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A SERIES OF DELIGHTFUL STORIES OF A BRAVE·HEARTED ARMY NURSE. 

A Grand Complete Story of a Woman's Part· in the Great War. 
By· BESSIE REYNOCI)S. 

THIS WEEK: THE COWARD. 
. u A �IT -OF A PICKJiE; .. '·� 

I T :
_
was not exactly a day f�r a walk by. flh;e s�.a..on �he, 

. East Coast. There was a strong wmd blow1�g 
poldly, and ·under a !�aden slcy �he waves tossed 

sulleziJy. · 
· Yet: Private Rand took his usual Wl\'lk along the de, 

serte4 sea· f:r�nt, wrapped warmly in the inevitable khaki 
overc(mt; and only the bandage that ca!Pe down beneath 
hili c�p sh{)wed that·.there V(a<l a reason' for his remaining 
inacthre at the East Coast hospital. 

As fa matter of fact, he was off in a day or two to a 
convalescent home, since they were expecting a fresh 
batcli of wounded, and rooin had to be ·found for them 
somewhere. And in the meantime he was able to walk 
slowly down to the sea front, and loolr across the sullen 
waves to· wheN "somewher� in Fral!.CC" the,others were 
still �· eoing their little bit.'' 

Yei this morning he f0nrtd that the sea front was not 
entii�Jy �8ertqd: A small, childish flgu�·e; wrap}?6d· - �n 
a blue pilot cloth coat, whose brass buttons twmltled 
warl]l'Iy, came runiJ.ing along, half.blown, indeed, by the 
wind ithat came howling along the_ deoolate prome1+ade. 
, He: stopped when he reached Private Rand, and stood,
look,ij1g up at hiw with sel'ious baby eyes of blue. And 
the man, drawn by an impulse, <�topped, too. 

" Hallo, youngster ! What are y�m doing out here all 
by yQur&elf?" he asked. His keeri eyes had seen already 
that .there was no D,gure following the small one. 

" My daddy's a soldier man!" The child ignored the 
question, his blue eyes wandering over the khaki·clad 
figure with qutet confidence. "And they shooted him 
wiv a fing called a maria.'' 

"Pi.d they, though?" Mark Rand smiled. The chlld'l!l 
versiQn of the nickname of " Black Mana " was quaint. 

"I hope they didn't shoot him badly," he went on. 
But the blue eyes had seen the bandage showing beneath 
the service cap, and he pointed !I fat finger, 

"Poor man!" he said. "Is 'Qo shoqted, too?" 
"J;,ooks like it," Mark admitted. And th!'ln a slim, 

black\·gowned figure seemed to .come flWiftly down a side 
road, and across to the parade. She swoo�d down upon 
the small, blue-coated form, and grabbed him firmly. 

"�aughty boy V' she said. But the small boy only 
smiled. 

"You was a long time," he said, "so I putted mine 
coat on mineself." • 

· 

"� bit of a pickle, evidently," Mark said pleasantly. 
His keen eyes. saw the J?allor of the sweet face beneath 

Not th�t Private RIJ.n<!, e?'actly put it- in that way 
oven to h1msclf. He only gtfessed at t]fe faets, and gave 
th!'lm a thrill of pity. from .a kindly" heltr;t;'' ·' 

"Yes," she said; "he gets into. misG}iief; ·rather." 
A,nd then her eyes,. to�>·;' we.nt tq the- Jxiii?:age beneath 
the 5!!rvice cap, and a pitying loo:k cr�pt jnto them. 
. They we1·e eyes of deepest, darkest blp'e, ·vgry like those 
of the }Joy, as )YI'ark noticed; the sort pf eyes that a man 
liked to Joqk pi

.
t:yirtgl

_
y _ at him, that a niau would like--

He pulled-lJ.i.m,ffe lf up sharply. Mark, Rand, meeting a 
young \vidow a.nq thinking ;!>olish thoughts. · · 

"You have. been wounded, too," she said. And then 
b.efore he could reply, she caught sight of a woman on 
the other side of the parade·.; a r&ugh, yet tidy woman 
who was evidently one ,(),f ·the fishel'men�s "'ives. 

"There is Mrs. Bes;t,•�.s\e told :tlb.¥1 . .  hi!.d;. · "She is 
· looking for us. We are ,iitl!,yiil}t,, '!jt . Jt,f:at- present,'' 
she. explained, and lifteg t"l!,o�, tlltt�. ·· · · �ii;!.)a glance 
as . ·steady 'and free from self-' . 

' - '. !1-11·. :li}lOse. of 
a boy might hav� been. "l hope th11-t:yott wil� :l;oou be 
quite :well," she· said,. and .turned swiftly awJly. . · 
· .And because the child tu.rned now and again to wave 
the other small hand in rei�rat!V<e qnewell tQ . . tl,J.e 
"wldier man," who haq been· "'sboot¢ill like daddy," 
Mark Rand stood there for � w·lille on. th!l w.in(\•swept 
promenade and watched'thelittle·,group biaW!ll:!nsteadily 
along, until th�y val!iskll.d;�. a $n�Ill!ous� th�tt waa 
one of a ro:w at .the f�Jtt}tel! .e�. �!:tbe s.ea ��o.nt, and 
well away fr<>m the fall.hi)jnable .ottaJ;.lie:J.". · · _ . '" -
- After which he turnM and went back to the East 

Coast hospitai, to be haunt_ed for the rest of the day 
by a slim, black-gowned figure, with a fa.iz, sweet face. 

Not that he was ve:�;y likely to· s.� the ()wner of the 
blue eyes again. He \\11!$ 91f..ip . � :few: dafS', and, besides, 
a. fellow. could,Jta.:rdlf� f�Ef)II). "�."'JiiQ.CW.�tl!Jwe upon a 
woman; ;IJ,;I!.d :!;llq,!l wo!ll'll,ll ·�n liell' de�p·x�Q)lrning had 
pro.b�,�<\lly anoi(her tQ t�nnk iibguk"'the�man,whom &he had given to her country. . . · - . ·.- · 

But he did w9nder a little that uigh.t ·-;,{s he lay in. his 
bed, and watched th.e night nUl'Be a!;J.d lier little island 
of light in the distanC?, that seerited . by contrast to 
accentuate the glooni of the rest of tlre · wetd. He 
wondered what it would be like to have· just such blue 
eyes looking love into his pw�. 

THE ATTACK ON THE HOSPITAL. I .  

H E was back in the ti:enches, .sleeping fitfully to. the 
sound of the shells boom::ilig overhea4, and 

. screaming away somewhere l>ehind him. They 
wouldn't let a fellow have the c!;!ance of a rest f<>r five 

the sombre hat. Evidently the .t"""'""f""" chi14, ihad. given her a fright. �.� ...r·v,�rLnv���,J�r�·���'v. i� minutes; He grwnbled that to 
himself as he woke. 

She was �n de<ep mouring, too. 
Mark Rand, smiling down at 
the child, was putting bvo and 
two ·together quickly enough. 
The cJittle one's talk of his 
8olodier father who had been 
"shooted," the young woman 
in her deep mournlng:; it all 
pointed to one thing. 

> 
Next week's number will contain ) 

another of these channing complete 

stories, entitled 

''HER MAIMED HERO.'' 
Order your copy to�day. 

And tlie-n, with a start, 'he 
was wide awa1re. All abol:!t 
him were the familar lines of 
spotl;es!t beds, but · for once the 
peaceful quiet of the ward in 
the early grey . ef a. winter's 

- mornil!.g was broken. 
All the wounded who were 

able to ,move were sitting up, 
and those who were helpless lay 
looking out with eyes that held 
a haunting fear that was remi-

Th-e girl was the little one.'tt 
mother, and widowed-one more 
victim of the cruel Juggernaut 
of war that rolled on i nexorabll.f 
over ·human hearts. * 

niscent. Only, whatever a· 
V'V'\./"\.r>.-rv�V'V'\./"\.r>.-rv�V'V'\./'\.rv'V'* m�m's eyes may show, if he i3 
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not a. coward, he has control over his tongue; and these 
men had proved themselves, no cowards long ago. 

.Another shell went booming overhead and struck some.. 
thing near by with & crash. Men �an to huddle on 
their clothes. The night nurse with a face that was 
white but calm went quietly to and fro. ' 

She was waiting for orders; but in the meantime, there 
were all the last small tasks to finish before giving over 
the ward to the day nurses, and mechanically she went 
on with them� 

Mary, the Red Cross sister, hurrying up with her dress
ing, came q.uickly down the stairs to her duty at the 
ward, and m the corridor she met her lover. Captain, 
Wenderby gave her a glance and a smile. No need to 
tell Mary not to be frightened, he could see in a moment 
that she had her nerves well 'under control. 

"What is it?" she asked. "Surely not another bomb· 
dropping , aeroplane." 

"Worse," he said quietly. "You cannot see it from 
here, but . there are three German cruisers bombarding 
the place, and-ah--" 

He stopped short on the little exclamation. From a 
corner of the building there came a crash, which showed 
that one shell at least had struck .the hosl'ital. 

"Bound to shell us," he said; "hospitals are about 
their mark. You'll arrange about getting your wounded 
down to the cellars at once. I'll send you what 
orderlies we can spare." , , 

Mary nodded gravely; and then, with an impulse, he 
}lUt an arm about her and kissed her very solemnly upon 
the lips. 

"We shall certainly meet again, somewhere," he said, 
and went oll' to his own dutj. 

Mary found tlie ward. busy. Those who were able to 
dress had done so, and there was a general air of waiting . 
for orders. But the night nurse was preparing breakfasts 
in a calm fashion that brought a light to Mary's eyes as 
she watched her. , 

"No time for br.eakfasts now,'' she said quietly. 
·�Nurse :Mann, the orders are that the patients al'e to be 
taken to the cellars as speedily as possible." 

.Another shell went booming overhead at that moment. 
There was such a pandewonium of rioise, that Nurse 
Mann could only nod her, ttnd�rstanding of the order. 
But she 1Jegan in her .usual calm way to prepare the 
patients for removal. , · · 

Two or three other nurses had arrived on the scene 
by tlris time, and a group of orderlies with the inevitable 
stretchers. Those p;�.tients who were able to help the 
others to hobble downstairs, made themselves useful. 

Mary, giving her quick orders for blankets . aud 
mattres!*!s to ·be taken downstairs' for the strekher cases, 
and W8.rm wraps for all, looked round 5Uddenly for 
Private Rand. · 

She rather liked the man who had always shown his 
readiness to help the nurses in any way;· He was almost 
well; he would be able to help the man whom she had 
just assisted to his .feet. 

She turned just in time to, see Mark Rand making for 
the door, and called him by name. 

There was a moment's lull in the firing, and across 
the room her clear voice sounded. 

"Private Rand, I want your help, please!" 
The man she addressed turned to her a face that was 

strangely wllite, and yet stamped with a determination 
that was almost fierce. 

"I cannot come,'' he said. "!-I'm going--" 
There came the shrill, fierce scream of a shell over

head, and upon the sound the man had gone, fairly 
bolting through the open door. 

He certainly, might well have ran before the look on · 
the facea of. the men he had left behind, for they 
expressed almost unutterable contempt and disgust. 

The man whom Mary had been supporting, took his 
hand from her arm and propped himself up by the wall. 

"You git along, sister," he said. "You've got others 
"'orse off than uie to look artel'; I reckon I can make 
shift to git out some way. If I can't walk I can crawl." 

But Mary quietly called up one of the nurses �nd 
put the' 'man in her charge, giving her orders to help him 
down the stairs and then come baek quickly. � For 
herself there was more to see to in the ward before she 
could go downstairs into safety. 

.A.nd even in the midst of thAt crowded hour she 
spared time for a thought of pity for the man who had 
failed. His nerve had been broken; of course, she was 
making kindly little excuses for him. He would hate 
ltimself when he grew calm again, and thought, and 
remembered. , 

But tlle man he )lad refused to help, hobbling painfully 
along now upon the arm .<U the you�r nurse, voic<ld 
the feeling of the entire ward when he muttered: 

" The dirty coward !" 
Yet, if they could have seen th.EJ thought in the min<l 

of tb.e man they condemned they would not have, called 
it cowardice. How our. judgment of others would be 
altered, oftett enough, if we could see motives . 

. 'l'o Mark Rand, listening to the scream of the shells 
ov!)rhead, had come one thought that for him blotted 
out eveTything else. He seemed again to see that fair, 
sweet face, and the blue eyes that had looked so steadily 
into his own; he saw the slim figure, 'with the child 
clinging to her hand, go into the little house at the far 
end of the parade. 

The most exposed part of the .front, right on.the curve 
of the bay! Something rose up within him that was 
the fierce fighting instinct of the man for his mate; only 
c4e did not put it like that even in his own thoughts. 
He had never even got so far as to claim in thought 
that slim woman for his own. , 

He only remembered that a woman and a little child 
were in danger; he only knew that he could not rest 
until they were safe'-tllat his whole soul seemed on fire 
with a wild, hot fever of fear for them. 

It was never· for a moment of hiJnself that Private 
Rand thought, as he went swiftly dowri the stairs and 
out through the open door of the. hospital. 

He liad dressed hastily, but he was hat1ess and coatless 
as he plunged out into the grey, cold winter's morning; 
a .Pathetic figure enough! with the white bandage about 
his head, and not half htdden now by a service cap. 
, There were many others abroad beside himself. Little 
groups of crying women, ·and screaming, frightened 
children, came out of tlie little houses, as he dived down 
a narrow side street that led directly on to the sea. front . 

.A.nd almost recklessly Mark Rand thrust them one and 
all aside.. These others needed. help; -too, perhaps, bUt 
he had thought for only one woman just then; he was 
going to save her at all costs. 

.A.s he reached the sea front, the early morning mist 
lifted a little. Never pausing in his hasty pr_ogress, he 
could yet see with a turn of the head the three ominous 
grey shapes out beyond the bay; strange, menacing 
,;hapes, that seemed half to melt into the mist. 

·.·They might have been dream ships, save for the dull 
reports, and the smoke, lighter than the mist, tllat 
punctuated it, aud the death-carrying shells that hurtled 
screaming overhead. 

He hardly 'knew how he reached the Jittie row of 
houses, but he remembered that it was a house close to 
the end of the row into which the woman he sought nad 
vanished on the previous day. 

With an entire lack of ceremony he pushed onen the 
door, and found hjmself in a small, bright kitchen. 

A fire burned cheerily, a,nd breakfast was laid on the 
t;:�ble in the middle of the rooni, but .the wo.man who 
sat huddled there had no thought of food. · She had 
drawn the child upon her knoo, his small, frightened face 
pressed against her breast. · 

In a moment she had recognised the new arrival. She 
·sprang up, and put the child down. With the.movement 
he looked up also, and as he recognised the khaki-clad 
figure, he ran forward with a. cry of joy. It was as 
though woman and child both claimed him as their one 
help. 

"\Vhat shall we do?" she cried. "Oh, this is 
dreadful! What cau I do for Toddie?" 

".A.re you all alone?" he asked. He had put a 
protecting hand upon the child. ".Anyone else in the 
house?" 

She shook her head. 
" The woman, Mrs. Best, must have run out directly; 

6he had gone when we came downstairs wondering what 
the noise was. Is it safe to go out?" , 

"It isn't safe to stay where you are, unless there's 
a good, substantial cellar to. this house,'! he told her 
quietly; and she shool!: her head. 
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"There's no cellar-nothing underground." 
" Of course not; silly way they build these places." 

He nodded cheerfully, and something of his quiet, 
matter-of-fact courage began to infect her. The first 
stup�fied fear was passing, and she felt that she could 
begin to think again. 

"Better get the boy's coat, and a wrap for yourself 
-pretty cold out of doors," he told her; but, for all 
his cheerful, mat�r-of-fact way, the man paced the 
little room in a fever of impatience while she was gone . 

. It. seemed to him that the shells were falling nearer 
t'o the small house. At auy moment a chance shot might 
blow· house and inmates alike to pieces. What if he did 
not get her away in time, after all? 

He heaved. a sig h  of relief when she made her appear
ance, and lie swung the child up into his arms. with a 
hurried movement. The din was almost deafemng; no 
wonder he had thought himself back in the trenches 
for a moment when he awoke to it. 

There was a door leading out to the back, and he 
nodded towards it. 

"Way out to the street there?" he aslced, shouting 
to be heard, and the woman answered with a 
nod. 

The next moment, with the child in his arms, 
he. was leading the way out through the little, 
sordid garden at the back, where a few 
frightened fowls huddled uncomfortably in the 
cold, . too startled even to scratch among the 

· cind.ers. 
Behind him cr€j)t a slim figure, keeping close 

to him with a quid self-control that seemed to 
contradict the fear that was written on her 
white face. 

Oti.t. in the rond, Mark swung her sharply to 
th� ·left, keeping his own broad form between 
her and the huddled woman's figure i!j the road, 
whom his sharp eyes· had seen at· once. · It 
occurred to him that there might be a reason 
why the wo1nan of the house had not returned 
to warn hN lodgers. 

Round a bend of the road, and into one of 
the back streets, Mark pulkd hiq companion 
beside him into tht) shelter of a tradesman's 
doorway, while, .a little higher up on the other 
side, a ehell struck one of the houses with a 
crash and :i roar, and split it o�n as thou"'h 
by a mighty axe. 

" 

A. moment later the fugitives crept quickly 
by the bulging wall that threatened ench mo
ment to collapse into the street, and then the 
gratirig'in the pavement ouhide a 'little public
house gave Mark Rand an idea of a refuge. 
He led the way. through the deserted bar, no 
one challenging him, and lifted the h·apdoor 
and ushered his little party down the steep 
steps to where a faint light flickered below. 

It was questionable even if they could have heard 
each other speak if they l1ad tried in the almost cease
less noise. To Mark it seemed that tll'<l enemy's �u1ps 
were working against timec_trying to do as mu�:h 
damage in as short a space of timo as po,;sible. 

And then as he sat there a strange thing happened, 
for a slender, cold little hand was slipped into· his as 
tho girl drew closer to him as simply as a child, seeking 
him as her natural protector. Mark's hand closed over 
those slender fingers, almost crushing them in the 
emotion that swept over him. 

Ho knew now that he loved this woman who seemed 
to have come so suddenly into his life, this woman whom 
he had never seen, of whose very existence he had been 
ignorant until yesterday. 

The peril that they had shared had drawn them 
together in that hour as weeks of ordinary intercourse 
could not have done. Together they bent over the 
child and soothed him when he cried, frightened by the 
dark and the noise; together they smiled at him and 

tried to make him forget his fears. Mark, looking 
into the white face with its luminous blue eyes shining 

When he turned from helping the girl down 
the steps, a little· group welcomed him with the 
freemasonry that is brought about by a common 
peril, ta.king his presence there for granted, 
and asking only one or two questions about 
the damage that was going· on outside. A_ strange, pathetic little company, they 

IN A MOMENT THE WOMAN HAD RECOGNISED MARK. SHE SPRANG UP, 
tted th b · k AND THE CHILD RAN FORWARD TO Hll\1 WITH A CRY OF JOY. IT WAS AS squa . . upon e rlC. floor while the rattle THOUGH WOMAN AND CHILD BOTH• CLAIMED HIM AS THEm ONE REU'. and boom of the shells went on overhead, and 

the heavy, pungent smell of beer came queerly to the 
nostrils of the woman. 

Someone had brought a lantern into the darkness 
and it threw a fitful gleam upon the white faces that 
surrounded it, and threw up weird shadows of the huge 
casks in the background. 

Mark found a place for ihis companion where she 
could sit and rest her Lack against one of those same 
vats, slipping off his ow11 coat and puttinoo it down 
for her to sit upon. 

" 

She would have demurred at that, but his attitude 
was peremptory, and she sat down meekly, while the 
coatless, shirt-sleeved figure with his bandaged head, 
drew the child to his knee and iheld him close. 

No one seemed to have anything to say-perhaps they 
were al l too stunned at this strange, unbelievable thing 
that had happened. The war here upon Britain's coast 
at last, shells hurtling over a seaside promenade, and 
rattling down houses like badly built houses of cards ! 

like sapphires in the yellow glow from the lantern, told 
himself that this was the one woman in the world for 
him. 

And she wa·s another man's widow-carrying the 
thought of another man in her heart ! • 

The firing gradually slackened, and finally stopped. 
Yet the little nowd of refngees in the cellar sa� un 
for some time before they dared to move. There wa,s 
always the possibility that the bombardment might 
begin again. 

It was Mark who went out, with the 1.mdlord, at last, 
to see how things were outside, and he would have gone 
coatless as he was, but he felt a little touch upon his 
arm. 

"It is cold outside," she said, and held out his coat 
for him to slip on. 

Outside, everywhere thE>re were traces of the damage 
that the shells had done. Past tottering walls and heaps 
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of rubbish the two men made their way on t lleir tour 
of iuspection until they reached the sea. 

The sun had come out now, scattering the mist that 
bad helped the enemy to approach unobserved; it shone 
upon a sea. free from the invader, and smiling in the 
sunlight as though no grim, grey shap-es had been 
spittinr' death and destruction upon a peacefnl town. M<Hk helped his companion up the steps again pre
sently, and she and the child stood blinking in the 
sunlight helplessly for a moment . . 

·'Better get back to your home, or \\·here yon'rt> 
sbying-eh:" Mark suggested. "If the place is all 
TiCJ'ht--" He was thinking of the still form he had seen lying 
in the little road at the back, and he took the woman 
and child carefully round to the frout of the l10usc. Or, 
at least, he intended. to do so, for when he reached the 
end of the little row of houses they saw what had hap
pened. A shell had ploughed its way �hrough the house, 
leaving behind it only a heap of rubl;nsh. 

The girl caught at Mark's ann w1th a cry. 
" If we h_ad been there-if you had not brought us 

away-\\·e should have been killed. We owe our lives 
to you." 

"Nonscm-e !" Mark said, though his O\l"ll face bad 
grown \Yhite. "You'd ne\·er have stayed on there." 

"I don't suppose I should ever haYe ha<l the courage 
to venture out., but for you," ·she replied . 

''Anyhow, you can't go back there n�nv," he told he�; 
:md, thinking of that qt.'iet figure lymg somewhere 1.n 
the little road at the back, he was rather gla<l that 1t 
\'cas not possible for them to go back to the house. 

But \Yhcu a kindly woman farther along had offered 
to take the homeless couple in, Mark shook hands with 
au emotion that mack words almost an 1mpossibility. 

EVERYTHING CHILDREN WEAR. 
Every mcther should see H GOlden Hour's., 

CHILDREN'S DRESS BOOK. 
It �ives all the latest desi�ns in !!iris' frocks, coats, ond 
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"No, there's nothing to thank me for," he said. "But 
I shall sec you again. I'll come round to-morrow.'' 

And it was not until he was on his way back to the 
hospital that he remembered that he didh't even know 
her name ! 

Tl�e East
. 

Coast
' 

hospit;l was ' begin�ng to
. 

rcsum� its 
normal aspect. Only a hole at the eL.d of the home 
told where tile peril had come close. 

Patients had been brought np from the celbr,o, beds 
re-made, delayed breakfasts prepared, eYen though no one 
felt like eating just then. 

�\lark Rnud found his own ward fully occupied wheu 
he made his way back to it, and it was not until he 
met hostile, contemptuous glanc-es from one and anotacr 
that it dawned upon him that. his action in leaving the 

hospital had been misconstrued. 
Oiie man muttered as :Mark passed the b<:·d-muttered 

not so low but that he could hear the \YOl'd.'<, as perhap-' 
l1c was intended to do. 

"Dirty coward!" 
}lark half swung rouud on his he€1, nucl then he 

turned away again with heightcn�d colour. Imposs1ble 
to fight n sick man, equally impossible cwn to expl ain 
at all \\'ithont talking about the girl \YltOSe .ll[lll10 enn 
he did not know, and whom he certainly did not intend 

to disct!Ss with the fellows. She was slnined too 
sacredly iu his hear.t for that. 

So he simply held his hend a little hight•r, nnd ignored 
the hot flttbh t!.tat burnt hi!' fctcc, en-n as he ignored 
the glances that followed him. 

"You \nmt some ]Jreakfast, Private Rand:" 
It was Sister Mary who >'poke to him, and he sprang 

round to answer her. He hacl never kn0\1'1! until that 

moment that he was faint with hunger, he had never 
cYen had time to think of himself. But now the look 
on her face, kind though she was, a look more pitying 
than condemning , seemed to hurt him more than the 
.muttered insult of his comrade. 

··Thank you," he said, arid Mary lingered for a 
moment by his side. Somehow she felt that tllere must 
be a mistake somewhere. The man had not the furtive 
look of the coward. 

"I suppose things are pretty bad in the town?" she 
�aid. "Did you see much of it?" 

"There is a lot of damage," he answered-evasively, 
as she thought, and she went on to someone else. 
P<"rhaps he had }llayed the coward, after all 1 

They had sent him to Coventry pretty thoroughly, 
and he was glad to get out of the ward presently
doubly glad that he would be leaving sooll, though he 
\Yas determined first to see the g'irl again-the nilknown 
girl whose image seemed impressed upon. his heart. 

Because h.e had been thinking of her; it somehow 
seemed quite natural that ahe should rise up to meet 
him as he came into the ward later that aftc1·nooJl. 
But he saw then that she had been sitting beside tile 
l-"'d of the man who had branded him coward that. 
morning; the child was perched upon the bed v.-itbin the circle of his uninjured arm. 

.. Oh "-the }Jretty colour came and went in her face 
as she came forward-" and I had forgotten that, of 
conrse, you must be in the hospital! Dick!" She 
tnmed to the man in the be-d, but he looked up darkly. 

''What do you know of the fellow, Margaret?" he 
<bked. "He isn't fit for you to speak to-a coward--" 

'' Oh, how dare you!" She turned upon him almost 
fiercely; and Mark, in the midst of the tense scene, felt 
as surprise-d as though a meek doye had started fight
ing. "Why, he is the bravest man I know ! He came 
to look for us this morning in the midst of all that 
dreadful firing, iust because he bad seen us yesterday, 
and 'foddie had talked to him; and he brought us out, 
and took us to a place of refuge. And I should never 
have had the courage to venture out by myself, and 
,,-e shouhl have been killed ; for when we went back 
afterwards we found the house i-n ruins-a shell had 
gone Tight throug-h it. It-it is just perfectly h orrid' 
of you, Dick, and when he saved Toddie, too, aud carried 
bim iu his arms !" 

She had forgotten her shyness. The •deal', girlish 
Yoice carried far down the ward-perhaps she meant 
that it should. Heads were raised from pillows, the 
g-roup at the enrl of the ward by the fire rose up and 
turned to watch the little scene. 

"Is-is that true?" the injured man aske<l. "Is that 
why you ran out of the hospital? Man, why didn't 
you say-why did you let the rest of us think,. "·hen 
half a \\·ord--" 

He stopped . Perhap-s he had his answer to that in 
that look that Mark cast upon tho eager, fiusl1e-d, 
girlish face. 

"If-if you care to shake hands," he added, and 
::VIark's hand came out swiftly to meet his outstretched 
o1w. " You saved my ehild, and my sister--" 

''Your sister?" Mnrk echoed almost stupidly. 
"Yes; she's 1X'cn looking after •roddie for me. His 

mother" -his voice grew grave-" Jtis mother ilie<l jnst before I enl isted, and-"-yes, come along, you fellows, 
and shake hands with him. ""e'v·<> misjudged him 
pretty badly, it seems.'' 

But Mark, shaking the hands that were stretched out 
!o him from all directions, \ras not thinking of the fact 
that he had been reinstatfd in the esteem of the ward. He 
hardly even noticed Sister Mnry's pleased smile as 
:•he stood beaming like a charming gnardiau angd upon 
the· little scene. , 

HC> wns remembering that this girl-:Ybrgnret, l1cr 
hrother had called her, and he treasured the nnme iu 
his heart-was not another man's widow, not a sorro,·:
ful woman cherishing some other man··s mcmorv, but 
just a girl to be :won. 

• 

He met her eyes in that moment. Mark ''""·' hnndJie 
enough in his love, yet eYeu to him came th� uact<'l'· 
standing that the winning wa.s not going to be wry 
hard. 

THE END. 
Another delightful complete story next week. 
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HERITAMCf-
A 

Charming Romance 
By L. C. DAVlDSONo 

(JHAPTER I. 
THE INHERITANCE. 

"MAGGIE-MAG-
. · GIE ! "  The ·· curly head of 

a young man 
came up over the top 
of th.e low wall below 

which the path ran. The girl, hanging out clothes on 
the · line Jn the tiny garden that overlooked the little 
country village on the hill slopes, looked up, started, 
coloured, smiled. 

" That you, Jim ? What are you doing here of a m_orn
ing?" The dimples in he.r pink cheeks wl)nt and came. 
She knew well enough what must have brought him round 
that way, when he ought to have been over a.t Clifideau, 
helping in the lading of his new ship. She knew; but 
Maggie was in tha.t happy state of being made love to 
when a girl can't resist a little, a very little inclination 
to tense. 

" What's brought me? News, my girl ! Ca-n you come 
out along and have a .talk with me ?" Maggie regretfully 
shook her head. 

" Ca.n't, .Tim. Not anyhow ! I've �ot to get these 
all on the line and a lot more . .  Mother'd never let me 
hear the last of it if I didn't stick to it. It'll have to 
wait for another time." 

. The faoe over the .wall clouded with a suddeJ;J. blank, 
a sudden disappointment. 

" Then when will you give mQ a chance ?., 
Maggie dropped her head. " I can get out for a stroll 

along the Nelby Road after the tea-things m·e washed 
up," she said. " I  suppo� you won't be round here 
then ? Going back to Cliffdean?" 

'l'he head over the wall shook with an emphatic negar 
th·e. 

�· I've got to nip back there now. We're tearing busy. 
But I'll come over again by six o'clock. Don't you fail, 
Maggie, will you ? It's life and death almost." 

And with a gesture that looked so like a kiss of his 
hand that the blood flamed in Maggie's pretty cheeks 

' ag-ain, he droppPd down from the wall and was gone. 
Jim and sho had been brought up together in that little 

country villa.ge, only five miles from the big seaport. 
ThAy had gone to sr.hool together-he had r.arried her 
dinner-satchel, and fought bigger boys than himself in 
her defen{)C, and been her protector and helpe1·, and her 
little sweethea.rt as long as they both could remember. 
She had plenty of other admirers as she grew up into 
girlhood, but Jim was always first favourite. And yet he 
lmd never " said anything " yet. 

Then> was somethiJ1g peculiar in Maggie's position . 
All the world knew, and she herself really knew, though 
she put the knowledge from her like a bad dream, that 
she wasn't rea.lly the child of Mrs. Macey, and her elderly 
husband; Maggie knew she had been adopted by them 
1vben she was a baby. But she shrank from t.he very 
thought that the people she called " mother " and 
" dad " didn't really hold any blood-relation to her. 

The old people had be\)u " rare good " to the child of 
their a.doption, and she returned their affection with a 
daughter's love and duty. 

Tea was over, and the things washed, and put hack on 
the high shelf. Maggie looked at the clock, blushed 
faintly, slipped away, and tied on her new fur hat. She 
took the little egg-basket and slipped out up the bleak, 
country road. It looked better to seem as if she had 
an errand, rather than boldly to -walk out to meet one's 
sweetheart. . 

"· 

Maggie went a:long, swinging the basket, and looking 
as unconcerned as she could when someone leapt over 
the low bank at the roadside, just ahead of her, and came 
hastily to her side. · · 

" I  thought you were a highwayman !" she said, with 
a little toss of her head. " Wha-t makes you in such a 
hurry?" 

" I'm always in a hurry when I'm coming to meet you, 
lass,"' Jim said. " But the hurry's more this. time, for 
I've got so much· to say in a few minutes. Oh; Maggie, 
the new ship's rea.dy, and they'.ve offered mi) a berth in 
her as q uartermaster ! It's a' rise, y9u know, and it mea.ns 
getting on up higher. But' I've got ·to go away for two 
years, and it's like taking my heart out of my body ! '' 

" Two years ! But· what's that for?" Her own face 
had paled a little. 

" She's going to the South Seas, tra-ding. We won't be 
back for twice a twelvemonth. And she's sailing to
morrow morning ! I couldn't fix it Rll up till tho last 
thing. It's because the chap they'd taken on has failed� 
them, and they ofl'ered me it.H • . 

" Two years ! Oh, Jim !'.' Her face, her voice, _ her 
look, all told him. He hardly needed to ask it in so 
many words. 

" Maggie, do you mind? Maggie, you know it means 
me getting enough pay to marry on. I can sta,rt ,a little 
hc;use_ when I get home. Maggie, won't you give me your 
prom1se before ·I go away ? I can't go unless I know you 
belong to me, and nobody can't part us any more again ! " 

" Jim. Oh, Jim !" For just a minute her tell-tale eyes, 
brimming over, looked into his. Then he had drawn her 
to his breast, and his eager kisses were on the lips for 
which they had so long hungered. 

" Aud you'll be tnw-be true, my lass? I know you 
will ! You'll never let another chap part us?" 

She looked at him with reproachful tenderness. " Do 
you think I ·would, then,? I'll b(l true alway!!." 

She walked with him· tj) th� end of. the road where the 
signl'ost pointed the· wa.y _tO Clj.ffdean. Th�y.parted witll 
passiOnate go()d-byes. H1s sh1p was to sail 111 the early 
morning. It was the last farewell between them till 
he should come back to claim his bride. 

" And I'll send you the 1·ing from the first port I can 
get it," said Jim. " And you'll wear it till I bring the 

. ether back !" Then he was gone down the long, dark 
road that swallowed her last glimpse of him . .  And with a 
little sob she turned and went back. 

· 

There were lights in the cottage window, and streaming 
from the open door as she went up the paved walk to it. 
Voices mingled in the little parlour-never used except 
on Sunda.ys, or for funerals, or weddings. As she came 
into the light she saw her father and mother sitting there 
with perturbed faces. And before them sat an unknown 
elderly gentleman, his hat in his hand. 

" Here she is ! Here's our Maggie!" It was dad's 
quaveriwg . voice tha.t said it. Maggie came in, a little 
shy, a little astonished. The gentleman got up and made 
a low bow to her. 

" Miss Brereton?" he said. " I've been waiting to 
see you." 

" No, sir. I'm Maggie Macey. This is my father 
and mother." There was a look of queer defiance sud· 
denly in Maggie's look. The stranger turned to Mrs. 
Macey. : 

" You had better tell her the truth," be sa.id. " If 
she really doesn't know it. Is it possible you've brought 
her up in ignorance ?" · 

Mrs.· Maooy threw her apron over her head suddenly. 
" We didn't mean no cheating," she said. " Nor yet 
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to do her harm. She was just our own la5S---<lur little 
daughter, and we liked to have her think so. Perhaps 
she- has known it all along, but I couldn't feel I wanted 
her to. It niight have made her f�l a stranger-like, 
and out in the cold." 

Maggie took a step forward. Her. arm was round the 
neck of the woman she had alwavs called mother. The 
touch seemed to give Mrs. Macey "courage, and she spoke 
louder. 

" The good Lord above knows we did our best for her. 
Maggie lass, _yott''l"e got to know the truth. You ain't 
1ny child, iw, nor yet dad's, though we love you as if you 
was;" Maggie's hand went up and tenderly stroked the 
white cheek. 

" Go on, please," said Mr. Dancock, the lawyer. And 
Mrs. Macey proceeded. 

" 'Twas on a stormy night years and years ago. \Ve 
was just getting into bed when dad there heard a sound 
cf oomeone knocking at the door, but so faint-like I 
couldn't think it was a 1·eal creature. He went down to 
open and look out. The.n he called me, and I ran. On 
the thresh old there lay a poor creature-a young woman, 
with a baby in her arms. 

" She �as just able to put t11e baby in my arms and 
whisper : ' Be  good to her !' and then she seemed to 
faint right off. Dad ran and .ro\tsed 

.
up the doctor, but 

before they was back I knew 1t wasn·t no use. She lay 
dead and cold in this very parlour. 

" There was some letters and papers in her pocket. 
And the baby had a chain and a queer sort of locket �ied 
about its neck. The docto1·, he tried to find out something 
about 'em from the papers, but there wasn't no address 
given, only names and · such-and he wanted to take_ the 
haby to the workhouse. But by then I CQuldn't bea.r to 
let her go. I thought the good God in Heaven wouldn't 

·bless us ever if I let her go. We hadn't chick nor child 
of our own, and we said to each other that God mu"" 
have sent us this on�, to ma-ke up for the empty home. 
So we kept you, 1\I'aggie, and you've been like our very 
own daughter, and n10body couldn't have loved you 
lJetter than we've done. 'Ye haven't been bad to you, 
have us ?" 

" Mother !" The soft, red lips were bent to the 
w1-inkled forehead. Maggie's passionate kisses were on 
the old, tear-stained face. 

" I  can see that you have- given the young lady all th.at 
was in your power," said the elderly gentleman politely.-" 0£ course, payment will be made." 

-
" Payment ! We don't want no payment. We didn't 

do it for payment !" ejaculated the . old couple. Maggie's 
head was hastily raised. 

" Money wouldn't pay what they've given me !" she 
said, " a.nd it's a kind of insult to speak of it, sir, asking 
your pardon." 

" I  beg your pardon," the eldel'ly gentleman's bow 
sremed to have something slightly ironical in it. He 
smiled slightly, and Maggie suddenly hated that smile. 
" You are in a llosition to repay all that has been done 
for you, Miss Brereton. I have brought you pleasant 
tidings. It's my turn now to speak and tell you the rest 
of the story, if Mrs.-a1t, yes, Mrs. Macey ha.s quite done ! 

" Your mother made a· marriage that angered her 
father," he began, with one eye fixed on the girl who 
stood there with varying colour, (!nd eyes half fright
ened, half defiant. " Your father was in her o'vn posi� 
tion ; oh, yes, but he was poor, and your grandfather 
had other plans for his daughter. He refused ever to 
l'ee or speak to her after her marriage. The husband was 
killed in a railway accident. 'Your mother, as far as we 
can now discover, knew herself to he very ill. She set out 
t J  take her child to her father and ask him to take it, 
an<l forgive her. 

" She ne'l"er reached her destination. She must have 
tramped here from the West of England. Her strength 
gave way when she reached this p1ace. She died from 
exhaustion, so I find from her death certificate. No one 
knew what had . become of her. or her child, . though her 
father had a letter telling him she ha:d started to bring 
it to him. 

" For years he was buried in a grief and remorse 
that came too late. It was only when he lay dying, 
some eight or ten months ago, that he began to wonder 
if the child bad really died� or if some trace of it and 
of his daughter might be found even yet. He left in
structions in his will to advertise for his daughter, ·or her 
child if she were 11o longer liviug. I was his lawyer, and 

I have been searching half over England in pursuance 
with his bequest. 

" I heard a rumour of her death here, and found her 
child was still alive. I have seen the papers and the 
locket. They leave not the slightest doubt that you are 
Miss Margaret Brereton, and you have inherited your 
grandfather's m-oney--or will do so in two years' time, 
when you are of age." 

Maggie was staring at him with wide eyes. 
" Perhaps you don't understand me entirely," the 

lawyer went on. " Your grandfather was a · 1·ich stock
broker. Yon will oome into a very comfortable fortune 
when yon reach the age of one-and-twenty .  In the 
meanwhile, I am your trustee and guardian." 

" A  fortune ! Oh, mother--oh, dad ! I· can buy this 
cottage for you, and then you'll never be afraid of being 
turned out of it. Dad can have that little trap he's 
always wanted, and the horse to cart for him. Aud 
mother--oh, mother, you'll have a black silk frock and 
a new set of china !" 

Her face was flushed with delight. 
" Not so fast-not so fast, Miss Brereton ! Of coune, 

you can readily give your adopted parents those things
with my permission. I am anxious, as I said just now, 
to offer some compensation for their care and support of 
you. But you haven't control over your money just yet, 
you know. It is in my hands. Meanwhile, we have _two 
years in which to fit you for your new position." 

" To fit me?" Maggie stared at him, uncomprehend
ing. 

' " C-ertainly ! Your grandfather's position was very 
different from the one you have been brought up in. I 
know -some very excellent people� who will be willing to 
undertake the charge of you, and show you a little the 
ways of a world you are not used to, and, in short, make 
you ready to use your fortune when it comes into yo11r 
hands. I am going to take you to them at once, that no 
time may be wasted. I shall ask Mrs. Macey to get· ready 
what you need to travel back with me to the Midlands. " 

Maggie's look at him was almost wild in its recoil of 
dismay and refusal. 

" Me go away from here ? Leave father and mother? 
Oh no, sir ; I'll never do that ! I'm not going· with 
you !" 

·• I think you don't realise I have legal power to compel 
you." The el«erly gentleman looked much' put out. ' ' I 
am your guardian, and I have full control of you and 
your actions. This is a step anyone would tell you is 
wise and necessary." 

" Mother-dad !" Maggie turned from each to each in 
indignant appeal. " You wouldn't let me go ! You'd 
never part with me !" 

But her adopted mother held up a trembling hand. 
" My lass, it's God's will . He has oont this gentle

man here to find you. If it ought to be, it must-and 
that ends it for us. If you want ever to come back, 
here's your old home for you. It's only two years at 
the most. And the God Who brought you and _your 
dying mother to our door will watch above you. He 
won't let hat·m nor sorrow come to you when you're try
ing to do _what's right and proper." 

Maggie's pa£sionate embrace was round her. 
" Two years ! It's a lifetime ! But at the end of them 

I'll be back here, mother darling. Oh, it's dreadful to 
have to go away at all ! " 

She bnrst into tears. Then she dried them quickly. 
One couldn't cry with that dreadful old gentleman look
ing calmly on ! 

" Don't you fear, mother ; it's only for a bit . Then 
I'll come back, and you'll have the silk froek and the 
tea-set, and. dad'll get the cart and pony," we1·e the 
farewell w01·ds she could manage to say through her 
sniothered sobs. 

Old Mr. Dancock hid a furtive Slllile. Wait till she 
was out in the world, and had learnt her lesson ! She 
must be fitted to make a suitable marriage, and manage 
the money that was hers in her" own right. 

with 

CHAPTER II. 
MAGGIE AT MRS. DAYTON'S. 

LONG, low drawing-rc()m, in a grey, rather shabhy 
house on the outskirts of a Cornish town. Round 
the house old gardens badly in need of an outlay 
of mo-ney, yet lovely even in neglect. In the room, 

its long windows and its view, two ·girls and an. 
� 
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older woman, ··The older- w-oman, Mrs, Dayton, looking 
up from her letter-writing at the old carved table, said : 

" Ralph comes to-day, girls. I've just had a. wire from 
him." · · 

Celia Dayton turned languidly. 
" Ralph? Oh, gocd ! It 's ever and ever so long since 

{)ne's seen him-isn't it? I wonder how long it is sip.oe 
he went to South Africa, mother?" _ 

Mrs. DaytOii�s browo�Hlrew· togetrun;. 
" 'l\vo yearsi child c;just before Madge came to us." 
" Oll� I te:fu.ember l  · You were sorry _thep. that you'd 

let h�m take the offer of that place in Johannesburg." 
" Yes. I hadn't an idea about Madge then, of course. 

It was a. swindle. · They expected the poor boy t<1 W<lr.k 
like a. nigger ! No wonder he's thrown it up, and IS 
coming back to England !" . 

" But, mother "-it was Joan, th� other girl, who 
looked up now. " W.hat can he get. w do here? You 
know the dear old ch-ap doesn't like work. ;ae isn't cut 
out for it. A.nd Madge mayn't stay on with us when 
she's of age. Don't forget she's nearly 
on�and�twenty, and wh(m she comes into 
her money W() may lose her and her 
allowance."· . . 

· 

" I ' don't forget it ! "  Mrs. Dayton's 
face t<lok on its usual fretted look. 

She had had years and years of trying 
t<1 keep up a good appearance and live 
like a gentlewoman on. means that were . 
smaller than a clever operative's wages. 
A.nd then had come that glorious chance, 
that suggestion from old Mr. Dancock, 
her late husband's lawyer, that she should 
ta.ke and train into shape that girl of the 
peop�, . . Maggie Brereton, born in .. a 
labmfrer's· cottag�J. .or brou&'ht UP. tllere.. · 
He had asked · that Maggie should be 
taught the ways of good sOciety, know 
how to behave amongst people who lived 
in big houses and kept servants.· He _had 
added that Mrs. Dayton must throw her 
into the society of. eligible young men, and 
tl;y to get her well married. 

And Mrs. Dayton had smoothly re
solved in her own mind that she would 
keep Madge, as they called her, with her · 
as long as she could, and defer .any 
marriage that might take away the hand
some· allowance they enjoyed for looking 
after her. It had only been within the 
last mouth or two, since Maggie had 
quietly but decidedly rold .her that as soon 
as she was of age she should leave ·them 
and ·go back ro . her own people-her . 
ad<>pted people-that Mrs. Dayton had 
got frightened. . Then she had thought of that !!Plendid 
scheme. Ralph, the only soil, the y<�ung 
man who couldn't settle to apy hard work 
-why shouldn't he come home and marry .;. 
the heiress ? 

She had cabled out t<1 him. He had . 

Ralph .Dayton was prepar.ed ·for a plflin gitl:-awkward, 
gawky, uneducated. Heiresses alWJl.YB had _ d:r.awba()ks. 
He saw a. crow!l of golden red-brown hair, soft grey ·eyes, 
a complexion of milk and roses, the carriage of a nymph. 

Maggie was adaptable. ' She had improved_ almost out 
of recognition in those two years with the D,aytona . . 

· " Mrs. Dayton has �n very kind, a-nd given me a plaoo 
here," she said composedly . . · " But I've anqther adopted 
�other already. I can't la.y claim to. two, can IP" That 
was meant to show Mrs. Dayton Maggie understood her 
little stroke of diplomacy, and wasn't " taken in " by it. 

Two years with the :Qaytons had taught Maggie. much: 
·n had taught her some things she hadn't wanted to know. 
She couldn't keep from the :knowledge that �Mrs. Dayton 
wall only just as fond of herself as · she wanted other 
peo]:lle to oolieve-that the girls bad n<l use for her; in 
spite · of their . politeness, except to btty them comforts. 
They had given her focd· and lodging, had tried to teach 
her tliings she didn't waJ;tt t-o learn. She had paid fN it 

answered that he was taking the first boat 
home. A.nd now-now, of . course, Madge 
had only to see. him to be ready to marry 
him. Nobody could 1·esist Ralph.. He was 
so good-looking, had such a way witl:t him. 

OUTSIDE, ON 1'HE SNOW·SPRINKLED PATH, nms. DA1."TON TURNED -EAGERLY 
TO J!nf. " DID. YOU SEE THAT ? " SHE CRIED. " THAT'S THE li!AN THEY 

SAY SHE'S GOIKG •.ro MARRY ! " 

They were all at the door to meet the cab as it lum
bered up from the station. A. dark, good-looking, 
audacious face lookro out of it. 

Ralph Dayton jumped out, let an adoring mother and 
sisters kiss him, looked round. 

" Well, where's the girl ?" he said, without further 
greeting. " Trot out your heiress !' '  

His mother put her finger to her lip, and glanced at 
the open door. She took him through -the passage, with 
her voice rais.ed for the ears of the girl in th!'l drawing
l'Oom. 

" Hush ! You must come straight in, dear. You'll 
want your tea. A.nd you must meet dear Madge Brere
ton, a charming girl staying with ue. I don't know if I 
wrote you about her. A.s dear as a .si<;ter to the girls, 
and like a daughter w me. Oh, here she is ! Madge, 
dear-my son Ralph ! Ralph, this is my adopted 
daughter, Miss Brereton." -" 

by the money Mr. Dancock gaye them. 
obligation of both 'sides ended. 

There the 
It was nearly n fortnight later. That dreaded day of 

Maggie's majority was a fortnight nearer. Mrs. Dajt<ln 
was counting the days now with a kind of feveris.h 
anxiety. She asked Ralph eYery night how things were 
going, and sometimes Ralph laughed complacently, and 
said : 

" Oh, time enough ! She's getting fond of me, of 
courSi). But she thinks .it gives her n value not to show 
it !" But sometimes he would scowl, and say : " The 
little fool ! She doesn't know which side her bread is 
buttered." His mother could only urge him to make his 
wooing brief, and settle matters. _ " I  say, Madge-! may call you that, mayn't I? The 
mater and· the girls do, and somehow I can't remember 
that there's a handle to-your name always ." 

Maggie was strolling in the ga_rden ;  Ralph came out 
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to her. It seemed to Maggie she couldn't find a place 
nowadays where one was free from that long-legged 
young man with his indolent ways, and his unwelcome 
attentions. 

· 

" My name is Maggie, really," she said ; " I  don't 
iike Madge, som:ehow it sounds set-up, and affected." 
She had all her life long been called by her Christian
name till she came to live with the Daytona. It would 
have seemed to her stilted and queer if he had called 
her Miss Brereton. And, besides, she could never get 
used to that name. It always seemed to her she was 
still Maggie Ma<Jey. 

" If I . . may call, you Maggie, I'm going to be called 
Ralph !" : He came boldly a step nearer, and his shoulder 
pressed hers. She stepped away from him. 

'.' I  can't do that. I-I don 't want to ! And, besides, 
if I did, Jim wouldn't like it ! "  Sh.e stepped back. He 
followed her, his face darkening. · 

" Jim, and who's Jim, pray? The old labourer chap 
that brought you u p ? "  

" No." She held h e r  head erect still a n d  she spoke 
quietly. But the pretty crimson dyed her forehead. 
" My father-my dear adopted father, is called Macey. 
Jim's my sweetheart." 

" Your what ?" Ralph couldn't believe his ears. His 
mother had not pr�pared hirp. for a rival ! 

" My sweetheart. We're tokened-engaged, I mean. 
We're going to be married when he comes back from his 
Yoyage. The time's almost up now . "  

" W hat? A man in the Navy?" 
" No ; it's a merchant ship. She's been tradint:r between 

the South Seas and Australia. A fine big ship ; Jim's 
quartermaster. He's going to be promoted when he 
gets · back. We can get married then. Oh "-with a 
sudden recollection, a sudden delight--" it won't matter 
now, though, not when I shall have my money ! "  

Was it for this they had brought him back from South 
Africa, only to find the heir.ess was aheady bound ; 
only to be made a fool of, thought Ralph Dayton bitterly ? 
His shock of disappointment made him speechless. 
Maggie,. glancing at him, was almost sorry ; he seemed 
to feel it, really ! She made a brief excuse and hurried 
to the house. ' 

"· Well, that little game's up !" Ralph said, with an 
angry scowl, when later he met his mother alone . " You 
needn't have made me waste passage-money, corning 
home after a girl who's going to .be married ! "  

His mother faced round o n  h e r  chair and stared at him. 
" Who's goii:tg .·to be married ? "  she demanded. 
" Why; your wonderful heiress is, Maggie Brereton. 

She told me so just now, when I was work.ing up to 
1n·opose to her ! Says he's a sailor-man ; a common 
quartermaster in a merchant boat ! Fa ugh ! "  

. His mother had paled. She w a s  looking at h i m  with 
set lips. 

" Stuff· and .nonsense ! Some disreputable aequaintance 
of her childhood, I suppose ! Preposterous ! That's all 
ended ! "  

" I  give you my word she says she's going t o  ni�rry 
him as soon as she is of age ! "  

" Oh ,  is she? I think not ! '!'here are two opinions 
about that !" said Mrs. Dayto n .  

" \Vel!, she won 't allow m e  near her i n  the meantime. 
I'm on a fool's errand," gnunbled her promiffing son, 
his hands in his pockets. 

" My dear boy, if I left things in your hands "-her 
patience was at breaking-point-'/ you'd have fine 
prospects ! A marriage isn't a marriage till it's made. 
A thousand things can stop this one. I'll see to it she 
doesn't throw away herself and her money on this vulgar 
bounder ! Of course, it's out of all question now she's 
in her right position ! Both of them must be made to 
see that." 

" And if they won't ?" 
His mother looked at him steadily. 
" Then there are other methods," she said . " You are 

very foolish, Ralph, if I have to be more explicit ! " 
Goi ng through the hall that evening, Mrs. Dayton 

saw a letter lying- on the table ready for the post. At 
· any other time she would have passed it by unnoticed ; 

now she stopped and looked. It was in Maggie's 
writing. Mrs. Dayton took the letter up. 

It was addressed to " Quartermaster J. Browning, 
e.s. Alwstis, Devenport. ' '  Mrs. Dayton took it up, 

walked into her own little sitting-room, locked the door, 
and deliberately tore open the envelope. . . 

It was a girl's love-letter, a letter of trembhng bhss 
and hope and devotion ; the letter of a girl whose trust 
is in her Heavenly- Father. 

" Oh, Jim dear ! I've . prayed .for you every night of 
my life since you went .. away ; asked God, on my knees, 
to keep you safe and well, and b�ing you back to me, 
Jim. I've never heard a word for two years, dear ; you 
never sent me any address that I could write to you. 
But I've been true, just as I promised. I'll go on being 
true to you ! · 

" Such strange things have come about just after you 
left. I'm: living here with people called· Dayton, till I 
come of age. I'll explain all about ,it when I see you. 
I'm going to have nioney when I'm twenty-one ; not 

, that that 's anything ! But ·even if you · don't get your 
rise, you needn't worry ; we won't need it. 

" Oh, Jim, thank God ! I can send this to the place 
you told me to when your ship was coming back. I saw 
in the paper she'd start-ed on her voyage home. I can't 
wait till we meet. God bless you ! . 

· " You:r: own loving MAGGIE." 

Mrs. Dayton's thin red lips were P.ressed hard together. 
The little, senseless fo.ol, to write hke that to a common 
sailor, after two years of being taught to be a l ady !  

She stood with the letter in her hand. What should 
she do with i t ?  It would certainly n,ot 'go to its destina
tion ! Burn it?" That might be dangerqus: Put it back in 
its envelope, stick it again,· hide it where it might be 
supposed to have been laid by accident ? She stuck the 
flap down careful}y ;  looked .about. That- old door that 
led into the cellars from this room, once the house-
keeper's, in old times? That wonld, do ! . 

She op�med . the ' door with a little difficulty, for the 
hinges were rusted wit)l _long . dis).lse, flung the letter 
into the dark, dil)l passage, as far as her :urn could 
fling i t ; shut : the door' again. - Nobody had been down 
there for years. . Nobody would go again for years, 
probably. · · . . . 

Then she went t_o look for Madge herself. She found 
her in her 

_
rooin , printing p_hotograp_hs. , . · , · . 

" My dear, · r want . a httle talk w,ItJ!._ you.' . Mrs. 
Dayton sat down unasked, and looked at the g1rl, · who 
turned from the w!ndow_ with a littfe ehange of colour. 
" I've eome � ask you what made you so unkind · to my 
poor boy ? H�'s · broken�hearted. !" · . . .. 

" I  wasn't �mkind, indeed, Mrs. Dayton . I didn't mean 
to be. ' '  

" But you would!:!'t list�n when he tried t o  tell you 
how dear you are _to hi!fl. A m!)n f�ls unkindness like 
that very deeply, �adge darling !". , . : · . .. . · ' ' 

· " I  had- to oo frank with him ; it was only right. _I�I 
-when he said things I couldn't. let . him go on." She 
spoke with difficulty. " He-be said · something tha_t 
made· me feel he ought to know I'm· engaged to be 
ma:r;ried . ' ,  

" Engaged, my dear girl? Impossible ! You can't be 
that legally, you know, till you're of age-without the 
consent of your guardian .!" . 

" Father and mother'd have given their consent if 
they'd known. There wasn't time to ask them ! · We 
had to wait the two years, anyhow, till his ship comes 
back from abroad. I'll be of age then ! "  

" His ship?" 
" Yes ; my Jim's a sailor. His ship's. out iri the South 

Seas-the Alcestis." 
Her face glowed. It was easy to see what she felt for 

her sailor. _ 
" Well, of course, you've written always, and he knows 

about your money, and you are certain he cares still," 
she said. " Sailors, you know, are apt to change their 
minds.'' 

Ma.ggie flushed up again . 
" Jim never would ! No, I've never had a line from 

him ; but I know-I know ! He never would go back 
on our promise ! " And, had she but known it, a whole 
pile of letters lay at that moment in Mr. Dancock's 

office, addressed to her in Jim's writing, and forwarded 
by the old people at home to the lawyer. They knew 
no other address, for all Maggie's letters to them went 
through his hands, by his request. These ought to have 
been forwar�ed, but a careless clerk had stuck them 
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into a pigeon-hole as they canUl, and had foraotten 
them. Mrs. Dayton pursed her lips. 

" 

" My :dear child ! Never written in two years, and 
you still think he cares ! Qh, ridiculous ! No girl \vith 
any pride would go on caring, when .she s·aw so plainly . 
he'd forgotten· you ! My dear. sailors are all like that
a sweetheart in every })Ort ! Why, it's a. perfect proverb ! 
Do be self-respecting and J?Ut .him out of your thoughts ! 
Believe .me, if this man tnes to claim your promise now 
when he comes back and finds you've money, it will only 
be for that.'! 

CHAPTER III. 
� T!iE RETURN. . 

" HE Coats have asked us to a party this after-
, noon." It was Celia who languidly remarked 

it to her brother as they left the lunch-table. 
" Let's have. old Gates' car from the .garage . " 

With Maggie 's money they were used .to treating them
selves to a carriage now and then, or even a motor for 
long distances. · 

So at four o 'clock the car stood at tho dpor; and tl,lc 
girls, with their dainty frocks covered, came fluttering 
down to get in beside their mother, dignified in her pal� 
g-rey satin. 

Maggie herself looked pal�, and was silent under the 
pretty fur hat. · 

She was. still .chilled and oppressed by that talk with 
Mrs. Dayton yesterday. Not tliat she believed it for a 
minute-not that she credited that Jim could have for
gotten her . 

The Coats ' party was rather a big one. They had a 
rambling old house, and a large, well-filled conserva
�ory, tastily ar_ranged for · the guests . 

The short Winter afternoon had l,'ilesed before Ralph 
had a chance to speak to Maggie alone. · 

" Have you seen the co\}servatory? " 
She turned at his voice. 
� ' No ;  is it pretty? I think I'll take it on trust . J 

want to find your sisters," said Maggie. 
" I  think they are there," he .said brazenly. " You 

might as well let me show you." Ana · she had nothing 
to interpose as an excuse. _ . 

They walked away from the laughing, chatte1·ing 
throng, but when they reached a secluded spot amongst 
spreading plants, Maggie stopped. . His sisters were 
nowhere to be seen.  

" You've made a mistake , Mr. Dayton ! " .she said. 
" A  mistake ou purpose ! "  He. was between her and 

the door, and it was narrow . euough to make 
passing him impossible unless. he stood aside for ltN. 
" I . meant to have a little talk all by ourselves . Kow 
I've got you ! "  

" You told m e  your sisters were here ! ' �  She faced 
him with indignation. · 

He shrugged · his shoulders; and smiled triumphantly. 
" I  say, Madge, you know what it is I want to say to 

you. You've bowled me over-all of a heap ! I'm dead 
gone on :l"'lll ! I want you for my dear little wife. Say 
you'll marry me ! "  

He h a d  come a step nearer. His face was clos� t o  
hers. With a sudden recoil she sprang back from him. 

" I'm sorry you've made me listen to you, " she said. 
" I  tried t o  show you yesterday how impossible it is ! 
I told you then I am engaged to another man. It-it's 
an insult even to speak of love to me ! "  . 

" Oh ,  I say, come now ! No gjrl thinks it an insult 
to be told a chap loves her. What's" that common fellow 
to you now? All well enough whe.a you thought he 
was your equal ! You know now you come of dercnt. 
people ." 

_ " I  love him !" Her little head was still up. ller 
eyes were full of tender light. " That's enough for ·butJt 
of us. Please never speak to me again of my . swe;;-t
�eart as yot� did jt�st now ! I won't stand having things 
like that smd of him I "  

" How do you know he wants you stilP" he sneered . 
" I  know you hav.en't heard from him in two years. 
Y

_
ou don't think a �ailo1:man goes ou canag for the same 

goul, two years, do you r  Why, he's had a dozen sweet
h earts since you ·parted ! . lf h e  hadn't, h e 'd haYc 
written ! "  · 

" Jim hasn't 1 He ne,·er could have ! I haven't had 
any l.dters wause he wa8n't near :i post-office> or-ol" 

something. Any way, I'll never doubt · him ! I'll 
never believe anything of him but thnt he's good and 
true. and dear, and next to God in my love-next to my 
hop€s of Heaven ! "  . . 

" Then you'1·e making a pretty fool of yourself ! " He 
lo-st his patience. " The world · will laugh at you. 

· Come, don't be a little silfy-.! Take me, 'girl !  I adore 
the ground you tread on. r- can give you the kind of 
life you've grown used to here ! Anyhow, I'm going t{) 
take nothing but ' Yes ' for an answer !" - . 

He was close to her now. A sudden · 
swoop forward 

had brought his arm about her. She turned and tried 
tq shake herself free. 

· 

" How dare you ! How dare you !" She dragged her
self further down the conservatory with his arm still · 

. locl!:ed round' her. Her young strength ma{ie. it impos- · 
sible to hold her fa.St longer than the turn where the 
large drawing-room could be seen. 

. Th.ere she shook him off from her, and . fle.d. 
Mrs. Dayton also had been engaged in . an adventure 

no less exciting. She had gone by herself to see some 
tropical plants in a corner of the Coats' . conservatory. 

She was intently looking- at the plants, when she 
chanced to look through the glass to the drive outside. 
All at once she caught sight of a strange figure making 
his way to the old-fashioned porch. She looked, started, 
felt her blood chill, looked again :with a · sudden fear. 
Who could that be · coming to the house_? And a sailor, 
too ! · · . . ., .. .. 

What on earth could be h1s errand? Conscience 
makes us all cowards. 

With a courage born of desperation, she let herself 
out by a small side door, so aS" to intercept the man as 
he went. As she got near she called softly to him. · · " What is it, my gO(>d !llan? . Do you want anything ? 
There's a party on here,_ They're too - busy- to attend to 
you. If you've a message to leave, - I'll take it tor 
you. '' 

· The sa ilor stood still, and took his �,ap off. Ho was · 
a tall,  athletic, splendid-looking fellow, brom:ed and 
weather-worn, but with an eye like a hawk's .t:b.at looked 
straight at you. . . 

" I  came to ask a question," he said. " I've been to 
the house of some people called Dayton, and they sent 
me on: here, telling me they were at 8Qme sort of gather
ing. Can you tell me where I could get to speak with 
them ? Or, better still, with a young woman they've 
got in charge-a Miss Maggie Macey." · 

That gave her her chance. · She took it at once . She 
looked at him with her brows drawn together. 

" Macey ?" she said slowly and meditatively . " No !  
I never heard the name in connection with any girl 
they have there. Is she one· _of th_e servants?" 

" No.  She is li>'ing :With t}leur. -l ''reckgn ... · 'lEnd of 
paying-guest business. Or do they · �MI he� - -by that 
queer · new name they say she's a; right to.? Mies-Miss 
Brer-something?" He took off his cap to scratch his • 
head , close-cropped and shiny. . . / 

1\Irs. Dayton gave a littlo sound of understanding. 
" Ah, you mean Miss Bi·ereton ! xes, she lives with 

the Daytons . She's a kind of ooopted daughter-a nice 
girl. Is there any message · I could tako to· her from 
you ?" Jim stood his ground fumly. 

" I  want to speak with heP myself," he said . " !-she's 
an old and dear friend of mine. I came straight from 
my ship to find her. She's gone from where she used to 
live, and the old folks at her home told me sho "·as 
living with people here called Dayton.'' 

· 

" I'm sorry. She's gone from here-only a little while 
back.'' His face fell blankly . 

" Gone back to that house I've jus� been at ! I 
say-- Neve: mind ; I've got a lllDtor-bike outside. 
I'll soon nip back again ! ': 

" No, she hasn't gone back ; she--she--" Mrs. 
Dayton cast about for a lie. " She's gone to stay :in 
the North with some friends. 1-1 don't know exactly 
·where . They were going on a motor tour. I could . 
tell her anything you wanted, or get the message sent 
to her. ' '  

Still he looked uncertain. 
·� I'll write, then. It isn't like seeing her, but she'll 

come back all right when she knows I'm home again. 
She won''t keep me waiting." 

1\Irs. Dayton raised her eyebrows, 
. 



/ 
IO HORNER'S PENNY STORIES 

" I-I really don't know why that should upset Miss 
Brereton's plans," she said a little coldly. " She lives 
with the D aytons now, you see, and they arrange tlungs 
for her . "  . . · 

" But she'll come to me when I tell her ! Or sne'll 
tell me where to :find her." His confidence irritated his 
hearer. 

" I  really am afrai.t't she can't and won't," .she said. 
" You can hardly expect to have a claim on Miss 
Brereton better than the people whose roof she's under." 

His big, honest, handsome eyes widened. 
• " Why, she and me's sweethearts ! "  he said simply. 
" We're troth-plighted, though she don't wear the ring 
yet." 

" Oh ! "  Mrs. Dayton's exclamation wasn't horrified ; 
it wasn't angry. It was simply pitying. " What a 
pity ! I mean on your account .  Hasn't she written and · 
broken that all off yet? It must have be"n because she 
thought it such wild folly in the past that now she'd 
rather not remember it ! "  

" What do you mean?" The honest eye.s st·ill looked 
into hers, but a sudden fear and a.lar.n was in tnem. 
" If you're trying to make me belie.ve Maggie isn't true 
to me, you're wasting your br.eath, ma'am." 

" Then you don't know ? '£hey didn't tell you at her 
own home about the great change, abou.t her fortune, 
and :finding otit she is a lady.?" 

He gave a faint little snort of disdain. 
" She was always a l?dy, God bless her ! One of the 

sort He makes ! "  he said proudly. " As for money--oh, 
yes, they told rue she'd been found to have another 
name, and. there was money coming with it." 

She broke across his words with a little derisive smile. 
" Then you did know about the money before you came 

to find · her ! I see ! "  she said, and then, was a s•gni
:fi�nco in her voice that was almost an insult. Jim 
flushed under his bronre at the sound of it. 

" If you're trying to hint "-he faceu .her squarely
" that the money made me keen-why, you're talking 
f?lly, asking your pardon, ma'am. I've loved my lass 
smce she was as high as the table; or lower. I'll love 
her till I die. If she's got a bit of money-why, what's 
that, either way? I'm making enough money to keep 
her now, and that's all I care about." . 

Suddenly Mrs. Dayton changed her tactics. She 
stepped towards him with her hands clasped together. 

" Oh," she said, " I  see · I've misjudged you. You 
do really care for the girl ! Yon are devoted to her. 
I beg your pardon for thinking i t  was the money. But 
oh, if you re·ally want her good, if you· want her to be 
happy, don't you see that your coming back would be 
the worst misfortune possible for her ?" 

Jim stared at her. He could not understand her. 
" A  misfortune for me to come back to my little. lass 

that's waiting foi· me?" he said incredulously.· " Oh ,  
no ! That it wouldn't be. ! Why, she loves me, I tell 
you . ' '  

' " Perhaps she did when you went away. Everything's 
chan-ged now. Don't you see that she's a hdy by 
birth--.a real one, not one of the kind you spoke about? 
She ought to be in her own position with every advan
tage and luxury and comfort. She's a · rich girl now. 
If you married her you'd drag her back to a life she's 
left behind, that isn't fit for her, that · she doesn't want, 
now she's tasted the one that belongs to her. You'd be 
doing her a cruel wrong to bind her. She might do 
it-she . might sacrifice herself because she promised
but oh, it would break her heart ! Be a man, show you 
care enough fot her to give her up ! Go away, mid 
don't try to force her into what she loathes and hates 
now, even if she thinks it's her duty." 

His arms had dropped to llis sides. His face was 
pale under the sunburn. He was staring at her still 
as if lie couldn't comprehend. 

" But she'd rather ! I know she would ' She loves 
me ! My little sweetheart ! She's as true as the good 
God makes them ! I'll never believe till I hear from 
her own lips that she wants me to release her ! "  

The powers of evil indeed favoured Mrs. Dayton. 
Behi n d  the brightly-lit glass for a moment came the 
figures of Maggie and Ralph. His arm was about her, 
his head bent to hers. Then they vanished behind a big 
plant. Mrs. Dayton turned eagerly to the sailor, dumb 
beside her. 

· 

• 

" Did you see that ?" she cried. " She hasn't gone yet, 
after all ! That's the man they all say she's going to 
marry ! She must be going to ! · He had his arm round 
her ! Did you see ? After that are you going to try and. 
force yourself on her?" · 

And Jim, dropping his head on his breast with a groan, 
said under his breath . · 

·· · 
" No, God forgive me ! No ! If she's found another 

chap she likes better, I won't raise a finger to hinder 
her !" · · · · . · 

" Then you'll go away and not try to see her? You 
won't spoil her life ?" _ 

She asked it eagerly, her heart beating high with 
triumph. 

" I'll never spoil .my little lass's li'fe. You can count 
on that," he said between his set teeth. _ It had been a 
blow that had knocked all hope and courage for the 
moment from him. · 

But he didn't promise he would never try to see once 
more the girl whose image had been his guiding star 
tho·se two years ; whose name had been on his lips and 
in his prayers night and morning. He took a fierce 
resolution in his heart to have one more sight of her-to 
set her free with his own lips, to have the bitter, 
agonising comfort of another look into the face that was 
no longer for him. 

His Maggie, his little lass-the girl he had loved all 
his life ! Only the pitying God a,bove Who read his 
heart, knew ho.w he suffered as he stood silent with his 
cap crushed in his hand, before that " lady in her gay 
party gown, and heard the doom of his hopes and his love 
-the loss of his Maggie ! , 

CHAPTER IV. 
FORCE. · · 

ELL?" The woman in the grey satin gown was 
waiting. Jim paused a while, and then he 

.. " said gravely. · 
· " If so be as it will hurt her--if it's truly 

better for her that I don't marry her," his dry lips gave 
out. He moistened them with his tongue and 
swallowed. " If that's so, I can let her go, God knows, 
rather than bring unhappiness on her !" · 

Mrs. Dayton pursued her advantage. 
" You saw ! You saw that she's got a new lo,•cr ! 

Leave her to him ! She doesn't want the old one ! "  
" Maybe it's true !" 
Jim's head sank on his breast. He turned away with 

another groan. It was .too bitter, too .:;rue!, this break
ing of his dream of hope and love and Joy. He turned 
and walked down · the snow-J?owdered drive from her. 
She stood and watched )lim, trmmph and elation swelling, 
in her breast. She had won the victory ! He would not 
try now to push his claim. There was nothing to keep 
them from enjoying Maggie's money. She would marry 
Ralph. 

She saw nothing more of Maggie till the guests were 
taking leave. Then the girl came to her with hot cheeks 
and a flurried manner. 

" I  am going t o  drive home with the Mannings if you 
don't mind," she said. " They-they asked me-and I'd 
rather." 

Mrs. Dayton looked at her in astonishment. 
_· " My dear girl, why? Why should you do such an odd 

thing ! It would look so funny ! Of course you must go 
home with us ! Why shouldn't you? It would break up 
the little party, and look "-sb.e tried to speak archly, 
a-nd she laughed a little-" as if ··we had qum:relled ! 
Preposterous ! Besides "-rendered bold by that glimpse 
she had had of Ralph's . arm round Maggie's waist in 
the conservatory-" somebody would be dreadfully dis- • 
appointed ! Poor Ralphie ! You wouldn't spoil his drive 
home for him, surely ?" 

" It's becau�e of Mr. Dayton that I want to go back 
with t4e Mannings," she said very low. " Please don't 
ask me to drive with him, Mrs. Dayton ; I'd rather not . "  

" My dear ! You haven't had a little tiff, have you ? 
How absurd ! But you know what lovers: quarrels mea n ?  
Kissing and making i t  up after !" · 

Maggie's look was distressed as well as impatient. 
" Please don't speak like . that !" she said earnestly. 

" Please don't talk as if there were anything like th:;lct 
between me and Mr. Dayton ! You know I'm engaged to 
somebody else. "  

(Continued on. page. IS.) 
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ONALMELODIES 
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A HYMN FOR THE TIME. 
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2. Firmly stand for Right, with a motive fure, _ With a true heart bold, ann a faith e er strong ; 
'Tis the Rock alone giveth triumph sure, 

O'er the world's array of wrong. 
Let us stand on the Rock ! etc. 

8. Firmly stand for Truth ! it will serve you best ; 
Though it waiteth long, it is sure at last ; 

'Tis tho Rock alone giveth peace and rest 
When the storms of life ar.e past. 

Let us stand on the Rock ! etc. 

I 
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the throne. 
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winds their re • vels keep ! The winds, the \Vinds, . l'he winds their re -· vels keep ! .. , . . •  

�:err aft.idfill ·l-� 
· · Ped. 
2. Once more on the deck I stand, 

Of my own swift-gliding craft ; 
Set sail-farewell to the land

And the gale blows fair abaft. 
WE} shoot through the �parkling foam 

Like an ocean-bird set fr�c.; · 

I�ike the ocean�bir,d, our home 
We'll find far out on the sea. 

A life on the ocean wave, etc. 

3. The land is no more in view, 
The clouds have begun ·to frown ; 

But with a stout vessel and crew, 
We'll say, " Let the storm come down ! " 

A nd the song of our hearts shall. be, 
. While the winds and waters rave

" A home on the rolling sea l 

. . 

A life on the ocean wave ! "  
A life on the ocean wave, etc. 

A HYMN OF COMFORT FOR THOSE PERPLEXED. 

Key G. • :� 1 d :-. • r IM :r 1 d :f l r  :r 1 M , . : s 
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1. God moves m a mys - te - rious wa.y His won - ders to per � form ; 
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2. Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never-failing·skill, 

He treasures up His bright designs, 
And works His sov'reign will. 

4. Julige not the Lord by feeble sense, 
But trust Him for His grace ; 

Behirtd a frowning providence 

3. Y e fearful saints, fresh courage take ! 
The clouds ye so much dread . 

Are big with mercy, and will break 
In blessings on your head. 

He hides a smiling face. 

5. His purposes will ripen fast, 
Unfolding ev'ry hour ; 

The bud may have a bitter taste, 
But sweet will be the flow'r. 

6. Blind unbelief is sure to err, 
And scan His work in vain ;  

God i& His own interpreter, 
And He will make it plain. W. Cowper. 
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A BEAUTI FUL SONO OF DEEP PATHOS. 

Key B b. 
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chair ; We shall lin • gcr to ca - ress him, 

2. At our fireside, sad antl lonely, 
Often will the bosom swell 

At remembrance of the story, 
How our soldier laddie fell ; 

How he strove to bear our _banner 
Through the thickest of the fight, 

And uphold our country's honour, 
In the strength of manhood's mi:;:ht. 

We shall meet, etc. 

t· 0{1 i :  �g t :tJ®� 
I . • 3 

When we breathe . our ev • 'ning pray'r, 

8. True, they tell us wreaths of glory 
Evermore will deck his brow ; 

But this soothes · the- anguish only 
Sweeping o'er our heartstrings now. 

Sleep to-day, 0 early :rallen, 
In thy green and narrow bed, 

Dirges from the pine and cypress, 
Mingle with the tears we shed. 

We shall meet, etc. 
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�- H E� 5T�ANGE INHE�ITANCE. ! !.� (CONTJNUBD FROM PAOB 10.) 1 p�� Mrs. Dayton looked at her with pitying ridicule. 
l>'�t>. 

". You silly, silly, little girl !" she said. " Don't put 
on shy airs like that. It sounds so absurd ! My poor, 

·dear boy ! Don't make him unhappy because of a man 
not in your position, who's forgotten a,ll about you !" 

And eventually . Maggie had to submit, as she always 
did with the Dayt/ms, and drive back home with them, 
not with the Manuings. · 

That evening, as she was going upstairs to bed, the 
parlourmaid came after her down the passage. Maggie 
turned at the door of her room. '' What is it, Lizzie? Did you want to speak to me?" 

The parlourmaid held out .a �ote. 
" This came for you; miss, a bit back. I didn't bring 

it up before, for I thought I would be interrupting." 
Like mistress, like maid. In that household, where 

truth was thought little of, and God was not feared, the 
maids, too, grew careless over lies. 

Lizzie had · left the note lying on the kitchen dresser 
b€<:ause she was settling down to her snp�t, and didn't 
want to get up from it. Maggie took the note and looked 
at it in a minute's wonder. It had no stamp. Yet the 
writing surely, surely was familiar. She tui·ned to her 
own room quickly. 

" Oh, thank you, Lizzie !" she said. And then, as she 
turned on the gas and lit it, her heart burst out into 
glad thanksgiving. . ·" Oh, Father ! Father ! I bless 
Thee ! I thank Thee ! lie has come back safe to me ! 
Safe !" 

She sank into a chair. She didn't seem able to stand 
somehow in that tremor of joy that set her limbs shaking. 
She tore open the envelope. How strange that there was 
neither stamp nor postmark ! How had it come then ? 
She sprang to her feet, and opened. her door. Lizzie was 
at the top of the 'stairs. Maggie ran after her. 

" Lizzie ! Lizzie ! How did it come ? Who brought 
it?" 

Lizzie loohd back over her slroulder. 
" A' sailor it was. A brown, burnt kind of chap. He 

came round to th� kitchen door and handed it in there. "  
" Thank. you !" 
Back to her room sped Maggie, holding the pr�cious 

letter fast to her heart. He was back ! He had written ! 
She tore open the envelope, standing under the gas
tight to read the written page inside. Why, how short ! 
The n ,  as her eyes glanced down it, her colour paled, 
her eyes w.i_dened. 

" Dear Maggie,-I give you up. You ain't bound any 
more to me. __ You're free. That's all I want to say. 
Good-bye, and God bless you, even if it's all over between 
us." 

That was all, except his name. Not even love-not even 
that he was hers for ever ! .Just that and no more ! Short · 
as a death-warrant, and as bitter, in its cruel doom. 

She bent her head upon her clasped hands, and burst 
into a storm of weeping. He had cast her off-and her 
heart was nigh to breaking. 

" Couldn't I go home, Mrs. Dayton?" 
It was a pale-faced; haggard-eyed Maggie that asked 

lit one day. · Mrs. Dayto11 turned on her a look of sur-
prised disapproval. · · 

" This is your home, my dear girl ! Surely, I don't 
understand you !" 

" I-I mean--" Her lip quivered. " To my dear 
father and mother-! want so to see them." 

Mrs. Dayton lifted her eyebrows. 
" You are in my charge till you are of age,'' she said. 

" You are not that yet. If you still want to go then, 
we will talk again about it .. " a.nd to herself she added : 1 

" You'll ?Je my Ralph's wife before then, you young tor
me!lt ! "  

. There was a sale of work over at Breasley. Mrs. Day
ton had told Maggie that she really must come with 
them, although the girl's white cheeks and languid looks 
made her excuse of. a hefldache one nobody could hiwe 
doubted. 

· · 

When they reached the house where the sale of work 
was held, Mrs. Dayton. stopped at the door. She looked 
�ack �t Maggie just gettin'g up to leave the hired car 
m w:Iuch they had d'riven over. 

" If your head aches," she said, " you'd better . have a;· 
Tittle longer run: in the air. Ralph, drive MaAige round 
a little. You needn't come in here till- later." And shE!, 
and the girls vanished · - -l or the porch of the door, ·.and 
before Maggie could r�c..vuocrate, Ralph haAi turned the 
car he was driving, and had set its head back to the 
town through which they had just run. · . 

In that last week or two Maggie had let herself be 
dragged by the Daytons where they wanted. She seemed 
to have no power to resist, to -fight. Only she had 
struggled never to be alone with Ralph, never to let him 
renew those hateful attentions. Now there was a look 
of triumph on his face as he turned the motor. He and 
his mother had arranged .this little plot. He was going 
to carry it' through to its end, wh.atever came of it. He 
turned into a side-street and stopped before the door of 
a house whoso wire window-blinds had a na.me in rather 
shabby gold letters 011 them. He sprang down from the 
car, came round to wheno: she sat, opened the door, and 
held his hand out to her. She started from the thoughts 
that had abSQrbed her, looked at him with startled eyes. 

" Why should I get out here ?" she asked. " What is 
it ? " ·  He gave·· her his .hand and drew her out without 
answering. · Then, a,s she stood on the pavement by him. 

" Corne inside here, just a minute t There's some busi
ness of my mother's she wants done." Surprised, wonder
ing, Maggie obeyed him. T4ey werit . in through · the 
doo-r with the quaint old panels of glass, · and along a 
narrow little passage into a door that stood open on: 
the left. The small room was furnished like an office, but 
it was empty ! , 

Maggie looked roul1d her with a growing fear, a: 
growing amazement. She was. spelling · out -that gilt 
let�ring bael!:war�s on the. wire blind, and as .she spelt 
her consternation grew. " Surro-gate for marriages." 

" What do you want ? What have we come here for? 
What are you doing with me ?" she demanded. Ralph 
turned round to her, with a �ace of compla(:ent triumph. 

�· �y clever mamrna'-s idea," be said. " She thought ot 
it I W-e're going to get- married, my lovely girl. .Just a 
q:t:iet little marriage. 'l'hen we can have the renl thing 
in church afterwards, with bridesmaids and all the fu8S 
you women like." 

" But I won't ! How dare you? I won't marJ:y you !"· 
Ralph shrugged hi� shoulpers. · -
" Oh, yes, I think you will ! Why, there'd_ be an awful 

talk if you came here and didn:t g<l through. with, it ! 
You'd never be able to hold up your head a.gain." 

Of course it wouldn't be legal, but it would make Maggie 
b€lieve she was bound, a-nd that was the main thing. 
She'd have to marry him by and by, and the money 
would be secure. lie walked to the door, and lQoked 
out. Nobody seemed abotJt the place. He strolled to 
the front door and stepped _across the threshold. 

" That fool promised to be here·by· this time !" he said 
half to himself. " What on earth is he keeping us wait
ing for ?" M-aggie came aft.er him to the door of the 
office. She was frantic with terror and indignation . .  

Down the passa·ge that led to the ba{)k of the house a 
door stood open. Through it she saw a little- untidy 
garden, neglected and dirty. · A door was in tho further 
wall. Quick as thought, like a creature trapped, a way 
of escape seemed to open to her. She sped noise
lessly down the passage, through the door, across the 
garden. The door in the smoke�begrimed wall gave at 
her .  touch. She was out in a little natl'Qw ailey-way. 
She shut the door to after her, and ran down it breathless� 
trembling. 

Beyond she saw open fields through the unevenly-placed 
houses, a road. She ran down a short street, up another; 
was over a low fence with a spring, and along the road 
tha.t b€nt almost at qnce and hid her. ' 

When Ralph walked back into the office, elated, to say · 
that the registrar was coming down the street as fast aa 
his legs could carry him, he stared in incredulous dis
may. The room stood empty. 

' CHAPTER V. 

I 'MAGGIE IS RECAPTURED. · 
OWN the long road, along .through the open 

country ; Maggie did not know the neighbour� 
hood l).ere. She must try to find a station. This 
broad road ·would surely lead to safety arnd shel

ter and escape. 
She ran for miles arid miles, and still she saw no 

station. What �vas that? · The hoot of a rnotor-hor� 
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behind her. She stepped o n  to the grass that bordered 
the roa-d to let it pass.  Instead of shooting by she heard · 
thil grinding of brakes . It slowed up, and h alted . She 
turned with a jump . 

It was the car in which the Daytons had come over. 
Ralph sat at the wheel, and from the seat behind, his 
mother's angry face looked out at her. 

" You wicked, wicked girl !  What a fright you've 
given u s ! "  she said, a.nd all the old smooth politeness ha·d 
dropped from her voice. " Get i n  this instant ! First 
you pretend you've a headache, and then you run away 
from the car, and give us aU a fright that might have 
killed us ! I'm ashamed of you ! Get in this minute !" 

And too stunned to resist, knowing well how hopeless 
would be resistance, Maggie obeyed, helpless ·and crushed. 
They went on without anoth!lr word from any of them. 

At the door of the house the car drew up. Mrs . Day
ton got out, and so did the gil'ls. Ralph turned the car's .  
hca·d to take her back to t he garage. There ''l'as a111 ugly 

. ., look of malicious triumph on his lip's . 
'Iremblingly , s.he followed 1\Irs. Dayton's imperious 

lJeckoning, and went after her into her little room on 
the ground floor. The .two girls in stony silence went 
up the stairs . Mrs. Dayton shut the door and turned 
and faced the culprit: 

· 

" I, hope you are ashamed of yourself ' "  she said. " I  
know all about it ! You've been to a registrar's office to 
ll'.ake a secret marriage ! Then you played a nasty trick 
on my ·uuy, and ran a.way from him. But you should 
ha.Ye thought of that before ! The whole place ·knows 
you -were at the registrar's. You m,ust marry -him now. 
There's no other possible thing, otherwise you'll never 
live down the talk about it !" 

" I  will not marry him ! I will not ! Not if there were 
no other man on earth ! ". 

Mrs. Dayton slll'ugged her shoulders. 
" Don't speak so loud, unless yon want the servants 

to say wh.at c.l� tlle rest of the world is saying. , I tell you 
the marnage 1s a necessity ! You've got to marry him 
after "·hat's happened f You'd better come to your sense� 
soon , and stay iu he1'e till you 're calmer. After supper, 
Ralph shall ha,·e a little talk with yon, and you'll see 
the nerd of being sensible. I 'll leave you here to think 
it ont . " · ... 

She pa ,�sed out of the . room, and shut the door behind 
h�r. She turned the · key in the lock, or thought she 
�lid ; l.mt it was old and disused, a:nd it slipped. Maggie 
looke-d round her frantically. 
. 'l'he windows were barred-silver had once been kept 
there. No one could get out between those rusted irons. 
What wa� that door o,·er there iu the corner by the chim
ney-piec.e 0 ·s�e ran to. it, dra.gge·d it open with difficulty, 
looked d.own mto the dark, cavernous entrance, that led 
she ]mew not where. 

Des1�crately she darted in , pulled the door to, hurried 
along lll the black gloom along a passage, struck steps, 
and felt heJ: way down them. When Mrs. Dayton made 
a leisurely return to the little room, an hour or two 
latet·, she fo]lnd to her dismay that · the door was not 
secured , as she had believed, and that Maggie was miss
ing. She had vanished, and there wail no trace of her. 

CHAPTER VI. ' 

a LOST 1 

. IS mother'mct Ralph as he came in from the- garage 
where he had taken the car . She was white and 
scarro-looking. He flung his cap o n  the table 
and open-ed his lips t{} speak, but she cnt across 

his word� . 
" Hm·e you seen that girl? No ! What'� com e to her 

then ° I left her in my room here. I thought I'd locked 
the d<;JOl', but I found just now it hadn't caught the 
fastemng ; now she isn't to be found ' "  

". Oh, sh.e's . somewhere a.bout, I dare say !" Ralph's 
cnnousl.v. In·difl'erent tone aroused his motller's athn
tion. She looked at him sllarply. 

" V'Vhy, Ralph, yon aren't getting cool o,·cr this affair 
are you ? "  she asked , in amazement. 

' 

He tllrust his hand in his side pocket, took out a torn; 
brown envelope an-d thrust i t  at her. 

" A te legram ? 'Vhy-what--" 
Ralph merely said between his set teeth :  " Read it !" 

. She took out the flimsy pinkish pa per. As she read, her 
face paled more than it had d-one alreadv. 

" Gone ! · Her money gone! Madge's money ! Irn-

possible ! "  she ej aculated. The square hall in which they 
stood seemed spinning roull,d. 

" That's what the old man says, 'anyhow. Old Dan
cock ! You see the wire's from him . ' Miss Brereton's 
money gone in smash of Clydesdale Bank. Break news 
to her.' That's where she had everything, isn't it? I 
think you said so once when you were t alking of it."· 

" Yes. He told me so-Mr. Dancock. Oh, let me 
think ! · This is too dreadful !" She sat down suddenly on 
the carved hall-chair, and covered her eyes with a hand 
that was shaking. 

" A  good thing it came just now, anyhow ! " It wn.s 
Ralph's grumble . " If we'd pulled that business off, and 
Bhe and I were married, there'd be a pretty kettle of fish, 
eh? I with a wife I didn't want, and she with no money ! 
A near thing ! She'll have to go now, eh ? The sooner 
the better ! One can't go on keeping a girl in· thE' lwnse 
when one won't be paid for her bread and butter ! "  
. His 1 mother lifted a despairing face t o  him. " But 

that's just what I've been telling you ! She has gone.! 
She's slipped out of the house when I was ni>stairs, and 
tha.t door wasn't locked . It was more than an hour ago t 
She's got to the station by now, I expect, and we'll never 
see her again. " 

Ralph shook his head doubtfully. 
" She hasn't gone to the station. No, nor out of this 

place ! I've been close to the gate for the last hour. 
'l'he car went wrong just after I'd gone out of the gate. 
I sent. a boy for a man from the garage, and I -was with 
him there till he'd put the thing right and taken it off 
my hands . I was j ust coming back when the telegraph-
boy overtook me with that wire for. you ." . 

" But VI' here can she be, then? She isn't in the hous<', 
I feel certain. And you see what Mr. Dancock says : 
' Let me know when I can see her if I come down to te11 
her particulars. She ought to be consulted at once. '  If 
he comes and finds her gone, there'll be no end of a fuss 
and a scandal ." · 

" I  don 't see what . it will matter if she's lost her 
money and there's nothing else to b e  got out of her," h(} 
said . . 

She made a sou�d of impatient irritation. 
" Don't ·you see that Mr. Dancock will' never send me 

another girl to look after ? I've been depending on him 
to do that even if you married Madge }\reret-on." · 

" Oh, well, ask the maids ! She must be somewhere �, 
But asking a n d  searching were all of no use. I t  was 

as if the earth had opened and swallowed Maggie. 
The night was a miserable one for Mrs. Dayton . She 

was tormented with fears and dreads. Where could · 
Maggie have betake n herself?  What would l\Ir. Dan
cock say when he came down ° 

And . all this time there was no tou�h of pi ty for the 
poor girl , persecu ted and driYE'n in terror from the 
house that should have given her shelter. 

AU the morning they sought again and again. Then 
Mrs. Dayton put her bat on. She and her two girls and 
her son set off with deter!nination farther afield. They 
would beat the whole pe1ghbourhood, makin"' cautious 
inquiries. Then, if tho se failed, Mrs. Dayton ;,ould run 
up to town an� see Mr. D�ncock. She would try to k<'ep 
h1m from comm.g down till they had news of the run
away who had . giVen them so much alarm by her flight. 

CHAPTER VII . 
..,,.... FOL'ND BY HEll LOYER. 

HE train had run into the junction whose station 
was the one nearest the Daytons ' house. A 
s�ilor, in his sea-going clothes, got out of n car
ri age, cast a glance at the place, and drew his 

brows together. It had a memory so bitter that he 
grudged the hour h e  would have to wait there for his 
tr;:tin. For he had .come t�ere only a week or two hack, 
and g�me away ag.am, f�hng that his heart was nigh to 
breakmg. He had l?st !:ns sweetheart, and his life's hope 
W<tS over. He set Ius bps together, and strolled up and 
down the platform. · 

.Presently a lad came out of the telegraph-office, passed 
l11m. looked agafn, turned, and spoke, with a smile : 

" Halla, you ! You don't remember me, I set'. But I 
saw you not long ago. Cou ldn ' t  make a mistake with 
your sailor-rig ! You come here asking for folks ' 

called 
Dayton, and a young la�y that lives with them-isn't 
tha� so? I showed you the way· down to their h ouse." · 

J1m, for it was he, started, and his face took a sharp 
look of sudden sufferi�, as it tb.e· �ther,hail stabbed him. 



HER STRANGE INHERITANCE 
•• I remember, rnatey !" he said. 
" Are you going to look up that young lady 1lere :;Lgain 

this time ?" 
Ji�'s brows drew together. He .answered shortly : 
" Not me ! And, anyhow, there isn't any time: '  
" I say !" . The boy dropped his voice, and looked, over 

his shoulder: " Have you heard the. news of her? Is 
she a friend of yours? · I ain't supposed tQ speak about 
what's in the teiegra�s, of course. I wouldn:t if you 
hadn't an . interest in the party. J)id you know about 
her losing her money--:-straigb,t-sudden off?" 

" Her money? I didn:t know anything." 
Jim would have shrunk back from �he subject, but 

the boy went on : · 
" Yes: I sent up the wir� yesterday evening to the old 

lady-that Mrs. Dayton her very self. It said to tell 
Miss Brereton some bank had smashed she bad her rnQ)ley 
in. 

" And, , I say, there is something queer goin�J , on up 
th!lre, too, for the old ·Jady she's been down here· JUSt now 
in a kind of flurry; a,sking if Mies 
Brereton'd gone off frem- here in a 

.train. She let· out th&t they didn't 
know wbere she was. Do· y{)u suppose 
she's gone anq drowned herself, ·· 
finding· she hadn't any money, after . 
all?" 

�' Great Heavens !" s·aid Jim. 
He gav·e such a start that the boy 

looked at ' him in wonder. Then he 
pulled himself together sharply. 

" Don't talk such rot, lad ! She 
isn't .that sO:rt !. She's a God�fea�j..ng ': 
girl, 'anq it's a sha.rne . . to· say such . 
things. · W-hat do you mean by hc.r . 
g·oing away? It's \vild talk." · · ·· '• 

'·'It isn't,' then ! ·The old ·lac;ly she 
let drop that the youl;ig lady'd been 
'missing since last night. ' I say-
what's up)'" . . . . 

The saili:lr had turned, and was 
hurry;ing' from him as · if he had been 
shot from the mouth of a cannon. 

The boy �houted aftei.· him, but Jim 
neither turned nor faltered. He was 
running 'hot-foot . through the little . 
gate of the station along the -hi�h
roa�. . . O!le . thought posses�ed hun. 
She was lost-little Maggie ! · · "  

Along the r(iad he ra�:d. There 
waa the house before hiin, the hotise 
.where he had· called that day-so 
long· ago; yet so like yesterday. Was 
it only a week really? If she were not 
there, w1rere was she? He hurried 
through the gate a-nd up the drive. 
The house door. stOOd �pelf. -�He rarig. " 
Then, as. n� one �nswere.d the ben;· lie 
stepp€d lllSide the empty, silent little' 
square hall, and looked about him on 
every side. . . . 

_A · green ba�ze door swung open 
suddenly. A fnghtened-loo'king rn aid
ser�aut c�rne. throu!l'h with her cap- ' 
stnngs flJ?-ng. At s1g�t of Jim standing in the hall she 
gave a famt exclam�t1on of terral', · and backed as if she 
would run away agam, but Jim hailed her with. decision. 

'� Look here; miss ! Can I speak to some of the faniily? 
Is 1t true what they_ tell me-that M;iss Macey-Maggie 
Macey's gone away?'' . 

She stared for a minute. 
" There iSB't any Miss Macey lives- here," she said, 

Th�n she corrected herself. " Oh, I remember now
you asked for her that time before when you came here ! 
It's Miss B.re1·eton you're after, most like-isn't it? Well 
it's true enough she's gone, and we�re all in a fright and 
a fuss here. Mrs. Dayton and-and the young ladies, 
and"Mr. Ralph-they'.re all out looking for her. They 
haven't been in since breakfast. It do seem strange what 
can .h!}Vc happened to her ! Left in that room ther'e just 
for a bit, she . was. And tJ;le mistress thought she'd 
locked the door--" ·· ' . . 

·'' .What !u. It. w�s .. ahiaost: a._, �r� •. ,.-r,rt''"' �· � liiJJJB io ·""'''.:J 

The ,111ai<l started unqer it. Sl:re glanced up, to ' see"li." 
scarlet: ·face of wr.ath bent over her. . · . · : 

" I  said the illistress locked the. door/' she. faltered:
" 1-1 heard her tell Mr. Ralph so. ,There'd been som� 

· quarrel like with Miss Brere:.On. . -We ·could. hear a 
wrangle of voices all the way down in the kitchen. Mrs> 
Dayton left her lock;ed·-up ,in her ·sitting� room while .s-he 
we.nt upstairs a bit. When she eame down again, Miss 
Brer.·ton'd gone, ·�nd they found the lock hadn't caught 
in the fastening-. She must- have slippoo: out." 

" �]],ow me the door.:....Show 'me !" Jim's eyes were 
blazutg .. 

At the maid's heels, he. strode to the ·door of )\{J.'!l· 
Dayton's sitting-room, stepped inside it, stared round 
with wrathful"indigilation. . · · 

Jim looked round hi.m :Mth . close . attention. Suddenly 
he_ made a_ step forward, and pointed to the d<>or by the 
chmmey-p1ece� · . · 

" Whore's does that go to?" he demanded of the maid. 
" Oh, that's just an old door that hasn't been opened 
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since goodness knows when, It used to go ' to some old 
cellars, but they haven't been used in ages." 

Without another word, Jim strode to :t,he door, tugged 
at it. It yielded to his strong toucif;' with reluctant ' 
gratings and groanings. At. his back the maid ;;till 
fit1ttered, curious, hesitating. · - • 

" It's a big passage." Suddenly he turned his head. 
" Got a candle?" 

She hadn't. But there were some in the kitchen. 
She'd go and look . . She went from the room, and Jim 
stepped farther inside the gloomy pa5sage, where no 
light filtered. · 

A small, square, white object lying a little way in 
caught bis attention. · He stooped and picked it up. 
With a rush of feeling that passed description, he saw 
that it was an · envelope directed in M:}ggie's wtitin!l'• 

. and as he turned it in his hands his· own nanie on It 
struck him: like a stab. He stepped back into' the light, 
rent the envelope, and began · to· read the closely-wrjtten 
sheet' ; · y,• .  , -� .. , .... , · .·.·J -
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Suddenly he lifted his head with a smothered cry. It 
was the letter :Maggie had written to him, and that Mrs. 
Dayton had intercepted. Her love, he·r devotion, and 
her trust breathed thrOugh it. Eagerly he looked at. 
the date. Not a iortnight l>ack ! . . 

. · He crushed it in his hand, while bewilderment, specuhi
tion, and hope chased each other throu!fh his beating 
heart. 

The maid came Buttering- back with a. candle and 
matches. Jim spran,g to her, and almost sn.atched them 
from her. gr�p. She ·shrank back as the black mouth of 
the· .passagj) y-awned before the candle's yellow rl!.(iiance. 
He said something·to her over his shoulder. · 

" You needn't oome. I don't need you. But she's 
down here somewhere as sure as there is a good God 
above. ; She "wouldn't have dropped that letter of hers 
if she had11� gone along this passage. Stand clear ! 
I'm going to find her." • 

And then the yellow light was dancing into the dis
tance, and she loot sight of him round a turn in the: narrow passage. · Sh& stood and held her breath. He 
must be mad, surely ! Nobody had ever been k!row:n to 
enter that old, �sed passage. 

But on and on and pn Jim trod, cautiously for fear of 
pitfalls, eagerly, for· his. love· might .be ahead there some
where. Now and then he lifted his voice and called. 

Hark ! What was that? An echo? Or did som!l 
human voice answer . him  in truth? He · called again. 
Again came the faint answer. With renewed �id, he 
pressed onwards, the low, arched pas�e-top ma�g him 
bend his tall head. • . 

On and on and on ! At last he rounded a oorner, and 
his sharp eyes glimpsed something dimly white ahead. 
He leapt forward. Against the wall, propped up with 
one foot under her, her face ·pale as eome ghost, her 
eyes weary with their dark watching, lay the girl he 
had come to seek. . · 

" :M�ggie !  My :Maggie !" 
, And she, with eyes that widened in incredulous joy and 

amazement, cried back to him : 
" Jim ! Why, Jim, it can't be !  Oh, Jim, how did you 

�ome here? My dear-my love !" 
He was on the ground beside her, and her arms were 

tight about his neck. He would have lifted her, but 
that she shrank with a little, stifled exclamation : 

· " My foot ! Jim de3r, l think I've broken my ankle
or, anyhow, I've sprained it. I fell down that last flight 
of steps back there. I couldn't se� them in the dark. I 
lay and tried to drag myself back.. I meant to come out 
when the house was still at night, and get away from 
them. But I couldn't-! oouldn't. I was just beginning 
to think I must die here of hunger, alone in the dark
ness, when I saw the far-o:ff flicker of your light. Oh, 
Jini-Jim !" And again she clung to him. 

He held her fast and tight. 
" What had th:ey. done to you, my sweetheart? What

made you try to run away?" 
She buried her face on his broad shoulder. 
" They-they wanted to make me marry the son ; and, 

oh, I hat�him ! Even if there hadn't been you I'd never 
have ! He tried to force me into a marriage yesterday, 
and I got away from him then, and his mother said she 
would make me. Oh, Jim, I've wanted you so badly
so badly ! I thought you were never coming home again ! 
Why didn't you write? The two years were so long, so 
weary !" Her voice ceased suddenly, and her head fell 
back against him . .  He had her up in his strong arms 
in a second, and scrambled to his: feet. 

" My . love, my little · love !" He said it over and over 
in distress and pity, as, with her in hia arms, he picked 
his careful way back to the passage's entrance. They had 
done this to her-his little Maggie ! His heart was hot 
even while it was raised in thanks for God's mercies-God, 
Who had brought him to her in time to ·s.ave her life. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

HE �iris and Mrs. Dayton had· come in from ·� 
TOGETHER. 1 

. the1r fruitle
.
ss &earch · of the neighbourhood. 

. They and Ralph stood t!llking together now 
in Mrs. Dayton's little sitting-room, with 

anxious, bewildered faces. Not a trace was to �e found 
anywhere of the missing girl. . · · 

Suddenly, as they were talking, a strange scuffiing, 
sturubling noise· was heard on the other side of the closed 
door that led down to the old, long-disused cellars. Mrs. 
Dayton started viol�mtly. . 

" What's that?" she said. " Ralph, ·.there's I!Omething 
in there ! What on earth--'' Her son strode valiantly 
forward, and dragged the heavy dQOr back. 

" Please, m'm, he would go in !" It was the parlour
maid, hovering apologetically in the background, afraid 

. she herself would be blam-ed.  " I  couldn't stop him !" 
And W:itk that th'ere emerged out into the light of the 

room-two :figures linked together-a sailor in his blue 
clothes, dirty and soiled from the damp walls of the 
narrow llas11age, and in his arms, clinging to his strong 
young neck, the girl they had been hunting for ! Th.ere 
was a cry of mingled amazement. and indignation from 
the whole party. ·· · · · 

· ".What on ea1·th-- Then she was in there all this 
time, while we were scouring the country for her ! You 
wicked, wicked, tiresome girl ! . Who in the wouu lll that man ? How did he come here ?" Jim stepped into the circle, and set :M:aggi� · down 
gently on the broad, chintz-covered sofa. -· 

" Get her something to eat !" he said, " ·$cup or 
something ! She's half-starving ! "  
· " This is a nice sort of thing !" Ralph stepped for

ward. " Have the g·ocdness to explain what you've 
been doing down there in our cellars!'" . . 

" I  was lookillg for the girl -ypv,. 4r�.e.�!here, .all of 
you, by your cruel unkindness," · Jim said ·lltead.Uy. " But 
for my finding her she would have died down there, 
where she'd run to get away from your treatment of 
her." 

" You're talking ahsolute nonseus
·
e 1" said :Mrs. 

Dayton, summoning all her forces. " This is a most 
tiresome girl. She ran away and hid to frighten us ".' 

Then she too fell back from the steady e.yes of Jim. 
· " It'.he lady that told me my-_gid was -false to me ! ·� 

be said. " That tried to make m� gi-ve h!!l'c,lLJI�c· elf you're 
not telling more truth now than you d·id ·then�·:you ean 't 
expect me to belieYe you !"' .. His tone was indignant. 

The maid came fluttering .back with a bowr of aeup 
in her hand, and some dry biscuits. Jim knelt down 
by Maggie on the sofa,. and lifting her head tenderly 
.on his arm he held j;he basin· to her lips. She drank a 
little, took oome more. The colour began to come back . 
to her cheeks. · He held,. it till she had finished. Then · 
he set the bowl down on the table. He turned to the 
silent group about them, and his voice quivered. 

" But for the mercy of God above," lie said, " she'd 
have died down there hiding from you all, because you'd 
made her afraid of you !" 

:M�. Dayton moved u.neasily. 
" Oh, nonsense ! If she chose to do a silly, senseless 

thing, she must expect the consequences ! She'd better' 
go to bed." She moved to the bell. Jim's quick ge·ature stopped her. 

': Begging your pardon," he said, " my girl ·
doesn 't 

stop a minute longer in this hi:mse ! I'm not gomg 
to let her. Since you've rung the bell, perhaps you'll 
be good enough to. send for some sort of a cab or a 
carriage. I don't go away without her." · 

" Impossible ! Absurd ! The girl is with me as_ her 
proper gu�rdiau. She isn't of age.. You can't take her away like that. It would be agamst the law !" 

He 'faced her without moving. 
" Maggie's one-and-twenty to-morrow;" he said. 

" You haven't any righ.t over her after that. I expect a 
day--W1:ln•t make much- di:fferenc� Anyhow, I don't lei.ve 
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het here. - I'm going to talte her home to her father 
and . mpther till we can ge� married/' He slipped �n 
arm �ou�d Maggi<�' pn the sofa • .  Mts. :Qayfun }ell Q!'c.k . ·  
with a' �tu:J;e of hopeless disgust. . · . . '' Oh, take her, then ! ... . she cried. ·" I'm sure ! -.don't 
make _;i.ily objection. She's ·been a bother · and a worry 
from the minute she ClUne into this ho.u,se ! W�t co1,1ld 
anybody expect, with her bringing up, and her eariy 
surtoundiy:gs? 'fi\ke her ! I'm · glad · to be rid of her. 
I sup].l<?S,& - Y?U know .she's lost all her money? If that's 
what il ;m�king you so ke·en after her." . . . . , . 

·�. Magg1e's money doe='t m•a-tter �· me · .one brass. 
farthing !" · His voice rang with a fine scorn in it, before 
which even. Mrs. Dayton 'felt her. cheeks burn suddenly. 
" I'll have enougll, f9.r the two of us." 

. 
He raised his v�fce, · ana spoke· ovet his shoulder to· 

the maid, who had :fluttered back at the sound of the 
bell. . 

· 
, 

" Will you get so1ne kind of a t.rap for me, miss?" he 
asked. " Anything with. wlieels that �n .take us two� to 
the station. And ask it to be shaq>, ple.a.&eP 

The maid 1luttered over thll threshOld;. · · · 
· . " Tkn:e'&- 1\f:lt.· llrewer, the baker, at ... t1r.e · back door," she Bll.i<l. .,.,Ite�S: got a tidy bi� cart with a hood over 
the front seat. "��Sh-all I ASk hun?'"' · . 

And �im nodded. ·. r: i;l?:; . . There's a �ood girl." . 
Ralpli stared at him,. . f!hrugged .. <ll,is shoulde:t:S; and 

walked across the room witk his lian:ds . .iwhla. pocket.s. 
�· The bounder .seems to think this Mlia.e belongs to 

him;" .he sneered . " Would he like to giv� any further 
orders.P1' . : 

�· I as'k: _you� pardon if I've beell; bad-mann�red.',' . Jim 
st:il) sp<>ke lV:lthout temper. " I  m forced mto. 1t, you 
see. Is that the .cart cowing round ?  Can you walk, 
my pre:tty? .� A!> bii-t.J'd ·;�tter- cari'Y you.'� · · 

He stooped and lifted his precioti.s .. burden once fugre 
in his strong arms. · · · 

. · The others fell back as he walked st:caight 'between 
them, looking neither to the right · nor. to · th'l left,' 
Magl}�e: put out a trembling hand. as �he passed the girls. 
and th�i:�: mother. . . ,, � :� . · . ·.. . . . 

" {!ood-bye ! I'm sorry aU this happened. Thank you 
for being nicE) to me at .. fitst." That waii all even her 
generoW! spirit could ;fi,nd to say. Tb,!iy turned their 
heads away from her in stony silence. Only Jim caught' 
the little r11jected hand in his o.wn, and carried it to his 
lips, and showered kisses on it. Tb'e .baker was willing 
to give : them a lift as far as the 'station·. He a.lld Jim 
lifted Ma!l:gie in. · . ·. . 

" And 1f there's a 4<>etor on the way_ we'll· stop and 
have him look at that p<>or ankle/� Jim said tenderly. 
He had bound it up already in skilful .fashion. But he 
wouldn't trust his own surgery where Maggie was con
cerned. 

They .had quite a halt at the doctor's house.. lt was 
fortlll!ate tl;tat Mr. Brewer had finished. his r()rind, o.r h

.
e 

couldn't' have:wlritw so long for them. When Jjm carried
Maggie ·ouJ; ·again-to.w:jth .li..,!lr · foot in a. pla�ter.b�tndlli!fe, 
they drove on :ro· ttr�catll£t'on, There Jim Uft�d th� gll'l 
into a chair the porter rarr to brillg. And standing nea·r 
her together they waited for tb,e;ii- train. 

Out of an incoming train aligltted:.J1;.n : elderly gentle
man. He was fussing across the platf91',g!,, bag in hand, 
when he caught sight of the gid sitting there-in the · 
chair. :P:!l-:. turned sharply, a.nd made straight -for her. 
A,s he reached her side he' lifted his hat and spali:e cor- . 
dialiy. · 

" How are you, Miss Brereton ? Pleased to see you 
here ! I!m ju&t; on ,my way up to the Daytons. ;:lhall 
you gq up 'With :Q:I�r I''VIHlQ�� eJlpeciaJly to eee you;'' 

'' I've hurt ·my foot, I can'� sti,m.d !''. She _pushed o.ilt 
the bandaged foot from und�r liEh; fJ.:ock. s• No, I'm not 
going back to the Daytona, Mr. Danciock!' 

" Not _going back ? My dear Miss Bre.r�ton ! . Oh, I see, 
you mean you are on your vcay somewhere ! I'm afraid 
.you'd foi·got�en your coming of a.ge to-morrow. Perhaps 
I should have warned you that I would c.ome down and 

see-you. t·v� tra�ellea � .. itli-at:;T:� liif llere the-� fir�Pot11finins!ll��3{��%',tlf�; .•... 
·.·_ �;�.!<hili�. f 

know whit' made :y�li allx.iowr. c l:b�J !ml;l!rfiS;;. IJa;yton' 
thl!<t �I:I my money�f!; g�� �": <� ,';¥ "and· 
ao gaiLy tha.t he. stated" ·a.t: �. . , . . :�· : <.<, B.ut 
re,ally it doesn't much ':ltla.tt.e:r !  -I,-� f:IJ{ _ -��� �  
th?v.tht I wa� going to �&v.e it.�.j��;;� l�- �_; ;�-h��py; �!!fE�!·�!{!�t��f.St��·:��t��f-�y 

". Oh, is i.tP M,rs� DaytOn said he$ was>.- R�i�lt¥how, · 
I'm my 9mr mistress alter to:-inorro•i ll�,.l;'Jl�l .. You 
won't say anything ? · This is 'my. fianQE!e. ltfr:;• :pan9Qck• 
I've been engaged to h.iJ:n for two years,. only we di�'t 

· say 
_ 
anythin� till .he came .hom!J ·.ft<tm: sea . . •.•.. • 1Ie's �ot 

enough to g'lVe me a h..ome- now. · I've ·•kn.own h�m all my 
life. Father and mother l><>tb: eppr�ve· of }lint. I love 
him, and he loves me, I'd. ch�e him out i)f •the. wnole 
world. You gav¢ me· my ch�.!iCEl of.;:\);ein�. ao ·lady, , :Mr. 
l>anoock. I'd rather be . Jim� Wife-Oh, a: �hundred· ·thousand times ! ·· He doesn't mind .that l haien't,-. got. 
any -"money." . ·. ;:, .. , · ._2 . . . · >· �:- .. >�; . .  

'' �ell, but indeed !" The -old/"lawy:el'i:l®keil. ��Jly 
puzzled. " If you are sv..re � y<ni ar�'f.in��� any··mis-:. take ! Of course, rve. no oontr,oi Qve:.; -ydu wlien· you are' .· 
one and twenty ,. I suppose l can>t · J)reven1;:dt'� . if. yeu 
are set on it. I'only 'trust you will be:.Jra.ppyY' .,- •· . 

" D()n't y.ou worry aboirt.that� sir !_;;fi l) ID.lJo'tt <l;.'!lbrin:g' that abOut I mean to J'' . It w.as� .,J:f:i;n_ w�Q. �ve lliat. 
. assurance. < - �•� "· - . �. ·.-

" But · about that mone;v:, . th�e.'s· some ··mjs_� . � J;m 
very glad to tell you there. is• . That'It parkttf -:the:;IrewlJ 
I was bringing di>wn. T)le. ba!j.k_ h-� .. sm'Mhid';;•Il».ti .l)l!J� � 
trifLe of yours was in it.: • Th;6 bulk .is l�f.t<�iP.· a.;s�� iuv�Jro: _ 
meut. You will still be a · :V.ecy · weU-�tQ.g.o. _ y;qung �ady, 
Mil!fl Brereton." · ... · •-� .. ,� : '' .> . . · , · .. .. ·<, · -·� ·· · 

'' Oh !" said Maggie, �She turned !J;flr. h�ii<l, .�and her · 
eyes lilet ·Jim's. , 

·• .: . . _ . . · ,.- · . ·· . .  :." : · ... · . 
· '·' It. doesn't matter mu(lh, doea-it,. �ell.r.f� . sb.ll a:ske<t.; · 
And Jim answered $outly :. • � . · : J 

· · · '• 
�· Not a brl!-Bs farth:i:P,g; :,Maggi� g�lJ 'nut; !'d .ra!h�r 

·work to keep you !" < • . .,:; .. . . · •·• :. -· -.' · ,, • . . 
:� Tut, tut !" said Mr; Danoocli;. . H That' A� ddi'eJilQUs! 

Money is a very gOOd t:qillg;t . �au muit.•t#: 1»<use. l�· 
sensibly. Is this your train? Why>. then,,�I.:ll�just see 
you into it. Ther!l im�t- very muob lise my"'going, on t� 
see the Daytona if you worr't •be- th�re)'t · · , · . · .  · . .. -': . -Jim ·cleared .his throat> st!lp�� . ba.c�; )ieckon� ihe.old 
lawyer to . hrm. For a m:�,nu�� :ore .·two •J;h!ly .: spoke 
hurriedly .. . Mr. Danoocl,:'s face e�r�esed horiC?t. ,· � . ·  · 

" You don't say ! TJ:e.l!tted her like th.wt-r:. ,In.c�edible.! 
Well, then, I will go 01:1 11-nd si!idheq1)' _I've. a. piece of 
my . mind to give . .t;l'her�ll- nev.er hil.ve-.help:Cf�in 'me 
�gam as lo!lg as they )1-v&-! D1s!P'�ful t Good-�ye. 
good-bye, •Miss BJ:eretonJ" · . 

AJid the train moved:· slowly;P:om the stidioil, Magpe 
and: Jim alone in. the El.�pty Garti.a.g�. She was $tting 
upright in the corner, .1!-l!d· ll;e was ·cios& t<>-:h�r,, .As -tb.ey 
swept out beyond tlie platform he. slip,ped his .-�rni abo.ut 
!her and drew· her clos.er. . · · - · · · 

" Foot easy, .sweetheart?" · · . · .. 
" Oh, yes, Jim dear ! ,It .doesn't .:hurt a bit riow /'' · 

. " And my girl, my own d!)Jrling girl is all mine again t 
Nothing . 1;>ut dea.th shall ever parl us !  • God's been ·good 
to both ·of us." · � · · 

And looking up in his face with heJ.'c �tie eyes._ she · 
echOed : · · · · · ·· . 

" Oh, so good, Jim ! We mti.st spend all our lives. tO.:· 
gether thanking Him, and trying to Ii:v.e-as- He'd Wlmt us 
t-o live ! We owe each .other to Him ! But for Him we'd 
never be here this minute !" · . " 
. It . was not long after that old Ml'. Macey received 

a horso and trap.,-just what he wanted ; and :there came 
also a :rich, rustling black silk frock, and a. pretty . set 
of new china for Ml'!l. Macey. And ther11 was a ·little note; 
ending, " From your loving. daughter Maggie." 

THE END. 

· 

.

. o;j*' . N. E·•xr· ·-W· · · ·f- .E- ·K· .. -· ''IN · GOD's cooo· ,_.��f·
.
· 

· · · · 
. ·  

· . ' 
·
·.. A deltghtful c�mplete romance by ER$5-T ACHESON� ·· ; 

. . ' . . READY � NEXT MONDA�.. . . 
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20 HORN-ER'S PENNY STORIES 

The woman"7"Mrs. Mar- · 
t iri�wotild willingly have . · stayed· and talked to me. · 
It was easy to see .that . 

Ji]@lil@lllll she w·as curious as to who 
;3 · I wa·s, and h:om where I .  

had come, and what I 
meant to do. I pad taken 

The pathetic story of a rector's 
daugh ter, who married agains� her 
father's wish. Told by herself� 

off my wedding-ring be· 
- fore I <iil.eft Howard's 

house, and I wore it now . 
suspended by a c01:d 
round. my neck. I noticed 
that she glanood at my 
left hand almost as soon 

HOW I MET MY HUSBAND. 

My father,, who was . the rectqr ·of Great Burgrave, 
gave most · ot h·is meagre salary to his pari�h-

. ioners, so we led· a very quiet life. 
My dislike for my humdrum existence "Yas lesse�ed 

when r met Sir Howard Burgrave, and fell lll love Wlth 
him. My father forbade me to see him, on account of 
nome foolish act which Howard was said to have com
mitted about seven years before, when he ·was living at 
Burgrave Hall. Sir Howard proposed, and then �me 
night we stole awfiy to London, where we were marned. 

' My father and sisters forgave me. _ _ . One day I came home from a recepbon to find . my 
husband raving like a madman. He had �ad a .  shght 
accident, and my sister Peggy, who was staymg ':nth us, 
had given him brandy, which, the doctor sa1d, �ad 
brought about tins state ;· but I knew he was not telhng 
the whole truth. 

Howard was almost well again when a loud, vulgar 
man _came to see him. Accidentally, I o>rrheard them 
talking. 

" You've got to .;:orne. She.'s bee.n asking for you." 
I \>as passionately jealous, and .this widened the breach 

which . had been growing between us. · · Then I met 
Hartley Rash well, and Howard disapproved of my friend
ship with him. We had a violent quarrel. I was to 
blame, as I was t oo  proud to tell Howard that I had 
forbidden Rashwdl to see me again. 

We decided it was impossible to go on living as we 
were, and I determined to run away. I .packed my things 
ready for departure, and was waiting for night to fall, 
when my maid brought an urgent message that Mr. 
Rashwell must see me. It appeared that he had forged 
a cheque, been found out, and given a certain time to 
refund the money and clear ont of the country: He had 
oome to me for help. I felt sorr� for him, and wrote out 
a cheque for the amount rcqtured, £300 ; the amount 

• that Howard had placed to my credit in the bank. 
The next moni.ing, very early, I did what I had resolved 

to do ; secretly left tl:ie house and husband I loved so well. 

l\{Y NEW LIFE. 

I CAN hardly remember the events of that grey morn
ing now ; I only remember that- I walked on and on, 
that the bag I was carrying grew heavier ·with each 

step-heavy as my heart was.. For already I remember 
that sometimes all my courage seemed to leave me, the 

. longing to return came to me ; then I would stop, 
hesitating. With all my soul I longed to go back, yet I 
would not. I would not be false to myself ;  my pride 
held me up. I fought off the inclination ;md walked on. 

Gradually the day began-the first day in my new life, 
the life-that I had chosen for myself. 'I was in unfamiliar 
surronndings now. The streets were all strange to me ; 
the shops looked mean and small. But I wal];;ed on and 
on. It seemed to me that my one desire now was to put 
all the m iles I could between myself and Howard 's home
my home· no longer. 

The street that I entered now was a little less mean and 
miserable than i:liost of the others. The houses were semi
detached, each with a scrap of front garden and a narrow 
side path. I summoned up courage and knocked on the 
door of one, in the window of wh_ich I saw a card. 

'l'he woman who answered the door to me looked good
humoured. She had a room to let. It was a bed-sitting
room combined, she said, and the rent was ten shillings 
a week. I was glad to rest . . The room looked clean and 
the woman was kindly. I was glad to stay. I ·paid her 
the first two weeks in advance, and took. possession of my 
new room then and there. 

as I had entered the house, 
me ns " miss." 

and thereafter she addresood 

I told he·r that my name was Hallingtori. I was uot 
good at inventing or telling untruths perhaps, and yet, 
though this was an untruth now, for I was Howard's wife, 
Joyce Hallington had been my name before I married 
him, and I was resolved, now that I had left him for 
ever, it should be my name again. 

But soon she saw that I wished to be left alone. She 
asked me if I would like a little breakfast, and I sa.id I 
would ; so s_he went. And then I threw myself down on 
the sofa under the window and cried. I cried my heart 
out. I fel � louely-terribly, horribly lonely. 

I .found myself longing, longing with all my heart, for 
the sotmd of Howard's voice. Perhaps I had never 
realised till those moments how deeply I loved my hus
band, even though he loved me no longer. 

And then I think I must have fallen asleep from sheer 
weariness, and when I woke Mrs. Martin was standing by 
my. side. . 

" Your breakfast is all ready, miss," she said. " I  
didn't half like to wake you. I expect you've come a 
long way now ; you've been travelling all night. I 
shouldn't he surprised-· -" 
. I knew· it was a hint-a question. I knew she was 

waiting to hear. But I did not satisfy her curiosity. I 
drank a little t\)a, I nibbled a scrap of toast, and then I 
went back .to the sofa again. The window· was open.; the 
sounds of the street came to me. It was so different to 
anything I had known-this little house _ in this noisy 
street. 

That ev minoo I could not bear my hideous loneliness 
any longer. l0rang the bell, and Mrs. Martin came. 

" I  wonder if-if you could spare me a little while ?" 
I asked. 

" Of course I could ! "  she said. " I'm only too pleased, 
miss." 

" I  wanted to ask you--" I hesitated. " I-I h ave 
to earn my living. I have a little money," I added quickly, 
as I did not wish her to think that ! could not afford to 
pay her rent. 

" Of course," she said. 
" But I must earn my living," ;r said. 
" Yo u  don't look as if you'd ever had to run out anoj 

work in your life, miss." · 

" I  never have before." 
" Family troubles·?" she suggested. " A  loss, perhaps?" 
" Family troubles," I· said gently. . 
She sighed. She was eager for me to go on, but I did 

not. 
" I  h<>ve been obliged to leaYe my-my friends," I ·said. 

" Now I must help myself ; I must earn enough to keep 
me. Could-could you help me with your advice, Mrs. 
Martin. I am very ignorant !" 

She sat down, uninvited, and stared at me. 
" I  s'pose you've never thought of the stage, miss?" • 
I shook my head. 
" Not-not the stage," I said decidedly. " I  don't 

care for that." 
" No, I don't suppose so. Well, t4ere's "-she paused

,, there's places sometimes like nursery governesses and 
companions and lady housekeepers going, but at the best · 
they ain t much of j obs, I should think." 

" N v," I said. 
" Then there's the shops and the publics-! beg your 

pardon, miss, I mean barmaids !" _ 
I suppose I coloured foolishly, for she apologised again. 
" I've got a niece of my own in Holland's !" she said. 
" In Holland? But that. is a long way !" 

(Continued on page 22. ) 



HORNER'S PENNY STORIES 

WONDERFUL " HAIR-BEAUTY " LESSON. 
====;>"""" =-�== 

fAMOUS HAIR SPECIALIST PROVES THAT BEAUTI

FUL HAIR DOUBLES ATTRACTIVENESS AND CHARM. 

A Free of" Cost " Three-Minutes-a-Day Test " to Prove How Every Woman Can .Grow 
Abundant Healthy and Luxuriant Hair. 

How many women realise that it is possil1le to spend many 
guineas on their dress without in the least adding to the 
charm of theiJ: appearance ! 

Elegant and fashionable dresses, of course, make a difference, 
but·, curiously enough, the woman who spends only a few 
shillings on her hats . and dresses may quite easily do so to 
far greater advantage than the woman who spends tw:1 
hundred a year. It is all a question of know4tg how to grow 

beautiful and abundant hair-hair that idealises and sets off 
every item of the dress. That is why Mr. Edwards is mak
ing the splendid free-of,cost 
hair-growing offer to readers 
described on this page. 

Even an unpretentious little 
hat, costing but a shilling or 
two, looks far better and infin. 
itely more attractive resting 
upon a head of lovely abund
ant hair, than a hat at ten or 
twenty times the price on scanty 
or unbeautiful tresses. 

BEAUTIFUL HAIR FOR 
THE ASKING. 

TO OBTAIN YOUR HAIR-BEAUTY GIFl'. 
Simply fill in, cut out, and post the special coupon h<'low, 

as directed, and immediately you will receive this triple toilet 
gift : . 

1. A liberal trial bottle of " Harlene," the most successful ' 
hair-grower and tonic dressing ever prescribed. This 
free bottle contains a sufficient supply of " Harlene " to 
last for a full test cf " Harlene " Hair-Drill-the de
lightful toilet exercise that will overcome all your hair 
troubles and grow for you in a short time a luxurious mass 
of delightful wavy, lustl'ous tresses. 

' 

2. A Free copy cf Mr. Edwards' famous Book 
of Rules for " Harlene " 
Hair-Drill showing in clear, 
simple language how to 
spend your thr"e minutes 
each morning inawakening 
the hair to new life and 
new beauty. 

3. A Free trial packet of 
" Cremex " Shampoo Pow
der, · which thoroughly 
cleanses the- hair and scalp 
and prepares the way for 
the full benefit of your 
" Harlene " Hair Drill. 

No matter how thin, loose, 
or imperfect your hair, " Har
lene " immediately commences 
the splendid work of c}eansing, 
cooling, refreshing, and invigo
rating each separate hair root. 

A woman should no more 
think of neglecting her hair 
than of neglecting to wash her 
fa�c. And n,fter all, there is 
such a simple method of mak
ing the thiJme&t, dullest head 
of hair really beautiful. At the 
theatre, in the drawing-room, 
or elsewhere, when yon sec a 
woman with clusters of rippling 
hair, you may be sure that sho 
is one of those who have learnt 
the " Harlene" Hair-Drill secret 
of growing hair in abundance
probably commencing her hair 
re-awakening .by accepting such 
a free gift as is offered here. 

There is a Free Gift for every reader of this paper who desires 
a beautiful head of hair and who wishes to aouble her charm 
of appearance. To obtain this gift at once simply fill in and · 

postthe coupon below. 

If your hair is falling out, 
dull, greasy, too dry, scudy 
or straggling, " Harlftne " will 
make it perfect. Even if 
your hair is already free-grml'· 
ing and healthy, " Harleno " 
prevents it from becoming 
loosened Ol' imperfect, and at 
the same time enhances its 
lustre apd proves an ideal hair 
tonic dressing. 

When you have realised 
j ust how wonderful tho " Har-

" It is all very well," tho busy 
housewife, the society woman, or business girl, will say, 
· •  but how can I spare the time for ' H:ulenc ' }lttir Drill, 
with all the day's tasks to get through ? "  

TWO OR THREE MINUTES EACH MORNING. 

But the daily enjoyment of " Harlene " Hair Drill, that 
literally tre.bles the beauty, abundance, and lustre of your hatr, occupies no more than a few pleasant minutes each 
morning and evening. 

This two · or - three - minute " Hair Drill " at once com· 
mcnccs to re-awaken and re-invigorate each scpamte 
hair root, to free your hn.ir from all wen.kcnino- clocrging 
hair troubles, scurf, etc., and to make the ;hole 0hea.d 
of hair speedily doublC' its beauty, length, quantity, and 
tustre. 

Bnt again you may ask, " What about the expense ? " 
Here, again, is a question disposed of at once, because there 
is no expense wbattlver in commencing this delightful method 
of growing hair. Mr. Edwards, the famous discoverer of 
" Har!cne " and the " Harlene " Hair-Drill method of restor
ing Hair beauty, offers to each and every reader of HoRNER's 
PEN�lY STORIES a full trial " Harlene " Hair-growing outfit 
entirely at his own expe,nse. . _ . ., , 

lene " Hair Drill 
MethjJd is, how delightful it is to follow out,

. 
yo/ 

will surely want to continue. You can then 
always, obtain ·supplies of " Harlene " from all 
chemists at l s. ,  2s. Gd., & 4s. 6d. per bottle. 
" Cremllx " Shampoo Powder at ls. per 
box cf 7 Shampoos ; 2d. rer single FILL IN 

AND FOR
WARD THIS 

COUPON TO-DAY 
FOR FREE OUTFIT. 

pRcket ; or direct on rcmittan_ce from 
the Edwards' "Harlcne " Go., 20-26, 
Lamb's Conduit St.rc2t, London, 
W.C. Postage extrn. on for-
eign orders. Cheques n,ml To Edwards' "Harlene" 

P.O.'s should be crosse !. Co., 20-26, Lamb's Con-

But decide to make n. duit St., London, W.C. 

hair-growing testx.·

. 

· Plca�e s��d me, f�ee ?f cost, 
to-day by send- · the trrple Harlene hmr grow
. 1 the forh· · ing outfit described above. I enclose 11 g

_ d · 3d. stamps for postage, 

�::0� t e 
. ; 

. 
Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • • . . . . . . . . . . . . . •  

,/ Addres� .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . / Homer's Penny Stories Jn.n, 30. HH5 
,/���� 
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"· I don't !'Jlean Holland, miss ; I·mean Helland's, the big suddenly. '.' I kn!)w it come , frOJ:Il · a goo(i plaCll. ' w� -
drapers. If you'd care, - I'-d speak: t'o her . She's. got a couldn't turn out a bett�r ourselves. "  .· . . · 
g-ood place there ; �he's . fo;rewoman -in· one of· th� depart- I don't know what I s;�-i:d .  I stammered · �hd flu£hed, 

,men�s._ . She miglt.;t 1)� a_ble to ·put in a word for yeu." perhaps, for she laughed . . - .  · · • . 
'" " I  :yvould be gr�tefuFto her if she would;'' I sard. " Oh, I'm not a�king fo:t inforl;llatien·l Other folk's 

But I pitt littlfl . f11-tth in. this offer . . It .would have tq se�r.:�ts don't worry . m�· -" l qon't w;mt til know: �here 
be a sh.op . A f!l;l.qp S!lemed·the only -thmg open to me. I yo11 �-ot it fr?m, nor what you .-p�id . .for' it, Only, as · I"  
must get work .. as · a - shop-assi&tant somewhere. . I , slep_t_ say, . lt'l! I' mce dress. The stu_f!'s goo.d." . · 

very ba4Jy ;tllat night. The little bed was hard and -qn- She reaclioo forward, and felt the material between 
comfortable •. ·- I ' tliought :qf my own luxUfious ,bed, and her -finger a-nd thumb: '-- · _ o · • . .  · , _ 
my beautiful . rooni, which I had left for .ever. ! .turned " If you bought tha·t under twelve guin(las; you bought 
ll.nd. · tcwisted the whole night through. I tho1lghl of it cheap," she said. '' I'll 'do what I can, only xemember, 
Howard. I wondered if he knew yet . .l. thclllght ot I don't promise anything." . 
Hartley Rashwell. · •· · · :• c .  ··.:- ,> 

··:·,;;.· An.d then she went, ·leaving me rufl!E)d, . . hu;rt a little-
! wa� glad I bad bee� able� h�p):im. :&.W.a.s'·g:latl·he angry, perhaps. And yet I felt I liked her. _ . .  

had gone out of my hfe;· � Aa':'-a· ,m.atter of fact, he had After she was gone, Mrs. Martin camec in to apologise. n�ver entered .�t�;x)Jfe :�,-j; all. I 'hl!-d never ca1;ed for " It's her manner,". she said; ·" Jane's like that ! 
hrm, b�r�ly eYji���lJ�ed: hun,. . I had a:lways had that· Pick you up and drop -you dowrl,. !.ike� miss. She dtm't 
sam!! Int��g;qenfentpt for hun m my mmd. How could' mean anything. She's . . good-hearted, Jane· is,: though 
I love and ll'lll-rry such a man as Howard, and then fall in �;he doesn't look it, perhaps. She's a good soul, Jane .love with so poor alid weak an imitation· of ·a man as· rs, miss, and she'll do anything 'in · her · power for you, 
Hartley. t laughed at the very thought. · I'm certain, She says yoU: are. the prettiest lady she's 
• In the. morning Mrs. Martin b:rought me some daily seen _for :yea-:r:s, and she says that they ought to jump at 

paper?, an4 I looked through- the advertisement columns. you Int.tit_e -mantle departmE:nt beeause of your figure.': . 
There were· very few situations vacant such as might suit I flushed ·a-gain. I felt as a slave might- feel: when she 
me, but the few there were I answered, and went out is offered -for sal�. I began to hate my own· loQ:ks a·nd my 
myself and posted the letters. A.ll that day I spent figur\!. . . 

. 
. .. 

· alone, tryi�g to relid. . And after then the days passed on , wearily' again .. I · 
Mr8. Martin came whenever I rang the bell, and would always · wrpte letters in answer to the_ adverti'sements. 

have stayeQ. and talked ; yet I knew that she was curious, Sometimes:: l �t replies, ou.t · th�y \v!ir� .· �'l)t · w tb!l 
· and: I could U:0.f.satisfy 'her curiosity� so I sent he.r away natjlre ,tha,� I expected .. S?�e w.e� :.f_l\�;m.- : t�gJ.l>trY oftic�; 

agam. . ... . · . . ., ·' • ': . · . . c •·• : a�krng for a fee, and promrsmg :l!iR '!!<ttt.ll::qf. pla�s; others 
'So'. thaf 8ay pas'i;ed; arid Jhe n��t, and thEI next, an� '!ere from people who .had thtiig� w-���1.> ; ., . � 

: the n�xt; , ·]Jv-��Y hour: of ev�ry da,y seenie_d .'a.n :��t)l'.n,icy. . ·· �ndt the:IJ.; . one evenmg, th� ,u�e�cted happllned. ' 
tO me� ·· · I }!:new .Howard must know ljy- th1s · trme. Now _ · Mrs. Marbn bustled up to ··m;y: .r!)Qm , • · ·: �- . 

- · 1 wond�ed what he wa� doing, what he had said_ when , '.' Jane's . here, miss, and ·wai:rtii''t-o see 'y{ni,'' . .She said. 
they :had ·futd him. . ... � · � . · · .. · . " She's been speaking abo11t yo� !� th� .�.li:n�g_.ereas oi . 

· - . No replies·.olUJ.le 'to the letters 1 J:ui4. writtel!-:!lPt one th.e mantle departm�nt, and she helr!lV�iilt.§•.;aJ:l .ngll,t:''. 
answer; though I watche<l eagerly for the &omrng of the " l  never ..said .so !" · It w.as Jan-e's h�§h vofcii;; " You 
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·
. . jump. at conclusions, aunt. I .. ju£t said·<'i�,$-p'Ok. to Miss 

li ll  . . Wilki.nson, and she's willing to see Miss· Hai!ingteir-
I had b 'th M M t' 1 · k h ' that's all.'1 . · · · · · . E(.J.!n .wl -. .... rs, ,. .. <\1' Hl-:�ll.ftr,.;y ll>. w.ee · now w en '�. I . understand," . i said. ' 

. sl:\e cam� 111t� .1UY._room o�e ni<irnrng. · -�- ··� · · 

. " I  have ·heard froin my niece Jane,"· she said. " She's · .. 89mehow· i always felt ·crus� aJ:!:q<r!:b.ull:�. in Jane's 

. coming. rol.lnd t;h�s evening. 'I wrote -fo her the d�y after · }lresellCE!, even thotrgh I myself _:ll,a�.-��,S,,uo�tng. ·• 
. you Clime . .

. Mil!S; · abot1t :finding you a place, she says · · ': ... When can yott come-that Is, leastw.ays, rf yo-q want 
· she'll .do her �st. _ Perhaps yo1t wouldn't mind seeing to come !'' . .  ·· � · · · · ' • · . · · 

her this evening.'' . '� I ·could come any time," .I said. 
" I  shall' be glad t()," I said. " To-morrow, at ten, then. GQ straight to the �qantle 

Jane · Martin came that ev.ening. She. was · ·a good · de.partment, and ask . fo� Miss Wilkinson. · · If .she 
de ll older .. than 1 had expected,. She was a· .thjn, bo�y approves, you'll have t� see Mr. Richard. ·Mr .. �ichard 

: woman, with 'rather a hard face and a large, loo��lipped Holland, that is.' It's :him as dee;; .all the l!.ctual : ep.gag-
. mouth, but her .eyes: .belied the sternness of her face. ing, only it's Jn Miss Wilkinson's .. hands. ' 1've told her 

Afterwards I · foun:d- out that a ;'lnder-hearted creature al� ,�
. 
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s
.: ��.�-.�_n:�--�-��-i;�,)!t.: 'b_ . _·_,2t;.,_�_''_·-�.:-�_; __ i_�_::.r_2�_'-__ '_:_";,...;c·�-�---'_,_J_<·. :_\_.' .• c_ "�·,.-._·�--.• __ -_·.·'.·.-

_ never br.eaj:bed; but)lflr qpp
'
ea_.�ances 'ver.e .agains_fh,�r. · .,. ., -�:E:�� " Don't menhon 1t !'; sh� snapped; · She .bad .a sl!l!;,rp, abr�pt W?>;r_ .of � alking, Yery d,ffere�t . I was at Holhind'·s a little before t. e.·" the· ne"'lr ""' .. orn . . -, from her au.•fll planstble, poli.te ��ethoos. ·}'erh".ps 1t "" .,. ... 

. capre from,· heJ; having' so many girls under her charge, ing. I had indulged in the luxury'· ef a ciib; --pii'ttly 
a.s I found out, afterwards she had. because I did not' know my wa.v, partly because I was 

anxious to he there .in go<Xl titP,e. I 'fouird it was near She stared har.d at me when Mrs. Martin brought her Sloane Square-a - hug· e .. litiilding· , · with many shop into th!l room. He::- eyes s .ee.ned to go_ thiouglr and windows. � through me, and made me feel Yaguply uncomfortable. I felt a little nervous and 'deilres.Sed as I a8ked tho " My au.ht tells me you're wanting a place," sl1e said 
briefly. · polit� shopwalker the way to the mantle department. I 

" Yes. I have to earn my own living." wondered wbat ·he would haye 'thought if he . had only 
" Well, there's no shame in that, is there.?'' · She know a the truth-t�at I bad wme 'rare h{,piiig te get 

spoke briskly and sharply. " :Po you mind standing work to do-as · he bOwed, -and begged me to come that 
up?" , way, and politely sh�wed me to a lift, and oraered the 

I obeyed her wonderingly. She looke-d at me again · boy to take me up to the first floor. -

keenly. . . I know that my checks were burning as I reached the 
· . mantle department. · . • ; " That wrll do," she said. " I  dare say I might;'' · She , A very pretty girl languidly came forward tQ meet paused. '"'I don't promise anything. ' It's no good · me. She was dressed in silk that rustled. ·As she meved, m'lking promis.es . one might' break. Anyhow�. rn see she . scucely .seemed . to walk, but rather to glide over what· I can do. You.'v� never been in a shop before ?" the thickly carpeted _floor. · � · 

" Not-not tQ serve. Not as an assistant," I said. " What can I show ·you, madam?" she asked. 
" I  didn't �'ltppose you'd ·never b'een inside a shop," " Miss-Miss W ilkinson.!''. I gasped. ': I want to see-she said tartly " I'Ye got some sense, I suppose· !" ·. Miss Wilkinson; please. l have an appointment.'' -I felt crusht-d and humbled. · 'Th�s woman 'whirled me " Oh, certainly !" She put a chair: for me, and glided off . my feet. 

. 
away again. _ . ' 

· -'' Well, I'll do what I can; I 'd.on't promise nothing, There "was more rustling of silk this time. ·n was r. remember." ., ' 
. ·  tall, coi'n-m!plding�to.Jkin�( lady who came· to 'me: - . 

. Jane Martin . stared at me again, looked me up and " I' am-am Miss Halhngton," I said 
down as thougli taldng stock of me. . . . . T'.t.e smile on her face seemed to fade. �)le froze ": ·-F 

�· Th.at's' a nice-made dres·ii you've got on," she said ins:tantly . . � .. _:._.: 



T H E  MAN I MARRIED 
" You are the young perS'on Miss Martin spoke to me 

about ?" she said. . 
" Yes," I said. 
I suppcse I hung my head a little. . "·Hold up your head, please !" she said sharply. 
I obeyed her wonderi.'lgly. She was taking stock of 

m�. She looktd at me keenly, as a dealer might lopk at 
some prize be&st at a show. She even walked round me, 
and examined me from head to foot. 

I felt ashamed. I felt a "Qurning shame; 1-Ho.ward's 
wife-!, the ·wife <>f Sir Howard Burgrave, to be treated 
like this . Then I remembered that it was my own doing, 
that I had left his home and his protection, had cast away 
even the na•ne that he had given to me. I was no longer 
Lady Burgnve, but simply Joyce Hallington, in search 
of work ! . 

" Let me �e you walk, Miss Hallingtop}' she said . 
I walked across the room under her eyes.• The pretty 

girl who had first received me and another stood watch· 
ing me, talking in low voices. I heard one . of them 
laugh, aild I knew that m"l cheeks burned horribly. 

" A  little awkward," M1ss Wilkinson said, " but doubt· 
less you will improve. I think it pcissible you may suit. 
One of our mantle y01.i'ng ladies has been obliged to leave 
suddenly. I .am disposed to take you on a month's trial. ' 

" Thank you," I said. 
I stood b.efore her, Yery meek, feeling smaller and of 

less importance than I had ever felt in my ·Jife. 
" Yon will come with me to Mr. Richard," she said. 
I followed her down a broad, carpeted starr to the 

ground floor, to an office where several clerks' were at 
work. I followed her through this office; and she tapped 
on the door of an inner one . 

There was a man there, alone. He looked young, 
though his head was bald .  He was reading a letter. He 
looked u p  as Miss Wilkinson entered . 

" Well?" he aske.d sharply. . 
" I  h.ave brought Miss Hallington," she said. " You 

know I want another hand in the mantle depa1·tment, 
sir. I think M-iss Hallington might suit, if you 
approved. "  

Gone was her brusque, authoritative manner. She 
seemed to cringe and fawn before · the great rna�, 

'' Very well, where is this Mis�r-Hallington ?" he 
said. , 

" Here, "llr. Richard," he said. She stood aside, and I 
stood before him. He 1mt on a pair· of glasses, . and stared at me, for a 
long minute in silence. 

· 

But it was less an exclamation than a grunt : " So you 
are Miss Hallington-eh ? Very goOd, Miss Wilkinson, I 
will speak to this young lady. There is no need to detain 
you ." He waved her off, and she went. 

" Sit down ," he said to me, his voice seemed to tremble. 
" So ,  · Miss Hallington, you want work to do-eh ? Is 
that it?" 

" I  have to support myself," I said, " now--" 
" Now," he asked-" now ? You mean that it was not 

a-lways necessary?" 
" It was not necessary till now," I said. He paused, evidently expecting me to go on. He wore 

magnifying glasses, that gave his eyes a strange, dis
tended, horrible look. Somehow they fascinated me. I 
hated him from the first moment I saw him. 

He was leaning back in his chair now, still staring at 
me, the tips of his thick, fleshy fingers brought together. 

" How old are you ?" he asked suddenly. 
I stammered and flushed. I could hardly. remember 

for a moment. 
" Nin.eteen," I said. 
" You look older. I should have taken you for twenty. 

one or two, Miss Hallington. Well, well, I think you 
will do. We want pretty girls-as many of 'em as we 
can get . Pretty faces, and beautiful figures-like yours 
-are an asset in our business, you see." He leaned 
towards me confidentially. " We get old wgmen here, 
and young ones, too, who are-well, not good-looking. 
You know the sort. 'l'hey want something-a mantle, a 
cloak, a coat, a dress." He waved his hand. " You, 
for example, will put on the article, and wear it before 
tl1cm. 'l'hey see you, and imagine they will look some
thing !:.lee you themselves, only they never wilL It's not 
given to many women to look like you, Miss Hallington.'� 

(0c1ltinueil on the next iJlage.) · . '(.! J h l- 1-- 0 : . 
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HORNER'S PENNY STORIES 

A Cheery Chat for the close of the day 
When We Write " P. M." 'to Life. 

My DEAR FRIENDS,-The other day I received a letter 
from a friend in Tintagel, and in the course of it she 
used a phrase which struck my attention act once. 

" I  have arrived," she says, " at the age when one . writes 
• p.m.,' and feel I have so little to show." 

She has come to the time in her life which we call evening, 
and although she says that she has little to show, yet I some· 
how fool, from the bright and helpful tone of her letter, that 
pne who writes thus cannot have really failed in the task 
we all have to do of shedding some brightness and love on 
thore whose paths have lain next ours. 

Evening time is star time. As, indeed, we all love those 
bright. �clouded nights when the stars can be seen in the 
deep blue of heaven, so we all love to be associated with those 
who. at thQ eventide of their lives, can remain clear and o:nclonded; shedding around them the brightness which comes 
from a good life, well lived. 

� time is the time of quiet, peaceful trust, waiting fm:o tbe call of the Master to a service higher and better than 
e:arth"s. I think there is nothing purer than the peaceful 
seremty which comes with tho white head to those who have 
Im:d fur thp highest things. 

, * * * 

WHY don't you throw away that· old cracked plate ? 
· It is rea�y not presentable, and you have so many 

· . pretty dishe�, that you surely do not need it." So q�stioned and argued a bright -young lady who was 
taking tea with her aunt one day. · " My dear, I'd rather lose every piece in my new tea set than 
that same .disreputabi� looking old plate," answered the aunt. 
" It belonged to my grandmother. It was the plate on which 
she always liked her toast served. It grew cracked and 
bnrnt and stained in the service of a dear old saint, and it has 
*�"''"'-/�'\."' "'-"-i"'\./"1./'\. /"'\."' 

(Continued J1·om previous page.) 
It was a compliment from him, but it did not bring a 

flush to my cheeks, nor a sense of pleasure to my heart. 
" That's how we do it," he said. 
" I understand," I said coldly. 
" Of course you undertsand. You are no fool--eh P'' 

He sat staring at me. He seemed to forget the reason 
why I was here. Suddenly it dawned on him. " Well, 
you'll do;" he said. " You're the sort we want. Now, about terms ? . 

" I'm willing to pay you eighteen shillings a week," he 
said. " Hours, eight-thirty. to eight-thirty, except Thurs
days and Saturdays. Thursdays you finish at one. Satur� 
days at twelve, midnight. If that's agreeable say soP" 

" I shall be pleased to come," I said. 
" That's all ri�ht, then, my dear," he said. " That's 

settled." He held out his hand to me suddenly. I did 
no.t know but that it was the usual thing for him to 
shakethands witll. a new employee. 

It was soft, warm, flabby-the kind of hand that is 
most detestable in a' man. 

" To-morrow," he said, " at half-past eight." And I 
went out--engaged. . 

I suppose I should have felt more glad about it than I 
did. To find work was an absolute necessity to me. My
little stock of money could not last for ever. I had hoped 
to be able to earn more than eighteen shillings a week. 
It meant, I supposed, t:hat I . should have to find other 
and cheaper rooms, and some perhaps a little nearer to 

· my work. But that evening, when I told Mrs. Martin, 
she expressed her anxiety for me to stay on. 

" I could give y01,1 another li.ttle room," she said, 
" and if you was not above having your meals with me 
in the kitchen, Miss ;Hallington, I'd take you all in for 
fourteen shillings a week. That 'ud leave you four 
shillings clear. A twopenny 'bus would take you almost 
door to door, and that would leave you two shillings a 

· :week clear, after paying everything." 

enough memories connected with !t to earn it much more 
than the small bit of room it occupies." 

• * . * 

I THINK there is a lesson' in this )!ttle incident which we 
all need to learn. The age in which we live is one ·of 
action 'and progress; -.w e  are always being told that'.it 

is the day of young people, and sometimes those who npw 
write p.m. after the time of their �y, are given to feel that it 
is not au age when they are-" of much consequence. · 

G�ter mistake could never be - made, .We can never 
dispense with the experience of the aged, their gentle counsel, 
beautiful serenity and trust. White- hair can constitute as 
true a crown of glory as the proudest garland ever worn by 
monarch or warrior. 

It can be the crown our Master presents to those who have 
lived their lives h_onourably and well. � :lil!ed li}t 'bravely ! • 

And thtrUiJ"f! the fight was hard anrl long, 
You never ftincned fr()'f'fl,. what was right, 
But through the watches of the night 
You filled the hours with song. 

Y 0"� lived life bravely I 
Your presence briuhtened all the day : 
Though so much Sorr(YIJ) crossed your path, 
You met it with a quiet faith 
That swept all bitterness away. 

You lived life nobly I 
For by your generous self-denial 
Others were taught to see the light . 
That makes men strive for what is right, 
And meet life bravely with a_ smile. '' · 

If when we write p.m. to life's day, this can be 'said of-us, we 
shall receive the higher praise, the " Well done, good and 
faithful servant," which is the highest praise of ·all. I twill be 
worth striving for through the morning, noon, and till the 
evening's shadows begin to lengthen and merge their shades 
with those of night. 

I am always glad to hear from any of my readers. Kindly 
address your letters, " Under the Evening Larup," HoRNER's 
PENNY · STORIES ·office, The Fleetway House, Farringdon 
Street, London, E.C. · 

· Your sincere friend, _ JoHN EARNEST. 

And so it was arranged. 
I went by the twopenny omnibus the next morning, 

· and reached Holland's in 
1

good time. 
I found I was expected to wear a black silk dress, like 

the other two girls in the mantle depa-rtment, but this· 
was · provi<led for me. · 

The other two girls were not disposed to be friendly, 
and Miss Wilkinson from the start treated me with 
harshness. 

· -
__ 

That first day Mr. Richard Holland .cam� to -the mantle 
department three times. · I was not· to .know that it was 
not a usual thing for him to do ; but I found the other 
girls staring at me, and muttering, and giggling under 
their ·breath when he was gone. 1 On:ce he came to me 
and stood talking for some m:in;utes, but he took no notice 
of them, and went out again. . · 

Holland ca_,me sometimes twice and three times in the 
day: He never came to the .department unless he spoke 
to m e ;  sometimes he stood talking to me for some 
minutes. It was. always about the work about the shop, 
the. models, and things connected with - the business. 
There was nothing that he ever said to me .that all the 
world might not have heard. But I could see sneering 
amusement on the faces of the other girls. . 

Yet still I did not understand that Mr. Richard Holland 
was choosing me for unusual honours. 

It was one morning, when I had been - here nearly a. 
week. It was close on midday, and Mr. Ric'hard ha<l 
come up as usual. He was standing near me, as I was 
arranging a model on a stand. I knew that he was 
watching ine, and I did not look up purposely. Miss 
Palmer was serving some customers who had just come 
ili-a lady and gentleman. The latter spoke. 

" All I know is, I ain't going to no more'n twenty 
pound for the 'ole thing," I heard the voice say. The 
voice was so familiar that I started. I puzzled my brain 
for a moment, but I did not look up, as I knew Mr. 

(Continued on par;e iii. of cover.) . 
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· HORNER'S PENNY " s:TOR1ES iji; 
(Continued jro1n page 24.) . - but there's a limit, and 'er ladyship 'e;e 'as ste�d o.ver 

Holland was watching me . " If -you can't ·get fixed up the limit. You come with me, Bei!B. We'll go some-. ·a where _glse for what you want." . 
. ' . > . 

lllSl I! twenty pound, Bess, 'ere, we'd best go to 'Arrows, I stood erect . . ·It h.ad· been a -deliberate insult.; ·.a cut or one of them othe.r big places," the voice continued. d_i_rect::-and all there in that_ room _had see)l a:tri:J.. iJ. .. a..rd. s< There is a model ·here, madam," Miss Palmer said, · " -
" that might perhaps suit you. Jt is quite· reaso:aable in And now I stood waiti_ng for what J!lUst. follow;. ��-t. · 

price, and--" She came towards me, to the model I I k-new that Mr. Smltlioon must jrave been stt.tpnse4 to 
was adjusting, and I stood aside. see me standing there, and 1 blushep. �hat� h�,slrou1d ftnd 

" Why-why it is--" I heard a shrill voice cry. me so . Ilut · I could not· understand � rjl�r�s. -rat 
" Father, look here ! Oh, . it is Lady Burgrave ! It is !  had I done that his daughter Bess nug , t .n · e al owed 

ra know .. you anywhere !" I stood upright, rigid. - I to speak to me? What had I doneP" _ _. . 
clenched my hands. I had been found out already- (A very fa.sclnatlng instalment · of- tbis. story Will 
found out ! appear nexf weeif. Look out lor it. ) 

It was Mr. Smithson and his daughter-Mr.: Smithson RESULT OF OUR ·puzzL'f._LETTER CONTEST NO •. 13• from Burgrave Hall. The girl stood in · front of me, Our examineno find that two readers have qui!ifted for 'the first 
looking at me with delighted _eyes. . Her v-oice, loud and wize in thi• contest;" and we Mve therelore divided the prize money, 
shrill, sounqed through· the en.tire room. I could see J:Z, between them. The names of these reade:t:!f are : 
that Miss Wilkinson was &taring at me-,-�t .Miss Palmer i\Iii!s S. Downs, 27, �hkley Road, s. Norwood. 

1 k .  t d M H Il d . . '.· . W. T. Jenkins, �;Sdta.n Road, Port;;moutb. was oo tng a me, an r. · o an , Eleven competitors came next· in order of merit, and we have there· 
" I-I think," I said-" I think you a:re . rnaking some fore :irl!led -tagether the ·second and· third pii.zes, making £3 lOs . .  and 

mistake, madam. " . divirl<id the sum amongst these eleven rea<l.ers. Th�y·wm each there· 

" Oh, I'm n�t-I'm . not f." she �r1·ed. . " Father , _ fore rect>ive t.he sum of fis. 5<1. . Theirnamei! are : . � v i\U'" L. Alclei', 13nte Bocks, CardJff ; !tlr!l. E. Reading, nournville, 
she turned to hinl-" father, look ! Here is Lady Bur-· · Birmiugha.m ; W. H. Grounsell, Fnlha.m; S.W. ; J. s ... +empl.e, Edin· 
grave ! hur�:h ; !tfiA. H. Litch, Bdved�.r�, Kent·; llir&. C. A. Whltf!ey, Lin· 

M S 'th t d f d h '  f h d ' · tbwaite, near Hud.dcrstlel<l ; MiSs J,. Wright; l'ec!..ham Rye, S.E. ·; r. m1 son s ro e orwar , tS ace · a gone ·very Miss F, · E1st, Klng�tori-r:m·Thatnei< ; l\-!rs. Stewart, Belfast·; 1\lr�·. 
red. He gripped his daughter by the hand suddenly, Garrett, ltflstha U, 11ea.r 'fnnbtidge Wells ; .il.. Tlu;rpe·, Rothcrh�n], York�. 
and dragged her away. , The correct solution of-the p11zzle letter wa8 a follows : · . --. 

. " Father, surely you-you know Lady BurgrQ.ve ?" she MY 'DR'.m !tiARY,-Our company. bas just been mqve<l o.ut of, the 
firing line for a <lay or two for a rest. ·A little time. ago I had a good said. " She savs it is a mistake, .but I-I must believe wash, the· first for a. week. Bnt J lmow we· shall soon be i1• it a�in._ 

my own eyes. 'Father, you know her?" We a.re marching off jn single file across t;!Je conntry to r�!ieve ·other 
He stared at me, looked me full in the face. troops. - It is dangel'Ous work. The othe� da;�� a shell burst a few_yllrds 
' y I '·-· ' h · a " b  d ' d · from me, and-my boyonct QJHl rifle were smMhed to atoms. NJ)WS has ' es, JUL.<rw; '�_!r, ' e sat ; ut

.
you on t, an aln 't jtu."t arriverl of the great Russian yictory. Yon shonldJuwe heard the 

going to. I ain't one of the strait-laced sort myself, tnen cheer.-Your devoted · TONY. i�O���..o-..o-o�����o�.,o...O,o.o* _ · . 
;� ' 

� . - . . . . �� 
DEAR �IE .  i �- · I . CAH. ·you READ .T:HIS� · I G�: 1: 2 � M 
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d Can you read this soldier's letter " from the front ? "  
w� 
THE 
JOB 
Of 

NOW 
AS 

OVR 

Thousands of our readers are enjoying ihese entertain' iug weekly contests . . Are yo-n ? If not, enter,this week. 

All ·you· have to do is to· solv�> -the puzzle letter, 
W'rite your solution out clearly on . a piece of paper, 
then cut out the puzzle picture, pin it to, your.solution, . 
and forward it to the Editor . 

. You should keep by you, for reference, ' an 
exa.ct copy of your solution. , 

Show your frien,ds t,hec �zle; and ask -them to help you. '111ey will oe very much - ic!lt.eres_ted in it. Re· 
member !J. picture m.ay . rel!"esent . .  a· ·piJi·ase of one, _two, or three wo'I'ds,. but,_tlot-'ti1'Qre than j;h�ee • .  
Our h;;,ndsome prize� will be awarded as· follo�s : 

The First Prize of £2 will be awarded to the reader 
whose solutiorr is . correct, or most; nearly correct, in · accorr.lance with th11 - origiftal in the posscSl;ion ef the 
Editor. The · Second Prize of £1 will be ·awarded to 
the reader who comes next in order of _merit, 3!-ld 
the same rule will- apply in the case of the Ten Third 
Prizes of 5s. each. The EditQr's decision is final. 

Tbe Editor reserve.s the right to adri any or aU of 
the prizes together should the number of readers 
qualifying render this course advisable. No reader 
can receive mr;>re than _ one. prize. _ This contest is being conducted by HoRNER's PE):'!NY iS TORrES, " Horner's Weakly," '�, Slil:lday �ircle," a.nd 
"· Golden 'Hours," and e.ll readers ·  oj these joumal2 
may take part. . All members of families may .com. 
pete, but each must ·send in a . �parate solution. 
Readers c;m send in as_ many complete solutions ae 
they like, ·but each �olution must be ·accompanied by 
a PJIZZie picture taken from either of tho journals 
named above. -

B Remetnber each week's cont�t is complete in" 
R itself. When you have . solved this week's picture 
0 puzzle, do not wait tmtil ne:o..--t week, but send your 
T solutbn at once to : J;'uzzle Letter No. 19. HoRNER's 
H PEN!'IY STORlES Office, Gough House; Gough Square, � London, E.C. All solutions for this. week's contest A-...,...;;... ____ .;.;_ __ �--,_, ..... ________ -=�--�---' · must reach us not lat3r than Friday, February 5th. 

Cut this out and send it with your Solution, a-. diracten. · The result.of this contest carui:ot appf:Jar in ti:ils journal 
Competitors should keep a copy of their solutions for referen�e. for five weeks. 

-
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----�-The�sp�eci----al �....-.-., Pocket · r·estari\ents 
RECRU�ITING 
N U -. M 8. - E· R 

of the 

P E N· N Y  
. . - . 

·p J. C ·T O R I A�·L 
includes the following•features :-

' . 
·· -· . � 

" The Reckoning for the W).r.:'--::-:A 
remarkable article, . illustrated with 
s trikina cartoons, contributed by 0 ' 

H. --G. - WEL�S. 
" Kitehenet."-A cal?ital article about 
the man · who is JUSt 'now mairily 

i nstrumental i n  

Making ,British Hisfory� · 
" The Br.utal Bombardment." ...:__ An 
Eyewitnes;'s account of th� barba'rous 
attack . oi1 · ,the · Yorkshi re coast� The 
first full  arid authentic story published. 

Edited. by , . .  ·-

WALTER WOOD. : 
" German Frightfulness ! " -- Remark
able photographs of the scenes of 
desolation wantonly caused by the 

�(aiser's hordes. 

THE GREAT GRIME. 
Two pao·es revealino· how Germany .b b 

had deliberately · planned _' to plunge 
E urope · into a dastardly war. 

O U T  O N  

TUESDAY 
I , 

ONE 

"'-.PENNY 

FOR 

OU� SOLDIE�S AND S�ILORS . 
An Appeal to Readers of " Horner's Penny 'Stori�s. "  

wl� want ��ery brave :s
:
�itish soldier and sailor to 

have a pocket ed1t10n of th� New .Testament, 
aud we appeal to '

our readers to help ·us Jo p�·esent 
c � pies of the Word of God to every brave defender of 
our htnd. ,An illustration of the Pocket Testament wr 
have in mind appcm·s here. It is printed .on India. 
paper, is beautifully illustrated, contains the words 
aml mu;;ic of several excellent hymns, and a guide to 
the way of Salvation. It is published by the Pocket 
Testament League, and ' we are hoping that ev:ery 
brave soldier and sailor who receives · one of these 
Te::;tame�ts will sign the membership card, which is 
a-lso con:tained in the 'restament, a_nd join the League . 
The members promise to read at least one chapter of 
the Bible every day, and to carry a Te�hpnent 'or 
Bible with them wherever they go. 

IE we are to go forward with tllis grand work of 
distributi'ng the Word of God to the brave men of our 
Armv and Navy, we shaH need funds, and we appeal 

-to o�r readers to help us. (1) By themselves giving 
donations toward� this splendid effort.. (2) By col
lecting'from their friends. We shall be glad to recei ve 
large o·r small amounts from our readers, and we will 
send collecting cards to those who are willing to help 
:us. All letters sho.uld be addressed as follows : 
" Pocket Testament," care of HoRNER's PE'KX� 
STORIEs, The Fleet1ray Ho�1se, Farringdon Street, 
London, E.C. 

l'duled a.uu 1-'ul.lnt>iu .. 'U WTckly lot. the 'h·oPrie�h.: .li'le'eiWM.Y' HOUISe, l<'&l·ringdon Street, Loutlon. EnglaUd.' BubscrlptioD, 7s. per annum. 1\ .;, -._ · Saturd�;r; J.u11Ua.ry �Oth, ltlli.i. - Offi.t.:ea, l'lut .Fleetway- Houee, Farriugdon Street, London, E. C. , . A?{ll�! fer Au.etralia.: Gc.rdon & GoLc.D, .Al�!Uuunu�. "'l-UUt:.)'. Aaelaide, BriSbane &Dd Welltngtull, N.Z, �outh Airic&; l'h!! Ccnt•l'();l Newa' Asency, Ltd., c:�.re ToWL . - · · &Dd J ohu.llneEtburg, . N (1, 111 � 

/ 




