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GWEN 
— 

CHAPTER I 

LEARNING TO MILK 

Gwenie! We've played that 

precious race-game every night 

this week!” Daniel said irritably. 

Gwendolyn had had measles since he 

had, and had been just as ill; but it was 

an understood thing that it was her busi- 

ness to amuse him. 

«Do think of something else!” he 

repeated ; and Gwenie wrinkled up her 

forehead and pondered deeply. 
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“There’s chess—we haven't played 
chess for months,” she suggested doubt- 
fully. | 

But Daniel shook his head. A game 
of skill which his sister generally won 
was not to his liking at all. 

“Draughts, then, or ‘Beggar my 
Neighbour, or the spelling game. 
Let's do ‘Constantinople.’ § There's 
lots of paper in the Davenport, and I’ve 

got two pencils.” And this time Daniel 
seemed satisfied. 

“Tt isn’t much fun with only two people 

to play ; but we must do something. We'll 

take two minutes for each letter, and 

whoever thinks of most words altogether 
shall choose what we're both to do till 
bedtime,” he suggested, pulling out the 
big Waterbury watch which grandmamma 
had given him last birthday, and of which 
he was intensely proud. 

Gwendolyn got hold of two more 
words than he did; but it was aclose
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tussle, and the game proved so interesting 
that she elected to go on with it for the 
rest of the evening—till Emma the house- 
maid, whose business it was to look after 
the two children, appeared with milk and 
seed-cake for supper. : 

“It’s going to be fine to-morrow, Miss 
Gwendolyn, Tom says so,” remarked 
Emma, encouragingly, as she left the room. 
Tom was supposed to be the most weather- 

. wise individual in the farm-yard. 
“That's consoling. It’s poor fun having 

measles and coming to the country to get 
over them, when you never have a chance 
of going out without getting wet through, 
What shall we do to-morrow, if it really is 
fine ?” demanded Daniel, with his mouth 
full of seed-cake. 

“Get up early and go out before break- 
fast,” returned Gwenie, promptly. 

_ “Well, of course. There wouldn’t be 
much sense in staying indoors if it’s fine. 
What shall we do when we ave out, I
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meant?” Dan said impatiently. Heliked- 

his sister to make all the suggestions, 

because having some one to blame if they 

turned out badly was satisfactory. 

“We needn’t do anything, just at first, 

need we? It’s all new, and we don’t know 

what the place is like. Couldn’t we walk 

about and think of. something to do after 

breakfast? There’s a pond somewhere, 

with little fish in it.” 

«“ Sticklebacks, I suppose. They aren't 

fit to eat. But we might catch some 

alive, and keep them in a finger-glass or 

foot-bath or something. It'll be worth 

while starting an aquarium, if there’s a 

place here for us to catch things in,” 

“How are we going to catch them, 

though? Ina butterfly-net? They dart 

about like wildfire,’ Gwenie said doubt- 

fully. 

“Then I don’t think your butterfly-net 

would be much good—you wouldn’t be 

quick enough with it, But they'll come
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in a minute, if we get some proper fish- 

hooks, and bits of raw meat. I know 

a chap who used to catch hundreds,” Dan 

remarked confidently. 

“That must have been nice. Only we 

haven't got any fish-hooks.” 

“ Nor had the other chap, till he went 

into a shop and bought some, which is 

what I thought of proposing that we should 

do,” suggested Daniel, sarcastically. Girls 

were so stupid—there wasn’t an ounce of 

go or enterprise in their composition. 

‘But there.aren’t any proper shops in 

the village—only a post-office, where they 

sell sweets and writing-paper, and the 

blacksmith’s. Besides, how much do fish- 

hooks cost?” demanded Gwendolyn, 

doubtfully. 

 “ About a farthing each, I think. They 

needn’t be made of gold or silver either. 

And the village shops aren't the only 

ones we’ve got to depend on—there’s a 

little town called Oxford, which it would
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be just possible for us to get at,” returned 

Daniel. He meant to be a great man 

when he grew up, and prided himself on 

being full of resources. 

“We couldn't go there to-morrow, 

though, could we? It’s six miles off; so 

‘it would cost ever so much to go by train, 

and it’s so horrid to wait,’ Gwenie said 

disconsolately. 

“We needn't go by train. You ought 

to be able to walk six miles. Nobody is 

likely to notice what we’re doing to-morrow, 

so we can go directly after breakfast. 

Grandpapa said we were to be out of 

doors all day long.” 

“But it isn’t only the six miles there— 

it's six miles back, as well,” returned 

Gwenie, doubtfully. ‘“ Not that I mind. 

If they really mean to let us be out all 

day, and aren’t going to look after us 

much, and you don’t mind sitting down 

to rest pretty often, I can do it quite 

easily. We might ask if they'd let us
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have dinner out in the fields, and take it 

with us. We could start quite early, and 
not come back till teatime, if we did 
that.” 

“Yes ; but it wouldn’t do. They’d want 
us to have plates and tumblers and all 
sorts of things, if we asked to have dinner 
out of doors. You can’t mention a picnic 
without people wanting to pack you a 
hamperful of crockery. They’d think we 
only wanted it in the fields just for fun, so 
they wouldn’t consider weight.” 
“We might turn all the crockery out, 

though, and just tie up enough to eat in 
something. That’s what gipsies do; and 
those big, red handkerchiefs of yours would 
hold a lot,’ suggested Gwenie. “We 
couldn’t be expected to carry a hamperful 
of crockery twelve miles, just because 

somebody packed it up for us.” 
. Daniel wrinkled his brows, and thought 

a little. Fellows like himself, who hadn’t 

any brothers, had to make the best of their
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sisters; but Gwenie was so stupid and so 

awkward to manage. If she once got it 

into her head that the grown-up people 

might disapprove of the expedition if they 

knew all about it, she would most probably 

decline to go altogether. 

Aunt Millie was away, and Mrs. Wilton 

herself was an invalid, so that her grand- 

children scarcely ever saw her at all; but 

Daniel was quite sharp enough to know 

that for him and Gwenie to wander off 

miles away by themselves, stopping when it 

pleased them, to eat their dinner out of hand- 

kerchiefs by the roadside, without forks, or 

plates, or other civilized appliances, was 

not a proceeding which was likely to meet 

with her approval. 

“You see, they mightn’t like it if they 

saw we hadn't used the plates and 

things,” he began doubtfully. “It isn’t 

as if this was our own home and the 

servants and. people knew all about us.” 

“No; and we can’t smear the plates
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over and make them look as though they 

had been used, because it would be deceit- 

ful. I wish I didn’t always see how easy 

it would be to manage everything if one 

wasn't straight about it,’ Gwenie said 

slowly. 

“T wish you hadn’t such a priggish way 

of giving out that you’re quite above doing 

anything you oughtn’t to. Other people 

can keep from doing mean things, like 

making plates look as though they have . 

been used when they haven't, without 

boasting about it. You ought to be 

ashamed of yourself for having such ideas!” 

Dan said sharply. 

“But we can’t help Satan putting bad 

thoughts into our hearts. We don’t even 

know exactly when he’s going to do it, 

till it has happened. Mr. Bertram said so. 

And as long as we get help to turn them 

out again——”’ 

Gwenie stopped, with crimson cheeks; 

Dan was looking so annoyed.
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‘Really, Gwen, I wish you'd curl up!” 
he broke in angrily. “I know all that, 
and you know I know it; and you aren't 
good enough yourself to be always preach- 
ing to other people. Who stole the pre- 

served pears ?” 

Gwendolyn’s eyes filled with tears, and 
she hid her face, with a quick, impulsive 
little movement which was natural to her. 
It was so cruel of Dan. If he had ever 
done anything very dreadful, like stealing 

fruit, and had been found out and punished 

and forgiven, she would never have been 
mean enough to remind him of it; but 

boys, somehow, were different. And it 
was part of her punishment, she supposed, 
that some people never would forget— 
only it was so long ago. It was nearly 

five years actually, since cook had left ever 
so many preserved pears lying about at 

home, and she had taken some when no 

one was looking, and had nearly broken 

her heart afterwards with all the shame
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and disgrace and misery that her piece of 
wickedness had brought her. 

Dan’s conscience bristled up and began 
to prick a little. Gwendolyn looked so 
crushed and crestfallen, and she had been 

so perky and bright and full of life two or 
three minutes ago. 

_ “Well, cheer up, old girl. We all do 
things we shouldn’t occasionally; and I 
believe I’m rather a brute to chuck stones 
about in this fashion. Anyhow, we’ve 
wandered rather far from the point. You 
see, for one thing, if they packed an elabo- 
rate hamper, it wouldn’t be’ quite polite of 
us not to take the whole of it; and——” 

“Perhaps it wouldn’t. But, Daniel,” 
interposed Gwen, with a suspicious little 
gurgle, which sounded as though she hadn’t 
done crying, “why shouldn’t we tell Emma 
plainly that we'd rather not have a hamper? 
We might just say we only wanted some 
food to tie up in a bundle, and then there 
wouldn’t be any bother about it.”
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Dan shook his head. Gwen never could 

take anything in. But she hadn't quite 

done crying yet, and he wanted to make 

up to her for that unkind reference to the 

preserved pears, and didn’t mean to speak 

sharply to her again just yet. 

“T think we'd better give up the idea 
of taking dinner with us. You ought to 

manage if we start directly after having it 

here to-morrow. Tea isn’t till six; and I 

don’t suppose anybody would mind if we 

were late,” he said presently. 

“No, as we always have italone. Emma 

only puts it on the table and goes away. 

I shouldn’t think she'd notice if we weren’t 

in quite at the right time; and I think I 

can walk twelve miles. Only vou mustn’t 

be too cross if I want to stop rather often 

on the way home,” Gwen said doubtfully. 

Dan woke up first next morning. The 

sun was shining, the birds were singing, 

and the little American clock, which his 

sister had saved up money enough to give
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him last Christmas, assured him that it 

was only half-past five o'clock. 

Gwen was sleeping in a little room which 

opened out of his. She had lain awake 

for ever so long during the night, sobbing 

softly to herself, and wondering whether 

people ever were going to forget about 

those horrid preserved pears; but the 

regular breathing, which sounded quite dis- 

tinctly through the closed door, made it very 

evident that she was far from being awake 

now. Dan sprang out of bed, opened the 

door cautiously, and crept quietly up to 

her. He didn’t want her to wake till he 

woke her. The sun, which was shining 

full upon her curly chestnut hair, turned- 

up nose, and little freckled face, showed 

the patchy redness which last night’s cry- 
ing had left about her eyelids very plainly ; 

and Daniel shook his head with an odd 

mixture of regret and satisfaction. 

“She isn’t a beauty, that’s one comfort. 

Looking in the glass'll keep her from
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being conceited instead of making her 

want to spend money on clothes and worry 

about her complexion, like some girls do. 

I wouldn’t swop her, though, for any other 

fellow’s sister that I’m acquainted with. 

Wake up, old girl!” And he shook the 

shoulder that Gwendolyn wasn’t lying on 

rather roughly. : 

She opened her eyes, and started up 

suddenly. 

“Tt isn't: late? What is the matter? 

Oh, I suppose you want to go out before 

breakfast ?” she muttered sleepily. 

“Yes, Ido. You know we arranged to 

last night. Do wake up a bit! You've 
been snoring loud enough to rouse the 

neighbourhood,” Dan remarked encourag-: 

ingly. . 

Gwen pulled herself together at once,. 

and sat straight up in bed. 

“Snoring? Nonsense! I’m sure I. 

haven't. You're only just awake your- 

self!” she retorted angrily.
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Daniel’s superior smile was so aggra- 
vating. 

“ All right, old lady, we won’t dispute 
the point. Somebody was snoring, and 
they’ve stopped since you woke; but it. 
may have been a ghost, of course. You 
get your things on as quick as you can, 
and we'll go and look for the stickleback 
pond. I'll wait for you outside the hall- 
door.” And Daniel disappeared, slamming 
the door in a manner which startled Gwen 
very considerably. 

“Oh dear, just like aboy! He'll wake 
everybody, and grannie won't like it. 
Emma told us she objected to noise last 

night ; I shall get dressed first, and go in 

and warn him.” Accordingly, just as Dan 
was in the act of pulling on his hobnail 
boots Gwendolyn crept in on _ tip-toe, 
carrying hers in her hand, 

.“You haven't got your boots on yet. 
Oh, that’s right! Don’t you think we'd 
better put them on downstairs? Grannie
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doesn’t like a noise; and if we wake her 

up, I’m so afraid she'll be angry.” 

‘“Oh—hang it! Well, perhaps she will. 

Though why grown-up people should 

mind noise so much more than we do, I 

never can understand—here goes!” And 

carefully propping his door open with 

a chair, Master Dan set an excellent 

example of noiselessness by sliding silently 

down the banisters, and waiting in a sort 

of heap for his sister in the hall below. 

“Don’t know exactly what we’re to do 

when we ave out,” he remarked, when 

Gwen arrived. 

But the tinkling of a bell in the distance 

apparently furnished her with an idea. 

“That’s the cow-bell, I’m quite sure. 

Mother said, when she was a little girl 

the cow-bell always used to ring at six 
o'clock. Let's go and see,” she sug- 
gested. 

“Go and see what—a bell ringing? 
That doesn’t sound strictly exciting,”



LEARNING TO MILK 23 

Dan said, tugging vigorously at his boot- 

lace, which had been broken pretty often 

and wasn’t quite longenough. But Gwen- 

dolyn knew what she was talking about. 

‘Of course not—the bell stops ringing 

directly. But it means milking-time, and 

by the time we get to the byre they'll 

have collected all the cows ready to begin. 

And, perhaps, if Tom’s in a good temper, 

he'll let us have a try and milk one of 

them; and then if I don’t learn enough to 

be a governess, I can go out to the 

colonies, and be a dairymaid when I’m 

grown up,” she said eagerly. 

«Oh, all right! Milking is girl’s work, 

though; so I'll look on. Perhaps, when 

you've succeeded in milking a tumblerful, 

if you ever do, you'll offer your brother 

some of it. Supper didn’t make a very 

lasting impression on me last night, some- 

how, and breakfast isn’t till eight,’ Dan 

remarked rather gloomily. 

“No—and I’m hungry too. But hot
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milk is nearly as satisfying as bread and 
butter, so it will be all right,” Gwen said 

encouragingly. 
“Flot milk? There isn’t a fire out 

there. You aren't going to bring it back 

to the kitchen and boil it, are you?” Dan 

inquired blankly. - 

“Of course not. Dan, do you really 

mean to say you didn’t know that milk is 

hot—warm anyway—when it comes from 

the cow? It’s thick and frothy too, and 

just as good for one as a tonic. Mother 

used to drink it every morning when she 
lived here, and she thinks perhaps that’s 

why she was so much stronger when she 

was a little girl, than she’s ever been since,” 
Gwen explained, in some astonishment. 

It was so very seldom, she had always 

been given to understand, that girls knew 
anything which boys didn’t. 

‘Oh, warm—of course! You spoke as 
if it was going to be boiling,” Dan said 
sheepishly. “You girls always are so
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casual and inaccurate, That’s how it is 

you can’t make as much as we do when 

you're grown up, and don’t do properly 
for doctors, or newspaper reporters, or 
anything interesting.” 

‘We do do for doctors—some of us, 

and lots of the things in newspapers are 
written by women. Besides, I’d rather be 
a woman than a man any day. It’s ever 
so much nicer when you get old and can’t 
work, and have to spend most of the time 
indoors, particularly if you haven’t some- 
body always about on purpose to amuse 

you,” retorted Gwen, indignantly. “I 
wouldn’t be a boy for anything !” 

“Sour grapes! They'll get ripe later 

on, when I go abroad, and begin to have 

adventures. You've got the best of it 
now, anyway, because you're going to 

milk, and I’m going to look on,” Dan 
said admirably. He didn’t want Gwen to 
get into one of her agitated moods at this 

hour of the day.
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The cows were standing ready in their 

separate stalls, and Tom was talking to 

two or three of the maids, and apparently 

waiting to begin. He eyed the children 

inquiringly. 

“We—we've come to ask a favour. 

Miss Gwendolyn wants to do some 

milking,” Dan said boldly. He wanted 

secretly to do some on his own account, 

but was rather afraid of being clumsy, 

and making himself ridiculous. Tom did 
not look altogether best pleased. 

“The cows don’t take kindly to new 

hands. Has the young lady ever milked 

before ?” he asked gruffly. 

‘‘No, she hasn’t. She only wants to 

try——” 

“And if it’s a bother to you, I won’t 

try at all. I only wanted to see if I could 

do it—just once,” Gwen broke in eagerly; 

“we thought you wouldn’t mind.” 

“JT don’t, miss, if it’s only for a minute 

or two. But there’s more in milking than
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people think, and those cows is easily put 

out. I must choose you a quiet one.” 

And Tom’s eyes ran down his stock 

thoughtfully. ‘Jenny ‘Il do as well as 
any of them. Youd better sit here, 
missie!” and Gwen took her seat on a 

three-cornered stool, alongside of the 

nearest cow, obediently. 

“You take the pail thusly—between 

your knees, Miss Gwendolyn,” explained 

Jane, the kitchen maid, advancing to 

relieve Tom, who was beginning to look 

rather put upon. ‘‘And then you turns 
your attention to getting the milk into 

it; not over your pinafore, as, just to 

begin with, is what is most likely.” 

“But I can’t make the milk come at 
all,” complained Gwen presently, after one 
or two utterly ineffectual attempts, 

She was getting hot and uncomfortable, 
and Dan was beginning to snigger con- 

temptuously. 

“ A good many can’t just at first. You
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want to persevere a bit. That’s better!” 

as a thin stream of white fluid appeared 

at last. 

“Yes, but it’s only with one hand. - My 

left isn’t doing anything at all. And I 

can’t hold that pail between my knees— 

it’s had to go down on the ground,” Gwen 

panted breathlessly. : 
“Well, the milk you have got has gone 

into it. That’s more than them as tries 

for the first time can say generally,” Jane 

said admiringly. “You'd better stop now, 

or we shall never get done, and to-morrow 

it'll come first rate.” 

Gwen didn’t want to stop—she felt 

quite sure that she was going to improve 

immensely immediately; but Jane was 

looking a little impatient, so she got up 

reluctantly, 

“T think Pl just have one go. Your 

performance wasn’t up to much,” Dan 

said suddenly. And before Jane had 

time to remonstrate he had popped down
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on the stool his sister had vacated, and 

wedged the pail in between his knees, 

with a professional air which was rather 

annoying to the last performer. 

“That's all very well, but you've no 

skirts. I could have managed ever so 

much better if I hadn’t had any,” she said 

wistfully. 

Dan was going to succeed at once, evi- 

dently, and he was quite conceited enough 

already. But the milk didn’t come, though 

he worked away vigorously; and Gwen- 

dolyn’s crestfallen air began to disappear. 

“You haven’t got any at all, and I 

believe youre hurting the cow. She 

didn’t twitch about half as much as that 

with me. She's going to kick — take 

care!” as Dan sprang to his feet, just 

too late, unfortunately, to circumvent 

Jenny, who had managed to kick the 

pail. of milk all over him, by way of 

intimating that. she was thoroughly sick 

of being experimented on.
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“Oh dear! Milk stains, and you’ve 

only got two suits! What a pity it wasn’t 

me. My frock would wash,” Gwen said 

sorrowfully. “Those knickerbockers will 

be in no end of a mess.” 

“Tt won't show. We can sponge it 

off. Commend me to girls for whining 

over everything! Jenny’s an ill-tempered 

brute, though, and I propose we don’t 

have anything more to do with her,” Dan 

returned, shaking himself ruefully. 

“So do I propose it, nor with none of 

the others neither. There'd be a fine row 

about all that milk being spilt if Miss 

Millie was to home,” observed Tom 

gruffly. “You London young ladies and 

gentlemen seem to me to do best out 

of the farm-yard.” 

“Which means that you'll be glad to 
get rid of us. I think perhaps, Gwen, we 

had better make ourselves scarce. You've 

got to clean up these garments of mine, 

and get them dried by the kitchen fire
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somehow before eight o'clock. I’m 
awfully sorry I let that sulky beast 
upset all your milk.” © 

And the two children proceeded to 
make the best of their way back to the 
house, without, as Tom remarked, so 

much as “thank you” for all the precious 
time he had spent on them. 

 



  

  

  

CHAPTER II 

An Untawrut Donxey RIDE 

“Bin $6 OBODY would ever know that 
Pw milk had been spilt all over 

_ those knickerbockers of yours, 

I’m quite proud of them. But I used 

nearly all the ammonia mother gave me 
taking out the stains, so we shall have to 
try and not have any more accidents,” 

observed Gwendolyn, thoughtfully. 

“There won’t be a chance of having 
any more learning to milk. Tom’s one 
of the most disagreeable people I ever 

met. He was quite rude to me in the 
kitchen just now when I said that very 
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likely we should go and have another shot 
some other morning,” Dan said gruffly. 

“Perhaps it was because he knew you 
oughtn’t to be in the kitchen. Emma 
told me grannie didn’t like it when she 
saw me coming out with your knicker- 
bockers. And we never remembered to 
thank Tom for starting us this morning, 
which we ought to have, because it wasn’t 
his work, and we hindered him and Jane 
too. I don’t think he'll be disagreeable 
if we are civil.” 

“Humph! Well, what’s that you're 
writing ?” demanded Dan, suddenly. 
Gwen didn’t generally write letters that 

“he didn’t know about. 
“It's a letter to a man in Oxford who 

keeps fishing-tackle. Jane told me his 
name ; and she said he’d send us six hooks 
all ready to use if I sent him threepence 
in stamps. I was going to ask you about 
it,” Gwen said, reddening uncomfortably. 

“What's the good of going to work in 
Cc
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that round-about fashion? I thought we 

were going to fetch them this afternoon.” 

“Yes ; only it’s a long way, and I wasn’t 

sure if you'd asked grannie—it all seemed 
rather a muddle when we were talking 

about it yesterday.” Gwen faltered awk- 

wardly. “I thought perhaps you'd be 
rather glad to have them got this way— 
it’s so much easier.” ‘ 

“That’s a matter of opinion—besides, 

you ought to have asked me. I don’t 
suppose you know how to write a business 
letter in the very least. Let’s see.” And 

Dan drew out the blotted sheet of note- _ 

paper which his sister was trying to hide 
under her blotting-pad, and examined it 
critically. 

“DeEaR Mr. Roper, 

“ My brother and I rekwire some 
fish hooks. We rekwest you to send 6 
and inclose threpence in stamps. 

“Your affec*®* little friend, 

“ GWENDOLYN.”
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“That won't do at all, Gwen. I knew 

you wouldn’t know how to do it properly ; 
but I really should have thought you 
might have turned out something better 
than that. The spelling isn’t right, and 
your beginning and ending is ridiculous. 
You don’t begin ‘Dear Mr. So-and-So’ 
to tradesmen, and you don’t want any 
expressions of affection at the end either. 
It’s extremely lucky that that letter wasn’t 
posted before I saw it.” 

“I’m very sorry, but I thought you put 
‘your affectionate friend’ to everybody 
who wasn’t a relation, And spelling is so 
difficult. Do tell me exactly which words 
aren't spelt right, and I'll try and re- 
member,” murmured Gwendolyn, humbly. 

“That’s precisely what you wouldn’t be 
able to do, if you were shown what was 
wrong without taking any trouble to find 
out. You'd better look every single word 
you've used up in the dictionary, and copy 
out those you’ve spelt wrong about fifty



36 AN UNLAWFUL DONKEY RIDE 

times. That'll do much better than getting 

me to tell you,” Daniel returned evasively. 

He felt privately almost certain that for 

one thing there were four e’s in three- 

pence, but was not quite sure enough to 

commit himself. 

“Oh, very well—when there’s time! I 

wish we could get a grown-up person to 

play spelling games with us,” Gwen said 

wistfully. 

“That wouldn’t be any good. J look 

after you when we're doing that. And 

now, if you'll allow anybody but yourself 

to make suggestions, I'll tell you what 

I’ve thought of. Do you remember those 

donkey-rides we used to have on the sands 

at Brighton ?” 

“Rather! I should just think so! 

Wouldn’t it be fun if we could have some 

more?” ejaculated Gwendolyn, brighten- 

ing up at the recollection. 

“That's just what I’ve come to the con- 

clusion that we can have, if you're sure
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that you really would like it,” returned 

Daniel, mysteriously. ‘‘There’s a man in 

the village who keeps three, and wants to 

let them out to people for a shilling an 

hour; it’s ninepence if you take them 

for more than one hour. How would you 

like to ride to Oxford and back on one of 

them ?” 

“ Awfully. Of course I should. But 

how could we? Grannie mightn’t like it; 

and it would cost such a lot!” objected 

Gwendolyn the prudent. 

“Tt would cost something, of course ; but 

I’ve asked grandmamma, and she doesn’t 

mind, and she’s given me four shillings to 

pay foraride. I told her one hour wouldn’t 

be worth getting stiff for. We ought to 

do the whole business in three hours quite 

easily,” explained Daniel, not, unfortu- 

nately, thinking it necessary to mention 

that he had not told grannie that he 

wanted to ride to Oxford and back with 

his sister, or that he had received strict
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orders not to venture any distance without 

the donkey-boy. 

“That's nice. But if it’s going to take 

. us three hours, four shillings isn’t enough. 

That'll only pay for two hours if we're 

going to have a donkey apiece,” re- 

turned Gwendolyn, still looking rather 

alarmed. 

Pocket money with her and Daniel was 

very far from being plentiful. 

“T thought I told you they only charged 

ninepence if you took the animals for more 

than an hour. And I’m going to square 

it with the man, and make him let us have 

them the third hour for sixpence, which 

will make it all right. If you want to 

come, all you’ve got to do is to be ready 

at two sharp, and leave business details 

to me.” Which Gwendolyn, who loved 

riding as indulged in for the only time in 
her life on the Brighton sands, was very 

glad to do. 

“And what about the donkey-boy ?”
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inquired Dan, when his bargain was almost 

concluded. 

“The donkey-boy. Well, sir, any other 

afternoon I wouldn’t let the donkeys out 

without him. But he’s got business some- 

where else to-day, and if you're accustomed 

to ride, and will be responsible for the 

animals, I don’t mind making an excep- 

tion. It'll save you sixpence, which is 

what I have to charge if he’s out for any 

length of time.” 

Dan hesitated. Grannie certainly had 

said that they weren’t to go out without 

the donkey-boy, and, therefore, as the 

donkey-boy couldn’t come, he knew per- 

fectly well that the expedition ought to be 

given up. But it was such a lovely day, 

and they really wanted the fishing-tackle. 

Besides, when he had once made up his 

mind to do anything really nice, he never 

could bear to be disappointed. Broad 

roads are such pleasant, easy places to walk 

along, and Daniel wasn’t quite man enough
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at present to realize ‘that it is generally 

only the narrow, uphill, stony ones that 

lead us on to places that are worth getting 
to. So—— 

“Oh, I see! Then, as he can’t come, 

I suppose we must. manage without him. 

I'll bring the beasts safe back to you 

myself.” And with that, Master Dan and 

his guilty conscience and the donkeys set 

off for the Manor House as fast as possible. 

“Are you quite sure we can do it in 

three hours? These donkeys don’t seem 

inclined to go particularly fast,” Gwen 

remarked presently. 

“No; that one you're on is an obstinate 

brute. I can see it by the way he holds 

his ears. I only hope he won’t suddenly 

take it into his head to stop altogether. 

However, perhaps it’s better than having 

an animal who insists on galloping all the 

way as you aren’t used to riding. That 

saddle is all right, isn’t it?” 

“Ye-es, I suppose so. I’m not sure
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that it’s altogether as tight as it might be; 
but perhaps it’s only my imagination. It’s 
such a long time since we had those rides 
at Brighton,” returned Gwen, doubtfully. 

“If you mean that there’s something 
wrong, and you'd like me to get off and 
see what it is, I wish you’d say so. The 
saddle seemed right enough when we 
started, and it’s just as it was then now, 
as far as I can see,” grunted Dan. 

Gwen was a fussy little thing, and 
evidently half afraid of the animal she was 
riding, but she would gain more courage 
as they went on. . 

“Oh, then of course it’s all right! I 
shall get used to it presently. But I 
wish you wouldn’t ride quite so fast. My 
donkey won’t go.” 

“So it appears. I really think you'll 
have to beat hima bit. We shall be all 
day on the road if he goes on like this,” 
Dan returned discontentedly. 

“T shouldn’t like to beat him, even if
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I'd got a stick, which I haven't. And 

shaking the reins doesn’t seem to have 

any effect. Don’t go on like that!” as 

Daniel’s steed made a sudden spurt for- 

ward. ‘I can’t possibly manage to keep 

up with you!” 

“So I see. This sort of thing won’t do. 

If you aren’t going to beat him yourself, 

I shall have to do it for you. What's the 

matter now ?” 

“I don’t know, only he won't go on. 

Do come and help me, Dan; I can’t make 

him move!” cried Gwen, in desperation. 

Joseph, her donkey, had come to a full 

stop, his fore feet planted firmly on the 

ground in a slanting position, and his ears 

laid back with a look of determination. 

“He wants a good beating. I shall 

have to get off and come to him,” said 

Dan, slipping off his own donkey and 

fastening it with a slipknot to the fence. 

“It's lucky Pve got a riding whip, as you 

haven't,”
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“ Hadn’t I better get off? Suppose he 

kicks ?” queried Gwen, eyeing her brother’s 

implement nervously. 

“He won't; the worst he'll do is to 

start off rather suddenly. You stick on 

tight, and don’t be a coward,” advised 

Daniel. “ I’ll make him go somehow.” 

But apparently this was easier said than 

done. Joseph’s skin. must have been as 

tough as his disposition was obstinate ; 

for not one inch, either backwards or 

forwards, could he be induced to move. 

“T really don’t quite see what we are to 

do if he’s going to glue himself to the 

ground like this all the afternoon. You 

can’t have been riding him properly, Gwen; 

it’s too tiresome,” Daniel said at last, stop- 

ping from want of breath. “Even if we 

give the whole thing up, and don’t try to 

get to Oxford, I don’t see how we're ever 

to get the brute home, unless we tie a rope 

round him and help my donkey to tug 

him back to the village. They'd no
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business to let out such an aggravating 

animal.” 

“There’s somebody coming, isn’t there ? 

It’s a man with a bath-chair. Perhaps he 

understands donkeys,” suggested Gwen- 

dolyn, looking over her shoulder anxiously. 

“T’m not ‘going to ask anybody to help, 

it would be all over the village in no time; 

besides, what's the good? You can’t do 

anything to a donkey but beat him, or 

drag him along by main force, if he won’t 

go. I wish that bath-chair would turn 

round the corner,” muttered Daniel, 

sulkily. 

But the bath-chair evidently had no 

idea of doing anything of the sort. It 

and the man and the old lady in it came 

straight on, and presently the old lady 

pulled out a pair of opera-glasses and 

proceeded to inspect Joseph and the 

children pretty intently. 

Daniel had turned his attention to 

Joseph again, but suddenly Gwendolyn,
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who was still peering anxiously over her 

shoulder, gave a cry of recognition— 

“Its grandmamma! How funny! I 

never knew she went out in a bath-chair. 

Do let me get down and speak to her!” 

she cried eagerly. 

Daniel looked round awkwardly. 

“Oh, well, we can’t get out of it! You 

can get down, if you want to,” he said 

slowly. The bath-chair had been advanc- 

ing steadily, and was nearly upon them. 

Mrs. Wilton put down her opera-glasses 

and signed to the man to stop. | 

“What is the meaning of this, Daniel ?” 

she asked stiffly, taking no notice of 

Gwendolyn, who had slipped thankfully 

off Joseph, and run up to the bath-chair. 

—“Tt's—you said we could go for a 

_ donkey ride,” muttered that young man, 

doggedly. 

-«“ With the donkey-boy, I said. What 

have you done with him?” 

Daniel shuffled off the foot he was
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standing on to the other, and got very 

red. He felt so small and foolish and 
generally ashamed of himself. 

“We haven’t got a donkey-boy—they 
couldn’t let us have one this afternoon,” 

he said at last. 

“Then, what did you mean by coming 
out on donkeys at all? Didn’t you know 

perfectly well that you ought to have let 
your ride wait for another day ?” demanded 
grandmamma indignantly. It had always 
been an anxiety having children in the 
house when Millie was away, but she 
approved of putting young people on their 
honour, and it had never occurred to her 

that her own daughter’s children were not 
to be trusted. Daniel hung his head and 
looked nervously at Gwendolyn, who was 
standing by with wide-open eyes. 

“Yes, I believe I did. Only it was 
such a lovely day, and we wanted to go 
to Oxford for some fishing-tackle. Gwen 
didn’t know anything about it,” Dan blurted
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out, wishing that the ground would open 

and swallow him, or that, at any rate, 

something would happen to take his 

grandmother's attention off, and break 

the awful silence which ensued when he 

stopped speaking. He felt quite grateful, 

when Joseph, who was still standing stock 
still, suddenly stuck his tail. straight out 

and brayed loudly. 

“What is the matter with that animal ?” 

inquired Mrs. Wilton. 

“He’s only braying. That’s what 

donkeys generally do when they think 

it’s going to rain,” murmured Gwendolyn, 

faintly. 

“TI mean, why were you beating him, 

and what was he standing still in the 

middle of the road for?” went on Mrs. 

Wilton, eyeing Daniel expectantly. That 

young gentleman was still shuffling about 

and looking extremely foolish. 

“Gwen couldn't manage him. He 

wouldn’t go,” he said sulkily.
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“You didn’t seem able to manage him 

either, from what I saw. Pray, what did 

you intend to do if you couldn’t persuade 

him to move ?” 

“We hadn’t quite decided,” began 

Daniel; but Mrs. Wilton broke in again 

before he could finish his sentence. 
“Oh, then I think I had better decide 

for you! Will you kindly go back to the 
village at once, and tell the man those 
donkeys belong to that you can’t manage 
them, and that I shall be much obliged if 

he will either send or come for them 
himself as soon as possible ? Gwendolyn 

can stay here; there is plenty of room for 

her in my bath-chair, and I mean to take 

her back with me.” 

Poor Daniel! This ignominious con- 
fession of failure was not to his taste at 
all, but grandmamma spoke decidedly, 

and he didn’t see any way of getting out 

of it. 

“But it’s only Joseph who won't go.
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I can ride the other donkey back if Gwen 
isn’t to come, can’t I ?” he said anxiously. 

‘Certainly not. Go at once, and do as 
I told you. You would probably get into 
just the same predicament over again; 
and, in any case, I don’t consider that you 
are fit to be trusted alone with another 
donkey,” returned grandmamma, severely ; 
and, after that, Master Daniel felt that 
there was nothing to be done but make 
tracks on foot for the village as fast as 
possible, 

 



  

CHAPTER III 

Gwen’s PRESENTIMENT 

Son HY didn’t you tell me that we 

weren't supposed to go with- 

out a donkey-boy yesterday ? 

Grandmamma made me so uncomfortable 

on the way home. She seemed to think 

the whole business perfectly awful,” Gwen- 

dolyn was saying sadly. 

““T’m afraid it was rather bad. I 
oughtn’t to have done it. You're to be 

depended on for jumping on a fellow when 

he’s down, of course—you wouldn’t be a 

girl if you weren't,” Dan returned dis- 

consolately. He was feeling crushed and 

cross and miserable. 
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“You know I didn’t mean to jump upon 
you. Oh, Dan, there’s a telegram!” 

ejaculated Gwendolyn, suddenly. 

_ “Very likely. But I don’t see why you 
should be so excited about it. It can’t 
have anything to do with you. I hate the 

way you girls have got of flattening your 

noses against the window and making 
guesses at other people’s business,” growled 
Daniel, angrily. 

He felt thoroughly inclined for a quarrel 
with somebody; but for this purpose 
Gwendolyn had no intention of offering 

her services. She had had a long lecture 
anent the sisterly influence which ought 
to be exercised over all brothers in the 

bath-chair yesterday, and meant to begin 
by trying to smooth hers down into an 
amiable frame of mind again as soon as 
possible. 

The telegraph boy did not go away, but 
remained dawdling about by the hall door 
as though he were waiting for an answer.
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Presently the door opened, and Emma 

‘came in looking white and mysterious. 
“Will Master Daniel go and speak to 

the mistress, please, at once?” she said, 

and then disappeared so promptly that 
there wasn’t time to ask her a single 
question. 

“What’s that about? We can’t have 
done anything else, can we?” queried 
Daniel, uneasily. 

“No, of course not—if we don’t know 
it. But it might be something about that 
telegram—do go and see! I wish grannie 
had sent for me too!” Gwendolyn said 

wistfully. 

It was so horrid having to wait all by 
herself in the schoolroom while Daniel was 
being talked to about something exciting. 

He came back presently, looking grave 
and important. 

“You were right for once, old lady— 
that telegram did concern us. Father has 
been sent for to India in a hurry, and he’s
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got to sail next Thursday, so mother 

wants us to go back at once, so as to see 

him before he goes. Grandmamma is 
dreadfully sorry we have to go so soon, 
and she’s going to give us ten shillings 

each to spend in amusing ourselves at 

Wimbledon, where we shall have to stay 

for the rest of the holidays, I. suppose. 

Mother will be awfully cut up.” : 
“T should think so! Next Thursday— 

why, this is Saturday!” gasped Gwen, 

with wide-open eyes. “And India is 

such a long way off. I wish we could 

all go!” 

“We can’t, because there aren’t any 

decent schools for me in India, and the 

climate wouldn’t be good for you. If it 

wasn’t for us mother would go—it’s only 

for a year,” Daniel said thoughtfully. 

“Oh, I’m glad she isn’t going! How 

horrid it would be, particularly when you 

were at school, with nobody but a gover- 

ness and servants!”
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“Yes; you wouldn't have much of a 

time all by yourself; but girls have to put 

up with being dull,” Dan remarked de- 

cidedly. “We'd better go upstairs and 

see about packing now. Grannie said we 

were to start this afternoon,” . 

So there was an end of Gwen and 

Daniel’s visit to the country for the 

present. Dan didn’t say much, but he 

was very quiet and depressed and different 

from his usual blustering little self. 

Everything would have been different 

if it hadn’t been for that wretched donkey 

episode the day before. It was so horrid 

to feel that he was going away in disgrace 

and leaving a bad impression behind. 

And being forgiven hadn’t done away 

with the uncomfortable feeling he had 

when anything reminded him of yester- 

day’s escapade at all. 

Gwen was very full of business, and 

managed to get on with the packing with- 

out assistance from Emma in a manner
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which caused that good woman very con- 

siderable astonishment. 
“It’s plain you're not used to being 

waited on, Miss Gwenie—the way you've 

collected everything and forgotten nothing 

is simply wonderful. There’s some good, 

after all, comes from Master Daniel’s 

domineering ways——” 

But Emma never got a chance of 
finishing her sentence, and the storm of 

indignation which interrupted it, rather 

altered her estimate of Miss Gwendolyn’s 
disposition. 

The house at Wimbledon was rather 

in confusion when the children arrived 

that night. Boxes and packing-cases were 

everywhere, and Tosca, the family cat, was 

wandering about with his tail in the air and 

an expression of worry and dissatisfaction 

about him which clearly indicated that he 

‘strongly disapproved of the general dis- 

turbance of household comforts. 

Nobody was very communicative just at
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first, but Gwendolyn caught sight of some- 
thing in one of the passages which filled 
her with a vague sense of uneasiness. 

“That’s mother’s box; it’s got her 
initials on it, What do they want to turn 
that out for ?” she asked suddenly. 

“Perhaps father’s going to take it, or 
very likely some of the things he means to 
leave behind are going to be packed away 
in it. Or very possibly it’s been stuck out 
in the landing simply because mother’s 
room is being turned out. Housemaids 
can’t sweep under beds when they’re all 
stuffed up with band-boxes and _ things,” 
returned Daniel. ‘You certainly have a 
most extraordinary hankering after other 
people’s business.” 

So Gwen, who was one of those little 

girls with fine, easily tumbled hair, who 
are never very difficult to snub, said no 

more just then. 

But there was something different from 
usual in her mother’s manner—something
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which Gwendolyn could not have de- 

scribed, but which made her restless and 

uneasy. She kept looking at Daniel when 

they were down in the drawing-room after 

dinner, to see if he felt it too. But he 

went on placidly teasing Tosca, and wan- 

dering about from one part of the room to 

another, just as he generally did when 

nobody told him not to; asking questions 

now and then about his father’s journey, 

but apparently not having any idea of the 

dreadful something else which might 

possibly be kept behind. 

At last, when bedtime came, and the 

children got up to go, Gwendolyn could 
not bear it any longer. It was naughty, 

she knew perfectly well that it was 

naughty, to guess and pry and try to find 

out things that her parents did not wish 

her to know, and if she hadn’t done it 

perhaps she wouldn’t have been so miser- 

able; but, as it was, her pent-up feelings 

were too much for her and she suddenly
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subsided into a burst of tears in the middle 

of her “good-night” kiss, in a manner 

which caused Daniel to fairly gasp with 

amazement, 

“What's the matter? What in all the 

world is the matter now? She was all right 

two minutes ago! Girls ave odd sorts of 

people,” he ejaculated blankly. 

But Mrs. Kregford seemed to under- 

stand all about it. 

“You go on upstairs, Daniel. I'll bring 

Gwendolyn up presently,” was all she said ; 

and in about half an hour a very pale, tear- 

stained little person arrived in Daniel’s 
room to explain her queer behaviour. 

“Mother's coming up to say good night 

to us both over again; but I’m to tell you 
all about it first. We weren’t to have 

known just for a day or two, only I 

guessed,” she began timidly. 5 

“Weren't to have known what? For 

goodness’ sake do come to the point.. I’m 

sick of mysteries,” Dan cried impatiently.
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“That mother’s going too. She is 

going, after all, because father wants her to. 
But it’s only for a year,” Gwen explained, 

in an awe-struck tone. Being left behind 

in England without any parents at all, 

seemed such a terrible thing that she 
couldn’t speak about it above a whisper. 

Dan, for once, was startled out of his 

superiority. His eyes opened very wide 

indeed. 

“QOh-h! What's to become of us?” he 
inquired faintly. 

“We're to stay here—just for a little, 
till the house is let.” 

“By ourselves?” demanded Daniel, 

. brightening visibly. What high old times 
they might have! 

But Gwenie shook her head. 

“No, of course not. Aunt Millie’s 

coming to look after us; and then, when 

the house is let, she’s going to take us 
back to grandmamma.” 

Dan made a disrespectful little grimace.
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“ Aunt Millie—ugh ! She won't do any- 
thing to amuse us unless she wants to; 

and she won’t let us amuse ourselves if it 
interferes with her, either. I only hope the 
house’ll let soon.” 

“Aunt Millie doesn’t, because she’s 

going to be married, and her young man 
can get at her here. Besides, she wants 
to shop, and we’re so near London,” Gwen 

returned discouragingly. ‘“ Mother said 
she wouldn’t wonder if we were still here 
when you had to go back to school.” 

“Oh! Well, if you haven’t anything 
more cheerful than that to tell one, I 

think you’d better go back to bed. It’s 

the only place you're fit for ; you look like 
a sort of hybrid between a ghost and a 
squeezed lemon as it is. Good night,” 
Dan said so decidedly that, though Gwen 
felt. lonely and inclined to stop and talk, . 

she really thought that she had better do: 

as he told her.



  

CHAPTER IV 

Aunt Muir 

“Ege HIS house feels lively, I must 
say,” remarked Dan, resignedly. 
They had just come back from 

seeing the big steamer, with their father 

‘and mother in it, off. Gwendolyn had 

been more or less dissolved in tears since 

an early hour in the morning, and his own 

eyes were suffering from a prickly sensa- 

tion, which necessitated a good deal of 

blinking. 

“That's my fault; but I’m going to 
cheer up—mother .said we were to. 

You're going to take me for a walk on 

the common after dinner, aren’t you ?” 
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“Yes, Father said we were to spend 

the rest of the holidays hunting for a bit 

of white heather, and send it to him for 

- luck, in a registered envelope, as soon as 

we found it—only I don’t believe it grows 

anywhere but in Scotland.” 

“Ves, it does—in lots of places. But 

I’m afraid there isn’t any on the common, 

except what grows right under gorse 

bushes, so that it can’t get any sun, and 

that’s no good. But I know some girls 

who found a whole lot of sundews eating 

flies down by Cesar’s Camp, and if white 

heather is hopeless it would be rather fun 

to go and look for them.” 

“Which side of Czsar's Camp?” 

demanded Daniel, somewhat mystified. 

Gwen always had had a way of prowl- 

ing about with other girls when he was 

away at school, and discovering all sorts 

of odd things that he never bothered his 

head about. : 

“The side nearest to Robin Hood
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church. You know where that little 

stream with the brown rushes is. Ella 

Monson said she thought it was the only 

place near London that you could get 

them,” explained Gwendolyn. “I meant 

to have asked you to go there as soon as 

you came home—if it hadn’t been for the 

measles.” 

“Then welll go this afternoon ; and, if 

we find any, we'll start an aquarium in the 

back garden. There’s a cracked foot-bath 

upstairs that I could dig a hole for, and 

there are heaps of flies about to feed them 
” on. 

“Ves; but you don’t want an aquarium 

for sundews,” interrupted Gwendolyn. 

“They’re plants—the only kind of car- 

nivorous plants that there are—in this 

country, anyway—and they catch their 

own flies. Their mouths are all sticky, 

so that when a fly settles there it can’t 

escape, and the sundew just sucks it down 

as slowly as it wants to.” She wanted to
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give as much information as she could, 

without making it too evident that she 

had found out that Daniel didn’t know 

what the carnivorous plants in question 

were. Botany wasn’t a boy’s science, no 

doubt; but still he never liked her to 

know more about anything than he did. 

However, as usual, he rose to the occasion, 

though rather lamely. 

“T never suggested putting sundews zz 

the aquarium, did 1? We can have frogs 

and newts and such-like creatures inside, 

and plant plants that like water round 

the banks. The foot-bath is cracked, so” 

water’ll always be oozing slowly out, and 

keep the ground near like a marsh, The 

worst of it is that when we've got the 

whole thing to perfection it'll be just time 

for me to go back to school.” 

Gwendolyn wrinkled her brows thought- 

fully. She wished Daniel wasn’t so fond 

of trying to slip out of being in the wrong. 

He always managed to make it sound as
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though he had been right from the be- 
ginning, and never seemed to suspect that 

people couldn’t help seeing this and know- 

ing that he hadn't. She felt pretty sure 

that it was a habit which ought to be got 
rid of, only just at present, when she was 

continually doing something wrong herself, 

home truths on the subject wouldn’t come 

well from her. 

“TI hope we sha’n’t forget to fill it up 
with water pretty often. Because, if the 

water is always oozing out it won’t last 

very long,” she said presently. 

“Is that what you were pondering 

about so deeply ? Well, I hope we sha’n’t, 
though, if we did, it wouldn’t matter much 

if we hadn’t any fish. Frogs do all right 

without water for a bit.” 

“Yes; they don’t like being in water 

always. We shall have to get some slips 

of board to float about on the top for them 

to rest on,” suggested Gwen. 

“That's not a bad idea when the tank’s 
E
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half empty; but if we leave pieces of board 

in when it’s full all the frogs will jump off 

them and get lost. That would never do, 

because they’d hop off into the house and 

all sorts of places where there wasn’t any 

water, and die for want of it. You never 

saw such a miserable looking object as a 

frog who’s lost his way and had to live in 

dry places for a day or two,” returned 

Daniel, with an air of wisdom. 

“Yes. I found one of mine in the 

housemaid’s cupboard like that. Its eyes 

were so dull, and it was all limp and flabby, 

with nothing shiny about it anywhere. 

We put it on adamp sponge and sprinkled 

it with water, and it got all right; but 

mother said I was never to keep frogs 

indoors any more. That one escaped out » 

of my room.” 

“T should have thought you'd have 

known better than to keep such creatures 

there any time. Were they big ones?” 

inquired Daniel.
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“Oh no, quite babies; the biggest of 

them could have sat on a_half-crown. 

There are always heaps of young ones on 

the common early in the summer. I had 

them in a bath with a little water and bits 

of wood floating about just as we’re going 

to do outside. They always seemed quite 

happy, and I never kept the same ones 

for more than a week ; but of course after 

one of them had escaped, I shouldn’t have 

cared to go on doing it any way. He was 

nearly dead when we found him, but he 

looked at me so reproachfully. And the 

. worst of it was that until I actually put 

him on the sponge and began sprinkling 

him, I don’t believe he thought I was 

going to be kind to him. He tried as 

hard as ever he could to get away,” con- 

fessed Gwendolyn, her face clouding over 

at the recollection. 

“No wonder; I call it beastly cruel to 

keep frogs in bedrooms,” returned Daniel, 

with more truth than elegance. “ You'd
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better run upstairs and change your frock 

now, or you'll keep me waiting for ever so 

long after dinner.” 

There wasn’t any white heather on 

Wimbledon common, and apparently just 

then not any sundews either, at least the 

children couldn’t find any, and returned 

home slightly depressed in consequence. 

They did not notice that the gate was 

open when they got there, or that there 

were fresh carriage-wheel marks on the 

drive; but there was a bundle of wraps and 

a new Bradshaw on the hall-table which 

attracted Daniel’s attention at once. 

“Hallo, Aunt Millie must have come; 

I thought she wasn’t due until to-morrow !” 

he exclaimed, with more surprise than 

pleasure. “Mother said to-morrow, 
surely !” 

“No; she wasn’t quite sure. We'd 

better go to the drawing-room, hadn’t we ? 
It’s so dull to arrive at a place and have 

nobody but servants to greet you,” Gwen
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said anxiously. She felt it was her business 

to do the honours in her mother’s absence. 

But the young lady seated in the 

drawing-room with a tiny afternoon tea- 

tray on the table beside her, did not seem 

to be suffering from any lack of comfort. 

She was dressed in a pretty pale mauve 

cambric with a good deal of lace about it, 

and a bunch of Neapolitan violets pinned 

rather high up on the left side. 

Gwendolyn felt unpleasantly conscious 

of her own shabby serge frock and muddy 

boots, and came forward looking rather 

more awkward than usual. But Aunt 

Millie did not seem to notice that any- 

thing was wrong, and jumped up from her 

seat at once as though she were pleased to 

see them. ; 

Presently she took up a little morocco 

bag which lay beside the tea-tray, and 

_ produced a small brown-paper parcel 

from it. 

“That is chocolate—chocolate creams, I
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think they are. I thought they would 

amuse you this evening as I have to go 

out to dinner. You must eat them all up 

between you,” she said, putting the package 

into Gwendolyn’s hands. 

-And somehow, after that, both children 

came to the conclusion that Aunt Millie 

would be just as well pleased if they went 

upstairs. 

“I knew she wanted us to go, by the 

way she kept looking at that yellow book 

with the picture on it,” whispered Gwen, 

rather wistfully. 
Daniel’s mouth was so full of chocolate 

cream that he couldn't answer for a 

minute. 

“Well, that’s all right; I’m sure we 

didn’t want to stop. She knows the right 

place to go to for lolly-pops, anyway,” he 

said at last approvingly. “ Besides, we've 

got them all to ourselves, as it is, and if she 

hadn’t been going out to dinner, she might 

have wanted to eat some of them herself.
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There’s a silver lining to every cloud, 

according to your copy book, and this 

one’s of a nature that it’s pretty easy to 

appreciate.” 

A sage conclusion which, as it was 

intended to, put an end to Gwendolyn’s 

grumbling for the present. | 

 



  

  

  

CHAPTER V 

Dan’s IpEA 

DON’T think there’s anything 

else we ought to get. You 

have plenty of socks, Dan, 

  

haven’t you?” Aunt Millie inquired rather 

wearily. 

Daniel was going back to school next 

week, and they had been undergoing a 

long afternoon’s shopping at the stores, 

which wasn’t to her taste at all. 

“Yes, I believe so; my hair wants 

cutting,” he suggested gruffly. There was 

another very different suggestion that he 

wanted to make, only courage isn’t given 

to everybody for everything.
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“Your hair? Oh, nonsense! That can 

be done at Wimbledon. You can go 

round to that shop in the village by your- 

self. We didn’t come up to London to do 

things that can be done just as well down 
there, and it’s quite time we thought of 

going home. I don’t want to get back 

later than five,” said Aunt Millie, who had 

arranged to have tea in the drawing-room 

waiting for her. 

Outside the underground station that 

they were making for, were a number of 

gaily coloured placards. Daniel, who 

knew the way, and had been walking on in 

front a little, came to a full stop in front of 

one of them. : 

“ That’s at Dariel’s Theatre, and there’s 

an afternoon performance next Saturday. 

Mother said it was the only play going on 

now that she'd like us to see, and father 

meant to take us, only he hadn’t time,” he 

remarked tentatively. 

Miss Millie Wilton glanced up at the
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pictorial advertisement doubtfully. A 

crowd of oddly dressed people, with pistols, 

were streaming out of a cave, and in the 

distance a gentleman on an elephant was 

rapidly disappearing. She liked going to 

the theatre now and then well enough, 

when she could choose her piece, but an 

afternoon performance full of adventures 

evidently intended for schoolboys, when 

she wasn’t staying actually in London, 

and the thermometer would probably be 

about eighty degrees in the shade, was 

another matter. However, the children 

hadn’t given her much trouble, and there 

was a beseeching look round the corners 

of Daniel’s mouth, which made her rather 

uncomfortable. 

“That means you want me to take you, 

I suppose ?” she said slowly. 

“Oh no; I’m sure Daniel didn’t mean 

to give a hint!” cried Gwendolyn, flushing 

crimson; but the young man in question 

did not do much to back her up.
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~“No-o. Only somebody has always 

taken us somewhere every other holi- 

days,” he said, still gazing at the gorgeous 

representations in front of him with longing 

eyes. 
“T see. Well, perhaps—I won’t abso- 

lutely promise, but, perhaps, if I’m not 

busy, [ll bring you both up to see it next 

Saturday. Only you must be very good ; 

and remember, I haven’t exactly promised,” 

Aunt Millie said, as they turned into the 

railway station. 

* * * * * 

“But she didn’t promise, Daniel. I’m 

just as disappointed as you are; but it 

isn’t fair to talk as though she had 

promised when she didn’t,’ Gwendolyn 

said reproachfully. 

Daniel was standing at the other end 

of the room, looking out of the window, 

to hide the tears which would come, and 

biting his lips with vexation.
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“She could take us quite easily if she 

chose—garden-parties don’t matter. Be- 

sides, it’s a great deal worse for me than 

it is for you. All the other chaps at 

school will have heaps of things to talk 

_ about, and I sha’n’t have been anywhere, 

or seen anything,” he said bitterly. 

“Ves, it’s too bad; but I don’t know 

what we're to do. Are you quite sure 

Aunt Millie wouldn't let us go together ?” 

demanded Gwendolyn, brightening sud- 

denly. “You're ever so much bigger 

than you were last Christmas, when 

mother wouldn’t let you take me.” 

But Daniel shook his head. 

“T’m afraid it’s no good; she wouldn’t 

take the responsibility. Though what sort 

of things grown-up people are so fond of 

thinking I should allow to happen to you 

I can’t imagine. She wants us to go to 

that performance at the Drill Hall in- 

stead,” he said moodily. 

“That ought to be nice, oughtn’t it ?
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There are pictures about it everywhere,” 

Gwendolyn said hopefully. 

But Dan was not to be comforted. 

“It isn’t a London show—all the other 
chaps will get taken to something in 
London. Don’t you think if you went to 
Aunt Millie and begged very hard, with 
the water-taps turned on, like they gene- 
rally are when things don’t please you, it 
might have some effect ?” 

But Gwendolyn didn’t think it would, 
and wasn’t at all inclined to try. 

“ Aunt Millie wants to go to that garden- 
party so badly that I’m quite sure she 
wouldn't give itup. She’s sent to London 
for a wreath of forget-me-nots to put in 
her best hat on purpose to wear with a 

lovely dress she’s had made out of a lot 
of pale blue silk that somebody sent her 
from India, and Sir Thomas and Lady 
Maxwell are going to call for her in a 
carriage. She was quite cross after you 

had been to her just now, and told me
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that she forbade either of us to mention 

the subject to her again,” she said 

decidedly. o 
Daniel was pacing up and down the 

room by this time, stamping his foot with 
. irritation. 

“TI thought grown-up people—ladies 

anyway—always gave up wanting to do 

things just to please themselves, when 

they grew up. Mother never seems to 
think about herself!” he said impatiently. 

“No; but then mother is mother! She’s 

better than anybody else. I don’t think 
people generally leave off trying to enjoy 
themselves when they grow up. Any 
way, Aunt Millie hasn’t. We shall just 
have to make the best of the Drill Hall,” 

Gwen said. 

“Gwen—oh, you're awake! That’s 
right. I’ve got an idea!” exclaimed 

Daniel, putting in an early appearance in 
his sister’s room on Saturday morning.
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Gwendolyn had wakened early too, and 

was curled up among her pillows, reading 

fairy stories. 

“That’s nice. Tell me all about it!” 

she said eagerly. 

But Daniel didn’t seem in a hurry to 

begin. He hesitated, and shuffled about 

in a manner which, to say the least of it, 

was, for him, decidedly unusual. 

“ After all, I'm not quite sure that it 

will do to tell you. Girls always funk 

everything so,” he said at last. 

Gwendolyn’s colour rose. This was 

really too bad. 

“T don’t funk things! Don’t you re- 

member how I learnt to swim in deep 

water, with only a rope tied round——” 

she began indignantly. 

But Daniel wouldn’t let her finish. 

“For goodness’ sake, don’t give us any 

more of that bragging! You're so fat you 

couldn't possibly help learning to swim 

directly. I believe you could earn your
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living perfectly well as a buoy, if other 

trades failed!” he put in derisively. 

“As a boy? Boys don’t find it any 

easier to earn their living than girls do 

—you're talking rubbish!” Gwen said in 

‘some confusion. Of course she oughtn’t 

to have advertised herself in that con- 

ceited fashion, and it was mean to remind 

Daniel that he had taken ever so much 

longer learning to swim than she had. 

“As a BU OY, stupid. Buoys are 

great big pieces of wood on something 

that float about on the top of water to 

warn people when there are dangerous 

rocks underneath. They have to be 

fastened to the bottom with a rope, some- 

how; but they’ve nothing else to do but 

keep themselves afloat, which the laws of 

gravity, or whatever it is looks after that 

sort of thing, arranges for them. It ’ud 

be rather a bother feeding you—that’s the 

only thing. You'd have to have a bit 

of board tied round your neck so that
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it would float in front, and do to put 

your meals on,” wound up Daniel, thought- 

fully. 

“ Aren’t you going to tell me what you 

really came to talk about? It isn’t very 
kind to talk as though you didn’t care any 

more about me than you do for bits of 

wood,” Gwen said reproachfully. Dan 

didn’t mean, of course; but she used to 

feel pretty sure sometimes that he wasn’t 

as fond of her as she was of him, and she 

never had quite learned to like being 
made fun of. 

“You shouldn’t jump to conclusions. 

I never said I wouldn’t row out in a boat 

to visit you occasionally, which is more 

than one does for buoys of the usual 

description. And we're just coming ‘to 

the other thing—only you girls fly off into 

high strikes so, if one tells you anything 

without a little preparation.” 

“Oh! Well, I’m quite prepared,” Gwen 

said meekly. She only hoped secretly 
F
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that she wasn’t going to be asked to help 

in anything naughty. 

« Allright; then we'll begin. It’s about 

that piece at Dariel’s. It seems to me 

that there isn’t any reason why we shouldn't 

_ go, after all.” And Dan stopped short, 

eyeing his sister oddly. 

“Isn't there? That’s nice. But who's 

going to take us ?” she asked eagerly. 

Dan’s eyes wandered over to the window, 

and he went on looking out of it, instead 

of at the person he was speaking to, which 

wasn’t the way with him generally. 

“TI don’t see that it’s necessary for 

anybody to take me. J/’m going to take 

you,” he said presently. 

“That would be jolly; only, are you 

guite sure Aunt Millie ‘ll let us ?” queried 

Gwen, not very brightly. 

“Aunt Millie? Well, I don’t see that 

she need be asked. She’s never told-us 

not to go; and it doesn’t make any differ- 

ence to her.”
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Gwen caught her breath in sheer 

amazement. 

‘But she came to look after us, instead 

of mother. We can’t go without telling 

her,” she said at last. 

“That's all Tommy-rot. She’s given 

me five shillings to pay for the Drill Hall, 

and it can’t matter to her whether we go 

there or to the other place—which would 

be more fun. There’s no reason why we 

should say anything about it. You always 

make such a fuss about things,” Dan 

returned discontentedly. 

“T don’t think we ought to doit. I’m 

sure it isn’t right,” Gwen said feebly. 

It was dreadfully difficult to go against 

her brother. He was so tall and strong 

and decided about things; and, besides, he 

had got her into the way of doing what 

he wanted rather blindly. 

“ Stuff and nonsense! Why shouldn't 

it be right? We haven't been told not to 

do it. Besides, how much do you suppose
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Aunt Millie will care where we go so long 

as we get back in decent time?” 

Gwendolyn thought Aunt Millie might 

care, and didn’t agree with him otherwise ;. 

but, as often happened, let herself be talked 

round at last. 

“Only, for one thing, I don’t believe 

we shall have enough money. There'll 

be the train as well as the tickets, and 

I’m sure five shillings isn’t enough,” she 

said doubtfully. 

“That'll be all right. We must pay 

for the train out of our own money—we’ve 

got enough. You manage to be ready 

directly after dinner. Aunt Millie’s going 

out to lunch, but she said we were to 

have it early, because of the Drill Hall. 

Meanwhile, we’d better prepare for break- 

fast.” And Master Daniel walked off, 

thoroughly satisfied with his morning’s 

work,



  
  

  

  
  

  

CHAPTER VI 

Tue Piotr THICKENS 

WHIS train seems to take a tre- 

mendous time getting to London. 

    

I believe it stops at every sta- 

tion,” Gwen remarked discontentedly, 

“T’m quite sure it does. All the trains 

on this line do. But the theatre’s close 

to the station, and the doors aren’t open 

till two, so it’s all right.” 

“What are you going to do if five 

shillings isn’t enough for the tickets? I’m 

“quite sure mother generally pays more 

than that,” Gwen said again presently. 

Daniel looked rather blue for a minute.
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‘Perhaps she does; but it isn’t so ex- 

pensive if you don’t go to reserved seats. 

We're going to be all right,’ he said 
wisely. : 

But he looked nearly as bewildered as 

Gwen did when they actually got to the 

theatre—there were such crowds of people 

standing about outside, and nobody seemed 

able to tell them exactly where to go. 

Eventually they got into the box-office 

by mistake, and there Daniel learnt that 

his sister's original surmise had been 

correct. 

“T don’t think -we’d better bother about 

tickets, as we’re in a hurry; and, anyway, 

this isn’t the place for us to come to. 

There’s another place called the pit which 
you're supposed to go to if you only want 

to pay half-a-crown—and there’s rather 
a crowd there generally, so you'd better 
come along,” he said, looking so crestfallen 

that Gwendolyn felt certain the man in 

the box-office had been rude to him.
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She opened her eyes very wide when 

they got to the long curved line of human 

beings outside the pit entrance. Every- 

body looked so dirty and common, and 

altogether unlike the people that they were 

accustomed to associate with. Dan's face 

was rather white, but he had no idea of 

turning back, 

“You keep close up behind me, Gwen. 

We sha’n’t have very long to wait,” he 

said shortly; and Gwendolyn, who saw 

that they were fairly in for the whole 

business now, kept her opinion of their 

surroundings to herself. 

Presently a fat woman, who had been 

eating peppermints steadily in front, offered 

her some red and white bull’s-eyes in a 

paper bag, and her somewhat indignant 

refusal of these delicacies produced re- 

marks which caused Daniel to grind his 

‘teeth. Then a nigger with a banjo began 

making a most unearthly noise, after which 

he dodged about among the audience
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collecting halfpence. Daniel pulled out 

one of his half-crowns with some coppers 

and dropped a penny into the outstretched 

cap with a lordly air. 

Presently there was a sudden move- 

ment—a sort of upheaval in the crowd, 

and the children felt themselves being 

pushed rapidly onward. 

“Stick fast on to me; don’t let the 

people shove in front of you,” whispered 

Daniel, shamefacedly. 

He did not want Gwendolyn to know 

it, but he was beginning to wish himself 

at home. He never would have let her 

in for this sort of thing if he had only 

known exactly what it was. At last they 

came to the little window where somebody 

was giving out tickets. 

“I want seats for two, please. And 

my sister is under thirteen. Doesn't that 

mean half price ?” he added suddenly. 

The man shook his head as he pushed 

the tickets forward.
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“No ’arf price here. Five shillings, 
please.” 

So Daniel put his hand in his pocket 
with a grimace. One and _ threepence 

would very nearly have paid their railway 
fare. 

But what in the world had become of 
those half-crowns? Surely he had put 
them in the right-hand pocket. Dan’s 
face grew very glum as he drew his hand 
out empty. There was no hole in the 
lining, so the coins could not have slipped 

out that way—but they were nowhere to 
be found in that pocket or in any other. 

The man behind the window placed 

his hand on the tickets and drew them 
back.  Daniel’s expression explained 
itself. 

“Tf you've had your pocket picked, 

young man, you may as well go off at 
once. We don’t give credit here; and 
you're blocking up other people’s way,” 

he said gruffly.
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Daniel turned a very scared grief- 

stricken countenance round to Gwen. 

“Have you any money?” he asked 

despairingly. But of course she had none 

at all. “Then I’m awfully sorry, but we 

shall just have to go home. Unless ”— 

and Daniel brightened up with a sudden 

happy thought as he pulled out his Water- 

bury watch and chain—‘“unless you will 

give me the tickets in exchange for these ?” 

But the man only laughed and shook his 

head. 

“ There’s no pawnshop here. You 

clear out, young gent,” was all he said. 

So Daniel took hold of his sister’s arm, 

and began elbowing his way out into the 

street. He kept his head turned away, 

hoping she wouldn’t see that his cheeks 

_were flaming and his eyes full of tears; 

but, when they got out into the open, 

another unpleasant discovery awaited him. 

“The tickets—the railway tickets, I 

mean—are gone too! Oh, Gwen, what
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a mess I’ve got you into!” he exclaimed 

dismally. 

Gwendolyn was sobbing quietly, too, 

by this time; but she struggled hard to 

recover herself and make the best of it. 

“We—we might take a cab and pay 

for it when we get home. Cook would 

give us the money, if Aunt Millie wasn’t 

in,” she suggested faintly. 

But this did not fall in with Master 

Daniel's views at all. He had not arrived 

at being sorry for anything but the con- 

sequences of his wrong-doing at present, 

and still treasured faint hopes of being 

able to conceal everything—hopes which, 

fortunately for him, circumstances did not 

lose much time in frustrating. 

“That wouldn’t do at all. We might 

as well write an account of our proceedings 

for the newspaper, or tell the town-crier 

all about them at once. But there’s no 

reason why we shouldn’t walk home. It’s 

only about eight miles; and, if we’re lucky
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in finding the way and start at once, we 
ought to get home just about the same 
time as if we had gone to the Drill Hall. 
Don’t you think that would be best?” 
he asked, catching his breath a little, 
But Gwendolyn’s head was turned 

away. She had caught sight of somebody 
she knew—somebody who had likewise 
caught sight of her, and was coming 
towards them with rapid strides. It was 
Mr. Bertram, the vicar—their father’s 

great friend. 

“Daniel and Gwendolyn! The very 
two young people I’ve been looking for! 
How did you manage to get brought up 
here?” he asked, in some amazement. 

Daniel's face was a study. There was 
evidently no chance of slipping safely out 
of everything now. 
“We weren’t brought up—we came. 

That is, Dan brought me,’ Gwen ex- 
plained confusedly, 

Mr. Bertram’s face grew very grave.
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“JT don’t understand that at all. I met 
your Aunt Millie going out to lunch this 
morning, and she told me that, as she was 

unable to bring you up to town herself 
this afternoon, she had arranged for you 
to go to the performance at the Drill Hall 
instead. So I, naturally, don’t understand 

what you are both doing here.” 

Mr. Bertram fixed his keen eyes on 

Daniel; and that young man winced per- 

ceptibly. 

“T didn’t mean—Aunt Millie never 

exactly said that we weren’t to come up to 
London,” he stammered feebly. 

“That means that she implied it—that 
you understood perfectly well what she 

meant, but that you nevertheless deliber- 

ately chose to bring your sister up here in 

her absence, thinking no doubt that you 

were quite certain not to be found out. 

Upon my word, you are a boy to be 

proud of!” wound up Mr. Bertram, indig- 

nantly.
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Gwen had started crying afresh, while 

Daniel hung his head and_ shuffled 

awkwardly from one foot to the other. 

“Aunt Millie ought to have taken us. 

She was only going to a garden-party to 

please herself,” he muttered sullenly at 

last. 

“Ought to have taken you, indeed! 

As though aunts were bound to consider 

their nephews’ and nieces’ amusements 

before everything. I wonder what the 

present generation of young people ave 

coming to?” and Mr. Bertram’s eyes 

wandered anxiously over to a small group 

of his own offspring standing some yards 

off, with a big cousin to look after them, 

almost as though he thought Daniel’s 

duplicity and impudence might be in- 

fectious. 
“And, as it happens, if you had been 

good, and honourable, and obedient, you 

would have got exactly what you wanted. 

I had two tickets more than I need have
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used for this entertainment, and was coming 

up to see if you would like to go, when I 

met your aunt. She told me all about 

her plans for you, but you had gone when 

we got to your house, and we could not 

find you anywhere about the Drill Hall, 

either,” he went on suddenly. 

Gwen’s tears were falling fast. 

“ And now we’ve lost the money, and 

can't go at all,” she sobbed sorrowfully. 

‘‘When this is once over, I don’t ever 

mean to do anything naughty again!” 

“Lost the money? How’s.that? Oh, 

you've had your pockets picked, I sup- 

pose,” remarked Mr. Bertram, taking no 

notice of this last somewhat imprudent 

statement. “Well, I must say if that’s 

what's happened, it serves you both right. 

Not that I would have allowed you to 

go in, even if you had had the tickets and 

everything ready. How do you propose 

to get home ?” 

Daniel hesitated. He felt pretty sure
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that his proposition on the subject would 

not meet with Mr. Bertram’s approval. 

However, Gwendolyn, as usual, came 

straight to the point at once. 

“We're going to walk. That’s the 

only way, as Dan’s lost the return tickets, 

and we haven’t any more money. It isn’t 

too far, and there are plenty of people to 

ask about the way,” she said confidently. 

Mr. Bertram gazed first at one culprit 

and then at the other in blank amazement. 

“Do you actually mean to say that you 

intended to take your sister for a ten-mile 

walk through the slums of London, just 

on the chance of finding your way correctly, 

and getting home in safety ? A very poor 

chance, I should imagine, considering what 

an incapable escort you have proved your- 

self to be! I don’t know how to be thank- 
ful enough that I happened to catch you 

in the act. Would you just wait where 

you are for a minute,” he exclaimed at last, 

walking over to the corner where his
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own children were clustered together, and 

speaking a few hasty words to the big 

cousin who was apparently in charge of 

the party. Then he came back to Dan 

and Gwendolyn. 

You can come along with me, young 

people—one on each side, if you please,” 

he said decidedly. “I am going to take 

you straight home, and don’t mean to lose 

sight of you until your Aunt Millie returns 

to take charge of you herself. And if she 

takes my advice, she won't let either of 

you out of her sight again, either, as long 

as she has the misfortune to be considered 

responsible for you. Children who can’t 

be trusted never ought to be left alone.” 

And with this crushing remark, Mr. 

Bertram proceeded to walk off in the 

direction of the station, with one of the 

culprits hurrying along on each side of 

him. 

He put them both in front of him at 

the booking-office, and took the tickets 
cG
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almost without taking his eyes off them 

at all. 

Daniel was certain that the porters and 

passengers would notice that they were 

under unusually strict supervision, and felt 

the indignity keenly. But he had sense 

enough to know that it was richly merited, 

and consequently went about hanging his 

head in silence. 

When they got home, the maid said that 

Miss Wilton was not in; so Daniel hoped 

that Mr. Bertram would go off and leave 

them to themselves. But, instead of that, 

he said he would wait for her in the draw- 

ing-room, and marched both the children 

in there to wait with him. 

All their lives Daniel and Gwendolyn 

remembered that long hour’s waiting. 

Mr. Bertram gave them plenty of good 

advice, and told them how their father had 

gone round to the Vicarage the night 

before he sailed and begged him to keep 

an eye on the children, and send a letter
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out to India, with something about them 

in it, from time to time; so that it wasn’t 

very pleasant to know that the first letter 

would have to be a sad one, because, as 

Mr. Bertram explained, he had promised 

to put just exactly what he really did hear 

and see with regard to Gwen and Daniel 

in the letters, not merely to choose what 

was most pleasing and satisfactory, an 

arrangement which Mr. Kregford had 

taken care to mention wasn’t one which 

would be to his taste at all. 

“Of course your Aunt Millie will be 

writing too, to your mother, and, I suppose, 

when you get down to the Manor House 

your grandmother will write as well, so it 

is to be hoped that you will try and pre- 

vent anything but good news from finding 

its way into other letters, as far as it is in 

your power to prevent it, at any rate. 

One dishonourable action does not ruin 

one’s whole life at your age, luckily ; but 

there will come a time later on when it
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may—and I want you to try and be thank- 

ful that you were stopped before you got 

any amusement out of your expedition this 

afternoon—and to try and make the best 

use that you possibly can of the lesson which 

it is to be hoped that it has taught you.” 

And then, at last, Aunt Millie came in, 

having heard that the children had returned 

unexpectedly in the middle of the afternoon 

with Mr. Bertram, and looking white and 

scared and puzzled in consequence. 

She was quite as angry as anybody had 

expected just at first, but then everything 

had ended well, there was no harm done, 

and before the end of the interview, Mr. 

Bertram was more than half afraid that the 

culprits were going to be let off in a 

manner that wouldn’t be wholesome. Dan, 

at any rate, was beginning to recover him- 

self a little, for he actually screwed up 

courage to slip out into the hall when Mr. 

Bertram was going away, with some 

attempt at an apology.
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“I’m awfully sorry, sir; but, you know, 

some chaps never have any ideas, and it's 

ever so much easier for those sort of fellows 

to keep straight,” he said awkwardly. “I 

never can help seeing how to work things 

out, and somehow it makes the temptation 

so much bigger.” 

“Very likely, my boy ; but you may be 

very sure that, if you are cleverer than 

other people, you have a corresponding 

amount of strength given you to counter- 

balance the temptations that your extra 

supply of brains lets you in for, if you 

only make your mind up to use it. Though, 

to tell you the truth,” wound up the vicar, 

turning away to hide a smile, “it has never 

struck me that you were any sharper than 

most other boys of your age. Your 

escapade of this afternoon was extremely 

naughty and rather daring ; but I certainly 

didn’t consider that it was managed with 

unusual cleverness.” 

And with this unflattering conclusion,
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Mr. Bertram disappeared; and that was 

the end of the last piece of mischief that 

there was an opportunity of getting into 

before Daniel was packed off to school, 

and Gwendolyn conveyed down into the 

country to spend the rest of her parents’ 

absence at the Manor House with grand- 

mamma. 

 



  

  

CHAPTER VII 

GRANDMAMMA’S LECTURE 

ae a was dreadfully dull down there 

| in the country without Daniel. 

Gwendolyn learnt to milk quite 

well, went for legitimate donkey rides 

with the maids, and otherwise had every- 

thing she could possibly have expected 

done for her comfort and enjoyment. 

  

But there was nobody to do things 

with; nobody to bully her or order her 

about, and somehow, although Dan’s 

method of treating her when he was at 

home certainly left a good deal to be 

desired, life was inclined to fall very flat 

without him.
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She counted the days which had to 

elapse before the Christmas holidays, and 

prepared a paper with a corresponding 

number of black strokes upon it, which 

she stuck up in her room so that she could 

have the satisfaction of crossing one of 

them off every night, but this was slow 
work, the days wouldn’t go nearly as fast 
as she wanted them to. 

Daniel wasn’t much of a correspondent, 

still he did write sometimes, and always 

seemed happy at school ; but he never said — 
anything about missing her, a circumstance 

which prevented the letters, when they 

did come, from being a source of unmixed 

pleasure. Grandmamma found her reading 

one of them for about the twentieth time 

in the garden, one autumn day. Gwen 
smuggled it away into her pocket, and 
looked up smiling when she saw she was 
observed; but there was a little sus- 

picious redness and moisture round her 
eyes, which hadn’t been unusual lately,
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and Mrs, Wilton drew her own con- 

clusions. 

“That's a letter from Daniel, isn’t it ? 

I didn’t know you had heard to-day,” she 

remarked. 

Gwen shook her head. 

“T haven't; it’s an old one,” she said 

shortly. ‘“ You've seen it.” 

Grandmamma looked over at the banks 

of tall sunflowers, with rows of straw bee- 

hives in front of them in the distance, and 

paused a minute. Then— 

‘You're very fond of Daniel,” she said 

presently. , 

Gwen looked up in blank amazement. 

“Of course I am; he’s my brother. 

Besides, we’ve always done things to- 

gether,” she said slowly. 

“That means that Daniel is fond of you 

—that you ought to have a great deal of 

influence over him,” grandmamma went on 

thoughtfully. 

Gwendolyn reddened slightly. Somehow
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she had an impression that she was in for 

a lecture. 

“Daniel has a great deal of influence 

over me. He often makes me do things 

when I don’t want to,’ she said awk- 

wardly. 

“That’s all very well, so long as they 

are only good things. Still, it doesn’t do 

to grow up too malleable, so that one is 

always being moulded by other people 

and never does any moulding one’s self in 

return. It’s as bad as being only a mouth, 

one of those things that Ruskin used to 

object to—— ” 

“ A mouth?” echoed Gwendolyn, look- 

ing so puzzled that Mrs. Wilton began to 

be afraid that she had been talking above 

her grandchild’s head. 

“T mean a human being whose mind is 
always ready to swallow amusement and 

information supplied by other minds, but 

isn’t capable of supplying either in return. 

That’s the kind of person which little girls
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who don’t take an interest in their lessons 

are apt to become.” 

“But I do take an interest in my 

lessons,” protested Gwendolyn, looking 

rather aggrieved. 

“Yes, my dear, I know you do, There 

aren’t any complaints to be made about 

them. What I do wonder is whether you 

have ever realized that you are going to 

be a woman some day; and that one of 

a woman’s missions is to fix her own code 

of honour and sense of right-doing very 

high indeed, and then try and help others 

—brothers particularly-—without letting 

them know she is doing it.” 

“Oh well, no. I really don't think I 

could manage that,” Gwen said doubtfully. 

“But it is one of the things that an only 

sister ought to manage. Otherwise the 

one especial niche which Providence has 

prepared for her is very likely to remain 

empty, and that’s not a pleasant thing for 

her to remember when old agé has come on.
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Human beings aren’t put into the world 
just to make it bright and pleasant like 
flowers are; they have some particular 
work to do either at home or abroad, every 
one of them, and if we don’t each of us do 

our own, there’s a risk of its staying undone 
altogether. So, if you don’t feel clear 
about your own niche yet, Gwendolyn, 
you must try and fit yourself into it as 
fast as possible,” wound up grandmamma 
decidedly. 

Gwendolyn’s state of mind was far from 
clear. 

“Where do you think my niche is, 
then ?” she asked blankly. 

‘Just at present, I should say it is 
principally connected with Daniel. You 
can do a great deal to make his holidays 
happy, and a great deal to help him to be. 
good too, if you only go to work the right 
way. 

“Ye-es; only—haven’t boys got niches, 
too ?” demanded Gwendolyn, suddenly.
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Grandmamma smiled. 

“Yes, of course; Daniel is going to 

have just as many lectures inflicted on 

him as you are, when the time comes. It 

is his business to protect and take care of 

you. But there, I’m wandering away from 

the point, exactly as might be expected 

of an old woman. Daniel’s niche is his 

business, and for the present you may as 

well devote all your own attention to 

yours. There’s Aunt Millie standing out- 

side the door with a basket, and I think 

she is beckoning to you.” 

“Yes; I expect she wants flowers for 

the table. Hobson always lets me gather 

them ;” and Gwendolyn walked off to the 

house, with her forehead wrinkled, as it 

generally was when she was thinking 

deeply. 

* * * * * 

“Any news from home?” said Mr. 

Kregford, inquiringly. It was one of the 

hottest days of the Indian winter, about
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three weeks after the end of the Christmas 
holidays, and he had come home to find 

his wife buried deep in an English letter. 
“Yes; this is from mother, and it’s all 

about the children. Such a delightful 
letter! She says the house is terribly 

quiet now Daniel has gone back to school, 

and they are all sorry, because neither he 

nor Gwen did anything really naughty 
that she felt anxious about, in spite of 

their high spirits all through the holidays. 

Isn’t it a comfort that we had her to leave 

them with ?” 

“Yes,” remarked Mr. Kregford, pick- 

ing up the first sheet of the closely written 
epistle; “as we couldn’t stay with them 

ourselves, it most certainly is.” 

“T knew you would feel that. We shall 

have them with us, if all is well, next 

Christmas ; but, in the mean time——” 

“Tn the mean time, as you were evidently 

about to remark, my dear,” put in Mr. 

Kregford, laying down Mrs. Wilton’s
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letter—which he could not make much of 

without his spectacles—with a sigh; ‘in 

the mean time, for children who cannot 

have their own mother to look after them, 

there’s nobody in the whole world like a 

grandmamma.” 

Gwendolyn and Daniel thought so too, 

and went on trying to please her, and 

struggling to occupy their respective 

niches, to the very best of their im- 

mature abilities. 
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to Conquer at a certain country house where Miss Coventry had been 
invited to stay. 

ST. DUNSTAN’S FAIR 
With Three Full-page Illustrations by W. S. Stacey. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 6d. 
‘© St. Dunstan’s Fair” tells of the folks living in a small country 

village in Kent, in the year of Waterloo, of what happened at the Fair 
itself, and of the consequences to Nancy Springett and poor George 
Colgate. 

‘SA very pretty story with some pathetic scenes in it.’—Saturpay REVIEW. 

THE FAMILY COACH 
With Four Full-page Illustrations by J. F. WeEpon. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 35. 
A story of a family of children, their schemes and plans, and the 

misfortunes that consequently ensue, in the course of a journey from 
London to Mentone, where they are to meet théir parents, who have just 
returned from India, 

‘t¢'The Family Coach’ is as attractive within as without.”—Timgs, 

GOLDHANGER WOODS 
A Child’s Romance. With Two Full-page [Illustrations. 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 2s, 
“ Goldhanger Woods” is the story of the romantic adventure of a 

young girl a hundred years ago among a band of desperate smugglers, 
‘This ‘child’s romance’ is ingeniously planned and well executed.”—SrgcTaTor. 
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BY M. & C. LEE—continued 

MRS. DIMSDALE’S GRANDCHILDREN 
With Four Full-page Illustrations by C.J. STaNiLaNp. 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price -3s. 
A large number of Mrs. Dimsdale’s grandchildren aré gathered 

together one Christmas at the Downs House in Sussex. Milly, in emula- 
tion of Aunt Hetty, writes a play. Difficulties intervene, but everything 
comes right in the end, and the story concludes with an account of the 
acting. 

  

BY M. BRAMSTON 
Author of ‘‘A Woman of Business,” ‘* Rosamond Ferrars,” &c. 

TOLD BY TWO 
With Three Full-page Illustrations by C. J. STaniLanp. 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 6d. 
The ‘‘two” are Hester Hazel, the old nurse, and her former charge, 

Julian Chalfont, and the story turns upon the loss of some valuable 
family jewels, and their ultimate recovery and the consequent clearing of 
Hester’s character. 

‘A story of engrossing interest, particularly to girls.” —REcorp. 

THE STORY OF A CAT AND A CAKE 
With Three Full-page Illustrations by W. S. Sracry, Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 62. 
A story of Nuremberg in the time of the Thirty Years’ War, containing 

adventures and perils in plenty and giving some effective pictures of 
city and country life in Germany a couple of centuries ago. 

‘This is a story of the siege of Nuremberg, told with the skill which Miss Bramston 
always shows in her presentations of life whether past or present.”—SPEcTATOR. 

THEIR FATHER’S WRONG 
With Three Full-page Illustrations by C. J. Sraninanp. 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 6d. 
The story of the children of a man who had been gradually entangled 

in a dynamite conspiracy, and of their successful endeavour to repair, as 
far as possible, the wrong and suffering which their father’s action had 
brought upon innocent people. 

WINNING HIS FREEDOM 
With Three Full-page Illustrations by W. S. Stacey. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 25. 6d. 
The lesson taught by Miss Bramston’s story is that of honesty and 

truth at all costs, as shown in the way in which young Piers Aylward freed 
himself, after much pain and trouble, from the slavery imposed upon him 
by his cowardly cousin Henderson. 

‘*¢ Winning his Freedom’ is an admirable book for schoolboys,”—RECORD. 
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BY M. BRAMSTON—continued 

LOTTIE LEVISON 
. With Two Full-page Illustrations by W. 8. Stacey. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 25. 
A South London story for young women and elder girls, describing 

how Lottie Levison was filled with a longing to teach others the means of 
‘getting the happiness which she had gained for herself. 

THE ADVENTURES OF DENIS 
With Three Full-page Illustrations by J. F. WEEpon. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 6d. 
The adventures in question are closely connected with the rising of 1745 

and the retreat of Prince Charles Edward from Derby to the north again. 
‘©The Adventures of Denis’ isa charming tale of 1745, which would delight any one 

to read.’ —Saturpay Review. 

ABBY’S DISCOVERIES 
With Three Full-page Illustrations by W. S. Sracry. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 6d. 
The story of the successive discoveries, in very ordinary matters, that 

little Abigail made in her earliest years, and the meaning and lessons 
which they have for all those concerned in bringing up the young. 

‘We have not seen a better book about the feelings and experiences of childhood 
than this since we read the ‘My Childhood’ of Madame Michelet.”—SrectTaTor. 

A VILLAGE GENIUS 
A True Story of Oberammergau. With Two Full-page Illus- 

trations by J. F. WEEDoN. Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, 
price 2s. 

A tale of Oberammergau and of the life of Rochus Dedler, the com- 
poser of the music that is still used at the Passion Play there, 

DANGEROUS JEWELS 
With Four Full-page Illustrations by J. F. WEEpon. Bevelled 
~ _ boards, cloth gilt, price 3s. 

The opening scenes of this story are laid in Brittany at the time of the 
great French Revolution, but the scene changes, and the later chapters 
give some vivid descriptions of rough life in a lonely hut on the moorlands 
of Devonshire, 

A PAIR OF COUSINS 
With Three Full-page Illustrations by C. J. STANILAND. 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 6d. 
The pair of cousins are Flower Callaway, who has a weakness for 

appearing interesting and attractive in the eyes of others, and Avis 
Goldenlea, a healthy-minded girl of real sterling worth. 

NATIONAL SOCIETY’S DEPOSITORY, SANCTUARY, WESTMINSTER. 

ga Q 

2/- 

2/6 

2/6 

2/- 

3/- 

2/6



          

2/6 

2/6 

3/- 

2/- 

3/- 

3/- 

  

IO NATIONAL SOCIETY’S NEW STORY BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG 

BY M. BRAMSTON—contznued 

THE HEROINE OF A BASKET VAN 
With Three Full-page Illustrations. Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, 

price 2s. 6d. 
The heroine is little Phenie, whom her father, Jonathan Redmoor, 

takes with him to travel about the country in his basket van. 
‘« There are plenty of incidents in the tale to interest the reader, and, as such a story 

should end, Phenie finds her right place after all.” —ScHOOLMASTER. 

UNCLE IVAN 
With Three Full-page Illustrations. Bevelled boards, cloth 

gilt, price 2s. 6d. 
‘‘Uncle Ivan” gives a striking and eventful picture of lifein England 

and Russia about forty years ago; together with some insight into the 
methods of the Russian Government for dealing with political crime. 

SILVER STAR VALLEY 
With Four Full-page Illustrations by C. J. STANILAND. 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 3s. 
In this story Miss Bramston gives a striking and vivid picture of life 

among a mining community in the Rocky Mountains. 

BY .C. R. COLERIDGE 

Author of An English Squire,” ‘*‘ The Girls of Flaxley,” &c. 

A BAG OF FARTHINGS 
With Two Full-page Illustrations by W. S. Stacry. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 
The ‘‘bag of farthings’ contains the prizes for which certain boys and 

girls run races, and some of the coins become mingled and interchanged 

with three gold napoleons that are lost. The story tells how Bertie Brown 

is wrongfully suspected of theft, and how at length he discovers the real 

culprit and clears his own character. 
“The delicate touch with which these pictures are handled is worthy of all praise.” 

MAX, FRITZ, AND HOB 
With Four Full-page Illustrations by W. S. Sracry. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 3s. 
A tale of adventure four hundred years ago, the scene of which is laid 

principally at the Castle of Lindenberg, in the Bavarian highlands, 

FIFTY POUNDS 
A Sequel to “The Green Girls of Greythorpe.” With Four 

Full-page Illustrations by W. S. Staczy. Bevelled 
boards, cloth gilt, price 3s. 

A sequel to ‘‘ The Green Girls of Greythorpe,’’ showing what became 

of the principal characters in that story after they had grown into young 

men and young women. The interest of the present story, however, to 

the reader is in no sense dependent on its predecessor. : 
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BY C. R. COLERIDGE—continued 

THE GREEN GIRLS OF GREYTHORPE 
With Four Full-page Illustrations by C. J. STANILAND. 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 3s. 

A story of an old endowed institution that has come under the notice 
of the Charity Commissioners, who decide that a reorganisation and 
extension of the school is necessary, and that the education it affords must 

be brought into harmony with modern requirements. 
‘The story is very prettily told, and, although quiet in tone, contains a full share 

of incident and interest.” STANDARD. 

MAUD FLORENCE NELLIE 
Or, Don’t Care. With Four Full-page Illustrations by C. J. 

STANILAND. Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 3s. 

A story, showing how a veritable scapegrace of a boy, Harry Whittaker, 
and his careless sister, Florrie, are gradually brought to see the costs 

that may be entailed by the spirit which says ‘* Don’t care” to every 
gentle correction of a fault. 

REUBEN EVERETT 
With Four Full-page Illustrations by C. J. STANILAND. 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 6d. 

Miss Coleridge’s ‘‘ Reuben Everett” is the story of ‘*a truant bird, that 
thought his home a cage,” and describes the early days of training colleges 

and railways in England. 

  

BY MARY H. DEBENHAM 

Author of “ The Princesses of Penruth,” &c. 

ONE RED ROSE 
With Five Full-page Illustrations by GERTRUDE D, HAMMOND. 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 35. 6d. 

Miss Debenham here gives us one of her tender character sketches in 

the description of the bringing up of a genuine Irish girl, Rosaleen, at 

Wold Lodge, under her Aunt Alicia, who holds her house and grounds 
under the tenure of ‘‘ one red rose,” paid yearly to the lord of the manor. 

“ & fascinating character-sketch of a genuinely erratic Irish girl.” 
i St. James’s GAZETTE. 

THE LAIRD’S LEGACY 
With Three Full-page Illustrations by GerrtTrupE D. 

Hammonp. Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 62. 

Miss Debenham’s new story follows the fortunes of an exiled Scottish 
laird, Sir Patrick Maxwell, in the early years of the eighteenth century, 

and gives some account of the campaigning in the Low Countries. 
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BY MARY H. DEBENHAM—<ontinued 

TWO MAIDEN AUNTS 

With Two Full-page Illustrations by GERTRUDE D. HamMMonp. 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 25. 

The ‘*Maiden Aunts” are two girls, Angelica and Betty Wyndham, 

upon whom (owing to a series of misfortunes) devolves the bringing up of 

little Godfrey, the only child of their brother. 

“¢ A charming story. . . . All the characters in the book are well delineated. 

Miss Debenham may well be congratulated.”—St. James's GAZETTE. 

THE MAVIS AND THE MERLIN 

With Two Full-page Illustrations by W. S. Sraczy. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 

In ‘*The Mavis and the Merlin” Miss Debenham gives some graphic 

pictures of the storm that raged in the Low Countries during the latter 

half of the sixteenth century, when William the Silent was making his 

resolute attempt to found the Dutch Republic. 

MY GOD-DAUGHTER 

With Two Full-page Illustrations by W. S. Stacry. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 

‘‘ My God-daughter” is little Theodosia (the motherless child of some 

strolling players) named after the god-mother, Miss Theodosia Cartaret, 

The story relates how the players’ children were lost and found again, in 

London, at the time when the Gordon Riots were at their height. 

MOOR, AND Moss 
With Three Full-page Illustrations by W. S.Sracry. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 25. 6d. 

A story of the Border in the first half of the sixteenth century, of the 

struggles that were for ever taking place there and the raids that were 

being made, 
‘CA story of high courage and reckless daring... . For its historical interest and 

literary charm, a book to be heartily commended.”—WESTERN ANTIQUARY. 

  

{FOR KING AND HOME 

With Three Full-page Illustrations by J. F. WEEDON. 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 25. 6d. 

Of the rising in La Vendée during the great French Revolution, and of 

the adventures that subsequently befell a well-to-do family there, together 

with an English cousin Dorothy, who was staying at the chateau at the 

time, 
I a 
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BY MARY H. DEBENHAM- continued 

MISTRESS PHIL 
With Two Full-page Illustrations by C. O. Murray. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 
‘6 Mistress Phil”? is Phillis Juliana Cheviot, and the story describes 

her stay at Waltham Cross in the year 1760, and the results that followed 
from it, giving also some lively pictures of mail-coaches and highwaymen, 

‘* A book good enough for anybody to read, of whatever age.” 
ScHoo. Boarp CHRONICLE, 

FAIRMEADOWS FARM 
With Two Full-page Illustrations by W. S. Stacey. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 
The scene is laid in Hampshire about the time of Monmouth’s rebellion. 

The story gives some vivid pictures of the opening at Winchester of Judge 
Jeffreys’ harsh campaign against the rebels, and of the clouds that hung 
over the neighbourhood for a time in consequence. 

‘‘A simple yet capitally related story, and the pathetic features are very effectively 
realised,” —LivzRPOOL CouRIER. 

A LITTLE CANDLE 
With Five Full-page Illustrations by W. S. Stacry. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 35. 6d. 
Miss Debenham’s story is concerned with Scotland in the stormy 

days of Claverhouse. The ‘* Little Candle” is Bride Galbraith, who, 
by her tenderness and grace, softens the time of trial and affliction. 

ST. HELEN’S WELL 
With Two Full-page Illustrations by C. J. STANILAND, 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 
‘© St. Helen’s Well” is a story of events that followed the rising in 

1745 in favour of the Young Pretender, 

BY FREDERICK C. BADRICK 

Author of ‘‘ Starwood Hall,” ‘¢ The Spanish Galleon,” &c. 

THE PUFF OF WIND 
With Two Full-page Illustrations by C. J. STANILAND. 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 15. 62. 
A tale of harbour and heath in the west country a hundred years ago, 

telling of the evil treatment of Oliver Mackworth and of the strange 
happening by means of which justice was meted out to the guilty. 

_‘!The writing shows a strong sense of ‘style’ and a quaintness which touches 
originality."—SaTurpay REVIEW. 
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BY FREDERICK GC. BADRICK—continued 

THE GOLDEN BUCKLE 
With Five Full-page Illustrations by W. S. Sracry. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 35. 6d. 
A story of London in the year of the Great Plague, showing how one 

John Garside, a hosier in Holborn, and his family took refuge on board 
The Golden Buckle, then lying in the river, 

KING’S FERRY 
In the Days of the Press-gang. With Three Full-page Illus- 

trations by W. S. Stacey. Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, 
price 2s. 6d. 

Concerning a certain ship’s doctor who came to Weymouth in press- 
gang days, and, staying at King’s Ferry, tempted Simon Lydgate, the 
ferryman, to do wrong ; of the punishment that fell on Lydgate, and of the 
joy and peace that followed the home-coming of his boy, Wat. 

JOAN’S VICTORY 
With Two Full-page Illustrations by J. F. WEEDON. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 15. 6d, 
Descriptive of a young woman of quick, passionate temper and stub- 

born purpose, and of the means by which a young child unconsciously 
brought her back to her better self and helped to soften her heart, 

‘*Admirably detailed. Joan is really a very powerful psychological study.” 
SPECTATOR. 

PECKOVER’S MILL 
A Story of the Great Frost of 1739. With Five Full-page 

Illustrations by W. S. Sracry. Bevelled boards, cloth 
gilt, price 35. 6d. 

A story of a Jacobite conspiracy that was on foot in the time of the 
great frost of 1739, showing how Silas Peckover came home from abroad 
and took possession of the home of his forefathers, and how the sweet 
womanliness and honesty of Mistress Ruth influenced him for good, 

'* Silas Peckover is a character quite worthy of Ainsworth.”—AcapEmy. 

CHRIS DERRICK 
A Stormy Passage in a Boy’s Life. With Two Full-page 

Illustrations by W. S. Sracry. Bevelled boards, cloth 
gilt, price 25. 

This story supplies some lively sketches of what a mutiny often led to at 
the beginning of the present century, and of the narrow shifts that smugglers 
ran in escaping from the revenue officers, 
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BY FREDERICK C. BADRICK—continued 

STARWOOD HALL 
A Boy’s Adventure. With Two Full-page Illustrations by C. 

J. STANILAND. Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 

A stirring story of how an honest boy fell into the clutches of a band of 
highwaymen, or ‘* gentlemen of fortune,” in the middle of the last century, 

‘The pictures of rural manners .. . strike us as being extremely life-like.”—Times. 

BY ESME STUART . 
Author of ‘The Little Brown Girl,” ‘“‘ The Belfry of St. Jude’s,” &c, 

THE KNIGHTS OF ROSEMULLION 
With Three Full-page Illustrations by W. S. Stacey. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 6d. 

A romantic picture of some chivalrous children in the present day, 
showing how the mottoes and watchwords of King Arthur’s Knights may 
still be adopted to good and earnest purpose. 
“Will become popular with both boys and girls, and teach them the principles of 

chivalry, and how they may be found in unexpected places, and applied in unexpected 
ways.”—CuuRCH TIMES. 

A SMALL LEGACY 
With Two Full-page Illustrations by J. F. WEEpoN. Bevelled 

boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 

A story for children, describing the life led by the coastguardsmen 
and their families at St. Alban’s Head, and showing how it is possible for 
boys and girls to be brave and honourable in all their actions, 

“The picture of the quaint little American is most skilfully drawn, and his quaint 
sayings are throughout very amusing.” —EDUCATIONAL TIMES, 

A NEST OF ROYALISTS 
With Two Full-page Illustrations by J. F. Weepon. Cloth 

boards, gilt, price 15. 62. 

A story of Blois in the year 1832, of an English family—the Merediths 
—who went to live there, and of the circumstances under which they 
became connected with a Royalist plot against the rule of Louis Philippe. 

THE SILVER MINE 
An Underground Story. With Four Full-page Illustrations by 

W.S. Staczy. Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 3s. 

An account of life on the rocky Devonshire coast, an unsuccessful 
attempt to reopen a disused silver mine, and a long-standing family feud 
between the Redwoods and the Pennants, with the incidents that served 

to bring it to an end, 
‘*A very bright, attractive story. The children are natural, and the style is fresh 

and spirited.” JouRNAL oF EDUCATION. 
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BY ESME STUART—continued 

THE VICAR’S TRIO 
With Five Full-page Illustrations by C. J. StTanILanp. 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 3s. 6d. 
The story of how young Lord Faulconbridge, a peevish and irritable 

. boy, is brought to see that the rank and wealth with which he has been 
endowed bring with them equally great responsibilities, 

CAST ASHORE 
With Four Full-page Illustrations by C. J. STaNniLanp. 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 3s. 
It was little Mona who was cast ashore on the North Lancashire 

coast, after the total wreck of the ship in which she was travelling under 
the care of her father’s servant, Hanson. How Jephtha Toppin afterwards 
lures her away, with a view to earning a reward, and how she is 
eventually rescued—both are told with considerable power and vividness. 

FOR HALF-A-CROWN 
With Four Full-page Illustrations. Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, 

price 3s. 
Half-a-crown is the price that Mrs. Chemmo, a retired housekeeper 

living in the cathedral city of Hedderstone on an annuity from her former 
mistress, pays for a little waif, Natalia, to an Italian colony in a squalid 
Portsmouth alley. 

CARRIED OFF 
A Story of Pirate Times. With Four Full-page Illustrations 

by J. F. WEEpDon. Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 3s. 
It is fearless Harry Fenn, the son of an Essex yeoman farmer, who 

is ‘‘ carried off” by Captain Henry Morgan, the famous buccaneer, and 
his men, to the West Indies, where the Spanish settlements are attacked, 
and adventures in plenty follow. 

‘Miss Stuart has gone with the times, and has given us a vigorous and well-told 
story of the days of the buccaneers.” STANDARD. 

BY M. E. PALGRAVE 
Author of 

6¢ Under the Blue Flag,” ** Miles Lambert’s Three Chances,” &c. 

IN CHARGE 
A Story of Rough Times. With Five Full-page Illustrations 

by W. S. Stacry. Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 3s, 
A stirring story of the days when smugglers were in plenty and free- 

trading (as it was called) was in full swing. 
“Full of incident and interest, very pleasantly told, and breathes an excellent spirit 

throughout.”—WeEsTERN Morninc News. 
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BY M. E. PALGRAVE—continued 

A PROMISE KEPT 
With Four Full-page Illustrations. Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, 

price 2s. 6d. 
A story with a lofty purpose, showing the amount of self-denial that 

is necessary in those who leave their home and kindred to engage in 
missionary work in far-off lands, 

BY PENELOPE LESLIE 
Author of ‘‘Marjory’s White Rat,” &c. 

MISS BARTON’S BICYCLE 
With Frontispiece by GERTRUDE D. Hammonp. Cloth 

boards, gilt, price 15. 
Timothy and Minna are keenly anxious to ride bicycles, and in a weak 

moment borrow Miss Barton’s bicycle without having first obtained the 
owner’s consent. Unfortunate results ensue, but a lesson is thereby learnt, 
which is both wholesome and productive of good. 

*€ Child life is portrayed with much force in this charming little book. Timothy and 
Minna are delightful characters, who are much like brothers and sisters of to-day.” 

TEACHERS AID, 

DOROTHY’S STEPMOTHER 
With Frontispiece by C. J. Stanizanp. Cloth boards, gilt, 

price 1s. 
Motherless little Dorothy went into the wood to look for fairies, and 

found instead a very amiable young lady who eventually filled up the 
vacant place in the home and brought sunshine into Dorothy’s life again. 

‘¢ This is a simple and pleasant little story of how a little girl cherishes great hepes, 
and finds them fulfilled in a quite unexpected way.”—SPECTATOR. 

TROUBLESOME COUSINS 
With Frontispiece by W. S. Stacey. Cloth boards, gilt, price rs. 

‘*Troublesome Cousins” is a story specially suited for very young 
children, and describes some of the scrapes in which Stella Weston and 
her cousin Guy found themselves, partly through their restlessness and 
partly through their desire to be independent. 

  

BY AUDREY CURTIS 
Author of ‘Little Miss Curlylocks,” &c. 

PLAIN JEREMIAH 
With Two Full-page Illustrations by GERTRUDE D, Hammonp. 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 
Jeremiah is only a lout of a boy in a south country village, but he has 

sterling stuff in him, which is brought out both by his intimacy with the 
old shepherd on the downs and by his acquaintance with the ‘* Awkward 
Squad,” who are no other than the four young children of a retired 
army officer. 

‘°A most interesting story ... merits special praise, and will become a prime 
favourite with the youngsters when known.”—TEACHERS’ AID. 
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BY AUDREY CURTIS—continued 

THE ARTIST OF CROOKED ALLEY 
With Two Full-page Illustrations by GERTRUDE D. HAMMOND. 

Cloth boards, gilt, price 1s. 64. 
The artist was only nine years old and lived in Crooked Alley ; his 

canvas was the pavement of a London street, his colours no more than a 

motley collection of odds and ends of coloured chalks, 
“A story of exceptional interest; one that attracts and retains the reader from 

beginning to end.”—TEacuers’ AID. 

LITTLE MISS CURLYLOCKS 
With Two Full-page Illustrations by GERTRUDE D. HamMonp. 

Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 
This story relates how ‘Little Miss Curlylocks,” living with her 

high-born grandparents at Montmorency Manor, becomes acquainted with 

Alice Fogerty, her brother Tim, and the Fat Baby, and what happens in 

consequence, 

  

BY KATHERINE E. VERNHAM 

THE TUCKERS’ TURKEY 

And other Stories. With Two Full-page Illustrations by 
C. J. Sranizanp. Cloth boards, gilt, price 15. 6d. 

This is another volume of short stories, evidently drawn from actual 

observation of some of the finer phases of character to be found among the 
more indigent classes and even among the waifs and strays of London 
and other cities and large towns, 

‘‘ These stories are skilfully told . . . some are highly dramatic, and all are more or 
less pathetic."—TEACHERS’ AID. 

A WONDERFUL CHRISTMAS 
And other Stories. With Two Full-page Illustrations by C. J. 

STANILAND. Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 2s. 
A collection of a dozen short stories, dealing for the most part with 

the waifs and strays to be found in our great cities, and with some of the 
more admirable points so often to be observed in their characters, 

THE TWO ELLENS 
By A. E. Deane, Author of ‘A Chance Acquaintance,” &c. 

With Frontispiece by C.J. Stanizanp. Cloth boards, 
gilt, price xs. 

Miss Deane’s story will be found a simple and interesting piece of 
reading for the very young ; moreover, it contains some sound warnings to 
parents as to their responsibilities and the unwisdom of always letting 
children have their own way. 

“This is just the sort of book to give as a birthday present or Sunday School prize to 
a little girl."—THE CuHuRCHWOMAN. 
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THE KING’S RING 
By Maup V. Hopcson. With Frontispiece by W. S. STacEy. 

Cloth boards, gilt, price 15. 
A short but effective story of Cavaliers and Roundheads, and of how 

the Lady Grace Cross contrived to find food and shelter for King Charles I. 
at a time when he was in great extremity of peril. 

“A charming little story of the troublous days when families were divided between 
Royalists and Roundheads.”—TuHz REcoRD. 

BESSIE KITSON 
By G. Norway, Author of “True Cornish Maid,” &c. With 

Two Full-page Illustrations by GERTRUDE D, Hammonp. 
Cloth boards, gilt, price 15. 6d. 

Bessie Kitson, left an orphan at a very early age, is fortunately rescued 
from the squalid home in which she has obtained shelter and taken to live 
with honest, God-fearing people at Windsor. Ultimately the return of 
Mr. George Kitson from Australia removes all fear of want alike from 
Bessie and her faithful foster-mother. 

TAKING FRENCH LEAVE 
By L. E. Trppeman, Author of “Grannie’s Treasures,” &c, 

With Two Full-page Illustrations by W. S. Stacey. 
Bevelled boards, cloth gilt, price 15. 6d. 

Madge and Will Torrance, the twin children of an artist living in the 
country, weave a most perplexing web about themselves through playing 
truant. from school on a very hot afternoon; and their story is likely to 
prove a useful lesson to other young folks when tempted to be deceitful. 

  

A FRIENDLY GIRL 
By CATHERINE P. StaTER, Author of “A Goodly Child,” &c. 

With Frontispiece by C. J. Stanitanp. Cloth boards, 
gilt, price 15. 

This story describes with much pathos and quiet humour how Jeanie 
Scott, a member of the Girls’ Friendly Society, goes as a ‘‘ general” 
servant to Miss Marget Melville, an old. maid living in the suburbs of 
Edinburgh, and of certain things that happened while Jeanie was there, 

  

LOST ON THE MOOR 
By “Tarry.” With Frontispiece. Cloth boards, gilt, price rs, 

The story of Little Jack, how he was lost on the moor in a thick fog 
through his brother’s disobedience, and how he was found and finally 
restored to his home. 
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