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PEGING THE STORY
mother. was killed n o

mm 1T CONTINUES

N we neared the, lltllt.l!.'m. my

father {rritably to stop
and !ﬂl:d tgmlouk cheerful,

Bab rls ery when thoy are taken

l“ he soid impatiently, *'You

& i ou aro brought away.

o

uss ¥
¢ that you might be
L‘p:?.y‘l;lll:r tl}t_her after a seps

sn of five years.

) of my tongue to
was on the tlp O B oe had

"4 whose fault it was 1
t I did not dare!
Fl:lm;‘:‘fb! glt;cdlenll: and stuffed

biny bandkerchiel .“'gﬁ and grumhled
' 2‘:“::5"1-:.1;:117 boxes; he in-
?

he had once been to
e s months with uo lug-
rtmanteau; he asked

win“t‘l‘: d.av';lol hud got in them all,

J

5 v

d any one swear be-
":y"'f.'&f:'ina :{mrcr used bad
in the lold .fl , and I was
“:1(1‘1 dt;l':h yéu’rl; {\:‘l::.t‘c.:

n "
“.tm or.n.u' E?ft:‘r“;ﬂ?wom'n rnnall
.nd 1 won't have them any-
’ London houses nren’t built

-

} ire olve.

Jumber
[ t him in amazement,
' “m:-'-dl:m't we going—home?'' I

(uparded YAEDCITC 110 b echoed teatlly.
L iwhat do you mean by ‘home’? Nascot
b has been let for years, if that's
mean. Whera do you Bsup-
I've got the money from to keep
a at school all this time—how do you
..... 1've managed to exist Tyself?
Al mb with amazement.

| ::d' adouolten told the girls at Misa
:- 's about my l:;:ol.\{hultl home;

orgotten {t—the

*‘ .:ozmr the wlndinﬂ J’“h' in
'S¢ garden; the old box hedges and
! vea of romes,

lt':::md incredible that it was let—

tranger.

.I‘lt:n:v; to ll‘ﬁk who lived there now,
"and §f wo should never gn back any
more—but I was too afral

CHAPTER V .

When we reached London we (oo
another cab, all the luggage was piled
on top, and we drove for what seemed
‘#o me miles and miles! T could not re-

|/

, though I Lnew that my mother

lslul‘omtirnu tnken me with her when
" she went shopping; and I thought it

ugly and depreulug and stuffy.
"'l'cnmd not imagine how the driver
found his way through so many streets
that all looked nlike ; I stared out of the
window with wide eyes.

Gradually the streets grow narrower

the houses less imposing. DPresent-
Iy the cab stopped outside one with a

t of steps that wanted cleaning,
an iron gate that wanted painting.

father opened the door.
ot out,” he sald.

1 obeyed hurriedly, clutching my

wmbrella and an armful of parcels, I
: stood waiting on the hot pavement for

further instructions, while he wrangled

with the cabman over the fare,
1 glanced up at the house timidly; it
ed very tall and Jloornr' it lind

! Venetian blinds drawn La]f-way
down at all the windows that looked
ke significant 1ids drooping over know-

eyes,

e front door stood open, and I
eaught a glimpse of a narrow hall, an
umbrella stand, and a long rack laden
with hats and coats,

My father turned to me sharply and
lio‘ why I was standing there gaping

~hs had got the worst of It with the

eabman, and was shorter-temnpered than
tmual in consequence.
He preceded me up the dirty steps

#nd into the hall. A woman came out
; A door beneath the stairs.

A Bhe stared at e with impudent eyes,

“This {8 wy daughter,”” sold my
fatber shortly. *‘I dare say sho would
like some tea."

“You'd better come upstalrs,’’ sald
the woman, 8he still stared, but Ler
volce was kindly.

Bhe took the umbrella and parcels
from my arms, and led the way up the
linoleumed stairs. .

8he opened & door on the left and
nodded to me to go in,

“This i8 your room,"”’ she said, and
put the umbrelln in u corner and the |
parcels on a table, :

I stood looking round helplessly. The
room was clean, but stuffy—ns {f the |
windows wanted ﬂ|ln.'nhu;: the lee cur-
tins wera starclied till they looked like
paper; the quilt on the small iron bed
was starched, too, and stuck out all
round lilke a petticont; there was a
elock on the mantel shelf with a loud,
altlldp tick, and a candle in n stick on|
the dressing table lad toppled over with |
the heat.

The woman was watching me eurl-
|

Nulg.

"8o you'rs Marjorie Dalrymple, are
you?" she sald interestedly. *‘How old |
are you, pray?

I told hLer fifteen; she raised her
brows,

“Is thot all? Why, vou look seven-
teen, every bit, ¥ dare say your father |
will make yot put your bair up." |

My lips quivered. I was proud of |

bair, which I wore {n two long |
p I.l‘tn tied with black bows, !

don’t. want to put 1t up," I eald
defensively,

Bhe laughed,

“It won't be what you want, 1'm
thlnklt:r." she sald, “‘Teke off your
bat und cone and et n cup of ten."”
ha walked to the door.

B How long are we golng to stay
ere?"’ I asked ax she turned the handle.

Ehn looked buck ut me,

How long? 1t's your home, my
8AT: your futber's lved here for six
months. Iie's got all the Louse, but
weo only use the rooms on this floor,
in be('lrunn‘n'u oprlnslte yours, and the
Ining room's In the front of the house.
h:{ﬂ:"nhthn uhherlro?m at the luu-]li

—uh, well, dare s on'
bear all nhout that Inter on.'’ v '
he went away quickly, as If sbe

ed T meant anking questions, nnd 1
was left alone, &9

M

“You can

L]

CHAPTER VI
“T took off my hat and cont and sat
Wﬂ'f:lil the s d; of the bed, b
L8 Wik to be my home ! I thought
zfil';nlco: House, fts wide lawns and
nding pathe, sud tears welled futo
m’t"”'
Was flve years sines T had seen
}:hhut T bad wever forgotten i, and 1
. that some duy 1 shiould go batk
e to the scenes of my childhoad,
,,,IM one tupped on the door.
ol . snid wmy father's irritable
e "What a time you are!"
the umped up quickly, Hefore I left
-+ rtnho:u 1 opened all the windows whie,
b era seemed no alr at all in Lou-
N and T sighed for the green flelds

country la n L
" N'I.lm;’]r’ nes which surrounded The

high, oak-| b

member ever huving been in London | ¥

deep, cosy armchairs, and & bhan
some case filled with books; a high oak
sideboard, and n dinner wagon with
cut-glass decanters and glasses on the
top sbelf, o '
A was served on a tray—for one!
My father helped himself to a whisky-
and-soda, urln!“thn he was not al-
lowed to drink H
digestion,
drank my tea thirstily; f¢
my drooping spirits. Presently I pluek
up euuu? to ask him who the woman
was wh_o ad rhown me my room,
Bhe's my housekeeper,’’ he informed
me, '‘and does the cooking, and cleans
the rooms. She's & good
Ymrluml not tl;nialurld
“I'm not afrald of any one,” I to
him, with & spurt of eou:ue. 1a
!.Ip laugheg at that.
for you,'" he eald. "'That's
thhnpirltt\?;nnt l;are."
@ watched me interestedly w
finished my tea. v While;3

“I think you'd

woman, really,
of her."

I ter put your hair
HE' ho sald presen “"and wear your
skirts longer, How old are you?"

'l. told him, He half sighed.

I'd forgotten,'” he admitted,
seems 'Iowr than that since you were
I:!orn. ere was n little pause. ‘'Do
you remember your mother?’ he asked
abruptly.

i il

not like to tell him that
most vivid mama? of her was wl:l::
I saw her lying dead on the table n
the dining room, her besutiful ha
H;ng:mnd and nearly reaching to the

“You're very liko what she wan when
We were marrled,’ he sald ruen{ll :

But you haven't got her spirit. Bhe
was all life and laughter. You''—
thero was something contemptuous in
his voice—‘'you're a dreamer,'*

I did not really understand. I went
on munching a piece of cake.

You'll enjoy yourself here it you're
a good gifl,'" my father said presently.

know lots of people. 'There's al-
ways some one in and out. Tomorrow
I'll take you down the West End and

uy you some decent clothes.”*

hat pleased me, as 1 suppose it
would have pleased any one.

I was left to myself for the rest of
the evening.s I spent it unpacking my
boxes, and arranging the things in the
one chest of drawers my room bonsted.
Miss Linnie, the houmﬁaopor. came in
once or twice. She looked at my clothes

crl.ﬂ;nll;‘rl.l
‘You want someth
than thess,' she Fal‘:!.. ing smarter

“Why?'' T asked,

““Oh, wo're very sinart here!™ she
anst_v:red. “Didn't your father tell
rou ?

““He sald he knew a lot of people,
thl:t"thora was always some one in and
out.

She laughed.

“‘Oh, yes, you won't be dulll'® she
admnitted,

8he brought my supper to my bed-
room. *

““Your father's got some gentlemen
eomlnﬁ.
way till you get your new clothes,’” she
sald casually,

I was notbing louth. I was afrald
of straugers, I ate my supper en the
elde of the bed, and then found a book
wlilch kept me amused,

1 suppose It must have been get-
ting on to 10 o'clock when I heurd
what seemed to be quarreling golng
on in the next room—Iloud volices talk-
inm and ur1uln‘: once the wound of
a blow. 1 listened wonderingly, then
with alarm. After a moment I went
softly to the door and opeuned it.

he noise eame from the room at the
back of the house, fnto which I had
not been sliown.

CHAPTER VII

I could distinguish my father's volce
raised {n fear or nnger. My heart be-
gan ta pound In my throat. With sud-
den impulse, I weut forward and opened
the door.

In & moment there was utter si-
lence.

I stood In the doorwany, my eyes
blinded by the glare of light that filled
the room. ‘Then gradually I got used
;u it, and began to dlstinguish ab-
ectn,

The whole room seemed to be filled
with men, most of them in evening
dress, The atmosphere was smoky
and smelt of spirits. In the center
of the room was a long table covered
with green balze,

All this T took In durlng the silence

las rn:f“h” Wwas walting for me on the |

I8 ‘osew senrched me with a satis-

fied ook in
) them, I thought, Lyl
X f”akm]l.v hand on my t-l‘mlfhlur. |Ie, Ilﬂ

in to tea, Tho dining room was
.”" well furnished; there ‘weu several

that greeted my appenrance. Then my
father cuma forward, Tle looked furi-
onsly angry. 1 thought he was going
to strike me,

“How dora you come here?'’ hg ba-
gun, . He Inid a rough hand on 1wy
shonldbr,  **Haw dare you——-""

Hu stopped, Nowe one ¢lse had come
forward end intervened.

““Who s the youngster, Dalrymple?**

T turoed my frightened eyes to the
wpeaker. He was a big, burly man with
n good-natured red foce, amd he wore
f huge diemond stud in the bosom af
his shirt front.

That dinmond faseinnted me. T stared
at it ull the time he was speaking.

The other men had gathered round.
1 seemed to be the center of attrac-
tion,

1 stood there, miserable and fright-
ened. I was wearing a plain serge frock
with n white lace collar, and wy halr
hung iu its heavy plaits on either ghoul-
dor.

“It's my daughter.”" I heard my
father say ungrily, ''She did not know.
8ha only came home from school to-
day., I'll see she is punished——""

The red-faced man interrupted.

**Nonsense !, Bhe hasn't deno any
harm. She looks scared to death as it
fs, What's yaur name, youngster?''

“Marjorie,"" I faltered.

“Well''—he dived in a poeket and
fished up half a crown—""here's some-
thing for you to buy sweets with. Now
cut off Lo bed."’

1 clutehed the eain fn my trembling
hand nnd eseaped thenkfully, The door
shiut hard on my heels. Out on the
landing Miwa Linnle sciged me.

“(roclous  heavens!'' she erled.
“Where have you been?'

1 urluincd ns well as T could,

"I thought tlm{‘uera quarreling,’’ 1
raid helplessly, **What were they doing
in there on that green table?'’ '

Rhe looked at me suspicliously,

“They were playing cards, child,"”
ihe suid at length,

SO 1 suid disappointedly, T
thought it was something wuch more
exciting."'

But it wes exclting enough, as 1
leurned to my cost before I was many
weels older,

My father took me down the West
¥nd the following morning, es he had
promised, and bought me more clothes
than I hud ever hod in wmy lfe. Olothes
quite unsuitable for my nge, had I bot
known it, but clothes which delighted
me—~xllk frocks and eilk stockings, nnd
high-lieeled shoes. T was dazed and
bewildered by the quantities of things
which he ordered,

Afterwurd we went to a halr-
dresser's, and, despite my objection my
hair was ‘‘done up.'

I very nearly wept during the opera-
tion, but afterwurd, when the drewser
et very sart Frenelh womon-—led me
to u mirror und told me to look at my-
self, T could ouly be pleased,

I had grown into & young lady, .u&
I wus ouly fifteen!
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| CAN PUT SOME CROSS
LiINKkS ON THESE SKID CHAINS
AND | CAN VSE THIS MONKEY
WRENCH EVEN IR THE HANDLE
IS BURNT OFF |
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I HATE To SEE THINGS
Like THAT THROWN

AwaY - THMEY'LL (oME
IN HANDY SOME DAY!
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