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Auther of "“The Phantom Lover,” “A Bachelor Hulm."
“The One Unweanted,” ete.

THIS BEGINS THE STCRY
th Conyers, & demure. coun-
: EN:_’:";'P’”" %u spite of her old-
”l ned rrom!y drcnin,. fa_ visiting
Aionable relatives in London. At
nd. ball she is a disconselate
A Ifower. A handsome young man
:'h Aer to dance and she has to con-
fess the knowa none pf the up-to-
dote ateps. He is Pat Royaton, and
1 ¢s Llizabeth to dance. Her
gobbish aunt and cousin rebuke her,
gt he in only a dancing maoater.
Elirebeth heara her unele, with whom
she made her home in the country,
dead. m;d i; emef’ by' Wailm-
soli ut not v viva-
:z::mrr:mf:try lad, who !ovurger and
ropotcs marr.age in her plight, Bhe
!pfulfl him and determines to po to
London to earn her living by dancin
on o legacy of €100 her g::lc Teft

her. She 1a grudgingly ta in

her aunt. )

AND HERE IT CONTINUVES

#1'd Like Some Smart Clothes'

I8 eres grew anxious; with all his

careful saving, his own capital was
very little mord than a hundred, and
e dreaded lest Elizabeth, with her poor
mowledge of the value of money, should
pe contemplating throwing her legacy

pwey.
vWhat T should really like.'" she said
sgowly, “would be to buy some clothes

—really smart clothes,'  Bhe flushed,
meeting his reproachful gaze. “‘And
then go vight away somewhere—even |f
aly o week or two—and have n real
good holiday. I've never had a real
joliday like other people, only just day
gipe, and—and—going to my aunt's."’

Bhe gave o hﬂrl] "ltl@ lﬂl.l‘h.

w I'm not going to waste it like
lliltt.hnl can tee you think it would be
waste, Walter, o I'm going o teach
myself to earn a living with it,

He ochoed her words, not under-

ding,
..'?Tmih vourself! But rou know how
to cook, how to look after a house, Tt

u were to get somewhere with a nice

mily * * *"

Elizabeth shivered,

“No, thank you: when 1 leave ‘I:rrp

not going te do any more cooking
rrmhousnwork. T'm * * ¢ She hea‘l—
tated, then added with a rush: *‘1'm
going to teach dancing.'’

“Teach--dancing !’ Walter echoed.
#But—how can you? You don't know
these new dances, do you, and they are
all different, aren't they, from the ones
we know?'’

Elizabeth nodded,

“Yes—oh, so different!’"" And she
thought of that dreadful hour during
which she had sat alone on the couch
In the, ballroom, and tried in vain to
ecape from her myriad reflections.
Y89 different !'' she said agaln. *‘But
1'can learn—1 can soon learn, I Know.
Hesald * * ®* wome one told me when
1 was at my aunt's that—that T was
a born dancer, that T could dance like
g foiry. So you see! And every one
wants to learn nowadays, Walter * * *
every onecin London—almost every one
fa t'e world, T should think.'" she added
mguely.

“And—you mean * * * you would go
o Londou * * * alone?"”

"Of courge!’ Elizabeth sounded
braver than sbe felt. **What harm ean
Mppen to me, nned what else can [ do?
My sunt doesn’t want me: I'm too
dowdy and awkward for her."' She
bit her Iip on a puinful memory. *'Oh,
Walter, some dny I'll show her that
I'm not such n bopeless frump after a)l ;
some day-——"'" She Jaughed excitedly.
"](I)h, some day I'll be even with them
. -l'

Bbe had nlmost forgotten that she
was not nlone; her eyes flashed and the
eolor deepened In her cheecks; she was
more thun pretty nt that moment, in
2‘2; of her badly dressed hair and ugly

And a sudden flash of illumination
penetrated the glow braln of the man
who loved hev, and there was n spark
of fire in his eves as he took n quick
step townrd her and laid both hands
roughly on her shoulders, turning her so
that she was forced to look into his eyes.

“'Ellzabeth, if you had never gone to
Tondon would you have murried me?"”

e asked,

Bhe tried 10 meet lils guze, but her
Jds ), and lie saw how her lips trem -
bled when she tried to speak.

“I=Tdon't know * ® * [ ® & &
I don’t understand myself! T can't ex-
plain,'*

He put a hand beneath her chin,
nillgx her downbent head,

“Ellzabeth, s there any one else—
::,’a-?’h" man who—who has cut me

8he managed fo laugh nt that, but it |
was & sbaky Ittle luugh that carried
Bo real convietion,
"Anybody else!'' ghe echoed, **When
1 told you thut nobody wanted to dance
With me—naobody spoke to me, hardly

dred pounds will not keep you for any

mes see him,

nevers touched her heart.

her; his presence hampered and irei-
tated her; yet when she was nlone in
her room her fresl cournge and high de-
termination began to waver,

Bupposing she was a fallure! What
would she do when all her money had
gone and there was no home upon which
to fall back?

And the dread of loneliness and an
unknown future shook her anew. Dur-
ing a wakeful night she declded a dozen
times to write to Walter Bneath and
eay that she had changed her mind, but
when the morning came she knew It
could never be.

Bhe did not love him; she did not
want to be his wife, FEven the vague
teaon of an unknown future were prof-
erable to the monotony which was nll
she would ever find in Dilbury.

Bhe went to see Mr. Junkers the next
day, and told him of her decision,

He listened quietly, the faintest smile
on his lipa before he sald smoothly :

‘'‘My dear child-—do you know that
you are not of age?'’

Ellzabeth flushed.

‘'‘Not of age? My birthday is next
week, and T shall be twenty-one; I can
do wirat I like then.'*

He looked o little nonplussed, and
tried reasoning from another stand-
point,

“It 1s impossible for you to make
Your own way in london; you are not
In the least fitted to battle with - the
world. You must at least consult your
aunt, and see what she says. Bhe is
your only living relative now.""

‘‘SBhe does not want to he bothered
with me,” Elisabeth said proudly, ‘‘and
I do not want to go to her house again.'’

But in the emfahc had to conment to
go. Mr. Junkers went himself to see
Mra, Mason. He told her very strongly
that it was her duty to prevent Ellza-
beth from carrying out her plan.

‘‘She Is snly a child," he satd, “*You
are hep nun‘. ’I have told her that she
n;unt.rome 0" you—at any rate for a
time, .

Mrs. Mason did not want Elizabeth,

“1 cannot afford to keep 'her,'’ she
said plaintively. “I think my brother
behaved very badly in not leaving her
or us any of his money. Why in the
world all that fortune should go to en-
dow some wretehed hospital when his
own relatives are practically in want I
cannot see. He was alwa;l selfish ; he
never cared for any of us."

Mr, Junkers knew the type of woman
with whom he had to deal, He cut her
short,

“*Then T may tell your niece that you
will receive her?'’

‘'For the present: only for the pres-
ent,”’ Mra. Mason said firmly. *'Eliza-
beth must look ¢ut for some work.
Goodness knowe, 1 have worked hard
cnough in my time. 1 suppose, though,
she ll‘n not fitted for anything but house-
work."’

Mr., Junkers smiled.

‘‘She seams to have got mome jdea
In her head that she would like to teach
dancing.”" he sald. -

Mrs, Mason almost screamed,
“Dancing! That girl! She cannot
dance! Bhe has no appenrance. Heav-
ene! Who will to her for lessona?"’
Mr. Junkers shrugged his shoulders,
“‘Perhaps you can perruade her to
change her mund,"" he waid mildly.
“*She's a little fool,'” Mrs. Mason
sald viclously, “'but I IUEWK she will
have to come to me for the time being,
ut mll events.''

80 Flizabeth cane,
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An Unwelcome Guest

Elizabeth went back to her aunt's
nuse on a4 Thursday afternoon, and In
‘wenty-four hours gshe was seeking des-
perately for a means of escape from f{t,
Mrs. Manon received her coldly, mak-
ing it plain beyond a doubt to the gir!
tha® she was not wanted,

It Is as much na I can do to make
both ends meet for myself and Dolly,'*
she maid, *“'If 1T were a rich woman
you would be more than welcome; but
now, naturally, T am anxious to do
everything in my power for my own
child, You must take n post, Ellzn-
beth: it 1a an ordinary thing for girls
who have been well educated to earn
their own living nowadays, and a hun-

length of time."'

1 didn't expeet it to."’ said Eliza-
beth’ helplessly,  *‘Amnd.'" she added,
with a touch of courage. *‘I did nor
want to coma to you at all. Mr, Jun-
kers said I must, and that's the only
reason 1 came,"’

“You are an ungrateful girl,"' Mrs.
Mason said.

She swept ont of the room, leaving
Elizabeth to the tender mercies of a
mald,

body, the whole evening, '
ut he was not satistied, ‘

“"You sald that somehody 1old you
JOu were a born dancer; that some one

Jealous eyes searched her face.
Elizaboth wriggled free of his hands. '
Bbe laughed tremulousiv,  Oh ! she
B, with a Jitele eateh in her voice, |
It wag g dancing master who tojd me |
Bt % % ¢ anly a dancing moster, " 1
But she could feel the suspicion in his [
!.T'_‘:t 81ill, and her angor broke our, |
How absurd you are! (uestioning |
me like this. [ “teld You that nobody |
oked at wme in London." Iler voloe |
- "l only wish they bad,”" she
8dded hoarsely, :
“Ir' hurdly seemed to hear. |
It ¥ou go to London, as you say you |
mean fo do."' he insisted doggedly, *'it |
Wil be the end of everything, ‘1 sball |
Bever see you again.'” . |
f‘_h" laughed. |

And see e, and [ shull come buck here |
=homellmes,'"

_.i! face whitened.

{.]:’Jplt:u You go you will never come |
i distress angered hor even though

:rh' wak sorry for him. Now she knew

: ]at little she had to hope for she was

" ianxlot_\r 0 bofln the life which she |
8 chowen for lierself while she sat

Walting for Walter Sneath to ghow Mr.

unkers out of the house,
hdl With the firet time in her life she |
Illlpﬂr-r come to a wwift declsion, and !

It skhe did not mean 1o change her
:I:Jind; Ehe knew she could never t‘) back |
. the drudgory of o houschold, and
Im:I :‘m sure that she could dance; she
s it It in every nerve of her body
mn before Pat Ttoyston showed her a |
“Il. and now nothing on earth should
eF tirn her from her purpose,
aille l_mrlrnrl pounds would teach her
+ WO necessary for her to know, or
she believed : anil when that had gone
b would earn her own living as he
+ 8nd ns thousands of other men and

romnn were doubtless doing at the pres-
nt e,

m‘\l the buck of lier mind her deter- |
4 Natlon wnx fuintly connected in some
.‘:“9 fashion with Royston, though
o could not huve explained’ in what
I.!- lo wns married, and he had
I Seed her without n look of recognition

Wx esos, onl yot ¢ * * 1 was o
ML of comfurt 1y Xnow raal she meant

one on the second floor. ‘I am to

maid said, rathor apologetically. *'Mrs,
#aid you could dance ltke a falry,"" His | Mnson and Mliss Dolly are going out to

get away.

course vou will! You will come | sheer daintiness.

| bo

b kbt

8he was shown to her room—a small

bring your supper up here, miss,”" the

u danee,”’

She wondered aflterward at the sud-
Jon fAame of eagerness that crorsed the
girl's face, bur it died down quickly,
and  Flzabeth  oniy  eald  quietly:
“Thank you: I am nor hungry."

When she was lefr mlone she looked
round the room despairingly, She waw
not wanted here; If she had been smare
and well dressed and rich she mighe
have found a welcowme: but, as it wan,
her one longlug was to escape,

Rhe ate her supper In solitude, her
mind full of plans by which she could

Diolly had looked into her room for
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to fit herse!f for hin lifée—that she was
Ing to Loondon whera she would, at
‘r;nt. be near bim, and perhaps some-

She was young and romantie, and
Wlltr Sneath, honest fellow, . had

Bhe was glad when at last he Jeft
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SOMEBODY'’S STENOG—Skipped the Old Man

. Registered U, 8,

" THERES TIMES WHEN T TH
~— A AUT MESELF!
FOOL SON OF MINE BACK “To WORK
HERE WHEN T KNOW BLAMED
WELL HE'S WEAK-MIANDED WHEM
IT COMES TO A PAIR OF EVRS
AND A BLOABE HEAD!
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The young lady mcross the WAy
sayn she kaw by the paper that one
of (he blg tinplate companies had

American standard of living is so
high that she supposes there are
very few people who don't ent off
of some kind of chinn.
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PETEY—Silly Stuff
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a few minutes before she went o the
dance i she wore n new frock fhat made
Elizubeth's heart ache by reason of fs

In Lier wildest funcies she had never |
droamerd of anything half so beautifur.
She looked at Dolly almost with rever.
cnee, )

**1 hope you will have a good time,'
rhe sald when her cousin turned to go.

|
Dolly lnughed carelessly, ) |
“I dare say [ whall, but Neil Farmer |

and 1 have quarreledd. [ dare say we
shall make it up again soine day, but

was longing to ask after Pat Roystou,

B ft Lee rathor afrald, [yt could not find the courage. l
: She was still awake when the clock |

struck =, and she heard her aunt ana

Dolly's return from the dance: heara |

Dolly's tired, fretful voice and nher
aunt's sharp reply. '

She was amnzed when presently Dol- |

Iy's valee whispered her name,

‘“‘Elleabeth—are vou awake, Eliza- |

beth?'* Elizabeth sat up in bed,
“Yes,'" she whispered back, ‘'‘ves— !
is anything the matter?"’
I want to talk to you. Do you |
I'I.!m{ It T put on the light%"
‘l.'n.9|

|
Dolly foumd the switeh, and closeq |

the door behing her,

Bhe looked very pale: and tired as
khe wtood there nt the foot of the bed.
There was a pink vose dying in her |
frock, angd her eyes were heavy for |
want of sleep,
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we don’t speak now. 1've got unotlmri

Y. |
“Oh ! sald Elizabeth blankiy, She |
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