugh tily .

F o r a  m om en t anger m asters  h im  ; th e n  it 
fades, and  som ething  as n e a r  rem orse  as h is  
h ea rt can ho ld  replaces it.

Molly, re tu rn in g  h is  glance w ith  in te res t, 
knows he  is  annoyed. B u t she does no t 
know th a t, stand ing  as she now does, w ith up 
lifted  ch in  and  gleam ing eyes, and  ju s t  a 
s ligh t indraw ing  of th e  lips, she is th e  very 
im age of th e  dead-and-gone E lean o r—th a t  in  
spite  of h e r Ir is h  fa ther, h e r Ir ish  nam e, she 
is a  liv ing , b reath ing , defiant A m herst.

In  silence th a t  troubles h e r  she w aits for 
th e  n ex t word. I t  com es slowly, a lm ost en- 
trea ting ly .

“  M olly,” says h e r g rand fa the r, in  a  tone 
th a t  trem bles ever so litt le —it is th e  first 
tim e  he  has ever called h e r  by  h e r  p e t nam e 
— “ Molly. I  shall take  i t  as a  g rea t favor 
if you will accede to  m y req u est and  accep t— 
th is .”

As he  fin ishes he  holds ou t to h e r  a  check, 
regard ing  h e r earnestly  th e  while.

T h e  “  M olly” has done it .  Too generous 
even to  h esita te , she takes th e  paper, and , go
ing  closer to  h im , lays h e r  hand  upon  his 
shoulder.

“ I  have been rude , g randpapa—I  beg your 
p ardon—and  I  am  very m uch obliged to you 
for th is  m oney .” t .

So saying, she bends and  presses h e r  soft 
sweet lips to  h is  cheek. H e m akes no  effort 
to  re tu rn  th e  caress, b u t long afte r shq  leaves

th e  room  sits  s ta r in g  vaguely  before h im  ou t 
of th e  d reary  window on  to  th e  s till m ore 
d reary  landscape outside, th in k in g  of v an ished  
days and h au n tin g  actions th a t  will n o t be 
laid , b u t carry  w ith  th em  £heir su re  an d  keen 
revenge, in  th e  knowledge th a t  to  th e  dead  no 
ill can be undone. * J

Molly, going back to th e  draw ing-room , 
finds Cecil there , serene as usual.

“  W ell, and  w here is m y book ?” asks  th a t  
innocen t. “  I  th o u g h t you were never com - 
in g .”

“  Cecil, why d id  you  te ll g randpapa to offer 
m e a  dress ?” dem ands Molly, abruptly .

“ M y d eares t g irl !------ ”  exclaim s Cecil,
and  then  h a s  th e  grace to  stop  and  b lush  a 
little .

“  You did. T h ere  is no  u se  your denying 
i t .”

“  You d idn ’t  refuse i t  ? Oh, M olly, a fte r all 
m y tro u b le !”

“  N o”— laughing, an d  unfo ld ing  h e r  palm , 
w here th e  paper lies c ru shed— “  b u t I  was 
very  n ear it. B u t th a t  h is  m a n n e r was so 
k ind , so m arvellously  gentle, for h im , I  should 
have done so. Cecil, I  couldn’t  help  th in k 
ing  th a t  perhaps long ago, before th e  world 
h a rd en ed  h im , g randpapa  was a  nice young 
m a n .”

“  P e rh ap s  he  was, m y dear— th e re  is no  
know ing w hat any  of u s  m ay  com e to — 
though  you m u st excuse m e if I  say I  ra th e r  
doub t it .  W ell, an d  w hat d id  h e  say ?”

“  Very little  indeed, and  th a t  little  a  fa il
ure. W hen  going abou t i t  you m ig h t have 
given h im  a  few lessons in  h is  role. So bung
ling  a  perform ance as th e  leading up  to  i t  I  
never w itnessed ; and  w hen  he  w ound up  by 
h and ing  m e a  check ready p repared  beside 
h im  on th e  desk  I  very nearly  lau g h ed .”

“  Old g o o se ! N ever m in d ; th ey  laugh  who 
win ; I  have w on.”

“  So you h av e .”
“ W ell, b u t look, Molly, look. I  w an t to 

see how far h is  unw onted  gen tleness h a s  c a r
ried  h im . I  am  dying of curiosity . I  do hope 
he  has no t been shabby .”

U nfold ing  th e  paper, th ey  find  th e  check 
has been  draw n for a  h u n d red  pounds.

• V ery good,” says Cecil, w ith  a relieved 
sigh. “  H e is no t such  a  bad  old th in g , w hen 
all is  to ld .”

‘ I t  is  too  m u ch ,”  says M olly, aghast, “ I  
c an ’t  tak e  i t  indeed. I  would have th o u g h t 
tw enty  pounds a  great deal, b u t a  h undred  
pounds ! I  m u s t tak e  i t  back  to  h im .”

‘ Are you m a d ,” exclaim s Cecil, “  to  in su lt 
h im  ? H e  th in k s  n o th in g  of a  h u n d red  
pounds. And to  give back  m oney— th a t 
scarce com m odity—how  could  you bring  y ou r
self to  do i t ? ” I n to n e s  of th e  liveliest re 
p roach. “ Be reasonable , dear, an d  le t u s see 
how we can  spend  i t  fa s t enough .”

T h u s ad ju red , M olly succum bs, and  sink 
ing in to  a  chair, is  soon deep in  th e  u n fa th 
om able m ysteries of silks and  sa tin s, tu lle  and  
flowers.

4 And, Cecil, I  shou ld  like to buy  L e titia  a 
silk  d ress like th a t one of yours, u p -s ta irs  I  ad 
m ire  so m u ch .”

4 T he  navy-blue ?”
4 No, th e  olive-green ; i t  w ould ju s t  s u it h e r. 

She has a  lovely com plexion, c lear an d  tin ted  
like your ow n.”

T h an k  you, dear. I t  is to  be regre tted  you 
a re  of th e  w eaker sex. So delicately  veiled a 
com plim ent would n o t have d isgraced  a  C hes
te rfield .”

4 W as it too g laring  ? W ell, I  will do away 
w ith it. I  was th in k in g  en tire ly  of L e tty . I  
was com paring  h e r  sk in  very  favorably w ith  
yours. T h a t rem inds m e I  m u s t w rite  hom e 
to-day. I  hope J o h n  w on’t  be offended w ith  
m e abou t th is  m oney. T hough , a fte r all, th e re  
c an ’t  be m uch  h a rm  in  accepting a p resen t 
from  one’s g ra n d fa th e r.”

‘ I  shou ld  th in k  n o t, indeed. I  on ly  w ish  
I  h ad  a  g ran d fa th e r ; and  w ouldn’t  I  u tilize  
h im  ! B u t I  am  an  u n fo r tu n a te —alone in  the  
w orld.”

E v en  as she speaks, th e  door in  th e  nex t 
draw ing-room  opens, a n d  th ro u g h  th e  folding- 
doors, w hich s tan d  ap art, she sees h e r  h u s 
band  en te r and  m ake h is  way to  a  davenport.

“  T h a t destroys your a rg u m en t,”  says Mol
ly, w ith a low laugh , as she ru n s  away to  h e r 
own room  to  w rite  h e r  le tte rs .

F o r a  few m in u te s  Cecil s its  s ilen tly  en joy 
ing  a  d is ta n t view of h e r  h u s b a n d ’s back. 
she is fa r too m uch  of a  coquette  to  le t h im  
long rem ain  in  ignorance of h e r  n e a r  p rox im 
ity . Croing softly  up  to  h im , and  lean ing  lig h t
ly over h is  shoulder, she  says, in  a  balf-w his- 
p e r :

44 W h at are you doing ?”
H e s ta r ts  a little , n o t h av ing  expected to 

see so fa ir  an  apparition , and  lays one of h is  
h an d s  over hers  as i t  re s ts  upon  h is  shoulder.

“  Is  i t  you ?” he  says. 441 did  n o t h e ar you 
com ing.”

4 N o ? T h a t was because I  w as fa rth es t 
from  your th o u g h ts . You are  w riting  ? To 
w hom  ?”

44 My ta ilor, for one. I t  is  a sad  b u t certa in  
fact, th a t  sooner o r la te r  one’s ta ilo r m u s t be 
pa id .”

“  So m u s t one’s m od iste .” W ith  a  sigh. 
“ I t  is  th a t  so rt of person  who spoils one’s 
fe il.” . ,

44 Is  your life spoiled ?”
44 Oh, yes, in  m any  w ays.”
44 Poor little  so u l!” savs he, w ith  a  half 

laugh, tig h ten in g  h is  fingers over h e rs . 44 Is  
your dressm aker h a rd -h ea rted  ?”

44 D on’t  get m e to  begin  on  th a t  subject, or 
I  shall never leave off. T h e  wrongs I  have 
suffered a t  th a t  w om an’s h an d s  ! B u t th en  
why ta lk  of w hat canno t be helped  ?”

44 P erhaps  i t  m ay. C an I  do no th in g  for 
you ?”

4 41 am  afra id  n o t.” M oving a  litt le  way 
from  h im . 44 A nd ye t, perh ap s, if you choose, 
you m igh t. You are w riting  ; I  w ish,” th row 
ing  down h e r  eyes, as  th o u g h  confused 
(which she  i s n ’t), and  assum ing  h e r  m ost 
guileless a ir, 44 you would w rite som eth ing  for 
m e.”

“  W h at a  sim ple r e q u e s t ! Of course I  will 
—a n y th in g .”

“ R eally  ? You p rom ise  ?”
[t o  b e  c o n t i n u e d ,!

A  F A T A L  A C T  O F  H E R O I S M .

[W elland  T ribune.]
T h e  m any  friends of M r. H u g h  J . Mc- 

P h e lan  in  th is  coun ty  will le a rn  w ith  th e  
m ost sincere reg re t of h is  drow ning, w hich 
occurred on th e  25th  of J u n e , in  L ittle  H a rt 
R iver, n e a r  B ism arck , D akotali T errito ry , 
w hilst in  th e  self-sacrificing a tte m p t to  save 
th e  life of a  drow ning  boy. T h e  boy had  
gone in  sw im m ing, got beyond h is  d ep th  an d  
was drow ning, M r. M cPhelan  w ent to  the  
rescue, and , w hilst th e  boy’s life was saved, 
sad  to re la te , h is  rescuer was 
drow ned. T he  deceased was about 
n in e teen  years of age, a n d  a  son of M r. 
Cornelius M cPhelan , of H um berstone  
tow nsh ip . T he  young m an  was possessed of 
an  adven turous and  en terp ris ing  sp irit, and  a  
short tim e  ago w ent w est to~ find  a  w ider field 
for action. T he in s tan ce  in  question  is no t th e  
first of h is  hav ing  d istingu ished  h im self for 
un u su a l bravery. Som e m o n th s  ago, i t  w ill 
be rem em bered , he  excited th e  adm iration  
p lau d its  of th e  W estern  p ress by  ru n n in g  a 
locom otive th ro u g h  a  g au n tle t of fire, saving 
an  im m ense am o u n t of property . H is  re la 
tives possess th e  h ea rtfe lt sym pathy  of th e  
public in  th e ir  d is tre ss ing  bereavem ent, only 
alleviated by  tlie  recollection, of w hich th e y  
m ay  well feel proud , th a t  th is  noble young 
m an  lost h is  life w hilst in  th e  perform ance of 
th e  tru es t a c t of heroism  in  th e  power of h u 
m an ity  to accom plish.

— One of the  in s titu tio n s  of L ondon  is th e  
charw om an, or w asherw om an. D oes a  w om an 
fa il as  a servant, does th e  eyesight of a  seam 
stress  give way, is th e  w ife o r widow of a n  
a rtisan  laborer overtaken  by  adversity , she 
falls in to  th e  g rea t a rm y  of charw om en. 
Some are  tru s tw o rth y  an d  a re  em ployed for 
years in  th e  sam e fam ily an d  take  care of th e  
house. T h e ir pay  is  from  50 to 75 cents a 
day, w ith  food.

— W henever you are  tem pted  to  indulge in  
critic ising  your m in is te r—a very bad  h ab it 
to g e t in to , by  th e  way— you ough t to  be 
careful in  your choice of language. “ T h a t 
is w hat I  call a  fin ished serm o n ,”  said an  
adorer to  an  indiffierent as  th ey  wedded 
th e ir  way from  church . 4‘Yes” was the  reply 
w ith  a  y a w n ,4‘b u t, do you know, I  th o u g h t 
i t  never would be,'*


