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A DIFFICULT SITUATION;

OR, THE END CROWNS ALL.

C H A P T E R  X .— (C o n t ’d )
T o Miss R achel, her half-sister, 

M rs. M oore, had offered  a hom e, 
and the offer had perforce  been 
accepted , even though to the cou n 
try -b red  woman life  in a  London  
street m eant som ething nearly akin 
to pu rgatory . But M rs. M oore had 
no w elcom e to  exten d  to  the child  
o f R achel S tern e ’ s adoption . From  
the very first she had regarded with 
d is favor J o y ’ s advent into her sis
te r ’ s house, and she resolutely  and 
consistently  d isliked the g irl, who 
to  Miss R achel and M iss P rudence 
had been the em ood im ent o f  her 
nam e.

“ Robert* and I will be g lad to 
w elcom e you  as a  perm anent guest 
in o u r  h ouse,”  she said to  Miss 
R achel on  the terrib le  day when 
she had gone to the old M anor 
H ouse a t  M ottesley to  discuss the 
elder w om an’ s financial difficulties. 
“ My house is th e  p rop er  and fit
ting- p lace fo r  you  to live, and I 
am sure I  w ill do  my best to  make 
you  com fortab le  there. B u t I  be 
lieve in plain speaking, and I  had 
better  com e to the point a t once 
abou t J o y .”

“ A b ou t J o y ? ”
“ Y es, abou t Joy. I  need n ot go 

over the o ld  g r o u n d ; you  know  I 
never ap p roved  o f you r absurd, 
qu ixotic condu ct m  adoptin g  the 
g irl, and I must te ll you  frankly 
that I can not o ffer  her a hom e. She 
will have to  find som e w ork as oth er 
girls do. She can com e to  us until 
she finds it, bu t she m ust n ot look 
to  us fo r  a hom e.”

F or  one wild m om ent Miss R a 
chel very nearly acted  on a w ild 
im pulse and refused the proffered 
home which was to  exclu de  Joy. 
B ut long  years of se lf-con tro l had 
taught this strong, y et gentle, w o
man the fo lly , and w orse than fo l
ly , o f acting on  im pulse, and a fter  
due thought and conversation  with 
her nephew , R oger, and with Joy, 
M rs. M oore ’ s o ffer had been a c 
cepted.

It was in the sitting-room  speci
ally set ap art fo r  Miss R ach el’ s use 
in M rs. M oore ’ s house that she and 
Joy  sat on the D ecem ber m orning 
when, by her interview  with the 
M artindales, the girl had taken her 
first independent p lunge in life ; and 
in the same room , late that a fter
noon , Miss R achel spoke lon g  and 
earnestly  to  her nephew , R oger 
H assall, about Joy and J oy ’ s fu 
ture.

A s has been said, R o g e r ’ s fo r 
tune had been sw allow ed up in the 
same catastrophe that had swept 
aw ay his aunt’ s little  all, and dur
ing the past few m onths the man 
■who had looked forw ard  to  the 
peacefu l and pleasant ex istence of 
an  English squire, had found him 
self obliged to face the necessity of 
w orking  fo r  bare ex istence. And 
w ork  is not easy to find when a 
man is thirty-five, and untrained 
fo r  any profession  w hatever.

“ An average brain , a  strong 
body, and a  pair o f  hands— these 
are my qu alifications,”  R og er  said 
■to a friend when, in the early  days 
o f  his financial d isaster, professions 
and ways and means w ere under 
discussion. “ I  shall have to  leave 
England. N o sane man would stay 
In this over-crow ded  m arket look 
ing fo r  w ork. A  colony  is my only 
h o p e .”
’ A nd thus resolved, R oger  H as- 

ta ll had, so to  speak, squared his 
ehoulders, looked F ate bold ly  in 
the eyes and taken up his burden 
with the qu iet endurance that was 
at the very core  of his character. 
L eft an orphan early in life , he had 
always considered  his m other’ s sis
ter, R achel, m ore in the light o f  a 
m other than an aunt, and as his
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property  in M ottesley ad joined the 
old M anor H ouse in which Rachel 
and P rudence Sterne lived  their 
lives, he had been as much with 
them as in his own house, the H all. 
D uring J o y ’ s days o f todd lin g  baby
hood, R o g e r  was grow ing  from  boy 
to  man, and the small child  had 
found in him an untiring playm ate, 
a never-fa iling  friend .

“ I t ’ s just the same as if I had S. 
real elder b ro th er ,”  she said to  
him on ce , look in g  into his face with 
h er  innocent blue eyes. “ I  am  
very sorry fo r  girls who haven ’ s 
g ot brothers to take care of them 
and give them good  a d v ice .”

I f  R oger had winced ju st a little 
at the lightly spoken w ords —  if 
J o y ’ s gay acceptance o f  broth er 
and sisterhood as the relationship 
betw een them  had seem ed to  him 
inadequate, and not really  m eeting 
his view o f the case, he was wise 
enough  n ot to  d ivu lge his feelings 
to  the innocent g irl o f sixteen. 
D eep dow n in th at qu iet heart of 
his he cherished a  hope that som e 
day, when she was older, when the 
woman in her was awake, he should 
be able to speak to her o f a love 
that was som ething very different 
from  the brotherly  affection  she 
im a g in e d ; som ething which shook 
his own soul to  its depths and 
w ould surely shake her soul too , in 
that some day that was to com e. 
B u t now— the w orld  had changed 
fo r  him. W ith the upheaval o f  his 
fortunes had com e also the stern 
necessity fo r  thrusting away all 
those dream s that had made his 
life so sweet. I t  was a R og er  grow n 
older, sterner, and sadder, who 
stood with his back against the 
m antelpiece in M iss R a ch e l’ s sit
ting-room  on the afternoon  of that 
day When Joy had entered into her 
engagem ent with the M artindales.

A  look  o f  pain cre p t into his 
brow n eyes as M iss R achel, som e
what fa lteringly , to ld  him o f J o y ’ s 
interview  with her future em p loy
ers, and fo r  a m om ent a fter  her 
gentle voice  had ceased speaking, 
he was so silent that his aunt 
g lanced up at him nervously.

“ Y ou are  n ot vexed at me for  
a llow ing  the child to do this, are 
you, R o g e r? ”  she said. “ I d id  not 
see how I cou ld  prevent it , fo r  you r 
A u n t G race does n ot wish to  keep 
Joy here any lon ger than can  be 
h elped .”

“ A unt G race be ”  R-oger pu ll
ed him self up and laughed confus
edly. “ I  was going  to say som e
thing rather rude abou t Aunt 
G ra ce ,”  he w ent on , his eyes 
tw inkling fo r  an in stan t; “ but— in 
the first p lace, it  is bad m anners 
to  swear at o n e ’ s a u n t; and, in the 
second, it  is useless. U ncle R o b 
e r t  can not be m oved to  see rea
son ?”

“ Y ou  uncle never sees anything 
that y ou r  aunt does not wish him 
to  see ,”  M iss R achel answ ered 
sh rew dlv ; “ she has him very w ell 
in h an d ,”  the o ld  lady added  with 
a  smile .

“ H e always was as weak as 
w ater ,”  R og er  said sh ortly ; “ but 
now, A u n t R achel— about Joy- 
Y ou  are sure these peop le  she is 
going  to  be with are all right ? I 
will find o u t what I can abou t them. 
W e ca n ’ t le t the child go just any
w here .”

“ I fancy there is no doubt that 
Lady M artindale is the kind of p er
son we should like Joy to  live with.

The step-daughter, to  whom our 
little  g irl is to  be com panion , is,
I  im agine, su ffering from  some d e 
ficiencies in her edu cation . ' But 
both  ladies w ere m ost kind and 
pleasant to Joy. She has m ade up 
her mind she will be happy with 
th em .”

“ She w ould make up her mind to 
be happv in a cave-dw eller ’ s hut, if 
it was her lo t to live there. She 
is true to her name through and
through. A unt R achel ”  he
paused,— a lon g, long pause,— and 
the gentle, keen old eyes watched 
his trou b led  face anxiously.

“ I think you  must have known, 
must have gu essed ,”  he stum bled 
on , “ what I should have liked about 
Joy. * E ver since she was a  tiny 
thing— oh ! b e fore  you  put up her 
hair— I made up my mind that 
some day- ”

H is voice fa ltered and failed  : he 
turned and look ed  dow n into the 
fire, as though he found the scru 
tiny of Miss R a ch el’ s eyes unbear
able.

“ Y es, dear boy ; I knew, I have 
alw ays know n. W e old maids are 
n ot blind. Som etim es I even think

we see m ore than other p eop le  do 
— and— if you  and Joy— nothing 
w ould  have m ade me happier— if 
on ly  ”  she broke off incoherent
ly, and R o g e r  turned  back again, 
straightening him self determ ined
ly-

“ One ca n ’ t go through life saying 
‘ i f  o n ly !’ ”  he excla im ed . “ I  like 
you  to  know w hat my dream  was, 
A unt R achel, but— as things are, 
the dream  can not be fu lfilled . I f  I 
m ake a  fortu ne in A u stra lia— well 
and good  : perhaps there may still 
be som e day fo r  me. B u t m ean
w hile, Joy  will see plenty o f  other 
m en. She w ill probably  m arry— 
one m ight alm ost say she w ill cer
tain ly  m arry. In  any case, under 
present circum stances, I cou ld  not 
speak to  her o f w hat is in my 
heart. I  cou ld  not attem pt to  bind 
h er .”

“ Oh, R o g e r !”  M iss R achel e x 
claim ed, “ would it  be w rong just 
to  tell her how much she is to 
you  ?”

“ Y ou  dear, little , sentim ental 
auntie, yes, it  w ou ld  be w rong. She 
thinks of me now m erely as a nice, 
com fortab le  e lder broth er. She has 
no notion  that my feelings fo r  her 
are m ore than broth erly . A nd be
ing the pauper I  am, I have no 
right to  open h er ey es .”

“ I know  you  are r ig h t,”  the old 
lady said qu ietly , “ o f  course you 
are right— but it seem s hard. And 
—som etim es— R oger, it  is fa irer to 
a wom an to  tell her that you  love, 
even  if it  may involve long  w ait
ing fo r  her. She w ould rather 
know  o f the love, vhan have to  eat 
her heart ou t, w ondering whether 
it  ex is ts .”

R og er  stooped and tenderly  pat
ted  A u n t R ach el’ s hands, laughing 
a  little  ruefully .

| “ Joy  w on ’ t  eat her heart o u t for 
m e ,”  he said. “ I  quite agree with 
you  abou t the fairness of te lling  a 

; woman you  love her if there is a 
fraction  o f  a chance that she cares 
fo r  you  in the same way.. B ut J oy ’ s 
heart, as far  as I  am concern ed , is 

.untouched— entirely  untouched. To 
' te ll her the truth— to try  to  bind 
’ her to  a  beggar like m yself— w ould 
jbo  grossly unfair. A nd she is made 
| o f the stuff to  give herself and her 
life  to a  man out o f pity, ju st to 
m ake him happy, w ithout any 
thought of her own happiness. N o, 
A u n t R achel, if the som eday ever 
com es, it m ust co m e ; when I  have 
som ething m ore to  offer to  Joy 
than ju st six fo o t  one o f me that 
stands in these shoes. M eanwhile, 
I ’ ll find out ab ou t these M artin
dales, and arrange fo r  the ch ild ’ s 
jou rney  to  Standon. I  d o n ’ t  sail 
myself fo r  another fo rtn igh t.”

A  week later, R oger, having dis
covered  that the M artindale me
nage Was in every respect unim 
peachable and all that cou ld  be d e 
sired, stood upon the platform  at 
W a terloo , beside the train  that was 
to  carry  Joy to  her new surround
ings. The girl leant from  the car
riage w indow , her bright face a lit
tle  dimmed because of her recent 
parting with Miss R achel, and the 
com ing parting with R o g e r ; but 
she was speaking eagerly .

“ And oh , please, you  will w rite 
ever so often , w on ’ t y o u ?  I  shall 
want to  hear everyth ing abou t A u 
stralia , and about what you  are d o 
ing— and— everyth in g .”

R og er  nodded and sm iled. He 
was doing his best to  m ake the 
parting brotherly  and com m on
place, and if his eyes looked  into 
the g ir l ’ s grey ones with a light 
that was not en tirely  broth erly , he 
was quite unaware of all his glance 
expressed.

“ H er heart is not touched— her 
heart is not touctted .”  H is own 
words to  A unt R achel raced to  and 
fro  in his m ind whilst he "talked of 
mails and steam ers, o f sheep-runs 
and the Bush, and of J o y ’ s own new
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life , in a  random , headlong  fashion, 
qiiite unlike his usually qu iet m an
ner.

“ H er heart is n ot tou ch ed ,”  he 
said to  him self again , w hen, hav
ing w rung her hand with a grip 
that alm ost hurt her, he stood back 
from  the m oving ira ih  and watched 
the face he loved  so sw iftly o u t o f 
his sight. “ H er heart is not tou ch 
e d ,”  he said to  him self y e t on ce 
m ore, as he m ade his way o u t of 
the station, and dow n in to  the 
busy roadw ay below , “ I  was right 
about t h a t !”

A n d  at the same m om ent Joy, 
w atching the reced ing  roofs o f 
L ondon  through a  burst of tears, 
fe lt her h eart beating  with strange, 
unaccustom ed beats, because o f the 
c lose  pressure o f  R o g e r ’ s hand —  
fe lt her pulses quicken odd ly  be 
cause o f  the rem em brance ^pf that 
look  o f R o g e r 's  eyes—the look  
which seem ed to  say so much, and 
y e t to  leave so m uch unsaid.

C H A P T E R  XI.
“ I  suppose y o u ’ ve had a lo t  o f 

fellow s a fter  y o u ? ”
“ A  lo t  o f  ?”
“ A  lo t  o f fellow s— chaps— well, 

you  m ust be a silly if you  d o n ’ t 
understand. I  mean y o u ’ ve had a 
goodish  bit o f  atten tion , h aven ’ t 
y o u ? ”

V io le t M artin da le ’ s rather high- 
p itched voice becam e quite queru 
lous, as she saw the e ffect o f her 
rem arks upon h er  new com panion , 
who stared at her with heightened 
co lo r , and with a  cu riou s look  o f 
dismay in her eyes.

“ I—d id n ’t  u nderstan d ,”  Joy 
answ ered, the c o lo r  deepen ing  on 
her face. “ Oh, n o ! I certain ly  
d id n ’ t  have any fellow s, o r  atten 
tion. I m ean, one d oesn ’ t  care  to  
ta lk  about things like that, does 
o n e ?”  she added, with a  touch o f 
girlish dign ity th at gave new 
charm  to  her face.

“ My goodness, you  are fu n n y !”  
V iolet, who had been lying back on 
a couch  in fron t o f  the draw ing
room , drew  herself in to a sitting 
position , and stared at the o th et 
girl as though Joy  were a  strange 
crea tu re , new to  her experience . 
“ W hy, anybody w ould certain ly  
ca ll you  pretty , even in the simple 
clothes you  w ear, and I  should have 
thought you  w ould have had fellow s 
round you all the tim e .”

Joy sw allow ed her disgust with 
the best grace she cou ld  m uster, 
try in g  to  rem em ber, as she had to 
try  many tim es a day, that V io let 
M artin dale ’ s points o f  view  on a l
m ost every  subject were d iam etri
cally  op posed  to  any she had ever 
conceived possible. D uring  all her 
sheltered g irlhood  at M ottesley she 
had never com e across a type o f  
young woman who even rem otely 
resem bled the mistress of Standon 
T ow ers— the small vulgarities, the 
cockney accent, and the e x tra o r 
dinary lack o f reserve in the girl 
to  whom she was com panion , filled 
Joy  with a  never-ending am aze
m ent.

“ She is learn ing how to  behave 
on the su rface ,”  \vas J o y ’ s shrewd 
reflection , “ but underneath the 
surface she has an innately vu lgar 
way of look in g  at e v e ry th in g ; and, 
though she is so ready to  talk about 
the m ost intim ate things in the 
m ost unreserved w ay, her mind has 
som e corn ers in to which nobody is 
adm itted .”  This thought, which 
had passed through the g ir l’ s brain 
m ore than once before , recurred to 
h er now , on the January a fternoon , 
when persistent torrents o f  rain 
having m ade o u td oor  pursuits im

possib le, V io le t and her com panion  
were driven to the big  cou ch  by the 
draw in g-room  fire.

(To be  con tin u ed .)
 *  t

SHE IS A GREAT MUSICIAN. 

Queen Alexandra Is An Expert 
Mandolinist.

Few  peop le  outside her fam ily 
and her m ost in tim ate friends knew  
until the o th er day  that Q ueen  
A lexan d ra  is an ex p e rt m andolin 
ist. H er tu tor , S ignor L eop o ld  
F rancia , has now  to ld  how he first 
m et his roya l pupil in 1895, when 
he was appointed d irector  of th e  
L ad ies ’ M andolin  and G uitar B a n d  
O rchestra.

This organ ization  consisted o f  
sixty o f  the m ost highly born  w om 
en in E ngland, including  Q ueen 
A lexan dra , then o f  course P rin cess 
o f W ales. F or  three o r  fou r  gener
ations in succession S ignor F r a n c is  
used to  go  every  summ er to  K en 
sington P alace or  to  B ridgew ater 
H ouse, Lady E llesm ere ’ s house in  
St. Jam es’ s. Q ueen M argherita  o f  
Ita ly , an ex p e rt m andolin ist, had 
set the fashion fo r  th is in stru m en t 
and from  R om e, N aples and Milan, 
the fashion spread to  England.

“ Queen A le x a n d ra ,”  says S ignor 
F rancia , “ had rare m usical atta in 
m ents. She p layed  both  piano a n d  
guitar with g rea t skill and fee lin g  
and her know ledge of harm ony and 
cou n terpoin t was rem arkable. She 
has w n a e n  several com positions o f  
real beauty. O ne o f these, ‘A 
W edding  M arch ,’ for  p iano and1 
m andolin , was p layed  a t the m ar
riage o f Lady B eatrice  E gerton  and! 
M r. K em p.

“ She appeared  several times on. 
the con cert p la tform  with m andol
in or guitar. O nly a few  ladies o f  
the cou rt and her tu tor  w ere in th® 
secret." W hen she appeared  on the 
p la tform  she dressed like the oth er 
m em bers o f  the L ad ies ’ O rchestra , 
in a black  costum e relieved  by a> 
sash o f red, black  and yellow  if she 
p layed  the gu itar. N o on e cou ld  
d e tect her identity, as she always- 
appeared in the program m e under 
the name o f Countess G a g e .”

A n xious P arent— “ D octor , - my 
daughter appears to  be going  blind,, 

'a n d  she is abou t to  be m a rried .” ’ 
D octor— “ L et her go right on with> 
the w edding. I f  anything can  open* 
her eyes, m arriage w ill.”

Few of us becom e round shoul
d ered  from  carry in g  other peop le ’ s 
burdens.

The H unter— Oh ! I  beg you r  par~ 
don . I m istook you  fo r  a deer.

The N ative—N o harm  d on e,
m ister. I reckon I ’ d a bin safe 
enough if y e ’ d m istook me fe r  a- 
barn  door .— Life.


