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Chapter 1.
A FIRST JOURNEY.

Arabdla stood thoughtfully there on that ridge of land, where the brown earth was sudded with
daises and mulleins, the common children of the soil. The sky was a clear gold at the horizon,

and Arabella, gazing thereon, pondered on something she had just heard. She had suddenly
become an heiress. She looked down on her plain, brown frock, at her coarse shoes, and at her
hands roughened by work about the house. She had been the orphan, the charity-child, and now -

Her gaze dowly turned from the golden skies to the house, wherein she had spent her childish
years. It was large, barn-like, of adull, cheerless brown, dtogether bare and uninviting. The glint
of the sun shone upon the attic window of the room wherein she had been lodged. It was the one
spot which she regarded with affection. It represented home. Her eyes rested there now,
wigtfully, with something of longing and of affection. As she stood thus, she heard avoice

cdling and went dowly towards the house. There was Mrs. Chrigtie waiting for her with anew
expression upon her rugged face and alook in the dull eyes asif alight had been suddenly
kindled there.

"Arabella" she cdled, "comein and eat your dinner. Well have to go to the city this afternoon.”

Arabellaglanced at her quickly. Her breasth came fast. She had never been to the city; she had
aways longed painfully to go, since to her it was awonderland. Y et she felt a sudden catch in
her throat. She thought, perhaps, she was going forever, and she remembered vividly, painfully,
her familiar little room, bare and miserable though it was, her one friend, awoolly, brown-haired
dog, and the woods and fields, whither she went in her few leisure hours. She asked, therefore,
with something of agasp in her voice "Not -- not for dways?"

The woman looked at her curioudy as she answered curtly "No, not for dways."

Arabdlawithout further remark followed her passvely into the dining- room, where the table
was laid as usud, with thick, crockery cups, chipped and otherwise unsightly, and where Silas
Chrigtie dready sat, heavy-featured and taciturn, taking no manner of notice of the child. Even
the recent change in her fortunes had excited no apparent interest in him. In the long years of his
residence there he had grown in some sort to resemble those clods of earth upon which he daily
worked during the long, summer months. Of late years he scarcely ever read the daily papers. He
merely exiged. The amount which he made yearly from his farming sufficed to give him arude
sort of comfort. He asked no more.
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With Mrs. Chrigtie it was otherwise. True, she, too, had been dulled by the dreary monotone of
her cheerless existence. But within her smouldered, as sparks amongst ashes, somefire of
imagination, some gleam of her old, girlish enthusasm.

Arabelahad suddenly become to her an object of keen interest, asif agold mine with more or
lesslimited possihilities had been suddenly discovered upon their premises. She began to dream
dreams, redlizing as Arabella had not yet done, the power of wedlth. Long dead visons woke
within her of ablack slk dress, avdvet hat with feathers, and other finery wherewith to dazzle
the neighbors. She had amost given up church, partly for reasons connected with her wardrobe,
though, in fact, the neighbors mostly frequented every other place of worship than the Cathalic.
Stll, the churchward road lay in the direction of many of the homesteads and she saw hersdlf
mentally proceeding there, resplendent. This was her one weakness. Otherwise she was awoman
of unusua and unbending strength of character, which had lent her a certain hardness.

Arabella devoured her share of the boiled beef and potatoes, and the coarse bread, washed down
with water. Then she helped as usual with the dishes, after which she was bidden to go and make
ready for the journey. Her little room had an oddly unfamiliar aspect that day. She looked around
at the rough, unpainted washstand and chairs, the dedl table, and that rudely-contrived recessin
the corner for her clothes, hidden by afaded curtain.

She proceeded presently to that receptacle, after the other preliminaries of her toilet, and took
down her best jacket and skirt. They were of anondescript color, and scarcely less shabby than
the brown frock she was wearing. She surveyed them with complacency, however, her untrained
eyefalling to note their deficiencies. As she dressed, she regarded affectionately her few

treasures -- two or three colored prints cut out of a Christmas newspaper and stuck upon the wall;
acardboard box with a glass cover, enshrining arose, which had been a birthday gift from Mrs.
Chrigtie, and abook of fairy tales. Thislatter had created for her an entire new world, to which
she compared people, things and events.

She had scarcely completed her costume by an ugly and unpicturesque het, trimmed by Mrs.
Chrigie's unskillful hand, when she heard the latter's voice cdling her at the foot of the Sairs.

She gave one last ook about the room, as though she were bidding it farewell, and then ran down
to join her travelling companion. Mrs. Chrigtie was quite pae with emotion, and, to Arabella's
eyes, quite resplendent in an old-fashioned costume of dark green serge. As the two were about
Setting out, Trot, the brown spanidl, came legping and barking about Arabella, supposing that she
was going for aramble in the woods, and that he was to be of the party.

"You go and put that dog in the barn," ordered Mrs. Chrigtie sharply, and Arabella, cdling the
dog after her, ran round the side of the house, and stooping down to pet the woolly head and bid
her favorite good- bye, she shut the deceived and disappointed animal into the outhouse, whence
his dismd whines and scratching at the door pursued Arabdla until she was actudly off the
premises. Asthe travdlersfindly started, Silas Christie, heavy-eyed and ponderous, stood in the
doorway looking after them, and taking the pipe from his mouth to cal out aword or two of
warning.
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"Dont take the wrong train, mother," -- thiswas his familiar name for hiswife -- "and don't you
get lost down to thecity.”

To these unnecessary ingructions Mrs. Christie vouchsafed no reply, only throwing back a
hurried "Good-bye," to her husband, and saizing her saichd in one hand and holding Arabela by
the other, she hastened down the road.

They arrived at the station nearly an hour too soon for the express which was to convey them
into the city. Scarcely anyone had as yet gppeared, and the two sat down forlornly, very close
together, and feding more in sympathy than they had ever been before. A sense of blark
desolation, in fact, came over them, chilling the pleasant glow of anticipation. When, at ladt,
however, the station began to fill with hurrying feet, and an acquaintance or two, who were
Setting out for the great journey, and seemed undisturbed by the circumstance, threw them a
friendly greeting, their spirits began to rise.

With onelast bound of the heart, Arabella behdd the huge, puffing, gleaming, monster coming

up out of the distance, and redlized that she was really going upon ajourney. She cast afarewel
look around upon the road by which she and her companion had lately come, upon the fields and
the trees, browning now and turning to the sere and yellow under the touch of autumn, and then
she was hurried aboard. There had never been any remarkable sympathy between her and Mrs.
Chrigtie, but oh, how profoundly thankful she fdt that that strong and sdf-reliant personage was
with her. It was tolerably clear, moreover, from the strong grip of the other's hand,that she fully
shared this sentiment.

Once comfortably seated, however, on the plush-covered seets, which appeared very magnificent
to Arabdlla, with ther valise and other impedimenta, in the shape of asmal hand-bag and
umbrdla, securely bestowed, they began to look around them with something like cheerfulness

of soirit. Thiswas il farther increased by the Sght of their neighbors and acquaintances,

likewise comfortably ensconced, and smiling recognition at them.

Arabdlafarly thrilled when she heard the parting whigtle, awild shriek from the engine, and the
conductor's stentorian "All aboard!" Then the first movement was apparent -- very dowly at fird,
then quicker, the train began to move out of the sation. One by one the familiar objects
disappeared, and in avery brief interval of time, as the locomotive drew the cars upon their
steaming, unsteady course, Arabdlla, with atremulous joy, more than half awe, experienced the
delights of travel.

Chapter 1.
ARRIVAL IN THECITY.

The light faded dowly out of the sky, the landscape grew dim, and the train sped on through the
darkness. Mrs. Chridtie, imitating the nonchaance of her neighbors, settled her head back upon
the velvet cushions, and, wearied by her early risng and the unwonted excitement of the day, fell
into a doze. But Arabelalooked out with strained, eager eyes into the gloom, striving now and
again to catch some object, and thinking wonderful thoughts. She scarcely noticed the passage of
time until a last the occasiond groups of lights, denoting some town or village, began to grow
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numerous and concentrated, and once more, with a quick beating of the heart, Arabellafdt that
the city was ne=r.

As she saw the passengers beginning to collect their smdl bits of luggage and to re-arrange their
costumes, she felt thet her surmise was correct, and she touched Mrs. Christie upon the arm. The
latter started up, confused for the moment, and uncertain of her whereabouts, while the train
thundered on through the tunnel, and the brakeman, hurrying through the cars, announced:

"New York."

That was athrilling moment, though with Arabellathe awe just then predominated over the joy.
She clung closgly to her companion, as the latter summoned to her aid dl her native energy.
Together they threeded their way through the dizzying crowds. One of their acquaintances, the
son of aneighboring farmer, who by reason of his business as a commercid traveller was held in
great repute, advanced to Mrs. Chrigtie, inquired with kindly interest as to her destination, and
meade an offer, which was eagerly accepted, to put them both on board the cable car. This, he
explained, would take them to their very door. He carried his solicitude so far asto give a
friendly hint to the conductor, who promised to look after the two women.

They were a quaint and somewhat forlorn-looking pair in their countrified costumes, both of
which had been resurrected and bore evident marks of being months behind the fashion. Of this
they were thus far happily unconscious. The cable car pursued its way along Forty-second Street,
turning downwards at Third Avenue. The noises seemed deafening to Arabella, the crowds
terrifying. She glanced, from time to time, a Mrs. Chrigtie, who sat bolt upright, never moving a
muscle, and looked asif she were undergoing aterrible ordeal. When they had gone a few blocks
down Third Avenue, the conductor, jerking the bell, cried:

"Hereyou arel"

To this address no one responded, but each began to look at his neighbor to know for whom it
was meant. At last the functionary, striding towards the two unconscious women, informed them,
with acertain gruff kindness, that "here was thelr street.”

The passengers descended and stood looking helplesdy about them. The car sped on itsway, and
Mrs. Christie said to Arabdlla

"My sder livesin that street, quite close to the corner.”

But which corner? They surveyed each one in turn. On one corner was a thriving grocery, and
next door to it atall tenement. On another a big department store, extending nearly haf the block
and closed for the night. A third was aliquor store with ared light burning at the door and
sounds of revery from within, which caused the two women to turn away. The fourth was a
amdl and dingy dweling, which somehow |looked more encouraging.

"l guessit'sthe second door after that,” Mrs. Christie exclaimed. "Let's try it, anyhow.” They
both brightened up at the bare prospect that this might be their destination, and paused in front of
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asmal gructure, the lower story of which conssted of a bright-looking fruit shop. Therein they
found a clean and civil German woman, and with her aid discovered that the number over the
door, obscured by the darkness, corresponded to that which Mrs. Christie had inscribed upon a
dip of paper. Therasy and benignant mistress of the shop further informed them that the
Fraulein Norris lived upgtairs, and came out to show them a nelghboring door and anarrow
dtaircase, which led to her quarters.

Mrs. Chrigtie thanked her cordidly, and following the given directions, mounted a pair of clean
and freshly-painted stairs, covered with a bright- colored jute carpet. They presently found
themsdlves at a door, and quite unacquainted with the use of the dectric bell indicated by the
button at the side, Mrs. Chrigtie braced hersdlf for action. She had aready recovered much of her
resolute and energetic bearing, and as Arabella hung in the background she knocked loudly at the
door.

There was no answer at al for amoment or two, and Arabellas heart began to sink. she felt that
if thiswere thewrong place, and if they were redly lost in the wilderness of the grest city, she
could not go out again into that darkness, now and again relieved as it was by those glaring
lights, or that sllence dternating with hideous clamor. Suppose, thought she, thet there was no
Miss Norris here, or that she was even more formidable than Arabella, until this memorable day,
had held Mrs. Chrigtie to be. The prospect was terrifying.

Moreover, the girl, strong as she was, began to fed utterly weary. Unwonted excitement isa sure
cause of fatigue, and the emotions of the day had been so many and varied asto produce a
complete exhaugtion and an amost paralyzing numbness She had dso egten less than usud in

the hurry of departure, and felt both hungry and wesk. In her present mood Arabellawas
convinced that she hated the big city, with its noise and its jostling crowds, and amost wished
hersdf back in her little attic room, with the quiet sense of freedom and security which she
enjoyed when the elder people had retired and she was @ liberty to digpose of her time as she
saw fit, provided only that she did not burn more than her dlotted piece of candle.

Those few moments of suspense were dtogether the most trying of the day. It seemed asif the
door would never be opened. She was sure that if Mrs. Chrigtie's Sster were not there, or should
refuse to receive them, that she must let fal from her tired eyes those tears that were gathering
there, and St down in utter weariness upon the stairs, powerless to go farther. So far, however,
with the sdlf-control which adverse circumstances had engendered, she had given no outward nor
visble sgn of her inward discomposure.

Her companion was disturbed by no such apprenensons. She knew that she had the number and
the street right, having copied them from her relative's own letter, and she knew her sister. Her
only fear pointed to the chance that the latter might have been absent, and had not received the
letter announcing their arrival. Her anxiety awakened by this conjecture, she pounded with il
more vigorous knuckles upon the door. There was no mistake about the quality of the knock. It
echoed and re- echoed within; it resounded down the gairs. At last the two wayfarers began to
hear responsve sounds from within.
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In the firgt place, the mewing of a cat, which sounded precisdly asif it were answering the
summons, and caused Arabellato fed like laughing hystericaly. In the second place, the
opening of some inner door, adigtinct noise as of frizzling, and lastly a curious sound of
shuffling feet hastily gpproaching, which caused the girl's heart to beat more quickly and her
pulses amogt to throb. She knew not what she was going to see.

Next ingtant the door was thrown wide open, and Arabella stared with adl her might & the
angular little figure which presented itsdf upon the threshold, and the like of which the girl
thought she had never seen before.

As shedrew in her breath sharply, however, and stood far back againgt the wall, it became
apparent to her that their wanderings were over, and that they were at least secure of anight's
lodging and a place to rest their weary bones. For thisiswhat she saw and heard.

Chapter I11.
MRS. CHRISTIAN'S SISTER.

Upon the threshold stood the tiniest, the whitest, the quaintest-looking woman imaginable. Her
hair was snow-white, and fastened in aknot at the top of her head, whence descended, on either
sde, abunch of curls. Her face was of a deadly paeness, enlivened by the gleam of apair of
bright brown eyes. Her costume was for the moment al of awhite, Snce alarge linen apron,
long-deeved and high-necked, enveloped her completely. Somehow, the gpron and the curls
presented an incongruous appearance. Arabella thought at once of adoll she had seen at a bazaar,

springing on wires.

But the glance of the brown eyeswas quick, vivacious, above dl kindly; and Arabellawas
reassured even before she heard the cordia welcome uttered in a small, chirping voice, which
seemed to proceed as from an automaton. She flew at her tall Sster, who stood tiff, straight and
embarrassed,being quite unaccustomed to demondtrations of any sort. Y et therewasagrim
kindlinessin her expression such as Arabellahad never perceived there before.

"Well, sger,” piped the chirping voice, "it's good to see you again, and in my own home, too;
my tiny, littte home. And whao's that behind you? Why, of course, it's Arabella, whom | never
have seen, but of whom I've often heard. Come, Arabella, and give me akiss"

The girl so addressed, and to whom such an invitation had never before been extended, did not
respond to the invitation, but stood twisting her fingers and shifting from one foot to the other.
The little woman, with alight, pleasant-sounding laugh, darted & her and kissed her with so
much cheery kindliness that the tears Sarted to Arabellas gray eyes. From that time forward the
two were the best of friends.

"And now come in, both of you. Here | am keeping you both standing, and | am sure you are
tired most to death, and chilled, and famished for something to eat.”

Asthe travelers crossed that hospitable threshold their nogtrils were met by the most savory and
delightful smells proceeding from the kitchen, which made Arabella, at leadt, redize how very
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hungry she was. The frizzling sound, much louder now, was clearly from the same source, and
the hogtess, bidding them take off their things, first there in her parlor, rushed bresthlessy back
to the culinary tasks which their arrival had evidently interrupted.

Arabella, as she followed Mrs. Chrigtie's example and removed her hat, coat and gloves,
surveyed the gpartment. It was so smdll that, after the barn-like spaciousness of the Christie
homestead, it resembled atoy, or abox from which had just popped out the kind little woman.
Tiny as was the room, however, it contained a sofa and two big arm-chairs, the latter before a
miniature fire-place, full, just then, of glowing cods. Curtains of some heavy, but bright-colored
materid shut out the darkness. A drugget of warm red, which appeared superfine to Arabella, but
which was in fact of the coarsest and most ordinary description, covered the floor. A few prints,
likewise of the most cheerful hue, adorned the walls. An air of cosy comfort pervaded
everything. Then, for the firg time, the impresson of home was borne in upon her mind. The cat
came rubbing againg them as they warmed themselves at the fire, and looked up at them with
big eyesthat gleamed like amber in the fire-light. It dmaost seemed to the girl's excited fancy as
if thisanima were the genius of the place.

After abrief interva the voice of the little woman summoned them into the adjoining gpartment.
Sheinquired if they would like to "wash somefirst" before seeting themsalves at the table.

"I guess we would like to wash our faces and hands,”" agreed Mrs. Chrigtie, "to get some of that
train soot off."

She looked at Arabella as she spoke, and added, laughing:
"That childs most as black asanigger.”

Miss Norris ushered them into a pair of tiny little rooms, not much bigger than the cabin of a
ship, but with thet dl-pervading air of comfort and cleanliness which penetrated Arabdlawith a
new ddight.

"Thisisyour room, my dear," sad the little woman, leading her thither and giving her akindly
pressure of the hand. "1 hope you'l be able to fit in the bed. It's so very smdl.”

Their ablutions being speedily made, the two were presently summoned to supper. The daintiest
little table, that might have come up from fairyland, stood in the center of this second room, with
its carpet of bright green, wherein flowers of various sorts grew at random. The tablecloth was of
snowy white; in its center was a New Jerusalem cherry, with its festive- looking berries. A
Japanese tea-service arranged upon a silver tray appeared to Arabellavery much like those things
of which she had read in her fairy book. The cutlery and plated spoons were immaculately clean
and polished.

At the end of the table was adish of ddlicioudy browned and il frizzling sausages. Arabella

did not know what they were, the food a home being al of the more solid and heavy variety,
suited to Silas Chrigtie's gppetite. Hence this homely, but appetizing dish was quite new to her,
and the more relished in her present hungry condition. They were supplemented by fried potatoes
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and afew dices of cold tongue, purchased from a neighboring ddlicatessen. Arabdlla, with the
hedlthy gppetite of thirteen, sharpened by the journey, presently overcame dl shyness and did
judtice to those crisp and delicious morsels, which Miss Norris had cooked to perfection. After
these were removed the hospitable hostess produced a steaming dish of pancakes, fresh from the
griddle, with plenty of syrup and hot coffee. This last was a beverage which Arabella had never
before tasted. With abundance of boiled milk and sugar, it tasted to her like the nectar of the
gods. Mrs. Chrigtie wasin no way behind her young companion in doing justice to the viands.
When her sster gpologized for the want of variety, the worthy woman interrupted with her
habitud truthfulness.

"It's many ayear, Alicia, snce | tasted anything so good, and | don't believe Arabellaever did in
her wholelife. So there!™

Supper over, the dishes were washed up, afunction in which both guests, being well accustomed
to work, took a share, despite the remonstrances of their hostess. There was a brief interval after
that, during which Arabella was ensconced in one of the big arm+chairs near the parlor fire,
listening to her elderstak. The cat, after reconnoitering cautioudy, legped into Arabellas lap and
coiled hersdf up luxurioudy. Mrs. Chrigtie sent her companion to bed early, however, declaring
that she must be tired out, and wouldn't be good for anything next day. It was when Arabellawas
donein her little room that she fully redized the strangeness of her surroundings.

Shelay quite il in that little bed, which fitted her as closdy, dmogt, asif shehad beenina
box, and which was snowy white and soft as down, and into which Miss Norris had tucked her
with a good-night kiss. And lying there thus, she listened to the roar of the dectric trains rushing
by, and the ceasdess din of the thoroughfare, and looked at the dectric light, which seemed to
her so wonderful after the pitchy darkness of night in the country, shining in through the figured
curtains of chintz upon the window. Gradually the noises became indistinct to her ears, the lights
began to grow blurred and faint, and she forgot her wonder, her delight, and, in fact, dl her
rapidly succeeding impressions, in a sound and dreamless deegp, whence she awakened with a
gart, and in the manner heresfter to be described.

Chapter IV.
THE EXCHANGE OF CONFIDENCES.

Mrs. Chrigtie, tired as she was, remained up an hour or so later than Arabella, chetting with her
sder before the fire, that was congtantly replenished with shovelfuls of cod. She, too, like her
young companion, enjoyed the rest, the quiet, so foreign to her ordinary laborious and drearily
monotonous existence, though she did not yield hersdlf thereto with the same completeness as
did Arabdlla. Habit was too stirong for her, and during her brief vist she was perpetually looking
about for something to do. However, on that first night of her arrival she permitted herself the
untroubled enjoyment of the arm-chairs the stillness -- within doors, a least -- which the noises
of the thoroughfare only accentuated, and her sister's society. Having ascertained, by tiptoeing to
the door, that Arabellawas really sound adeep, she proceeded to gve Alicia, in her own terse
and forcible way, the chief pointsin Arabellas history. These were dmogt entirely new to Miss
Norris, who had been aware only in agenerd way that her Sster had adopted an orphan.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



ARABELLA

"Yes" sad Mrs. Chridtie, "we got her from the Sisters when she was little more than a baby. She
didn't know anything about that. | guess you remember when that was -- near thirteen years ago."

Aliciaagreed that she did.

"Well, there ain't much moreto tell concerning that part of it,” Mrs. Chridtie declared. "She lived
with us ever since. When she got big enough she heped with the work."

"Did you ever find out who she was?"

"Well," answered Mrs. Chridtie, "the Ssters were most sure she had some rich relations because
of alocket and ring that were left with her, and afew linesin writing. The jewelry wasto
identify her, if ever she was wanted. Mr. Chrigtie, he never believed that anyone would come
after her. He dways said he guessed somebody was well rid of her.”

"And did anyone ever come?* Aliciainquired, eagerly. The little woman had in her composition
astrong flavor of romance, and she was dways weaving stories to hersdf therein her tiny
rooms, as fairies weave beautiful fabrics out of sunbeams.

"I'm coming to that!" declared Mrs. Chridtie, settling hersdf comfortably in her chair, "Buit firdt |
must tell you, the Sisters bound me to bring up the child a Cathalic.”

"Why, of coursel" Alicia assented.

"W, it was not so very easy,” Mrs. Chrigtie said, shifting uncomfortably in her chair and
unwilling, just then, to meet the bright, dark eyes that were fixed upon her.

"Y ou couldn't have brought her up anything else, dear,” piped Alicia, "since you were a Catholic
yoursdlf, and such a good one, when we went to the Sisters school long ago.”

Mrs. Chrigtie's face took on something of defiance, though her dull eyes softened, too, as she
remembered the days when she used to take her little sprite of asister by the hand and proceed to
the school near the church.

"Oh, then it was easy enough,” she answered, "but when | married Silas Christie he wasn't a
Cathalic. | thought at the first go- off it would be kind of easy to make him one. | tried, but it
didn't work worth a cent. He ain't nothing in particular now."

"But aslong asyou are" Aliciainterposed, mildly.

Mrs. Chrigtie Sighed.

"WEell, to tell you the honest truth," Mrs. Chrigtie said, "the church isfar off, and I've got lots of
work to do on Sunday morning, and -- and Silas didn't care very much about seeing me go there.

Mogt of hisfolks are Methodigts, and there ain't no Catholics around except afew farm hands
and such like, and 0 --"
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She paused. Alicias quaint little face was puckered and the big tears faling from her eyes.

"Oh, ager,” she cried pitifully, "don't you remember the jewd we used to talk about, the bright
jewd of faith that the teacher told us we were never to let grow dim?"

Mrs. Chrigtie turned upon her, irritated by her remonstrance and by the sharp pang of
remembrance which shot through her heart.

"It's easy for you, Alicia," she cried, "that ain't got any husband or people-in-law to interfere with
your afairs”

"I know, | know, dear," Aliciaanswered, "it was hard. But what about the child?'

And the little woman hedtily dried the tears which she saw were aggravating to her sster, while
Mrs. Chrigtie, momentarily ignoring the question, continued her sdlf-judtification.

"l an't goin' to say nothin' about the daily nag, nag, that went on for close upon seven years, until
| stopped my church-going 'most dtogether. When there was talk about adoptin' a child, the
Sders, as| told you, indsted that it must be a Catholic, and | inssted, too. | jest kicked up my
hedls and fought it right out with Silas. 'Silas,’ says| to him, 'if that baby girl comesto this house
it's got to be a Cathalic, and agood one, too; not the sort that you've made of me."

"And then?' inquired Alicia

"l told him right off thet if ever he went for to interfere with Arabellas religion, why that minute
I'd take her back to the Ssters. Wdll, Silasisthe sort of man, if once he agreesto anything it'sal
right. I can trust him. So I've done my best with the girl, and | sent her to a Catholic schooal,
though it's a poor one, where she can't get much schooling. It'sjest kept by an old woman in the
village. And | sent her to church and Sunday schooal right straight dong.”

Aliciagrasped her hand.

"That was so good of you, dear,” she whispered. "Y ou kept the jewd of her faith bright,
anyway."

"Yes, and Arabella, she'sa Catholic dl right enough. She loves her church, and she can talk
about it like abook, once she gets started.”

Aliciawas ddighted with thisintelligence for she had known very wdl that her Sger's

Cathalicity had wavered and grown dim in the years of her married life. She hersdlf was staunch
in the faith, and had gtriven hard to indtill it into those pupils who were put into her chargein a
neighboring parochia school. Just as she had retained a greater refinement of speech and manner
than her Sgter, so had she practised in her daily existence the teaching of the Sisters. She was,
therefore, very much pleased to hear that the poor little waif whom the Christies had adopted had
been brought up, asfar as possble, achild of the church. She did not, however, inast further just
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then upon the subject of religion, but began to ask if any further information had ever been
received about Arabellas parentage.

"Why, to be sure," answered Mrs. Chridtie, "and that's jest what brought me to town."

Chapter V.
ARABELLA OVERHEARS

Alicids eyes were aglow with interest. Their expresson said more than awhole volley of
questions, while Mrs. Chridtie, settling hersdf more comfortably in her chair, pursued her
narrative.

"Well, everything went on jest the same till aaweek ago Tuesday. Then, jest as| was fussn’
round with a squash pie | was gettin' into the oven, in comes alittle man, sort of smart and
dapper lookin'."

Aliciawaited breathlesdy.
"He walked right into the kitchen, where | was standin’ with my handsin the flour, and he began

to talk about Arabdla He beat around the bush some, and seemed as if he warn't too anxious to
come out with what he had to say, until | up and told him to spesk right out. He asked me

Arabdlas name. 'Chrigtie,’ says|. 'She ain't your daughter,’ says he. 'No," says|, 'sheain't. 'And,

says he, 'her nameain't Chrigie™
"'She hain't got any other that | know of,' says 1. 'We're comin' to that,' says he.

"Wll, do you know that | felt kind of squeamish when he said them words, for the girl's a good
girl, as girls go, and we've got used to her."

Alicianodded, her eyesfull of tears.

""You got her," said he, reading out of a notebook which he took from his pocket, 'on the 29th day

of October, 18--, from Sser Mary Peter.’

"Well, | had to own up that we did, and the fellow went on reading. He said that they'd got there
adescription of the clothing that had come with the child, and which were in my keeping except
one or two things that the Sisters had kept for the purpose of identifyin' her. When he asked me if
| had got them clothes, | made answer that | had them that didn't wear out in the natural course of
things. He asked then, cautious like, if I'd got any bit of jewdry, and after hemmin' and hawin' a
litle | owned that I'd alocket. He wanted to know if there were any markson it, and at last | told
him that there were three, A. R. A., which made me cdl the girl ‘Arabdla’ He laughed at that,
and then he told me that he had some good news for the girl, and like as not for me, too, and that
wed hear from him in aday or two. | didn't ask him any more questions, for it ain't my way to
pry into other folks consarns."
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"And you didn't find out what the good news was?" the little woman inquired, with glistening
eyes and bated breath. "Why, the child might be -- anybody."

"Well, we found out a good ded more since then," Mrs. Chrigtie declared, shortly, asif the news
were not dtogether pleasing to her. It ssems that the girl's father had married againgt his father's
consent, and both himself and his young wife had died when their baby was only afew months
old. The neighbors, not knowing what to do with the infant, sent it off to the Foundling Asylum
with the clothes and the locket and some writing, to tell dl they knew about the business. Well,
the grandfather, when he found he was goin' to die, got sorry for what he/d done, and made a
will, leaving abig pile of money to that there child, provided it was till livin' and could be

found. Detectives got on to the story, and they traced Arabellato our house, and it seems she's
got folksright herein New Y ork, big bugs over on Fifth Avenue.”

Aliciadrew in her breath sharply. Her face was aglow. All the romance of her nature was up and
adir.

"And her name aint Arabdlaat dl," added Mrs. Chrigtie, "though Arabdlal'll cal her aslong as
| have anything to do with her."

"lan't it wonderful!” cried the little woman. "Isnt it just like Stories we reed?"

"Well, | don't know as| ever read astory like that,” Mrs. Christie dissented. "I ain't much of a
reader, anyway, and | don't hold much with stories. Trash, they mostly is."

"And Arabdlaisredly rich? An heress?'
"Yes, jest about that. She's got ahegp of money and alot of rich relations.”

Mrs. Chrigtie relgpsed into silence after she had said that, her ordinarily dull face expressive of
some powerful emation.

"And how did you fed when you heard everything?' the Sister asked.

"Well, | was kinder set up at first,” Mrs. Christie acknowledged. "It was most asif afortune had
been left to mysdlf, and | began to think of things the money might get for me and for the house.”

"Oh!" said Alicia, asif she were disgppointed.

"Then," continued Mrs. Chridtie, "I began to remember that shed got them rich relations, who
would most likely take her away, and --" She stopped, Saring into the fire, while her Sster
watched her eagerly.

"l jest wish they wouldn't,”" she declared.

"Because of the things?" the little woman asked in alow voice; then, impulsively laying her hand
on her sgter'sarm, "Surely not on account of the things?"
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"No," replied Mrs. Chrigtie, "though it's naturd that 1'd hanker after them. But it ain't that, Alicia
Itantthat."

Alicia brightened up.

"It'skind o' lonesome down to the old place now. Silas Chrigtie's beginnin' to put on the old man
and he never was very lively a the best of times, and | ain't asyoung as | used to be, and | hate

grangers round. Arabella, she'sagood girl, and I'm fond of her, and | don't want to see her go

away. So there"

She ended up defiantly, her rugged face working, and a sudden burst of tears -- the first she had
shed in many years -- shaking her stony composure as a storm shakes the trees of the woods.

Aliciawatched her in slence, wiping away sympeathetic tears from her own eyes, and when the
outburst of grief had spent itself she threw two little arms around her big Sster's neck.

"l dways knew you had akind heart, Cathering," she said, "though you never were one to show
your fedings.”

And as Catherine Chrigtie wiped her eyes and sniffled, striving by every meansto regain her
composure, and as Alicia smiled through her tears like the sun through a snow mist, and gulped
and tried to speak, and gulped again, neither of the two was aware that that little scene had had a
spectator, who was likewise an auditor.

Arabella, waking suddenly, bewildered by her strange surroundings, got out of bed in her long,
white night dress, with her brown hair in atowded mass on top of her head, and stole into the
adjoining room. There she clearly perceived the two women sitting before the fire, and as she
gradudly began to redlize who they were and where she was, she caught the sound of her own
name. Almos involuntarily she stood, a fascinated listener, hearing with wonder and amazement
the strange tale concerning her which Mrs. Chrigtie unfolded. Until that moment, she vaguely
knew that she had fdlen heir to some money left by somebody, and had not at dl redized that
with the fortune she had come into possession of rich relations.

Her astonishment gave place to awe when she beheld the most wondrous sight of dl -- Mrs.
Chridtie crying, and the little woman wiping sympeathetic tears from her own eyes. Hitherto she
had dways believed that grown people never cried, and least of dl, Mrs. Christie. Moreover, the
sight touched a new and strange chord in her own kindly and generous nature, and she was
deeply touched to hear the woman say that she would be lonesome for her, Arabella. For her,
too, those tears were faling.

It marked anew erain her life, and the impression thus made upon her she never logt. Shefelt for
the firgt time that someone redlly cared, and this knowledge had an important influence upon her
future course of action. She did not, however, let the others know of her presence, but crept back
to bed. There her attention was divided between the strange and unaccustomed noises without
and the thrilling story she had heard. She repested over and over to hersdlf, as she lay awake, "I
won't go to any rich rdations. No, | wont. I'll stay with her, if she wants me."
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And 0 resolving, she fell adeep, only to be awakened, next time, by the flood of morning
sunshine which came sreaming into her room through the chintz curtains. She thought for a
moment she was dreaming, so oddly did the strange medley of noises, induced by the bustle of
the thoroughfare, intensified now with the coming of day, break upon her ears. Amongst them
al, however, she presently heard Alicias chirping voice in the adjoining room, excaming: "Oh,
gder, let the child deep aslong as she can. It will do her good, after the fatigue of the journey.”

To which the curt, dry tones of Mrs. Christie responded:

"Alicia, you'd spoil Arabdlain jest about aweek. Why, she ain't never dept after Sx o'clock in
her life"

Then Arabellaremembered everything, and lost no timein getting up and dressing as quickly as
possible. She went out into the dining room, where she was presently regaled with some of that
ddicious beverage now known to her as coffee, golden brown and piping hot, some buttered

toast and crigp bacon. The little woman waited upon her asif she had been a princess, and solely

from the goodness of her own heart, and in her ddight at having a guest. These attentions were
prompted by no other motive. A word here, alittle act there, added to the comfort of both
vigtors, but especidly to that of thelittle girl. Never in her life before, nor in her many after
vicisstudes, did Arabdlaenjoy amore ddightful experience than during her say in those
quarters over a shop, within a one's throw of noisy, over-crowded Third Avenue.

Chapter VI.
A SHOPPING EXPEDITION

On the following morning, after breskfast, the first question mooted was that of vigting the
shops. "I've got to get Arabellaadress," Mrs. Chrigtie declared, "and a hat and shoes as well,
before | take her to see her folks."

Arabdla shivered a the mention of "folks" though with the reticence which her londly,
unchildlike life had engendered, she made no alusion to what she had overheard. Mrs. Chrigtie,
too, felt oppressed by the dreaded orded before her of "facing the folks,” and the little woman
was heartily in sympathy with her fears.

"We must make Arabdllalook aswell as possible” she agreed, "and the Third Avenue shops
won't do. Well have to go over to Sixth Avenue, or even Broadway. Of course, things will be
more expensve there, but we must manage.”

"There ain't much need of managing,” laughed Mrs. Chrigtie. "The lawyer gave me a cheque for
present expenses.”

Alicias eyes opened wide.
"How much?' sheinquired.

"Two hundred."
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"Two hundred!"

"Yes" answered Mrs. Chridtie, with her grim smile. "1 never handled so much money in my born
days, and Arabella, she hasn't ever had more'nanickd a atime."

Arabella, hdf stupefied, unable to redlize, to understand, listened to this conversation vaguely.
When the trio were about ready for the sart, Aliciacalled her sister aside.

"Dear," she sad, "I've got alittle money saved. | redly don't need it now, and you'd better buy a
new bonnet before you go with Arabellato see her people.”

Mrs. Christie hesitated. Long ago in the olden days, before she had married Silas, when she was
afine, srapping girl, much admired by some of the loca youth, she had been very fond of finery.
Thistaste had survived in an active form during the first years of her married life, but it had soon
been rendered inoperative by the rigid economy of Slas Chrigtie. Beauty in the matter of dress
did not appeal to him. Vague, shadowy gleams of this old desire had, however, remained in the
shape of dreams that arose a times and haunted her imagination, and which had sprung up into
renewed strength with the suggestion of wedth for Arabella Amongst these dreams was a velvet
hat with along feather. That would most certainly make an impression upon Arabdlasfolks, and
she did fed that her present head- gear was scarcely suitable to the occasion. Her shrewd
common sense, however, suddenly reasserted itself.

"Alicia," she answered, "you keep your money. It's better for her folks to see a once what kind
of peoplethe girl'slived among, and | guess they won't care what sort of a hat I've got on."

This sllenced Alicia, who secretly had to admit that her Sster was right, though she was not quite
convinced, and would have dearly liked to send her off to the dread encounter clad in new attire,
for the little woman's eyes were sharp and observant, and she knew that the hat which Mrs.
Chrigtie wore was far from being in the latest fashion, and that its trimmings were somewhat
faded and inclined to tawdriness.

To Arabdlait was an exciting moment, when she was actualy setting forth to buy new clothes,
She had ayoung girl's naturd desire for pretty things, though, indeed, her experience was so
limited that she was only vagudly aware that her attire was of an extremely ancient cut, and
panfully home-made in gppearance. She put on her hat, happily unconscious that it was amost
as many years behind the styles as that of her protectress. Miss Alicia, too, looked quainter than
ever after she had arrayed hersdlf in atrim little suit of gray, with atoque to match, which fitted
her surprisngly well and had quite a smart appearance. For the first time, Arabella, glancing
from her costume to that of Mrs. Christie's, and thence to her own, felt something like doubt.

When they went forth Arabellawas conscious of an unusua exhilaration and lightness of spirit

on seeing the vadt city, clothed with the morning sunshine as with agarment. The moving
panorama of the crowds, which had terrified her the night before, now amused and interested her.
She loved to watch them, as aso the number and variety of the vehicles. Aliciahurried them on,
away to the westward, saying that they could take the Sixth Avenue eevated train down to the
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shopping digtrict. She chatted as they went, pointing out now one building, and then another, and
giving them little bits of information about the aity.

To the young girl, and, indeed, to her older companion, it seemed awonderful thing, mounting
the iron stairs and stepping from the platform into a train, which having received its quota of
passengers, darted into space. For amoment Arabellas heart leaped into her mouth. They were
50 high up, and the huge mass of cars was moving so quickly, that it appeared asif they must
certainly be precipitated into the street below.

She was naturdly fearless, however, and she presently began to laugh at the glimpses obtained
through the windows, and the curious interiors displayed. She dso experienced a growing sense
of enjoyment in the swift, flying movements. The two women slently wetched her, Alicia
smilingly responsive to her laughter, and pleased a her pleasure; Mrs. Christie with agrim
curiosity, as one making an experiment. She had herself been long enough away from the city to
find everything new and strange; changed, too, in many particulars, yet she was most interested
in discovering how it would al gppear to Arabdlla-- Arabella, who had never seen anything save
country sights.

The three descended to the street at the Twenty-third Street station, Alicia declaring that they
could wak down from there to vigt the big department stores.

It would not be of the least use to attempt a description of Arabellas frame of mind as they went
from shop to shop and saw bewildering piles of stuff, and millinery of every description. They
were moderate in their purchases for that day. They did not even know how to shop asrich
women yet, and kept thinking of the pennies and the shillings. Arabellas bresth was fairly taken
away asit was, when Alicia, the bolder of the two, chose afew articles.

What most delighted the little girl was a checked slk, blue and white, avery ordinary one,
indeed, but in her eyes a perfect dream. She had never before possessed -- had never even
dreamed of possessing anything in silk. Its very rustle had been awe-inspiring, and now to have
one of her own, and such a sweet pattern, seemed almost too much good fortune.

Alicia, seeing her ddlight, ventured farther and bought her a couple of very eaborate stocks,
some bright ribbons, dainty little collars, and dso two pairs of fancy hose. These latter remained
for long afterwards athing of wonder and delight to Arabella, as she surveyed them upon her feet
with their bright polka dots. These were supplemented by adainty and very pretty pair of shoes,
and wonder of wonders, gloves.

Againg some of these items Mrs. Christie dmost rebelled. She cadled it atempting of Providence
to spend money on such frippery, but Aliciastood firm in her metropolitan knowledge, fortified
by Arabellas haf bewildered joy in dl these new possessons. When they had ventured much
farther than Arabellas thoughts had ever gone, even her fairy book scarcdy furnishing her with a
parald, Alicia proposed that they should go and take a bite to eat. This latter expedition wasto
be dtogether at her expense.
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This was ancther and ddlightful experience to the little country mouse. Even the very modest
restaurant to which Alicialed her guests seemed pdatid to Arabdla She felt a certain awe of the
waiter, and was amazed that the gentle little woman should so fregly give him her orders. And
what nice things he brought, and how the plated silver shone, and the mirrors reflected

everything in amost marvelous way! Thelittle girl delighted in pouring out her own coffee from
the dainty little coffee pot, and putting in the cream and sugar from the diminutive jug and bowl.
For, ater dl, it isthe little things of life that often please children, aswell as grown people, and
add to their enjoyment.

It was good to see Arabellas brown eyes dance with merriment and quite redeem the decided
snub of her nose and the complexion that had grown too red from exposure to sun and wind.
Alicia congtantly nodded and smiled at her, and the child smiled back again. For dready she
loved the little woman, and considered her as an important factor in her present happiness. She
appeared, indeed, like some benevolent fairy, very trim and dapper in her neat suit of gray, with
her curls escaping from undernesth her toque. Mrs. Christie, looking at her admiringly, wished
that she, instead of hersdlf, could go to meet the awful bugbear of the grand relations.

Orders were |eft for a hat to be trimmed for Arabdla, which the smart little milliner could not
promise for three days, at least.

After their luncheon they repaired to a dressmaker, who undertook to make a cloth street
costume in the same period of three days, and aso to make and send the cherished silk dress
after them into the country. This three days gave them arespite. They could not go to see the
grand relaions before Arabellas things came home.

When the orders were dl given, Arabdlla said to the little woman, for she had not lost her awe of
Mrs. Chrigtie, though she fdlt very kind and grateful towards her because of the sentiments she
had expressed on the previous night.

"Isthat money mine?'
"Yes, dear," answered the little woman, in some surprise.

"Then," sad Arabella, "1 want you to buy Mrs. Chrigtie a hat, too; a nice one; oh, avery nice
one."

The little woman pressed her hand. She would have liked to hug her. It was a proud and joyful
moment for Arabellawhen Mrs. Christie consented to choose a head-gear which partidly, at
leadt, redized her dreams, though to Arabellas disappointment, neither of them would consent to
venture on afeather, nor would they agree to any further purchases on her part. It was well that
the happy trio could not see the smiles that passed among the milliners, nor hear the witty
remarks of the dressmaker's assistants on the unusua customers. And the sum of happinessis not
S0 greet, for anyone, that it can afford to be spoiled by ill-natured remarks.

But neither Arabellanor Mrs. Christie was to appear before the great folksin that mode which
they had chosen. The fancied security of the three days was rudely broken by the appearance in
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Aliciaslittle home of the same smart lawyer's clerk who had carried confusion into the Chritie
homestead. He came to say that, according to the ingtructions of his employer, they wereto lose
no time in presenting themsalves to the relatives. When they objected on the score of dress, he
dismissed the matter so entirely that they were ashamed to insgst any further. For, though he had
satisfied himsdf by ahasty glance that their worst fears on that score were, indeed, judtified, he
well knew that the improvements they were likely to make would be of small consequence to the
new relaions, who were prepared to accept Arabellawith varied emotions, in which favorable

anticipation played no part.

They expected nothing but the worst, and perhaps it was as well that they should see the wordt at
once. In any case, ingructions were ingructions, and Arabella had to be formally accepted by her
newly found kindred, and her claim on them established before it was possible to decide upon
any future course of action. Her grandfather -- if, as seemed amogt certain, she was the rightful
heir -- had left her curioudy free, and had even inssted that she should not be thwarted in
anything save grave matters of right and wrong. The Stuation was a difficult one. The lavyers
were anxious to shift or to share the responghility.

Hence the two women, dressed precisaly as they were, followed the dapper youth down stairs
and were handed into a cab. Mrs. Chritie sat very erect, steadying hersdf with as dignified an
aspect as possible upon the velvet seat of the carriage. Inwardly she was quaking as she had
never quaked beforein her life. Arabdla, too, was disturbed, and she was awkwardly conscious
of the young man, who sat opposite her and scrutinized her keenly, as he would not venture to
do, once she had been accepted.

She, on her part, took a didike to him on the spot, and somewhat unreasonably decided that she
hated him. Otherwise she would have enjoyed her first experience of acity carriage. And so with
mingled fedings they jolted over the pavements or glided over the smooth macadam into another
lifefor that child of good fortune.

Chapter VII.
ARABELLA MEETSHER GRAND RELATIONS.

The carriage stopped before alarge and very substantial mansion of brown stone, upon the older
part of Fifth Avenue. Its very agpect sent a chill to the hearts of Arabellaand her companion; a
cold and sickening feeling possessed them. Mrs. Christie braced hersaf and brought her native
energy of character to bear upon the situation. Arabella, who was imaginative in an unusua
degree, suffered more. Her eyes had an unnaturd, strained appearance, and the fixed red of her
weether- beaten cheeks degpened in color. If the smart lawyer's clerk felt any inward
perturbation, he gave no sign.

Heinquired of the servant solemnly opening the door if Mrs. Window could see them, then,
giving the names in answer to the man's demand. The laiter ushered them through the wide hall
into aroom which was clearly alibrary. Bookcases ran around three sides of the room; busts of
celebrated authors were arranged on pedestals; large, leather chairs stood bolt upright, giving an
appearance of giffness. Arabdlafelt an immediate repugnance to the busts, and shrank away
from them. They seemed to stare at her with stony, impassive faces, and she sat down on one of
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the smaler and less formidable of the chairs. The others were likewise repdlant to her, asif they
should be occupied by magnates. The silence of the house seemed oppressive. Footsteps were
muffled in the pile of the rich, soft carpet, and if there were any voices they must have spoken in

whispers.

All of asudden the handle of the door turned gently. Arabellas heart legped. Mrs. Christie settled
hersdf more securely on the edge of her chair and tried to look at ease. There was a rustling of
slk, addicate and subtle, yet powerful perfume, and alady, clad in degp mourning, entered the
room. Her hair, which was of an ebony blackness, glossy and lustrous as a raven's wing, was
elaborately arranged in a high pompadour, into puffs and curlsfilling up the spaces on the top of
her head. Her brown eyes had, as Mrs. Chrigtie at once observed, a curious resemblance to those
of Arabella, with, however, amarked difference in the expression, asif they had looked at

widely differing objects, and regarded life itsdf from another point of view. The complexion was
delicately fair, and the arched eyebrows gave a cold and supercilious aspect to the face, which
was belied by a certain softness about the mouth and chin.

To Arabela she seemed very beautiful, and like a queen in the perfectly- fitting black dress,
which fdl around her in graceful folds.

Advancing into the room, she greeted the lawyer's clerk, Mr. Brown, with an indescribably
courteous ease, which yet held him completely at a distance, and turned her eyes towards his
companions. They had ingtinctively risen at her gpproach, Mrs. Christie bolt upright and gtiffly
defiant, and Arabella nervous and confused, with downcast eyes and burning cheeks. Mationing
them dl to be seated, Mrs. Window sat down herself and began at once, with the air of one who
has a duty to perform and would fain be done therewith.

"So, Mr. Brown, you have brought Mrs." -- she referred by a hasty glanceto adip of paper in
her hand -- "Mrs. Chrigtie."

She amiled as she spoke, with adight, courteous nod to the elder wormen.

"Mrs. Chrigtie and -- my niece -- to see us, asyou promised.”

"Yes, Madam,”" said the young man, dl deference and civility now, which made Arabdlafed
that she hated him more than ever, "and | have brought al necessary documents to establish the
young lady's identity. Mr. Van Duzen, of our firm, is coming himsdf later.”

"Yes, of course" said Mrs. Window. "So very good of him. And my brothers will be here very,
very shortly, and then we shall proceed to business.”

This announcement of the coming of the lady's brothers was a terrible one to poor, trembling
Arabella, and she glanced a her equaly uncomfortable companion, who seemed to her avery
tower of strength at that moment, and who, in fact, maintained a brave and unshaken demeanor.

"And this"" continued the lady, smiling at the young girl; "thisis--"
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"Arabdla" put in Mrs. Chridtie.

"Arabdla" repeated the other. "What a quaint name. | had fancied it was --" here she again
refreshed her memory by glancing at the paper, "Anna Rosetta.”

"But you must remember, Madam,” explained Mr. Brown, "that neither the Sister Superior nor
Mrs. Chrigtie was acquainted with the child'sredl name.”

"Oh, of course not," assented Mrs. Window, "how very stupid of me. And wasit you, Mrs.
Chrigtie, who gave her the name of Arabdla?*

"Yes" explained that personage, clearing away a dight nervous huskinessin her throat and
rasing her voice. "l gave her that flame because of the three |etters upon the locket.”

"How very clever of you," cried the lady. "What avery good ideal”

Mrs. Chrigtie did not add that the suggestion conveyed by the three letters had further been
supplemented by abook from the local library, whereof "Arabella’ was the heroine.

"I will dways cal her by that name," added Mrs. Chrigtie with atouch of defiance, "aslong as|
have anything to do with her."

"It isvery natura that you should,” agreed Mrs. Window, inwardly wondering why her brothers
and the lawyer did not come, that the interview with "these people,” which she found wearisome,
should terminate. It occurred to her, moreover, that one of them might necessarily become her
gues,, for an indefinite time. The ideawas far from agreeable. She favored Arabella,
nevertheess, with aamiling, propitiatory glance.

"We must get to know each other very well, must we not?' she observed.
"Yes, maam,” said Arabella, not knowing what else to say.

Mrs. Window shuddered imperceptibly, and her further efforts were interrupted by the sound of
voicesin the hdl, one of which had a cheery and pleasant tone. Nevertheess, poor Arabella
began to quake, and cast an appedling glance towards Mrs. Christie, who maintained, by a
vaiant effort, her absolute composure. The door was thrown open by the same wooden-visaged
functionary who had previoudy admitted Mr. Brown and his companions.

Of the two men then entering the room, one was tdl, thin and dark, bearing a strong resemblance
to the lady of the eyebrows; the other was short, round-faced and jovid, with just a suspicion of
gray in his chestnut hair. Thefirg, after aword with Mrs. Window, nodded carelesdy to the
lawyer's clerk.

"How dye do, Brown!" he exclaimed, and with a dight bow to the others, dropped into a chair.
He put one leg over the other, nurang it as though it were a precious object. The other man,
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sduting Mrs. Window cheerily, addressed a pleasant greeting to the lawyer's clerk, and said, in
that same hearty, cordiad voice aready heard in the hdl:

"ThisisMrs Chridie, isit not?'

"Yes," answered Mrs. Window. "Permit me, Mrs. Chridtie, to introduce my brother, Mr.
Frederick Allston, and another brother, Mr. Robert." She added this, turning towards the tall
man, who arose hadtily from his chair and bowed, while the short one extended his hand.

"I'm glad to meet you, Mrs. Chrigtie," he said, and Mrs. Chrigtie's grimly set face relaxed into an
answering amile,

"And | know, without need of introduction,” he continued, "that over here in the corner isthe
little mouse who has been making dl the trouble.”

He advanced and held out both his hands, taking the girl's in a strong, reassuring grasp, and
looking into her face with so kindly and sympathetic an expression that Arabdlla never fdt afraid
of him again.

"Poor Jack's daughter,” he murmured, "and very like, don't you think so, Clara?"

Was it atear that glistened in the eyes looking into her own? Arabella could not be sure.

"What is your name, my dear?' he inquired.

"Arabdla" answered the girl.

"Of course," interposed Mrs. Window, "her red name, as you know, is Anna Rosetta. She was
cdled Arabdlaby Mrs. Chrigtie because of the three initials on the locket, A. R. A. Wasnt it a
good idea? So clever and origind.."

Sheincluded dl the spectatorsin her glance, and the tall man answered:

"Oh, yes, by Jove, very clever.”

The short man made no comment.

"Mrs. Chrigtie" he said, gtill holding Arabdllas hand in his, "you have taken excdlent care of
this, our little girl.”

"l couldn't do much for her," blurted out Mrs. Chridtie, "1 hadn't the means nor thetime.”
This gpeech, in its blunt honesty, commended itself to Mr. Frederick, and even hislanguid
brother regarded the spesker with atouch of interest. Honesty is always a respectable qudity,

and commands favorabl e atention. After that they got to business, only it was first proposed that
Arabdlamight aswel retire.
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"She will be better with the children while these matters are being discussed,” suggested the
short gentleman.

Mrs. Window agreed with this proposition, and Mr. Robert languidly examined his fingernails
and offered no opinion. Arabella cast aterrified glance towards Mrs. Chrigtie. She fdt asif she
were being torn from a strong bulwark of protection, but Mrs. Chrigtie, though reciprocating the
sentiment, was powerless. Her presence and testimony were indispensable at the proposed

bus ness conference.

"I think | shall ask Carrie to come and get her," suggested Mrs. Window to Mr. Frederick, who
nodded approva, and an order was given. When the door opened again Arabdllathought it wasa
vison which appeared upon the threshold. A little girl with large, soft, violet eyes, and hair
carefully curled, which fdl in agolden shower over the white dress she wore. She advanced,
amiling, into the room, where she was warmly greeted by the two men, even Mr. Robert

forsaking hisfinger-nails and calling her by a pet name, which sounded at once appropriate and
caressing.

"Carrie," said Mrs. Window, leading her over to the corner where poor Arabella sat gazing, "this
isyour cousin” -- there was ever so dight a pause before the word -- "Anna Rosetta”

"Otherwise Arabella," laughed the short man. And this was the introduction.

Chapter VIII.
ARABELLA ISINTRODUCED

"Carrie," said Mrs. Window in her soft, carefully modulated voice, "you are to take your cousin
to the school-room and introduce her to the boys.”

"Yes, mamma," answered the little girl, spesking in clear, distinct tones, and offering her hand to
Arabdla. "Will you come, cousn?'

Arabelatook the offered hand giffly, uncomfortably, fully redizing for the firg time the
difference between hersdf and these new rdations to whom she had been introduced. They went
up the stairs together, their feet lost in the thick pile of the Axmingter carpet, wherein even the
country girl's thick-soled, clubby shoes made no impression. "1 have two brothers upstairs,” said

Carrie, volunteering the information as they proceeded. "Reginad is the older, and George is

Arabellamade no comment.
"Have you got any brothers?' the little girl inquired next.
"No," said Arabella, "I have nobody."

The unconscious pathos of the tone and words struck even her inexperienced listener.
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"l am so sorry for you,” remarked Carrie. "Do you live dl done?’
"No. Of course, thereis Mrs. Chrigtie.”
Carrie looked puzzled.

"She is the one that came with me to-day. And then there is her husband, Mr. Chrigtie, but heis
old, and hardly ever spesks."

Arabdlaadded thislast in aburst of confidence.

"l suppose old gentlemen don't care much for little girls" Carrie said, "unlessthey are ther
grandchildren.”

By thistime they had reached the school-room door, whence proceeded aloud, shuffling sound,
amogt the first that Arabellahad heard in this noisaless house. When the door was opened the
cause of this noise was reveded. It was a thick-set, chubby boy of about thirteen, who was
turning a series of somersaults, while astride upon a chair, and observing his gyrations, was a
tal, dim lad, evidently a couple of years older. Asthe two girls gppeared upon the threshold the
tal lad stood up, while the other paused in one of his acrobatic feats, resting upon his hands,
head downward, and peering up a the new arrivals. He dowly let himself down and arose.

"Boys," sad Carrie, "thisis our cousin, Arabdla”

"Our cousin!" cried the short lad, drawing near and gazing at her. Arabdlareturned the gaze with
something of defiance.

"Well," cried he, "you are aguy! What aqueer hat you've got on; and such frocks; and just look
at your shoedl"

Arabdlagrew crimson with mortification, and the tears forced themsalves into her eyes. How
fervently she wished that she had got those new things that Alicia Norris had chosen for her. As

he spoke the crudl words, George broke into aroar of laughter, at which the elder brother stepped
forward, and seizing him by the collar, swvung him aside.

"Y ou unmannerly cub,” he cried, "how dare you speak so to your cousin.”

And then he extended his hand.

"How do you do, cousin?' he said, politely.

"Very wel,"” Arabelastrove to answer, but her voice choked and broke, while Carrie, looking a
her sympathizingly, apostrophized her brother George.

"Oh, what ashame, Georgie, to be so rude.”
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"| don't care," said Georgie, "sheis dressed queerly; and her face isred, like acook.”

Again the elder boy interposed, trying to sllence the incorrigible youngster, and both he and
Carrie, who was plainly vexed and mortified, strove to lavish their attentions upon Arabella. But
the iron had entered into her soul. The boy had been rude, and the others were kind and palite,
but the miserable fact remained that her face was red, and that her clothes were queer and
different from the others. Therefore, as Georgie stood glowering in the corner, Arabellasaid to
him, and not to the others:

"The clothes I've got on are the best | have. We bought some others to-day, but they're not ready
yet, so how could | hdpit?

Her protest was indignant, and at the same time it was appedling, and choked by the tears of
mortification which rose to her eyes. Georgie, by a swift movement, came over to her.

"Well," sad he, "of coursg, if you couldn't hdp it; if they're the best things you've gat, there's
nothing to be said. And you have nice eyes, and perhaps your face is only sunburned.”

"It issun-burned,” Arabella said, brightening, and less awed by this boy who spoke the brutal
truth than by the others, "for my forehead's quite white under my hair. And the others -- | mean
Mrs. Chrigtie and her Sster -- said that | was not to wear these clothes any more."

"Oh, then you'l be dl right!" declared George, confidently. "1 don't care much about clothes
mysdlf. They say I'm aways tearing mine, or getting stains on them. But you did look mighty
queer, and nurse is dways tdling us that we musin't play with children that wear shabby clothes
and rough shoes."

Arabdlawas conscious of another pang at finding hersdlf thus thrust out from the sphere to
which these children belonged, but her first passionate resentment againg this boy, which had
flamed up in her heart, died suddenly, and in an odd way she fet more at ease with him than with
the dim and gentlemanly boy, who closaly resembled his uncle Robert, below stairs, and who
could never, under any circumstances, have committed arude action. Arabdla, in her impulsve
fashion, dready loved and admired the gentle little girl who had seemed so sorry for her, but it
was a adistance, dmogt asif she had been one of the charactersin her favorite fairy-book.

Amity being once restored, the four were soon engaged in amerry play with one of the nursery
games. The prim and sedate nurse, who had been gtting in an adjoining room with one of the
housemaids and giving her a graphic and humorous account of Arabellas gppearance and
costume, now entered the play-room. She begged of Miss Carrie not to let the "little lady™ spoil
her good clothes by sitting down on the floor. As she spoke thus, George looked up & her with a
quick, quizicd glance.

"Arabella hasn't got any good clothes on today,” he declared.

"Oh, fie, for shame, Master Georgel" cried the nurse.
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"But she'sdl right, anyway," continued the incorrigible. "I like her, and she says shelll be better
dressed next time she comes.”

"Y ou must excuse him, miss" cried the nurse, addressing Arabela. "He says such very rude
things, but he has agood heart.”

"You said yoursdlf," argued George, "that we musin't play with children who wore shoes like
that," pointing as he spoke to Arabellas, "because it would make us rough.”

"You are very naughty,” chided the nurse, "and | hope the young lady won't mind."
"l don't mind, now," Arabellasad, "because after dl, it'strue, and | can't helpit.”

"Let us go on with the game," suggested Regindd, believing that to be the surest way of
suppressing his brother and relieving an awkward stuation. "It's your play, Carrie.”

The game was continued with zest, and Arabella, who was naturdly genid and sympathetic,
would have thoroughly enjoyed dmost her first experience of playing with other children, except
during recess at school, had it not been for the soreness of her heart and the bitter mortification,
which had left behind its sing. Children are so often unconscioudy crud to each other, even
when the barbed arrows they employ are gilded with truth. How much more so when they are
false, wanton and maicious.

Meantime, the grown-ups below gairs, in solemn conclave, received the proofsin favor of
Arabela, though, in point of fact, scarcely a doubt had remained asto her complete identification
when Mr. Brown was ingtructed to introduce her. The additiona evidence supplied by Mrs.
Chrigtie, coinciding in every particular with that aready in possesson of the lawyers, together
with the marked resemblance borne by the countrified and sun-burned girl to the late Jack
Allston, made assurance doubly sure. There could be no reasonable doubt that Arabellawasthe
daughter of the deeply offending, yet favorite, son of the recently deceased head of the family,
the multi-millionaire, Lawrence Allston.

He had broken with his son on the occasion of the latter's marriage to a penniless and obscure
girl, and as a compensation he had I€ft to the child of this marriage alarge share of hisfortune.
The child had been known to exigt, though after the premature degth of her parents and the
removal of those who had temporarily taken her in charge to another city, her whereabouts had
been unknown, and it was only through the exertions of detectives that she had been traced to the
Foundling Asylum and thence to the dwelling of the Chridties.

Apart from dl other consderations, Mr. Allston had made it imperative upon dl the relationsto
receive the girl, and to treat her with kindness and consideration, under pendty of losing that
which they aready possessed, and other favors and privileges which awaited Magters Reginad
and George and Miss Caroline and others interested, on their repective coming of age.

Thewill was a curious one -- adistinct effort to repair an old wrong, to make the child of Jack's
unpalatable marriage a definite and important member of the family, with power, moreover, to
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do precisely what she pleased in so far as was consstent, as the document declared, with "duty
and propriety.”

Arabellawas at liberty to live wheresoever she pleased. She was to be offered the option of a
home with any of the family, but she was free to refuse, provided she eected to live with
reputable people and in a becoming manner.

The other heirs, were, without exception, well-disposed and conscientious people, with a strong
desire to do the right thing and act honorably towards everyone. Not one amongst them had ever
conscioudy injured another, nor were they cgpable of meanness. Still thereislittle doubt thet in
the heart of Mrs. Window, at least, was an unspoken, probably an unacknowledged regret, that
Anna Rosetta had been found, and afear lest she should be introduced into her well-regulated, if
conventiona household.

When Arabellawas brought down again to the library, where her elders were assembled, she
found their numbersincreased by the arrival of the family lawyer, Mr. Van Duzen, employer of
the smart clerk. He had come to give the weight of hisimportance to the fina deliberations. He
sat now, with spectacles on nose, caressing his clean-shaven chin and bending his formidable
eyes, before which many acrimind had quailed, on Arabdla The little girl was more shame-
faced and sdlf-conscious than ever, for now she knew the full truth, which these well-bred elders
had failed to make known to her, but which had been blurted out by George. They had never, by
word or sign, displayed their disgpprova of her dress or manner. Y et she knew now, what
possibly she had dimly guessed before, that not only was she different from these people, but that
her costume, her hat, her shoes, her red and weather-beaten face, must be extremdy distasteful to
their eyes.

She fdt this new truth with the keen and poignant mortification of a sengtive and intdligent

child, and it far out-weighed, in her mind, any redization of her own present importance or the
knowledge that she redlly belonged to these grand people, and was one of themselves. Therefore
the next haf hour was one of the most trying and uncomfortable of her life, as she dways
afterwards remembered. She got as near as she could to Mrs. Chrigtie, who was still outwardly
brave and undisturbed, but who, as Arabella now perceived with a quick pang of understanding
and of sympathy, was aso roughly and meanly clad in garments which were atogether out of
date.

The lawyer, Mr. Van Duzen, treated Arabellawith curious deference. He who was in a position
to know the whole story could not help feding a distinct regard for the power of wedth, the
golden garment with which this hitherto namedess waif had been suddenly invested. He was
aware that she was by far the wedlthiest person present, and that her magnate of a grandfather
had bestowed upon her specid powers of aggrandizement or of privilege for others. What, then,
did clothes matter, or awkward rusticity, or bashfulness, or oddity of manner? All those things
were certain to disgppear, or if they did not it mattered little.

To the others present these things mattered much. Many things mattered, indeed, besides the

mere possession of wedth, which could only be the ultimate god of very ordinary and
uncultured beings. They were, however, resolved to do their duty. Even Mrs. Window, with her

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

27



ARABELLA 28

chilling artificidity of manner and possible absence of that quaity known as heart, was prepared
to accept Anna Rosetta precisely as her grandfather had desired. Therethey dl sat, conceding
thelr varying emotions under the same outward covering of good breeding, and awaiting the
crucid moment when Arabella should make her decision.

Chapter IX.
ARABELLA MAKESHER CHOICES

A great sunbeam made itsway into the library and lay across the velvet pile of the carpet like a
message from the Almighty, the loving God, whose children are dl of equa vaue in His eyes,

and who draw near to Him, not at dl by their wedlth or thelr importance in the eyes of the world.
There was slence in the room, to Arabella an oppressive, awe-gricken silence, as the lawyer put
on his spectacles and began to read from a paper handed to him by his assstant which was the
formal acceptance of Arabella by her new reatives and the provisions regarding her from the

will of the late Lawrence Frederick George Allston. The girl scarcely understood those pompous-
sounding phrases, dill less did shefully redize dl that they meant to her.

The others listened to the various announcements, with most of which they were dready

familiar, with philosophic composure, their faces hidden by the impenetrable mask of
conventiondity. Mrs. Chrigtie flt her bregth fairly taken away by the mention of dl the wedth

that was coming to Arabellain money, stocks, bonds and red estate -- more, far more, in fact,
than her limited view could comprehend. As she listened she redlized, with a strange sinking of
the heart, how far the little girl had been suddenly removed from her by this amost appaling
wedth. It isto the credit of human nature that she was more disturbed by the fear that she might
lose the companion of so many years than eated by the prospect of possible advantage to hersdlf.

She remembered how sturdily Arabella had undertaken her share of the work, and how
thoroughly it had been done. She thought, likewise, of the lonely, dreary afternoons, when the
dusk of autumn or winter closed in about the homestead, when Arabdlawas at hand to listen if
she chose to talk, putting in aword now and again; or occasiond long winter evenings when
Silas had gone to play cards with aneighbor or to atend some politica meeting, and only the
little girl remained between her and desolation. She could recal many an evening, indeed, when
the fierce wind swept eerily past the house, and when she was exceedingly glad of the quiet little
figure in the shabby frock, sitting near her and helping her to mend the pile of rough garments or
to darn Silas Christie's socks. She redlized now how she woud miss her, when Arabella had
cometo live, as seemed probable, in this grand house with every comfort and luxury, with
servantsto wait on her, and no work whatever to do.

She looked curioudy at Arabellawhile these thoughts were passing through her mind, but there
was only confused discomfort visible in the girl's face, and no trace of joyfulness or exultation.
The brown eyes were fixed with pathetic bewilderment upon the lawyer as he read. She did not
even see the looks of encouragement that were cast upon her by the short gentleman, nor Mrs.
Window's somewhat forced but kindly smile.

So the lawyer detailed, in his clear, distinct voice, the various sums of money bequesthed and
devised to the said Anna Rosetta Allston, whom Arabella began to suspect might be hersdf,
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daughter of the late John Cecil Allston, and co-heiress with severa others to the estate of
Lawrence Frederick Allston. The cruciad moment came, however, when the lawyer was to put
the question to Arabella asto where she wished to live.

The tdl, thin gentleman who had been introduced to the child as Uncle Robert looked up for the
firs time, interestedly, from the contemplation of the toe of his boot where it rested upon his
knee; the short man described as Uncle Frederick leaned forward eagerly, with his cheery amile;
Mrs. Chrigtie sat bolt upright, striving as best she could to conced dl trace of feding. She
scarcely doubted what the child's decison would be. Her experience of life had been limited, but
it had taught her many a crud lesson, and one of them was to expect little from others. Arabella
had had, in many ways, a hard time with her. She would have an easy time with these people.
Her course was clear.

Mrs. Window leaned back in her chair so that her face wasin shadow. She was disposed to
believe that Arabellawould decide to cast in her lot with them. Her emotions were many and
conflicting, and she strove to repress the desire which arose strongly in her heart that Arabella
should go away again, and be lost in obscurity, leaving her household undisturbed as heretofore.

It was amoment of thrilling interest, indeed, when the lawyer fixed his spectacled eyes upon
Arabdlaand asked her in hishaf jocular, haf deferentid way:

"And now, my far client, the moment has come for you to make an important decison. It will
not bind you, it istrue, for life. At any time you are free to change. But | ask you now to say
whether you will accept the home which Mrs. Window is kind enough to offer you. Am | not
right, Mrs. Window?'

"Quiteright," assented Mrs. Window. "Arabdlamay make her home with mea any time."

"Or whether," continued the lawyer, bowing in the direction of the short gentleman, "you will
accept the hogpitdity of Mr. Frederick Allston, which | understand isoffered.”

"A hospitdity which is heartily a your service, my dear,” said Mr. Frederick, smiling his genid
smilea Arabdla

For amoment the girl wavered. She had taken an instantaneous fancy to this kind-hearted,
whole-souled reletive.

"Or would you prefer to take up your abode with Mr. Robert Allston, who is aso prepared to
receiveyou?'

"If you are not afraid of the discomforts of abachdor establishment,” murmured the tall, thin

man. His tone was courteous, even kind, for he could not have done or said a rude thing, and he
spoke with evident sincerity. He felt sorry for the little thing in the trying ordedl which she had
undergone. Arabella gave him agrateful glance, but she had no hesitation about that offer. The
girl's eyes had been wandering from one face to ancther until they rested upon the homely and
rugged countenance of Mrs. Chrigtie. Thereon was an odd look of pathos, of regret, a forlornness
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in the very weariness of her attitude, that went to Arabellas heart. Amongst al these strangers,
too, her face, hard as it had sometimes appeared, was the only one familiar.

"Or should you wish any other manner of life" He hesitated. 1t seemed so unlikely. It was so
inadvisable. Yet hefdt it his duty to put the question. "Or to go back to the country with Mrs.
Chrigie?'

"Oh, yes, yes," cried Arabdla, rising to her feet in the eagerness of her desire and throwing out
her aams in a passionate gesture, which was unconscioudy dramétic and appeding. "Let me go
back with Mrs. Chrigtie. Let me go home!™

It was a pathetic cry. It brought tears to the eyes of more than one present, and it won for her
golden opinions. It gave evidence of aloydty, an affection and a disinterestedness that were
certainly to be respected. Y et each one fdt called upon in turn to enter a protest. Mrs. Chrigtie
could scarcely believe her ears. She made an ineffectua effort to speak, but her voice, choked
with emotion, failed her, and her eyes, which had grown dull and weary with the monotony of
her lifé's dreary landscape, blinked hard in an effort to restrain unwonted tears. Arabellawent
over to her after having spoken, and stood with a hand resting upon the elder woman's shoulder,
looking half timoroudy, haf defiantly, & the rest.

Oddly enough, it was the languid Mr. Robert who first disturbed the silence that followed. He
crossed the room deliberately and shook Arabella by the hand.

"Bravo, little woman!" he said. "Bravo! You are of the right metd!"

Then half ashamed of his vehemence, he sat down again. Mr. Frederick, meanwhile, was
blowing his nose with suspicious vigor, and there was something like moisture in his eyes. Mrs.
Window, who could not help fedling pleased with the decison, for that very reason felt bound to
enter thefirgt protest.

"For the present,” she said, addressng Mr. Van Duzen, "We shdl, of course, abide by our niece's

decison. But | cannot help feding, and | am sure Mrs. Christie will agree with me, that such an
arrangement can scarcely be permanent. Arabellamust have dl possible advantages of training
and education to fit her for the position she will have to occupy, and in the country it is so
difficult.”

She turned apologeticaly to Mrs. Chrigtie as she thus concluded.

"Yes" answered Mrs. Chridtie, "it is difficult, and our houseisthe last place on earth for her to
get suchtraining.”

"Can't both be combined?’ inquired Mr. Frederick. "Can't she have a governess, or something of
that sort, to go on with until she's older?"

Arabelalooked gratefully toward the speaker, while Mrs. Christie showed perturbation &t the
mention of a governess.
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"Would that be possible?’ Mrs. Window asked. Then seeing and understanding the look upon
Mrs. Chrigti€'s face, with that quick intuition which she shared with her niece, she added:

"The governess need not be resdent, you know; that is, if thereisany onein the village."
Mrs. Chrigtie suddenly brightened.
"The Purple Lady!" she sad joyfully.

It was Arabellas turn to look aghagt, for the personage in question had been the awe and terror of
her childhood. Mrs. Chrigtie, however, satisfied Aunt Window in afew brief sentencesthat here
was possibly an ingtructress who would solve the vexed problem of Arabellas education and
training, and relieve her own conscience, for the present, at least. She took down her address, and
declared that she would write to her the very next day.

"And of course," she said, and her brothers heartily echoed the sentiment, "we must see you very
often, my dear, and you must become better acquainted with your cousins.”

"And," suggested Mr. Frederick, "shdl we not dl agree, for greater uniformity, to cal her
Arabdla?'

This suggestion was adopted, after a dight hesitation on the part of Mrs. Window. And so the
great conference broke up, the lawyer took his leave and Mrs. Chrigtie and her charge were
whirled away again in the cab by the lawyer's clerk, and thistime Arabdla thoroughly enjoyed
the drive.

Mr. Frederick lingered to say afew serious wordsto his Sster.

"Of course" he said, "we can't shake off our responsibility concerning poor Jack's child like this.
Mrs. Chrigtie seems an honest, reliable sort of woman as far as she goes, and no doubt it is best
to leave Arabellawith her for the present, since the girl has so chosen. But sheisonly achild,
and cannot be made to bear the burden of a decision which might influence her whole future
life"

"Of course not," agreed Mrs. Window with asigh. "And we must do dl we can, but | don't mind
confessing, Fred, that it isan immense rdief not to have to take her just now."

Mr. Frederick turned asde. "Poor little waif,” he said in an undertone. "Poor little girl! She has
chosenwisdy."

There was nothing, however, to be gained by discussing the matter, nor did he make the attempt.

Chapter X.
THE DAYSIN TOWN.
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Never were any storm-tossed mariners better pleased to reach a haven than were those two
wearied and sorely-tried companions to find themselves once more in Miss Alicidstiny home
above the shop, in the unaristocratic neighborhood of Third avenue. They did not have to wait
thistime. Aliciastood at the open door and ushered them into the cheeriness of a blazing fire, the
smdl of homey but savory viands, and the amaosphere of freedom and kindliness -- the
atmosphere of home.

Arabdlathen fully redized, for the firg time, what the idea of home meant, and in her mind,
which aready seemed to have devel oped through the experiences of the day, she resolved to
make for hersdf ahome. And herein she wasright, snce it is beyond doubt the most precious
thing upon earth. When they sat down together a the little round table and partook with excellent
appetites of the good things which Alicia had provided, and drank the fragrant tea that could
scarcely have been better anywhere, Arabellafet happier than she had ever done before. After
the pleasant med was over the three gathered once more around the fire, recounting the various
experiences of the day, and heartily in sympathy. And this sympathy sometimes was indicated by
long periods of slence, during which each was free to follow out her own thoughts.

Mrs. Chrigtie felt deeply grateful to Arabellafor her decison, and sheredly rgoiced in the
prospect of having her dill at the homestead. The possibility of her departure had given her an
added vaue. Arabella, too, had learned to recognize that under dl her exterior grimness Mrs.
Chrigtie was her friend. Alicia, for her part, could not fed sufficiently grateful to thelittle girl

who had dected to remain with her sster, and who had shown such good will toward those who
hed shdltered her in youth. The little woman had an amaost unlimited capacity for listening,

which is an excdlent and very popular gift to cultivate. She was never tired of hearing every
detail of the memorable interview -- of the interior and exterior of the house; of Mrs. Window,

her dress, manners and appearance; of Mr. Frederick and Mr. Robert, whom Arabella had not yet

learned to consider as uncles, and aso of the children.

Arabdla, in the rugged sincerity which she had learned from Mrs. Chridtie, told everything that
was painful and mortifying, as well as what was pleasant. She repeated George's exact words,
which caused Aliciato flush painfully as she exdaimed:

"Oh, my dear, wasn't that hard on you? am afraid he wasn't a very kind- hearted boy."

"Yes, hewas" answered Arabdla "At least | think 0. | liked him afterwards.”

And she proceeded to relate the further hgppenings in the nursery, and how George had said he
liked her and that he didn't care about clothes, so that Aliciawas gppeased in a moment, and
declared that his first rudeness must have been only a boy's thoughtlessness,

Once, after along pause, Arabellasaid decidedly:

"We must buy alaot of nice things for the house -- carpets, curtains and new furniture.”

"Wait," interposed Alicia, though she smiled in sympathy, "until you have a home of your own."
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"That ismy home" said Arabdla, "for | will never go to live with any of my rich rdaions. They
must come and see me, but | will never liveanywhered s

"But," protested Mrs. Chrigtie, dowly, "it ain't any sort of ahome for you, now you'rerich."

"We can make it better,” Arabella said. "We can have it papered and painted. That is," she added,
as an dfterthought, "if Mr. Chrigtie doesn't mind.”

Mrs. Chrigtie Sighed.

"Ah, you may wdl say, 'if Mr. Chrigtie doesn't mind!" she exclamed, not without a touch of
bitterness, "for there'sjust the point.”

That night it was Mrs. Chrigtie who made the first move to go to bed. The one day of city life, to
which she was so long unaccustomed, and the unusua strain which she had undergone, had | eft
her utterly wearied and exhausted. Arabella pleaded to be allowed to St up alittle longer with
Miss Alicig, and the two fell into a confidentia chat, during which the new-made heiress
confided to her friend some of the plans which were floating digointedly through her mind.

"You know," shesaid, "I would like to make the house more home-like, if Mrs. Chridtieis
willing."

"l should think she would be ddlighted,” answered Miss Alicia, "for you see, poor soul, she has
never been able to do much. But | am not sure that Mr. Chrigtie will agree.”

"No," said Arabdla, "neither am |."

For a sudden remembrance flashed into her mind of Silas Chrigtie€s fixed ways of acting, and his
didike to change and confusion of any sort.

"Well," sad Alicia, hopefully, "perhaps you and his wife between you can persuade him,” and
being like Arabella hersdf, a dreamer of dreams, she could not quite help entering into her views
and planning plans, even if they were never to be carried out.

"And you must come down next summer,” Arabellasad. "1 know everybody will be glad to have
you."

"Oh, my dear child,” cried Alicia, "I have not been away from here for years and years. | can't
affordtotrave.”

"But you must let me send you aticket," Arabelaanswered. "Don't say no, please don't. For
what's the use of my having money if no one will let me spend any of it.”

"Well, we shdl see about that when the summer comes,” Alicia declared, "but in any casell
suppose your aunt and cousins will go to vist you.”
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Arabdlaweighed this propostion in her mind. "I don't think the lady --"
"Your aunt,” corrected Miss Alicia

"Wdl, my aunt. | don't think she will ever come, but George and the little girl, and perhaps
Regindd may."

"You will ask them dl, of course. Regindd, from what you say, ssemsto be avery nice,
gentlemanly boy."

"Yes" answered Arabdla, "but he mightn't care much for the country.”
"Oh, I'm sure he will," cried sanguine Alicia, "and then the others.”
"The gentleman with the bald head,” Arabdla began.

"Y ou mean your uncle Frederick,” put in Alicia, who had a good memory. "And your other
uncle?'

"Oh, he would never come," Arabella decided, "though | would be glad to have him."

S0 these two artless souls talked and laid plans until Alicia suddenly remembered thet her little
guest would be tired for dl that was yet to come, and made her go to bed. And thiswas an
excellent precaution, for the next three days were very busy onesindeed. In the first place acivil
note came next morning from Mrs. Window, saying that she would send the carriage to bring her
niece for luncheon at her house, after which they should do some shopping. They had scarcely
finished reading this note when aloud knock sounded on the outer door, followed by the
appearance of kindly Mr. Frederick.

"l came over very early," he explained, "to know what Arabdllais going to do, and if there is
anything Mrs. Chrigtie and she would liketo see.”

Arabdlathen told him about the invitation dready received, and her uncle said:

"In that case you will have to keep to-morrow for me. My little girl, Marion, isin afever of
excitement to see you. Y ou have not heard, perhaps, that sheis lame and has to go on crutches,
S0 that she could not come to see you.”

Mr. Frederick's bright eyes had been roaming around the little apartment, which pleased him
very much, and he noted with pleasure the quaint but exquidtdly neet figure of Alicia, to whom
he was presently introduced.

"You mugt dl come and take luncheon with me to-morrow," he declared genidly, "and firg, if
the day be fine, we can take aspin in the park."
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So unaffectedly cordia was his manner that the two elder women, surprised and somewhat
flustered by the invitation, felt constrained to accept the proffered hospitdity.

A third message arrived very shortly after Uncle Frederick had taken his departure, bringing a
large box of sweets, such as Arabella had never seen, much less tasted, before. They were
accompanied by acard, "From Uncle Robert."

It seemed to Arabdla during that wonderful day asif some of the storiesin her fairy book must
surely have come true. She had not, however, much time to reflect upon these marvels, for she
had to prepare for the mid-day med a Mrs. Window's, which that lady caled luncheon, but
which Arabdlla still described as dinner.

Alicia, indeed, whirled her away to purchase a ready-made suit, a pair of trim walking shoes and
a hat, which, though not so fine as that ordered upon the previous day, was a great improvement
upon the one Arabella was wearing.

"They will not be able to make any remarks about your clothesthistime," Aliciasaid,
triumphantly, as she put the various parcels into the hansom cab hired for the occasion. This
conveyed them home so quickly that the little girl had plenty of time to dress and confidently
await the Window carriage. The latter vehicle conveyed the transformed heiress to the mansion
on Ffth avenue.

Mrs. Chrigie fdt a bit aggrieved at Mrs. Window's determined overlooking of her presence. Y,
after dl, as Aliciasaid, such grand people could not be expected to ask them to their house, and
they were happier and better where they were, which, indeed, proved to be the case, for they sat
and talked, after they had taken their comfortable dinner of boiled bacon and cabbage with mealy
potatoes and a custard rice pudding. And they fdl into a pleasant vein of reminiscence, conjuring
up from the past a thousand and one little hgppenings which had lain dormant in their minds,
recaling the vanished and the dead, bringing to life their ghost- like girlhood and far-off, misty
childhood. Hence the shadows that filled the room as the autumn afternoon wore to twilight were
peopled with many that the two had known and loved. It was Arabellawho amost seemed unred
as she burst in upon the gray-haired women, full of news, cheerful, exhilerated, and in the best of
gpirits. That night, when Aliciawas tucking her into bed, she said, gravely:

"You will have to pray every day, dear child, that your heart may never grow hard nor sdlfish, for
prosperity isless easy to bear than adversity, and riches sometimes make people forget alot of
things™"

"I will never forget you, Miss Alicia," Arabella answered, earnestly, "nor Mrs. Chrigtie. And |
don't want to get hard. | would rather not berich.”

"Our Heavenly Father loves the rich and poor dike," Alicia added, gently, "and | hope He will
keep you dways as you are to-day."

Chapter XI.
A DAY WITH THISWINSLOWS.
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Mrs. Window found Arabdllas gppearance much improved by Miss Alicias purchases, and she
was sncerdy grateful for the change, since she had dreaded taking the little girl into the various
shops with her, and to her own particular modiste.

Arabedlahad luncheon with Mrs. Window aone, as the children took their medls separately, in
an gpartment adjoining the schoolroom. Everything was very strange, and somewhat oppressive
to thelittle helress, in that great, solemn-looking place, where the portraits on the wall seemed to
gare down at her. One of these was especidly pointed out by Mrs. Window before Stting down
to thetable.

"That, my dear Arabdla" she explained, "is your grandfather, Lawrence Allston, your father's
father."

She did not add "who has l€ft you al the money," nor was thet fact uppermogt in the little girl's
mind. She was more impressed by the ideathat that splendid gentleman, with his stern, bearded
face and ar of self-conscious importance, should be her grandfather, the parent of that father
whom she had never known. The portrait, being avery red one, appeared to dominate the room.
Arabdlla stole many a glance thereet, as she sat opposite Mrs. Window at the table, with its
exquiste ngpery, glass and slver, and ate mechanicaly of the various dishes, which were dl new
to her, and most of which she did not like. Mrs. Window, who wanted to be kind, strove not to
notice various detalls of the child's table manners, which jarred upon her excessvely, and which
appeared all the worse now that Arabellawas sorely oppressed by her presence and that of the
butler, who waited upon her with such stony impassibility. He was as dlent, save for an
occasiona monosyllable, asthe portraits on the wall. Even the dainty sweetmests, and the fruit,
which at another time she would have enjoyed, were eaten uncomfortably or refused atogether,
out of very shyness.

She had a nervous suspicion that her grandfather was likewise observing her from out his gold
frame, whence he seemed asif he were on the very point of spesking to her. When the medl was
concluded Mrs. Window, trying to be kind, took Arabella's hand in her own dim and ddlicate
one and led her about the room, showing her the other portraits.

"That isyour grandmother,” she observed, pausing before the representation of an ederly lady in
a brocaded gown, with auburn hair smoothly brushed away from a high forehead.

"Oh, sheis pretty!" cried Arabella, atracted by the face, which was so much milder than that of
her husband.

"Y es, dear mother was very beautiful in her youth,” said Mrs. Window, smiling at the child and
pleased by her admiration, "and your father was very like her.”

"You are very like her, too!" Arabela declared, bluntly, though she felt, without being able to
express, the subtle difference. The pictured face was so much gentler, asif dl the yearswhich
she had lived had smoothed away dl that was hard or merely superficid, and the elder woman
hed evidently been much fairer in coloring.
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"Ah, little flatterer!™ Mrs. Window exdamed lightly petting the child's hand, "I believe | am
consdered like her, though with a difference. And now, should you like to go up to the
schoolroom and have a game with the children while | am dressing to go out? And | may aswell
confessthat | take alittle nap after luncheon.”

To Arabelait seemed very strange that anybody could possibly go to deep in the middle of the
day, but she had come to the conclusion that everything was strange in this atimosphere. Mrs.

Window rang the bell, and the nurse was summoned to take Miss Allston to the schoolroom,
where George was the first to greet her.

"Oh, hdloa" he cried. "I'm glad you came. | want to show you anew book | just got from Uncle
Fred."

Regindd and Carrie aso gregted Arabellawarmly, being, in truth, ddighted to see any one who
broke in on the monaotony of their dally lives, for they were dmost astired of everything asther
elders, upon whom pleasure and amusement, and dl that money could buy had palled. George,
meanwhile, from a shelf upon the wall, had produced a book, and squatting down upon the floor,
invited Arabellato St upon atiny stool near by. While the little girl was hesitating about

accepting the invitation George suddenly looked up and said:

"Say, Arabdla, you look ever so much better to-day. Y ou've got on those new clothes you were
talking about.”

"Georgel" sad Carrie, reprovingly.

"It isn't any harm to say her clothes are nice" George remondgtrated, indignantly. "Every girl likes
to hear that. And her shoes are pretty, too. Just like yours, Carrie."

Arabdlaflushed with pleasure.
"We bought them yesterday," she answered, "just as soon as | was asked to come here.”
"Did you get ahat, too?' George inquired, with interest.

"Yes," answered Arabdla, "it's downgtairs. But these ain't the clothes | told you about. They're
not ready yet."

"Y ou can get dl the clothes you want,” George observed, reflectively. "Y ou're very rich, now."
"l suppose s0," the heiress answered, cardesdly. "I don't know nothing about money.”

"It was our grandfather left it to you," George explained, ignoring the grammar.

"Yes, but | guess he was mine, too, wasn't he?"

"l suppose 0. Did you ever see him?"
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"No," Arabelaanswered, shaking her head.

"We often saw him. Didn't we, Carie?"

"Yes" sad Carrie, who had stood by exchanging glances with Regindd about George's
bluntness. "He used to give us sweets, and silver money. Once he gave us afive dollar gold
piece.”

"Wereyou arad of him," Arabella asked, thinking of the portrait below sairs.

"No; oh, no," answered Carrie. "'l don't think children are ever afraid of their grandfathers.”

"| was scared of his picture downgtairs," Arabella confessed.

"Scared of apicturel” scoffed George. "Girls are such cowards, anyway. What harm could a
picturedo you?'

"It waan't that," Arabdla answered, "but dl thetime | was & the table | kinder fdt asif he was
lookin' a me, and that he was a-going to talk.”

George pondered, feding that the Situation so described might be uncomfortable.
"But he couldn't speak,” he exclaimed, at lagt. "Why, he's dead!"

Arabelladid not attempt to explain further. She sat down upon the stool indicated, with Carrie
knedling beside her a one side and George upon the other, and together they examined the
splendid, new book, full of beautiful pictures. Regindd sat down with something of the loftiness
of his additiona two years and read a book on his own account. The time passed pleasantly
enough until the nurse, who, like the governess, had disappeared, leaving the children to their
own devices, now reappeared to tell Miss Carrie that she must come and be dressed to go out

driving with her mamma and her cousin.

Carrie clapped her hands with ddight, and instantly obeyed the summons. Reginald excused
himsdf a the same moment, saying he had to go down town on a message for his another, and
Arabellawas |eft done with George. He was disposed to grumble that he could not go out
driving, too, but he knew, as did everyone in that well-ordered house, that there was no apped
from any decison.

Arabella suddenly said, after a pause;

"I wonder why that old gentleman left me al that money.”

"Why, because he was your grandfather, silly," answered George.

"I know!" declared Arabdla, "But ill, he didn't know me."
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"Grandfathers aways leave money,” George decided. "He left us al some, too. Not thet | care
much for money. 1'd like to be poor, and go and play with the boysin the street, and wear ragged
clothes”

Then he regarded Arabdlavery earnestly, and said in awhisper:

"If | wereyou I'd stay poor. | shouldn't take the money.”

Arabellalooked puzzled.

"Why?' she asked.

"Because you can have a great deal more fun,” George answered.

"Still," objected Arabela, "it's nice to have money and be able to buy things. | want to get
presents for Mrs. Chrigtie and Alicia, and if Mr. Chrigtie will let me, | want to paint and paper

our house"

"Oh, that'll be fun!" cried George. "Are you going to do it-yourself?1'd like to come down and
help you. Where do you live?!

"In the country. At Kenoosha."

"Kenoosha? Wheresthat? Isit far away?'

"Pretty far. It took us agood while to come herein thetrain.”

"Oh," said George, with aheavy sgh, "I'm afraid | won't be al owed to go, then.”

"Perhgps you could in the summer," suggested Arabella. "Lots of folks come down therein the
hot westher."

"Hurrah!" cried George. "I'm going to ask mammato let me go."

"And I'll ask Mrs. Chrigtie to let you come,” Arabella added, "after the house is papered and
painted.”

"Why, isnt it your house?'
The girl shook her head.
"Oh, then, mammawont let me go!"

"Perhaps she will, if Mrs. Chrigtie asks, and the little girl can come, too, and your brother.”
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"That would be tip-top, for Reggie might bring his pony and Carrie her phaeton, and I'll bring --
well, | don't know exactly what. But it would be more fun before the painting and papering are
done. I'd like to wear overdls, like the man that's doing the house opposite, and paint.”

Arabdlawas doubtful about this latter proposition, remembering the exact methods of Slas
Chrigtie.

"l guess Mr. Chrigtie will want to do the painting himsdlf," she admitted, despondently, "and he
won't let no little boys help.”

George Sghed again, dill more heavily, for wdl he knew the limitations of aboy'slife. By that
time, however, Carrie was ready, and Arabellawas summoned by the obsequious nurse to have
her hair tidied and her hands washed.

It may be said at once that the shops they visited that afternoon and the dressmakers to whom
orders were given were very different, indeed, from those which Miss Alicia had patronized, and
the purchases far beyond her wildest imaginings. And this despite the fact that Mrs. Window
believed in amplicity for young girls, and eschewed finery which would be suitable only for

their elders. But it was in the number and variety of things chosen, in the fineness of materid and
perfection of cut that her exquisite taste was digplayed.

Mrs. Window was well aware of the unsuitability of some of these toilet accessoriesto lifein the
Chrigtie homestead, but she considered the possibility of frequent vigits to town on the part of her
niece, and she was resolved that she should be provided with things requisite for every occason.

In her communiceation to the personage known at Kenoosha as the "Purple Lady," concerning
whom Mrs. Window had made discreet inquiries from the parish priest, she had clearly
explained everything, and that in the event of her assuming the responsibility of Arabellas
training she would be expected to cultivate her table manners, to correct her pronunciation and
her grammar, and, in fact, to mould her to the requirements of her new station, and make
asociation on an equd footing possible with her relatives and others of their set. She was thus,
in every way, preparing for that constant communication between Arabdla and the Allston
family which the future seemed likely to bring forth.

She and Carrie made rapid strides towards a warm, childish friendship in the course of that
afternoon, so that Arabella confided to her dainty little cousin that same project of which she had
dready spoken to George, of having them al down at Kenooshain the summer.

"Of course, Mrs. Chrigti€'s house, where | live, ain't grand like yours,” she said, "but city folks
don't seem to carein the summer. There's lots of woods 'round there, and alake to fishill and
nicewaks and rides."

Carrie was amogt as enthusiastic as George over the proposed expedition, and mentioned the

subject to her mother, who did not give a very decided answer, but smiled and gently minded
Arabdlathat she was not living in her own house.
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That evening, on returning to Alicias flat, the little girl told Mrs. Chrigtie of what she had said to
the children, and was surprised to find that Mrs. Chrigtie received the proposition with something

like dismay.

"For the land's sakel" she cried. "What on earth should | do with people like that? Why, there
ain't adecent gtick of furniturein the house; and the carpets, where thereis any, isworn
threadbare, and the paint is off most everywhere."

Arabella, crestfdlen, neverthe ess renewed her previous offer of spending enough money to
renovate the house completely. Mrs. Chrigtie kindled somewhat at the ingpiring thought, aflush
rose to her cheek and alight came into her faded eyes. Then the light faded and the flush died.

"I've been thinkin' over what you said the other night,” she declared dowly, "but I'm most sure it
can't be done. Silas Chridtie, hes awful set in hisown way, and | don't expect hell let us overhaul
the house."

Arabdllas facefel, and her hopes sank low. She remembered Silas grim countenance, and Sow,
methodica ways, and began to fear that, indeed, the wife was right, and that it would scarcely be
safe, even so much as to mention the subject before him. She went to bed fedling very downcas,
and arguing within hersdf that it wasn't much use having money if you couldn't spend it asyou
wished. Her pleasant vison of avist from her city cousins faded, aso, for how could she ever
invite them to the homestead, even if Mr. Christie were willing, with thingsin their present
condition. She had dready learned enough hersdlf to be able to fancy how Reginadd's politeness
and Carrie's gentleness would strive to cover deficiencies and concedl their secret wonder, while
George would, no doubt, express his honest surprise,and mortify them dl by open criticism.
Besides, it was dways possble that Silas would not permit the invitation to be given & al, and
Arabelabegan to redize that in her new dation and the fullness of her heart she had been guilty
of anindiscretion in acting asif the house where she had merdly been sheltered was actudly her
home. And yet, o curious are the workings of human destiny, that, as shall be seen heregfter, it
was redly Silas Chrigtie who furthered her design, though not precisely as she had intended.

Chapter XII.
MR. FREDERICK'S DAUGHTER.

Meanwhile, Arabella had to make the acquaintance of another cousin, and to enjoy her last day's
outing in the city. After that, she and Mrs. Chrigtie were to take the afternoon train homeward on
Saturday, and so be settled before Sunday. At hdf past ten the following morning an unwonted
sght met the eyes of the shop people below, and dl the dwellersin that neighborhood. Thiswas
the appearance before the door leading to Miss Alicias quarters of Mr. Frederick Allston's
handsome motor car. Mrs. Chrigtie and her sster were much flustered. The former had never,
before coming to the city, seen one of these machines, which were till unknown in Kenoosha,
and Alicia had only viewed them from &far.

"| thought,” said Mr. Frederick, addressng Mrs. Chrigtie, "that you would dl enjoy aspinin the
park before going home to have a chop with my little girl.”
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It was a memorable occasion, never to be forgotten by any of the good gentleman's guests. As
they frankly declared before starting that they had never been in an automobilein ther lives, Mr.
Frederick advised them to put on vells, which should prevent their hair from flying and the dust
from being troublesome. This wise counsdl was followed by the two women, but Arabella could
scarcely be persuaded so much as to keep on her hat, so that her brown hair floated in the wind,
and as the motor |eft the city behind and bowled over the smooth roads of the park she smply
forgot her manners and yelled with ddlight, a delight which found an echo in the breast of her
good natured uncle and added to his own pleasure. He took particular painsto show every sight,
only regretting that nature had austerely withdrawn the bravery of her mid-summer verdure from
the trees and withered the grass.

Poor little Miss Aliciafdt asif she were dreaming, and enjoyed hersdf thoroughly, an
enjoyment which was considerably marred for Mrs. Christie by her dread of the swiftly moving
machine, which she expected might at any moment fly to pieces and precipitate her into space.
She bravely repressed an inclination to Sart at every puff and groan of the motor, every cresk of
the machinery. She confided to Alicia, and aso to her husband and an admiring circle of the
neighbors long after, that for her part she guessed she preferred a horse any day, and a good,
solid wagon. She didn't hold, she declared, with any of these newfangled inventions.

To Arabella, on the contrary, that drive was pure ddight. The automobile is the vehicle by
excdlence for youth. It comes nearest, perhaps, to aredization of their swift, impetuous
longings, their ardor, their hopes ever speeding before, their inexhaudtible vitality. Moreover, the
sky overhead was degpest blue, the sunshine at its brightest, the autumn air clear and bracing.
Like al things earthly, however, that drive came to an end, and the motor stopped before the
door of Mr. Frederick's handsome gpartments in Madison Avenue. Peering out of the plate glass
window, from between the rich slk curtains, Arabella caught sght of aweird, palid little face,
with two eyes of greenish gray, that dmogt startled her, and a the same moment Mr. Frederick
exclamed, his voice softening and his face growing tender:

"Therés my little one looking out for us Poor little mite! Poor little Marion!™
Then he added hagtily, asif to prepare the others for the appearance of the child:
"Y ou know, she has never waked. the nurse let her fal when she was an infant.”

Thetears came into his eyes, and he turned away his head. Arabellafdt so sorry for him and for
the little girl that alump rosein her throat. She looked a her own strong, young limbs, and it
suddenly occurred to her how much she had to be thankful for in her own excellent hedth and
vitdity. She had often secretly lamented that her life was so londly, and had wondered how other
little girls felt who had a home and parents of their own, but here was a child who had many
things which she had coveted, and yet was deprived of so much.

She had little time for reflection, as in another moment Mr. Frederick had ushered them in
through the portico, dl hard wood and polished marble, and the spacious hdl, where ashining
ebony-colored janitor smiled a him, and into the large, high cellinged rooms which condtituted
those handsome ground-floor gpartments.
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Arabellathought she had never seen any place so absolutely bright and cheerful, except, perhaps,
green meadows stretching under the blue sky of heaven on sunshiny days. The floors, dso of
hard wood and highly polished, were covered with bright colored rugs. The sk curtains were of
yellow, to catch every ray of light. Flowering plants stood about in profusion. An orange tree and
some blossoming shrubs gave the gppearance of agarden or southern grove. The furniture
conssted of gold-colored brocade, or of wicker adorned with gay-tinted ribbons. The few but
handsome ornaments were dl of acheerful tendency. Pictures of smiling women and children
looked from the walls. Mirrors flashed back the various objects displayed within the room, and
the large bay window gave an excellent view of the street.

Infact, every detall of agenerd plan had been carefully considered to create the most cheerful
atmosphere possible for the poor, wan, little cresture, who sat upon a sofa near the window,

propped up with cushions and attended by a negro nurse. The cripple's wan face was aglow with
interest and pleasure as she turned towards her father and his guests.

"Oh, papa,” she cried, "you were so long away! Wasn't he, nurse? And | was so anxiousto see
my new cousin!™

"Well, here sheis, a lagt," Mr. Frederick answered, bending over her tenderly. "And | am so
sorry, darling, if you found thetime long.”

"Oh, it doesn't matter, dear,” Marion answered, stroking his face with her thin little hand. "I
shouldn't be so impatient.”

Arabdlafdt the tears come into her eyes as she took that small, wasted hand, and stood looking
down from the height of her own srength and vitdity.

"Why are you crying?' asked Marion, fixing her solemn eyes upon Arabdlasface. "I hopeyou
didn't get hurt, or anything.”

"Oh, no!" cried Arabella, brushing away the tears. "It was lovely out, and | never was in one of
them carsbefore.”

"Neither was|," declared Marion. "They say it would jolt me too much. For you seel ama
cripple, and can't even walk. But | go out in the carriage.”

Arabela could find no words to say, she fdt so very sorry, and Mr. Frederick reieved the pause
by bringing Mrs. Christie and her sgter forward. Mrs. Chridtie shook hands siffly with the little
girl, but Miss Alicia, moved by an impulse of pity which leveled dl ditinctions, sooped and
kissed her. Marion stroked her cheek and seemed pleased.

"Y ou've got such pretty white curls™ she sad. "Are you thelittle girl's mamma?’

"No, my dear," answered Miss Alicia, "she has got no mamma.”

"Poor little girl," exclaimed Marion, "1 have none, either, but perhaps she has got a papa.”
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Miss Alicia shook her head.

"Oh, what does she do?" cried the cripple, in avoice of red emotion. "Arabela, | am so sorry for
you."

Mr. Frederick once more made a diversion by sending the negro mammy to asss the two
women and Arabdlain taking off their wraps, which that functionary did with the kindly

effuson of her race. This done, luncheon was served, Marion being carried by her father into the
dining room and placed beside Arabdlla, at the beautifully gppointed table. That apartment, fairly
flooded with sunshine, was quite as cheerful as the other, and the repast was a delightful one.
There was not an atom of formality, so that the guests fdt at their ease immediatdy. Everybody
laughing and chatting as they enjoyed the well-cooked and appetizing viands. Arabdlla, in
particular, had brought in a ravenous appetite from the park, so that she was dmost ashamed of
edting so very much, especidly as Marion scarcdly took anything a dl.

The luncheon over, she went off with Marion and the negro nurse to the playroom, where were
every conceivable kind of books and toys. They had a glorious time playing together, and the
nurse told them stories, and they talked, the eager, speculative talk in which children indulge,
embracing past, present and future. They had very soon confided to each other every detail of
their history. Arabella, after what Mrs. Chrigtie had said, did not actudly invite Marion to come
to Kenoosha; but she threw out vague hints, hoping that matters might in some way be arranged,
and fedling quite sure that neither Mr. Frederick nor his daughter would mind very much if the
paint were worn off or the carpets threadbare. She even decided in her own mind upon avery
sunny and cheerful room in the homestead, which might be got ready for Marion, if Mr. Chrigtie
would consent. And Silas, as Arabella knew, was not an inhospitable man, and would most likely
welcome these people who had been kind to his wife. Arguing thus, with the shrewd and
precocious wisdom which circumstances had given her, she felt quite hopeful that her desirein
this case might be fulfilled.

Marion's imagination immediately took fire at the thought of cool, shady woods, meadows and
lanes, where wild flowers grew in abundance, though, as she said, patheticaly, somebody else
would have to pick them for her, and bushes loaded with berries and a lake, whereon boats were
congantly plying. Marion had quite made up her mind to visit Kenoosha the next summer, and
only deplored that S0 many months must intervene. And she said so to her father.

"You must come and visit us," declared Mrs. Christie, charmed at the hospitable reception she
had met with in that delightful household, "you and your fether, too, if you won't mind our plain,
homdy ways."

"I think you will be amost certain to see usin Kenoosha this summer,” agreed Mr. Frederick,
reserving to himsdlf the option of accepting or declining the proffered hospitdity, as
circumstances might dictate, "and | know Marion will begin to count the days from thistime on.”

Always, when the three got back to Miss Alicids flat, they were like birds flying homeward to a

nest, glad of the quiet after the roar and bustle of the thoroughfares, the strange sights and
sounds. That evening, however, Arabella could talk of nothing but Marion. She had begun to like
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and to fed friendly with her other cousins, but she had taken little Marion into her inmost heart,
whence she was never to be didodged. And Marion felt towards the newly arrived relative as she
had never felt towards any of those others whom, brought up as she was hersdlf, she had known
al her life. Arabdla seemed to bring with her the freshness and breeziness of the country, the
marked individudity and the power of sympathy, so often born of adversity. Her intdlligence had
been quickened by circumstances, her views of life were new; even her speech was origind. And
because of these things she proved atractive to many, and straightway won this particular
cousin's affection and consequently that of the father.

Chapter XIII.
HOME AGAIN.

It was with red sorrow, the sharp, poignant sorrow of childhood, that Arabella bade good-bye to
Miss Aliciaand her cozy, little home that remained forevermore engraved upon the girl's

memory as the type of al that was comfortable and happy. She was somewhat consoled by Miss
Alicids cordid invitation to come again and spend some days with her, and by her promise to
visit the homestead next summer. Arabella, indeed, beguiled the tediousness of the return

journey with many deightful speculations regarding that summer and its doings.

At the station Silas Chrigtie met them with "the team.” Characteridicdly, he asked not asingle
question, nor did hiswife at that moment offer any information. They drove slently home
through the darkening landscape, with the pae stars gleaming out here and there through the
November grayness, and the lights of the village twinkling from afar, or a intervals down the
road, like the lesser stars of earth.

The homestead certainly looked to Arabella, and no doubt to Mrs. Chrigtie, the most forlorn and
desolate place possible. It had but one saving grace, a homely familiarity. It was arude shelter,
as it were, from the buffeting the uncertainties of that beautiful, brilliant world they had quitted.
The two went indoors slently, while Silas drove around to the stable to unharness. In the hallway
the woolly, brown dog, in raptures, welcomed Arabella by short barks and whines and frantic
rushings up and down and leaping upon the beloved object. Had a human being so conducted
himsalf he would most certainly have been congdered daft. Arabellabent over him, fedling a
certain warmth a her heart in the affection and greeting of this dumb creature. She caressed him
and cdled him by name, whispering into hiswoally ear. Mrs. Chrigtie went on into the sitting-
room and lighting the lamp, looked about her, asif she had never seen the place before.

"Well," she observed, with asigh, addressing Arabdlla, "it ain't quite so grand as them houses
weve bin seein’ and it'salong way behind Alicias place in coziness, but I'm kinder glad to get
here, anyhow. For, after dl, I'm used to it and it's used to me."

Despite the dreariness of the dwelling and the lack of comfort in their home-coming, Arabella
had something of the same fedling, that sentiment, which, partly, at least, had caused her to
refuse the luxurious life she might have had with any one of her rich rdations.

Nor was the place ever quite so dreary again, as shal gppear in the sequdl. For that vist to the
city, hitherto but dimly remembered, had opened Mrs. Chrigti€'s eyes, or rather it had been like
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putting on powerful spectacles. The supper was very coarse and rude, indeed, and Arabella noted
the barren plainness of the table, with forks and knives and other gppurtenances thrown on
amost a random, the table cloth coarse and not too spotless, and the boiled beef and potatoes
and the sodden bread pudding. At the table, Mrs. Christie threw out one or two crumbs of
information. She knew Silas Chrigti€'s peculiarities, and had no mind to provoke hisire or incite
him to grim sarcasm by long recitals of their experiences, while Arabella had areedy relapsed
into the reticence of years. Mrs. Chrigtie, indeed, looked at her curioudy from time to time,
perfectly aware of the difference, and feding that this was scarcely the same child who had been
S0 communicative with Alicia, or o merry and light-hearted in Frederick's motor in the park.
She, however, made no comment but began to give Silas Christie homeopathic doses of news.
"Alicia, she's got anest, pretty sort of little place there.”

Silas made a sound expressive of assent.

"It's mighty nice and comfortable.

"Seems to me shed get lonesome at times.™

"No, | guess nat. shelivesin alively quarter of the town.”

Then there was dead slence, broken only for aconsiderable interval by the clatter of knife and
fork.

"Arabdla, here, she'sgot apile of money."

"Yes" assented the man, indifferently, "1 guessthat's what took you down to town."
" She had the chance to stop there.”

"Shewas afool not to tekeit."

"She's got some mighty big relations.”

"Most ways they're not much use to any one. Better without.”

Slence again.

"Why didn't you ask Aliciato come up for aspell?* Silas Chrigtie asked, after awhile. He had
pleasant recollections of his Sgter-in-law.

"l guess she may in the summer time.”

"Afrad of the cold, is she?" Slas asked. "City folks dways hasit in their head that the country's
colder than the town."
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"It an't that so much, but | thought summer would be the best time.”

"Just as you please, mother," Silas agreed, and after that no more was said till the disheswere dl
cleared away, the cattle fed outside, and Silastook his clay pipe and sat down near the kitchen
fire. The kitchen was alarge, barn-like room; indeed, al the rooms might be thus described.
Therewas not asingle line of grace or beauty in the whole establishment. Before Stting down,
Mrs. Chridtie finished her various tasks precisdly at the same time and in the same way asif she
had never been absent. Arabella sat demurely, with the woolly dog, contented and happy, curled
up a her feet, and Silas Christie surveyed her occasondly from under his shaggy eyebrows. He
was pondering deeply on the fragmentary information he had recelved.

"S0 you came back again to Kenoosha?' he observed.

"Yes," answered Arabella, uncomfortably, "1 came back.”

Shefdt far less a ease in the company of this rugged, bearded man, with his shaggy eyebrows,
unkempt hair and shabby clothing than, for instance, with the genid Uncle Frederick.

"They asked you to stop down thar?" Silas inquired next.
"Yes" sad Arabdla, "the lawyer asked me."

"But did your folks ask you themsdlves?'

"Yes, they did," replied the little girl.

There was agleam of curiogty in the eyes, usudly asimpassve as Mrs. Chrigti€'s own, that
glowered from under the shaggy eyebrows, as Silas asked:

"Why did you come back here, then?"
"Because | wanted to."

Silaswas slent over that for severd minutes, blowing out wreeths of smoke and pondering once
more.

"So you didn't want to leave the Misss?' he resumed, a last, with an odd, softened kindlinessin
histone.

Arabdla shook her head.

"And drange, too," Silas sad, thinking doud, "how set mogt folks is on home, even when it'sthe
uncomfortablest placein cregtion.”

There was along slence after that. The man seemed to have forgotten the quaint little figure of
the child sitting so quietly on the opposite side of the table.
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Mrs. Chrigtie soon came to take her accustomed place in a iff, high- backed chair, where the
click, click of the needles made themsdlves heard.

Long after Arabella had retired that night and had counted over her treasures, and glanced into
the pages of her fairy book, and felt the odd sense that what is most familiar seems unfamiliar
after absence, the two below sat for the most part in agrim silence, such asthey had sat in for
years. Only their vigil was prolonged that night, an unpardleed thing, for so long after Silas
bedtime, and an occasiona question was put by him and aterse and telling answer given by his
better half. In the meantime Silas had heard, spasmodically, and without any continued narrative,
amog al that there wasto tell.

He knew of the scene at the Window's when Arabella had made her decison, of the girl's
introduction to her cousins, of the shopping excursions, and of the drivein Uncle Frederick's
motor car, and the luncheon at his apartments, of her own talk with Mrs. Window, and the
latter's determination to put Arabella's education, if possible, into the hands of the Purple Lady.
Lagt, but not least, for Mrs. Christie was wise in her generation and possessed the wifdly sagacity
born of long years of married life, she saized the present favorable opportunity to tell him of
Arabellas proposa to remodel the house.

Silasin his undemongtrative fashion showed his pleasure a her return and was, consequently,
more disposed to listen and to talk than he had been many times in this thirty odd years of
meatrimony. Therefore, when she told him of Arabellds offer, he did not rlapse into his gruff
humor, as his wife had expected, nor protest emphaticaly, againgt such doings.

"It'sagood offer,” he said, ddiberately, "and it shows that the girl's got a head on her shoulders
and a heart. By jingo, it does. | don't say just now as I'll accept of it, nor alow her to make my
house her'n. But I've got anotion in my head, and I'm pretty well satisfied that it'sagood one.”

Mrs. Chrigtie was too wise to put a direct question, so she kept silent, her needles clicking awvay
more busly than ever, asif they were her thoughts.

"And my notion is" added Silas Chridtie, "to let the girl have her home and us ours.”

"But," objected Mrs. Chrigtie, aghast at this ruthless destruction of the hopes she had secretly
entertained, "don't you understand, she's set on stayin' right here with us?”

"That'sdl right," said Silas. "And | don't say as were not mighty glad to keep her here. And it do
seem right. Y ou've had the trouble of rearin’ her, and you had oughter have some good of her

Once more Mrs. Chrigtie was sllent and waited, Silas being, as rarely happened, in aloquacious
mood. She felt sure he would tell what was in his mind. She laid down her needles, however, and
drew over the lamp on the table, and snuffed the wick, carefully replacing the chimney and

shade. After which she resumed her interrupted stocking. Great clouds of smoke were,
meanwhile, being sent forth from the clay pipe and completely enveloping the smoker.
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Presently he moved his hand to disperse them and blow them away, as amagician might disperse
the dreams of enchantment. There was a suppressed sparkle of eagerness in the eyes of the wife,
while she expected the unfolding of that project a which Silas had mysterioudy hinted. What
could it be? With dl her years of training she could scarce restrain an impatient exclamation
which rose to her lips and the eager question burning upon her tongue.

"My nationisthis™ Silas sad, again, giving a preiminary cough.

"For the land's sakel" cried Mrs. Chrigtie, "tell us what your notion is, and don't beat around the

Mr. Chrigtie stared. He narrowed his eyes under their bushy brows as he said, dowly, "I believe
I'll wait till to-morrow. It's gettin' late now.”

Then Mrs. Chrigtie rose in her wrath, though never, for many along year, had she controverted
her husband's views.

"Slas Chridtie," she cried, "you tel meright now. It won't take any moren afew minutes, any
way, and | want to know."

Shewas hdf afraid hersdf of this open defiance. She stood with her hands on the back of the
chair and gazed a him, while he sat wresthed in smoke, like some grim geni. He regarded her for
afew seconds in bewildered silence. He could scarcely remember when she had disputed his
arbitrary will before, except, perhaps, asadip of agirl. Then he burst out laughing.

"S0," hesad, "l reckon it won't do to let you go down to town often. Y ou'd get demoraized, |
guess, like some of them women that are sumpin' the country makin' tarnation fools of
themsalves. But mebbe for thisonce I'll let you have your way. So St right down and listen.”

Mrs. Chrigie slently did as directed, and her husband proceeded to unfold his views.

Chapter XIV.
SILAS CHRISTIE'S PLAN.

"l reckon," Silas Chrigtie said, "that now Arabellas got the cash shell want another sort of livin'
from what she can get here. And it'sin natur' that shelll have her fine city folks comin' down to
vidt her. Now, I've been thinkin' as | sot here smokin' that the best way to get ‘round the matter
was to build an addition to this here house."

"Why," cried Mrs. Chridtie, in astonishment, "the house is a Sght too big for us now.”
"That'sdl right. But the houseismineand | intend itll stay softill | passin my cheeks. That's

why | propose to build atwo-gtory frame addition. It can take in adinin’ room, akitchen, a
parlor, and ahdf dozen smal degpin’' rooms”
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"But, look here," objected Mrs. Chridtie, till doubtful and wondering, "how am | goin' to do al
that extry work? | got moren enough to do now, | can tell you, and so hasthe help, and Arabella
can't doit asthings are, if she's got to go to school.”

"Wait amoment,” said Silas, "don't cry out till you're hurt. Who asked you to do any extrawork,
or Arabdlla, ether? Shekin have dl the hdp she wants. And asfor goin' to school, why, | was
thinkin' of that, too."

He stopped and smoked awhile, after the unwonted effort of these long sentences, and Mrs.
Chrigtie till waited, her faculties bewildered.

"Y ou were talking about the Purple Lady down yonder being hired to teach her. Wadl, | guess

shes goin' to undertake the job. | gave her alift yesterday, as she was walkin' through the
woods."

"Gave her alift?" echoed Mrs. Chrigtie, wondering much that he should have thus come into
communication with that strange, solitary personage who had hitherto held doof from al the
town. Silas Chrigtie nodded, as he answered:

"Yes, and glad enough to get it, too, she was. She's gettin’ kinder feeble, | should judge; sheld
walked farther than she was able, and found the way home a durned sight too long."

Again the smoke clouds soared up amogt to the rafters of the kitchen.

"Besdes, | knowed athing or two about her, though she didn't guessthat | did. Her little place
yonder isgoin' to be sold out by the sheriff amonth from to-day, if she don't pay up the rent.”

"The Purple Lady's house!" cried Mrs. Chridtie. "Wadl, it's goin' to rack and ruin anyway, it ain't
fit for any onetolivein.”

"That's 0," assented Silas, "but shed got the letter from some of Arabellas folksin New Y ork,
askin' her to teach the girl and train her up to be afine lady. She's mighty pleased to undertake

the job, only she began to cry and come right out with the truth about her house, not knowin' as|
was on to al that bizness before. So | said, says |, 'Y ou undertake that job and well see about the
res."

Mrs. Chrigtie's eyes opened wider and wider a every word. Her curiosity was at fever pitch.

"Now," continued Mr. Chrigtie, impressively, "that old woman's house is agood hdf mile from
here, and spooks or no spooks, it's a tumble-down old rookery, where, like as not, Arabellad get
her death of cold. My nation is, mother, that as soon's the addition's built to this house, which

will be in afew weeks time, well bring the Purple Lady sraightway over here and let her set up
housekeepin' with Arabella. Then she kin have dl the fine folks she wants down here and run the
establishment jest the way them big bugs is used to. Arabellawon't have no long waksin the
winter days, and everythingll be as snug asabug in arug.”
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Mrs. Chrigtie, heedless of the indlegance of the comparison, was logt in admiration of the

wisdom of this arrangement and the happy solution of dl the difficulties. Arabellawould Hill be
under their roof, but would be perfectly free and independent. "The fine folks could come jest as
often as they'd amind, without her bein’ pestered to deeth in tryin' to have things to their likin'.
For, as everybody knew, the Purple Lady was one of their own sort. Of course, it was a bit
creepy to have her so near, but it would be ared charity to take her away from that tumble-down
old ruin and give her acomfortable home."

So reasoned Mrs. Chrigtie, while but one objection presented itsalf to her mind, and this she put
into words.

"Arabellaused to be powerful scared of her.”

"Jerusha Jane, she must get over that nonsense,” cried Silas. "Why, the old woman's as harmless
asatamekitten, and Arabdlla, she kin have two hired girlslivin' right in them rooms with her.
Have you got anything e seto say agin the plan?”

"No, | an't," answered Mrs. Chrigtie. "It'sared, good plan, and | don't see how you ever come
to think of it, Slas Chrigie."

The man chuckled and his wife continued:

"Though | dways did know you were mighty smart about lots of things when you set your mind
tothem."

Silasfairly beamed at the unwonted praise, for their busy lives had left them but little time for
the amenities. The truth was, Mrs. Chridtie fairly fluttered with ddight. Her impassive face
shone, her eyes were dight, her cheeks glowed, as she nervoudy clasped and unclasped her
hands.

"You look ten years younger, Catherine" said Silas, suddenly, "the jaunt down to town must
have done you good.”

"Tant that so much,” Mrs. Christie responded, her eyesfilling with tears, "it's havin' dl these
frets and worries straightened out. It'sredl good of you, Silas, to take so much thought about it."

"I'd do morén that for you, old girl," the man replied. "I'm arough hoss to travel with, but steedy
inthetraces, and | guess| know how to value what I've got.”

He patted her head with rough kindliness as he rose up to go at the warning sound of the kitchen
clock, rusty somewhat upon its whedls, striking out eleven o'clock. After he had gone the rounds
of the house, aswas his custom, ingpecting bolts and bars, Mrs. Christie sat done, staring
through the open door of the stove at the dying fire, her heart full to overflowing with joy and
thankfulness, that everything promised to be so hgppily arranged, and that Silas had lent himsalf
to the various plans and had even found means to work them out in an effective manner.
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Vigons of the furnishing of that new wing, of vistorsto come, of dl the pleasant excitement that
had been hitherto crowded out of her life, rushed upon her mind and caused her to linger for
sometime while the rest of the household was wrapped in dreamless dumber.

Chapter XV.
THE PURPLE LADY

Next morning Silas Chrigtie had relgpsed into his wonted taciturnity, which was even increased
by the caculations he was making about the quantity of lumber that would be required, and the
number of men that could be set to work at once on the construction of the new wing. As he was
going out the door, he turned back to say to hiswife:

"Youtel thegirl what | said and find out if she caresto go to the expense of having that addition
made to the house, and let me know when | come back."

Mrs. Christie had no doubt at all about that part of the matter. She knew that Arabellawasto
receive from that time forward a settled income, which she was free for the most part to expend
as she saw fit. Slaswas o far certain that, with characterigtic energy, he occupied the interval of
his absence in interviewing various mechanics, pricing the necessary materias and arranging, in
fact, to have the work of congtruction rushed.

After the breskfast dishes were washed up and the ordinary household work done, with the
assistance, of course, of "the help," abuxom lass from the village, Mrs. Christie summoned
Arabdlato a conference in the best parlor, whither the domestic was not likely to penetrate. As
the elder woman had surmised, Arabellaturned pale at the thought, not only that she wasto be
taught by, but actudly to live in the house with the Purple Lady. Fear of the latter personage was
deeply ingrained in dl the children of the neighborhood. Arabdlahad often flown, tremblingly,
past her house, where it stood isolated, in the dusk of summer evenings or in the wintry
moonlight.

"I'm scared of her," she exclaimed, shudderingly, and Mrs. Chrigtie very well knew that
reasoning in such amatter was unavailing. Perhaps she was not dtogether free hersdf from the
superdtition. But she had plenty of strong common sense, and as she knew there was much to be
ganed by overcoming what was probably an idie fear, she made up her mind to employ the very
best means to that end.

"Look here," she decided, "I'll get a horse harnessed up and you and mell drive right over there,
Nothin' is so good for scary things as to get right close to them.”

Arabdlaat firgt shrank back in darm from this proposal. Still, in most respects, she was
naturaly fearless, and like many children she had a strong spice of the adventurousin her
composition The very audacity of the project gppealed to her. To enter that dwelling which had
adways haunted her by its fascinating mystery seemed in itsdf worth doing.
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"When welve seen and spoken with her," continued Mrs. Chrigtie, "you kin make up your mind.
If she scares you after that, thar's no more to be said. The plan's got to fal to the ground, and |
guess you'll have to go away to school for a spdll.

Now, thiswas an dternative which Arabella by no means rlished Boarding- school had dways
seemed to her inexperienced mind as a place but little removed from ajail. Every other detall of
Silas Chrigtie's plan had captivated her. To live a the old homestead and yet to have a place
which she could cal home, and whither she could invite whom she pleased, seemed to her an
idedl settlement of the affair.

Asthe two drove dong, Mrs. Christie, moreover, gppealed to the sympathy of Arabdlas
generous and compassionate heart by detailing dl that Mr. Christie had said concerning the
Purple Lady's poverty and the danger of her house being sold over her head.

"Oh," cried Arabdlla, "even if we are too much scared to have her come and live with us, I'll pay
for her house, that is, if | have enough money.”

"Enough money, child?' echoed Mrs. Chrigtie,"why, you could buy and sdll pretty near the
whole village if you'd amind. But you mustn't run away with the idea that you kin pay
everybody's debts and keep dl the poor in the neighborhood.”

Thelittle, old house a which they presently arrived was invested with apeculiar air of privacy. It
was surrounded by alittle bit of ground fenced in with an iron railing, which lent it that

exclusve, not to say mysterious, character which, no doubt, had done much to fogter itsiill
reputation. For in sociable Kenoosha most of the houses were built close to the Street, so that
everybody could enjoy a gossip with the neighbors.

In the bit of ground the brown and seared grasses were plentifully sown with weeds, shrubs stood
neglected and forlorn. The house itsdlf, a wooden structure, amost bereft of paint, displayed a
worn and shabby appearance. The door was opened by alittle woman bent nearly double from
age or illness, and she presently ushered them into asmall room where a semblance of comfort
and refinement banished the rude spectres of poverty and neglect. There, seated in a high-backed
chair by the fire, was that personage of whom Arabdla had hitherto caught only dim and
shadowy glimpses, but whom she had never before beheld face to face -- the Purple Lady hersdlf.
She was somewhat above the medium height, of fine, erect carriage, with unusualy doping
shoulders, which gave her the gppearance of an old portrait. Her hair, plentifully stresked with
gray, was somewhat eaborately arranged, though in the fashion of an elder day. Her face had the
languor and weariness, with a curious palor, which might have come from sorrow or ill-hedth.

Y et it was a striking countenance, once seen never to be forgotten. The eyes possessed arare
sweetnessin their depths, asif they had looked only upon the beautiful things of life, her mouth
was sensitive and gentle, her complexion of arosdesf softness.

Her costume was of the inevitable hue which had procured for her from the people of Kenoosha
her sngular cognomen. It was of a deep tint of hdliotrope shading into purple. She had never
been known to wear any other color. She greeted her vistors with a perfect courtesy, which
reminded both of Mrs. Window, only her manner far surpassed that other'sin the warm
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kindliness, the gentleness, ingtantaneoudy fdt by al who came into her presence. When she had
heard Arabellas name, she took Arabellas roughened, subby hand in both her own exquidtdy
soft and delicate ones.

"And thisisthe little girl of whom ClaraWindow wrote" she said, in her soft voice. "Perhaps
you know, my dear, that your aunt and | were great friends long ago, when | lived in New Y ork.
| dso knew your father and -- others of your relatives.”

Arabela continued to gaze at her with wide-open eyes, no longer of terror, but rather of
admiration and of sympathy, born of the keen perception of childhood.

"Well, what do you think of me?" asked the Purple Lady, with that smile which, from its very
sadness, was unusudly winning. "Shal you care to let me teach you?'

"Yes, maam,” answered Arabella, decidedly. "'l would like you to teach me better than any one.”

The lady smiled again, flushing dightly, asif pleased a the blunt declaration.

Wedll," she said, "we shdl have to see how it can be arranged. | may be moving away from here

Her voice trembled as she said those words, and Mrs. Christie interposed:
"If you're thinkin' of moving why | guessthat'll make things pan out dl right.”

The Purple Lady looked inquiringly, and Mrs. Christie proceeded to give, at least, an outline of
her husband's plan.

"S0," murmured the lady, in alow voice, and asif spesking to hersdf, "it is ever thus with those
who trust in Providence. If one door is shut, another openswide.”

And neither Arabellanor Catherine Christie understood precisay what the lady meant.

However, that vigt settled the matter. There was never any doubt after that that the Purple Lady
was to be the presiding genius of Arabellas future home, and it was, of course, arranged that she
should bring with her her sole attendant, Margaret M cCloskey, who had grown old in her
service.

When Silas Chrigtie came into dinner that day he was very much gratified to hear where the two
had been and with what results. He warmly commended his wife's happy thought, and was much
relieved at the information that Arabella had not only lost dl fear of the Purple Lady, but had
taken a great fancy to that mysterious personage, and was most anxious to be under her tuition.

Therefore, the work of building was hurried on with a degree of haste that had never been seen

before in Kenoosha, and the new wing of the Christie household promised to be in avery short
time an accomplished fact. Arabellawrote in her childish, unformed hand to Miss Aliciatdling
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her of dl that had been undertaken, and reminding her of her promise to pay along vist to
Kenooshain the following summer. She also wrote to her cousins, aletter addressed to Carrie,
but intended for the boys aswell, and giving them dl a cordid invitation to vist her whenever
they chose, once her new quarters were completed. It may be supposed that she did not neglect
her chief favorite amongst the new-found relatives, Mr. Frederick's crippled daughter.

Mrs. Window, taking Carrie's letter down to the library, where sat Uncle Frederick, regarded the
rough paper, theill-spelt and worse expressed ideas, the unformed, uneducated handwriting, and
said to her brother:

"There is so0 very much to be done before we can make her presentable.”

"But solendid soil on which to work, golden stores for the digging,” added Uncle Frederick. "We
may be thankful that, as matters stood, she fell into such safe hands, and that there is nothing
perverted, nor mean, nor base about the child. Mark my words, she has the making of afine
woman. And," he added, after amoment's pause, "Millicent Van Brugh must have changed very
much, if she cannot smooth rough places and temper the whole with her own fine culture.”

Mrs. Window cast a hasty glance at her brother as he said those words. For long before Millicent
Van Brugh had been unhappily married, and had buried the sorrows of a premature widowhood
asthe Purple Lady of Kenoosha, and before good Mr. Frederick had married Marion's mamma, it
was generdly supposed in the Allston's exclusive circle that the two were destined for each

other.

" She was the swesetest, the purest, the noblest woman | ever met,” Mr. Frederick continued,
thinking, asit were, doud and gazing abstractedly out of the window. "How strange it isthat she
whom | would have chosen out of the whole world to undertake such atask, should be thus
providentiadly appointed to care for this poor waif, Jack's only child.”

"Yes," assented Mrs. Window, "there could be, | fed assured, no better arrangement, and
Millicent, if any one, can civilizethe girl. | used to be very fond of Millicent. | should like to see
her again. But asto thisplan of Mr. --"

Shereferred to Arabellas letter, which she still held in her hand.

"Mr. Chrigie" said Mr. Frederick, somewhat curtly, supplying the information.

"Well, | think his plan avery good one, don't you?'

"In so far as| understand it, a capitd one."

"It redlly shows," pursued Mrs. Window, "considerable tact and consderation on the part of this
man. It will make it so much easier for the cousins to know each other. | am sure, if Millicent

Van Brugh isonce in charge, | shdl have no hestation whatever in dlowing Carrie and the boys
to pay her avigt."
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"My Marion will give me no peacetill | take her down there, whether the plan be carried out or
not," declared Mr. Frederick, "but | suppose that can scarcely be before the summer.”

"It will be summer before any of them can go,” Mrs. Window agreed. "1 shouldn't wish my
children's lessons to be interrupted sooner, and | am sure they will enjoy it better then."

So that Silas Chrigti€'s plan met with the unanimous approva of every one of Arabella's grand
reaions, and it set them dl to anticipating a ddightful vigt, for the young people, at lesst, as
soon as the winter should have worn away, and the warm wegther taken its place.

Chapter XVI.
ARABELLA BECOMES MISTRESS OF A HOUSE.

The work of congtruction proceeded very rapidly under Silas vigilant superintendence. He never
relaxed his efforts, nor permitted othersto do so. And magicaly, dmog, it seemed, the new
wing was added to the Christie homestead. Day by day, Arabella watched with wondering eyes,
and Mrs. Chrigtie, with far more practica ones, the gradua progress of the work. By specia
arrangement with her landlord, the Purple Lady remained in her former domicile, and Arabella
went thither daily to begin her lessons. For she hersdf was anxious to lose no time. She wanted
to learn as much and know as much as her cousins. And having so many hopes, so many pleasant
anticipations, she had the more incentive to learn, and her intelligence was kept bright and active.

In the course of avery few weeks the new domicile was roofed over and heated, and it became
one of Arabellas great pleasuresto be permitted to roam through the empty rooms, to plan dl
sorts of plans, and to play her solitary playsin and out of the corner cupboards, the linen press,
the china cupboard, and the pantry.

A ddightful period for her was that of decorating and furnishing the interior. Of course, she was
mainly guided by the counsels of her ingtructress, who conferred with aspecia agent sent down
by aleading firm of decoratorsin New Y ork. Each room had itsidea, and the ideawas in the best
possible taste. The blue color scheme prevailed here and pink there, yellow in yet another,

neutral tints here and warm hues there. The painting was, of course, in harmony with the

papering, and the carpets, likewise, matched. The prettiest, the most dainty curtains were secured
for the plate-glass windows, afew choice water-colors and engravings were put upon the walls.
The furniture was purchased for each room according to its Size and the generd character of the
edtablishment. Nothing heavy, nothing massive was permissible,

"It looks just as chearful as Uncle Frederick's house," said Arabella, who had learned at last to
distinguish her new reations one from the other, and to call them by their proper names.

"l guessit doed” cried Mrs. Chrigtie. "There ain't anything more cheerful than this."
For she took amost as much pride and pleasure in the arrangements as Arabella hersdf, and
never dlowed athought of envy to cregp into her mind, though it was sometimes hard, as she

percelved the contrast between this exquisite little abode and her own dingy rooms, carpetless, or
with threadbare coverings.
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Arabella, however, in conjunction with the Purple Lady, and with Silas knowledge and consent,
planned a surprise for Mrs. Christie, and ordered, with the other carpets from New York, a
handsome Brussdls dair-carpet, and rugs of the same durable texture, for the "best parlor”
dining-room and her own bed-room, with curtains and various other odds and ends, which
congderably changed the aspect of the Chrigtie homestead. By some maneuvering on the
conspirator's part, Silas took his wife away to a neighboring village for the whole afternoon.
While they were gone the improvements were made, Arabella running up and down in glee and
superintending everything. When Mrs. Chritie returned home, she was so delighted that she sat
down and cried with pure joy and gratitude.

One of the things which mogt interested Arabellawas the arrangement of her own kitchen, with
its gas stove and cod-range, its rows of shining copper vessdls, its dresser, and its complete
outfit, even to a spice-box. She took the keenest pleasure in helping to stock the storeroom and
pantry with groceries and other supplies. The Purple Lady, who should have been more correctly
cdled Mrs. Wharton, declared that with Arabellds practicd training and her own intimate
knowledge of the proper conduct of a household, she was going to make the little girl into a
model housekeeper.

The vital question of servants was satisfactorily solved by the importation of two nieces of
Margaret McCloskey, strong, willing and capable girls, with bright faces and kind hearts, who
were intelligent enough to understand that everything they learned of domestic economy was o
much gain to themselves.

Altogether, the household promised to be a very happy one, and Mrs. Wharton had seen to it that
the dement of religion was not excluded. A small, three-cornered room, which Arabella
considered one of the prettiest in the house, was fitted up as an oratory, with a beautiful picture

of the Sacred Heart, a statue of the Blessed Virgin and a handsome crucifix. There, as Mrs.
Wharton arranged, they were to have morning and evening devotions. She aso invited the parish
priest, Father Dolan, to come over and bless the house.

"It is beautiful,” she said, "to have a priestly blessing, the blessing of God, on the very threshold
of your new life, my dear. It will increase joy and lessen sorrow, and, like the patriarchs of old,
you will be living and moving under the shadow of the Most High."

Mrs. Christie was degply moved by dl these things. The tears came into her eyes as she stood in
the oratory. It reminded her of school days a the Sisters Academy in New Y ork, where she had
been asalittle girl.

"My, aint it beautiful!" she exclamed, as she sood in the oratory, and it flashed into her mind
that she and Arabella had both missed much in dl these years, by being deprived, asit were, of
the vital warmth which aone can bring true comfort and happiness into any home. The blessing
of the house was quite afunction. Even Silas and some of his Methodist relations were present,
and declared that it was quite a pretty ceremony, and that there was nothing against Scripture,
ether.
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At lagt came the great day of moving in. A furniture van, under Silas direction, went over to the
Purple Lady's now dismantled home, to convey her belongings to the new quarters. They served
to give atouch of distinction to the little household, which the newness of its appointments might
otherwise have lacked. Some old china, some superfine glass, afew pictures and dainty
ornaments, severa quaint chairs and sofas, were such as could not be bought for love or money.

And quietly, after dl, the two, with Margaret McCloskey and her nieces, took possession of the
new abode. Arabella, for thefirgt time, as mistress of her own house, sat down at the little round
teble in the dining-room, which, initsar of home-like comfort, reminded her of Miss Alicias
house; in its dainty gppointments, of the Window's sately dining-room; in its perfect
cheerfulness, of Uncle Frederick's gpartments.

Mr. and Mrs. Chrigtie came to high tea with them on the following day, which was addightful
occasion to Arabella, though she felt alittle shy of playing hostess. Mrs. Wharton, however,
assured her that she must get accustomed to that role, Snce she expected to entertain so many
vigtors during the summer.

So Arabella entered upon her new life, under the wise guardianship of the Purple Lady, who, by
her influence, example, and congtant watchfulness, was to effect such achangein thelittle girl's
manners, gopearance and views of life. That personage hersdlf, so long mysterious, till wore her
picturesque, if somewhat old-fashioned, gowns, in various shades of a pansy, so that she often
reminded those who looked at her of that flower. She had awonderful power of adaptability to
her surroundings, and as the neighbors gradualy lost their awe of her, she became a mighty
influence for good in that neighborhood. Arabella became, through her influence, a pious and
charitablelittle girl, Mrs. Chridtie, apracticd Catholic. The prgudices of Slasand of his"folks'
disappeared wonderfully when they saw afinelady like her, who had so long lived amongst
them, as an "angd unawares," attending the Cathalic church, which improved health now
permitted her to do, together with Arabella, and, as was afterwards seen, her grand relations. A
whole volume might be written, and yet leave much unsad, asto the new dwelling and its
occupants. But it will be only possible within the limits of the present sory to chronicle the
ariva of thelong-anticipated guests, and afew of those events which marked the limits of ther
vigt.

Chapter XVII.
THE GRAND RELATIONS COME TO KENOOSHA.

On abeautiful day in June, Arabella stood once more where she had stood that other day, with
wild flowers, the children of the soil, upspringing once more at her feet. she looked at the blue
arch of heaven and the sunlight meadows al around, and thought she must surely have been
dreaming. She was clad no longer in a coarse, brown frock and stubby shoes, but in aneat and
very pretty print, her hair, shining and glossy, tied by aribbon, her shoesfitting her feet

perfectly, her hands much softened, her cheeks glowing, indeed, but her whole countenance
refined and improved by her spiritua and mental development, and the growth of her knowledge.

She was asimpatient as any little girl could be, and thought she would never hear the whigtle of
the noon train by which Aliciawas, firg of dl, to arrive. She had demurred very much about
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coming at the same time as the "grand relations.”" But Arabela, with that sturdy force of
character, which developed every day, indsted. Aliciahad findly compromised by declaring that
she would come to Kenoosha and stay with the Christies in their part of the homestead, while
being able to give as much time as seemed advisable to Arabella

Silas had driven over to get her himsdlf, in the buggy, and the train was presently heard in the
distance, and soon after the sound of wheds. Thelittle girl forgot al those mannersin which she
was being drilled every day, but which left great scope for freedom and naturaness, and ran far
down the road to meet the carriage, only having to run back again, to be at the foot of the steps
when Alicia should dight. Laughing and crying together, the two flew into each other's arms,
whence Mrs. Chrigtie extricated her sster to give her a cordia embrace, while the Purple Lady
came forward with gracious cordidity to do her sharein the greeting.

Though the others were not to arrivetill the afternoon train, Arabellano longer found the time of
waiting tedious. She had to show Aliciadl over her house. Not even a corner was omitted, the
vigtor wanting to see everything. As Arabdla said, she was the most ddlightful person to show
thingsto, for she was interested in the smalest detail, and asked a thousand questions, and was
loud in her admiration of the whole. She and the Purple Lady were friends from the first, ance
therewas ared affinity between them, despite the difference in their position and upbringing.

In the afternoon, Silas, who had hired a'bus from a neighbor to accommodeate all the expected
guests, invited Arabellato accompany him to the sation, which she did, nothing loath. When,
therefore, Mrs. Window looked out from the car window, as the train came steaming in, she
remarked at once to her brothers that she would never have known Arabella. The girl, strong and
large of frame, to be sure, and with a hedthy color in her cheeks, was neat and carefully dressed,
and smart and trim in gppearance. Upon this transformation George likewise remarked as soon as
he descended from the car.

"l say, Arabdlla" he cried. "Y ou look exactly like one of those city girls we see on Fifth Avenue,
only your faceis redder."

"George!" exclamed Mrs. Window, severely, and the boy was ingtantly reduced to silence.
Arabellawas, nevertheless, dated by the remark, and felt much more confidence in shaking
hands with her uncles, Frederick and Robert, the latter of whom, it must be owned, she was very
much surprised to see, standing upon the platform. He held Arabella's hand in his, and seemed so
unaffectedly kind and so glad to see his niece again, that from that moment the latter liked him
amost aswell as his brother. Shaking hands cordialy with Reginad, the young hostess inquired,
anxioudy, where were the others, Carrie and Marion.

"Oh, they are here," cried Uncle Frederick, who was waiting at the steps of the train to take his
daughter from the negro mammy. "We have |eft no one behind.”

Marion's face looked wan and tired after the journey, but she clapped her hands a sight of
Arabdla
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"Oh, Carrie! there sheis," she cried joyfully, and as Arabellarushed over to kiss her and bid her
welcome, she added: "I am so glad to get here at last and to see you again, Cousin.”

After that, every body was introduced to Mr. Silas Chrigtie, and bundled into the 'bus, which
began to drive away very dowly on account of Marion. For Silas was dready much interested in
her, and as gentle and sympathetic in settling her comfortably in the vehicle as any woman could
have been. The villagers dl came forth to their doorsto stare at Arabella's "grand relations,” and
the dogs barked as though they were giving awecome of their own.

The children of the party, inhaing the pleasant country scents, the sweet clover and the
blossoming trees, loudly expressed their ddight, whilst their edersin more subdued fashion
commented on the freshness and balminess of the country air.

At the homestead, Mrs. Chrigtie and the Purple Lady -- Aliciaretiring to the background -- stood
sde by sdeto receive the vigtors, forming as complete a contrast to each other as could be
imagined, but on the most friendly and cordid of terms.

As the 'bus drove up to the door, Mrs. Window said, in an undertone to her brother, who sat
neares, "Why, Frederick, Millicent is as beautiful asever.”

"Y ou should rather say, 'more beautiful than ever," declared Mr. Frederick, who had been keenly
observing the two upon the steps. His mind was busy with the past in that brief interva until he
found himsaf shaking hands; courteoudy but quite conventionaly, with the former Millicent

Van Brugh, and cdling her Mrs. Wharton.

"Y ou have heard the nickname for me in Kenoosha," said the person so addressed, with asmile,
"and it is S0 very convenient.”

"Am | to cdl you the Purple Lady, then?' he said, quietly. "Shal | move a generd resolve that
we dl adopt that name?”’

"l don't think | can ever remember anything but Millicent," exclamed Mrs. Window, with
unwonted warmth.

Mrs. Wharton pressed her hand.

"Old friend," she answered, "it matters very little what you and | cal each other, for we have the
past to bind us together.”

"That sounds very much like leaving ustwo out in the cold,” said Mr. Frederick to Mr. Robert.
"Which has been done before," added. Mr. Robert, and the remark may possibly have suggested
to some amongst the little party assembled at the moment on the homestead steps, that whatever

had been the case with Mr. Frederick, Mr. Robert had, for this woman's sake, preferred single
blessedness.
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Mrs. Chrigtie's impassive face and undemongtrative demeanor relaxed as much as possible in the
heartiness of her welcome. Presently, however, the whole party were hurried in doors, and
through a passage which led from the main entrance hdl sraight into Arabellas ddightful and
amog fairy-like home.

Chapter XVIII.
A HOUSEFUL OF GUESTS.

Arabella made a charming hostess, with the Purple Lady in the background to keep her, asit
were, up to the mark, and offer timely suggestions. There was, moreover, about the girl asturdy
character, inherited, probably, from dead and gone generations, which enabled her to rise to the
occasion and acquit hersdf creditably of her duties as entertainer. Everything possible for the
comfort and pleasure of the house- party was thought out and planned between these two, and
therein they were ably seconded by Mrs. Chrigtie and Aunt Alicia. Both of these latter were
brought, in spite of themsdves, very much to the front, by the desire of Arabella and the easy
good breeding of the guests. Gentle little Alicia became a prime favorite with every one, while
the sterling qudities of her Sster were fully appreciated.

Silas Chritie, aroused out of histaciturnity, especialy when in company with Mr. Robert, Mr.
Frederick and the boys, was a host in himsdf. He guided the masculine portion of the party to the
best places for fishing and boating. He drove them to the most inaccessible places, and
introduced them to half the country sde. He had not the dightest awe of any of the fine folk, not
even Mrs. Window hersdf, and his blunt smplicity of manner atoned in their eyes for his want

of polish.

During the week which Mr. Frederick, Mr. Robert and their Sster remained at Kenoosha, it is
quite possible that one or both brothers would have been glad to renew their former relations
with Millicent Van Brugh, but the latter, who understood the art of gracefully effacing hersdlf,
made them understand in her gentlest and most gracious fashion, that the belle of long ago no
longer existed.

"My lifeis enveloped in the shadows,” she said, hdf jesting, "the purple shadows which come at
evening, and which can never take on the glory of morning. So you seethat | have been well
named.”

In this fanciful manner she defined her atitude, and once she said to Mrs. Window, as she
caught awistful look upon her face:

"It isvery peaceful, Clara Y ou must not pity me."

The children, of course, knew nothing of thislittle by-play, nor that one or two of their eders
went away with red regret in their hearts. All the younger members of the party were left behind,
the negro mammy charging hersalf with a generd superintendence of those who needed her care.

Such aperiod of pure enjoyment as began after that it would be difficult to chronicle in cold
black and white. For, after dl, it isdifficult to set down those ddlightful outingsin the country,
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the wanderings through woods and cool, shaded roads, the drives on hay carts, the fishing, the
bathing, the wading in cool streams, the rowing, or the sailing, or the driving. The boysin
particular were devoted to out-door sports, George being on intimate terms with haf the boysin
the village, and rgoicing in the freedom he enjoyed of "getting to know other felows" even if
they wore shabby clothing, and in some instances had no shoes a dl upon their feet. He liked
going out with Mr. Chridtiein dl sorts of vehicles and helping him a any work picking up quaint
expressions from him and quite winning the old man's heart. One day George said confidentialy
to Arabdla

"I wish mother would let me come down hereto live. I'd like to be afarmer or something like
that. It'stiresome being rich and living in a brown stone house."

"Stll, it's nice to have money,” said Arabella, from the height of her experience. "I've tried both,
and | know."

"Oh, It'sdl right for you, because you've got ahouse, or, a al events, awing of your own, and,
anyhow, you're agirl. Every boy ought to be poor.”

"Y ou might give away dl your wedth," suggested Marion, who sat near, supported by cushions.

"I can't giveit away," grumbled George, "because | haven't got it, but it'sthere, and | haveto bea
rich boy whether | like it or not. Now Carrie likes to be rich. she dways wants good clothes and
things™

"Carrie has got some sense” cried Regindd, taking up the cudgels for hislittle sster, who, quite
undisturbed by the accusation, sat complacently dressing adoll.

"Not so much as Arabella," retorted George, "because she was poor once.”
"Oh, shut up withyour theories" exdlamed Regindd, " Arabdlawill think you crazy."
"No, shewont," cried George, waxing somewheat fierce.

"Y ou ought to be satisfied, George," Marion put in, gravely. "What would you do if you were
like me, and what would | do if | were poor? Everybody ought to be satisfied.”

"So they ought, honey," agreed the negro mammy, "and the good Lord He gibs everybody what's
best for them to hab. Sure enough, honey."

George, finding public opinion thus againgt him, was reduced to slence, but drummed
discontentedly on the window, and resolved in his mind various socidigtic theories, only the
usual order was reversed, and he did not want to possess himself of somebody el se's weslth, but
to get rid of hisown. Arabela, seeing him thus disconsolate, followed him over to the window
and addressed him with her usua common sense:
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"Theré's no use bothering about it now," she said. "When you're a man you can give away your
money, if you want to, and be afarmer or anything you like."

A further diversgon was made by Silas putting his head into the room to announce that he had
hired ayacht to take them dl, including Marion and the mammy, and even Aunt Alicia, for a
sal. It was after their return that evening that a story-telling party was suggested, and they dll,
with the exception of Silas, who had goneto play cards with a neighbor, and Mrs. Chrigtie, who
was busy in her own quarters, assembled in Arabellds parlor. The negro mammy, by specid
request, led off with a blood-curdling tale of her far-off Southland, "in dem crud dav'ry days”
which she told with her soft, Southern accent, and with unconscious dramatic power. She
brought vividly before her listeners minds the hut in the brushwood, where lived a hunted
fugitive, and the supposad ghost, which haunted the fever swvamp, but which turned out to be a
"poor colored man, as had lost al de wits de good Lord gibbed him." The listeners could amost
see the waving of pams, the clumps of dark foliage, enlivened by fireflies, and the hissing of
reptiles in the dimy marshes. When the story was amost & its most terrifying climax, steps were
heard approaching through the passage, and everybody jumped. It proved to be nothing more
formidable, however, than Mrs. Chrigtie hersdlf, with alarge dish of hot popcorn, which she had
just manufactured.

"Aunt" Aliciawas next caled upon for a story, and told avery pretty one, but not a al frightful,
ance neither she nor the Purple Lady were in favor of over-exciting the imaginations of children,
and especidly ddicate oneslike Marion. Her story was atrue one, of alittle flower- girl who

sold her wares every day on Twenty-third St., and who saved every penny to support an aged and
bed-ridden grandmother. At last, one day, the child herself was rendered, for the time being,
helpless. She was run down by an automobile, and had to be taken to ahospitd. The driver of the
motor proved to be aman of heart. He learned the history of the little flower-girl, interested
himsdf in her welfare, as she gradudly recovered, and undertook to provide, thenceforward, for
both hersdlf and her grandmother. The little girls, in particular, were charmed with this story, and
declared that they should like to follow that gentle employment, which Aliciaso graphicaly
described, and tie up roses and violets and tuberoses and lilies of the valey, heliotrope,
mignonette and carnations into bunches, and sdl them to dl comers.

Thefind story wastold by the Purple Lady, who sat in the centre of the ring, her fine face full of
thought and expression as she made haste to comply with the request of Arabella and the eager
crcle of ligeners. She was very fond of tdling quaint legends of little Sories from the lives of
the Saints for the instruction and edification of her pupil and these others who were temporarily
in her care. And on this occasion she told, with much grace and beauty of diction, atde of a
gentle lad, a scholar in an ancient English monagtery who, during hiswhole life, had had a great
devotion to the Queen of Heaven. He lay upon abed of mortd illness, and being rapt in ecstasy,
beheld upon athrone of glory the Blessed Virgin hersdlf, surrounded by a resplendent company
of saints and angds. The Heavenly Lady inquired whether the youth would prefer to remain
longer upon earth or to enter a once into that happy society. And he, seeing no sadness on the
faces of those blessed people, begged that he might join them without delay. Then returning to
consciousness, he told the Lord Abbot, and, asit were, obtaining his permission, mounted
upwardsto join that blissful company.
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Now, this story very well prepared every one for the evening devationsin the oratory. They, in
their turn, were concluded by the singing of a hymn to the Blessed Virgin. Thiswas so ludtily
rendered by al those young singers, that the praises of the Queen were sent far away through that
atmosphere, which had never before vibrated to such supplications as:

"Show Thysdf a Mather,
Offer Him our sghs
Who for usincarnate
Did not Thee despise.”
Chapter XI1X.
CONCLUSION.

It would be pleasant to continue this story of Arabdllaindefinitely, and to show how she
improved and developed, learning the right use of money and its dmost unlimited power for
good, showing hersdlf a devout and exemplary member of thet little church in the neighboring
parish, which she had so long atended and acting as its bountiful benefactress, until such time
as, through her help and exertions, Kenoosha could boast a sanctuary of its own. All thisand
much more might be told. How she cheered and brightened the cold and comfortless life & the
homestead, and gave its two occupants anew interest in everything; how she visited Alicia, the
Windows, and Uncle Frederick, in turn, and how they and the children, Carrie and Marion,
Reginald and George, came back many times to Kenoosha, and aways regarded their sojourn
there as amongst the pleasantest of their experiences.

But asit is not possble within the limits of asingle sory to penetrate thusinto the future, it is
better merely to rdate one or two incidents which marked the close of that first holiday time,
when the children from town came to make the acquaintance of their newly found cousin. It may
be remembered that Carrie had brought her pony and pony-carriage from town, and in this
vehicle the children in turn took the most delightful drives. The pony was regarded as perfectly
safe, no one ever apprehending that he would one day kick up his heds and run away. Y et this
was what actudly happened, and in the following manner. The two boys, George and Regindd,
had gone fishing with Silas, and Arabella had waked over to the village, a distance of about haf
amile, to ask for letters at the Post Office. Meantime Carrie had arranged to take Marion for a
little drive and she had been carefully packed into the seat by the Mammy. It was aradiantly
beautiful morning, such as only June can show, and which initslast lingering daysit ssemsto
intengfy. The abundant foliage waved softly in alight breeze. The lanes and the roadside were
overflowing with luxuriant bloom, the sky was nearly cloudless. The two little girls went dong
for some time in complete enjoyment and as they supposed, in perfect security. Neither of them
could tell precisely what happened, possbly the broken branch of an overhanging tree, making
weird shadows on the sward and striking the anima as he passed. Whatever was the cause, the
effect was as certain as it was sudden. The pony stretched his limbs and fairly flew, getting
completdy beyond Carrie's control and dashing franticaly, they knew not whither, on, on, with
the chance of another vehicle colliding with theirs, or of being dashed over the high dliff
downwards into the lake. Happily for the children, there was something in their training which
had taught them sdf contral, for they sat rigid and immovable with white, set faces and a prayer
aigngtother lips
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Meantime Arabella, having cdled a the Post Office, was returning homeward, lingering by the
roadside to pick aflower here and there, and feding the full enjoyment of the exquisite wesether.
Suddenly she heard the sound of whedls, and presently of flying hoofs. She stood till and
listened, her ear was trained, and she knew that country folks did not usualy drive a so reckless
apace. She moved to the Sde of the road and waited. Then she saw, in one swift glance, the
familiar pony, flying as no one dreamed he could have flown, his manein disorder, his eyeswild
with fright. She saw likewise, the white, agonized faces of the children, and knowing that one of
them was Marion, redized what it meant. The danger was imminent for them, it would be more
so for her, if she did the only possible thing, and tried to stop the animd in its headlong career.
She remembered a lesson, which the Purple Lady had been reading only latdly:

"Gregater love hath no man than this, that he lay down hislifefor his brother.”

The words flashed into her mind as she steadied hersdlf and sprang forward, to save her two
cousins and particularly that helpless one, for the sake of Chrigt. She planted hersdlf firmly inthe
road and snatched at the bridle. The pony reared, plunged, struggled and darted forward again,
dragging her with him. But she would not lose her hold, though her hands and knees were torn
and bleeding and her strength seemed wholly unavailing. Neverthdess, the speed of the beast
was checked, this weight clinging upon him and the pulling of the bridle, he began to dacken his
pace, and finaly stood Hill, trembling violently and covered with sweet, not half a dozen paces
from the edge of the dliff.

It seemed dmost miraculous that Arabella escaped with severe cuts and bruises, indeed, but
without any serious injury. There were moments when the two in the phaeton believed that she
would be killed before their eyes, and the doctor, who was caled in, could scarcely believe that
no bones were broken, and that, so far as he could discover, there was no interna injury. The
fedings of the negro Mammy, of Mrs. Chrigtie and of Mrs. Wharton, may be better imagined
than described. Grave fears were likewise entertained that Marion in particular might suffer from
nervous shock. But no such thing occurred. Her hedth, which had very much mended during her
day in the country, remained quite unimpaired, as did that of little Carrie. Mrs. Wharton was
able, in fact, to write quite a satisfactory report of the affair both to Mrs. Window and Uncle
Frederick. The latter was so relieved and so grateful to Arabellathat he sent down on the very
next day the most beautiful little diamond incrusted watch, within which was inscribed:

"To aheroine, with afather's grateful thanks."

And a heroine Arabdla was, not only in the household, but to the whole village, o that there
would have been great danger of her getting spoiled only for her strong common sense. She was
up and around in afew days again. At first she had to remain in the house and amuse hersdf in
various plays with Marion and Carrie. They played with dolls, and they played house and
grocery-store, and anumber of those other games wherein children of the gentler sex particularly
delight. They aso heard many a story from the Mammy, who could not do enough for Arabella
to show her gratitude. And certainly both Mrs. Chrigtie, Mrs. Wharton and Aliciatestified, by
every meansin their power, their affection for the little girl and their degp thankfulness and
rgoicing that she had been spared to them. Marion and Carrie were forevermore devoted to their
cousin, and anice, long letter came from Mrs. Window, which only amother could write, and
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which few would have expected from that quarter. She thanked Arabelain the most moving
terms for the services rendered to her darling Carrie, and prayed heaven to bless her with its
choicest favors. Those were very pleasant, happy days, never to be forgotten, whatsoever the
changes or vicisstudes of after life. And from thet time Arabellas pogtion in the entire family
was established on that most secure of basis -- love and admiration.

She progressed so favorably that she was able to be present at the grand celebration which
marked the last day of her guests visit to Kenoosha. After that they were dl going away again,
and things were to resume much of their former course at the homestead. This celebration took
the form of apicnic to alovely spot, aforest nook, in the glen overlooking the lake.

Mrs. Chrigtie, Margaret McCloskey and the two maids had been busy for days previousin
preparing the contents of the huge hampers, which were put into the 'bus driven by Silas himsdif.
This vehicle accommodated the whole party, the domestics included. It was another glorious day,
though June had given place to July, and it was quite warm enough to make the fresh, cool

shelter of the woods and the breezes from the water delightful. Under the umbrageous shadows
of oaks, hemlocks, birches and other forest monarchs the party gathered. With scents of pine, fir,
sassafras and the countless odors of the woodlands regaling their nogtrils.

In the various sports which were indulged in, Regindd, yidding himsdf to the joy of the
moment, was quite as active as George. Silas forgot his taciturnity, and chuckled with positive
delight. Mrs. Christie and Alicia entered entirely into the spirit of the occasion, and the Purple
Lady, by her quiet, tactful suggestions and infinite resource, was a host in hersdlf.

Marion sat with the mammy under agreat oak, her wan cheeks glowing with hedth, her eyes
bright, while Carrie and Arabella brought her as much as possble into adl their games, and
offered her acorns and flowers and sassafras root and dl the forest treasures.

The boys, under Silas direction,and taking al necessary precautions, built afire, where water

was boiled and coffee made by more skillful hands than theirs. Potatoes and peanuts were

roasted in the embers, morsels of cold mesat spitted on forks and browned, while presently the
contents of the hamper were unpacked. All the children except, of course, Marion, helped in this
important ceremony. Tablecloths were spread on green knolls, one for the elders, the other for
the young folk, with huge bunches of wild flowersin the centre. Japanese ngpkins and wooden
plates were arranged, and the good things displayed in ddlightful profusion. Cold chickens and
freshly boiled ham, jdlied tongue and a pigeon pie, with cake and ice cream and jelly, and home-
made candy, supplemented by alarge box sent down from town by Uncle Robert, who, it may be
mentioned, had kept Arabellawel supplied during her late iliness.

Hedths were drunk in ginger de and lemonade; the Purple Lady's hedth and Mrs. Chrigti€'s, Mr.
Chrigiesand Aunt Alicias, Mrs. Window's, Mr. Frederick's and Mr. Robert's; everybody's
hedlth, in short. But the most impressive moment was when Regindd arose to propose Arabellas
health, which George supplemented by springing to his feet and suggesting an addition:

"Three cheersfor Arabdla May she live long and prosper.”
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This latter sentiment was, of course, a quotation which he had learned, but it fitted the occasion
and was promptly adopted by his hearers.

"Three cheersfor Arabdla" echoed dl the children, and the deep voice of Silas, "Hip, hip,
Hurrah! may she live long and prosper!™ and with that sentiment, which the woodlands reechoed
and carried far over the lake, and which was repeated next day at the station, just before the train
bore the guests away, this narrative may aswell cometo a close. Thewords seemedtoring in
Arabellds ears, as she remained with tear-dimmed eyes upon the platform and watched the
dowly disappearing train, and they followed her homeward, and haunted her, when she sood
gazing once more a the homestead, with its cheerful, new wing, at the familiar surroundings, at
the sky, now brilliant in the sunsetting, and thought of dl that had come and gone. While she
stood thinking the deep thoughts of childhood, the words seemed amost as a prophecy and a
prayer, uttered in al sincerity by those childish voices and from the depths of unspoiled hearts.

"May you live long and prosper, Arabdlla. May you live long and prosper.”
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