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HEED IN THE GRIP
OF THE

FORA BAIN was raised in innocence as daugh-~
ter of a vicar. Her initiation into the harsh ways
of underworld London came at nineteen—and
her fumultuous life at Armitage House soon

followed, There, she learned to love...and
to.fear.

HENRY ARMITAGE, scion of a wealthy mer-
chant family, controlled the vast fleet that
brought back the treasures of the Orient—one
of them a wife. But would she live in the atmos-
phere of- tension dt Armitage House...or die

there, as the others had?
JESSICAARMITAGE Henry’s sister, had-a

venomous tongue and a naked hate for any
woman who cast eyes at her brother—like the
last governess at Armitage House, who soon
drowned in a pond. Were Jessica’s words her
only weapon....or was murder one, as-well?



Avon Books by Clarissa Ross

Drifthaven

Ghost of Dark Harbor

A Hearse For Dark Harbor
The Face in the Pond
China Shadow

15578

18523

20461
04655
21055

$ .95
$ .95
$ .95
$ .75
$1.75



CBARISSA ROSS

SHADOW

" RVON
45 PUBLISHERS OF BARD, CAMELOT, DISCUS, EQUINOX AND FLARE BOOKS



CHINA SHADOW is an original publication of Avon Books.
This work has never before appeared in any form.

AVON BOOKS

A division of

The Hearst Corporation

959 Eighth Avenue

New York, New York 10019

Copyright © 1974 by W. E. D. Ross.
Published by arrangement with the author.

ISBN: 0-380-00189-6

All rights reserved, which includes the right
to reproduce this book or portions thereof in
any form whatsoever. For information address
Donald MacCampbell, 12 East 41st Street,
New York, New York 10017.

First Avon Prioting December, 1974,
Fifth Printing

AVON TRADEMARK REG, U.S. PAT. OFF. AND
FOREIGN COUNTRIES, REGISTERED TRADEMARK—=
MARCA REGISTRADA, HECHO EN CHICAGO, U.S.A,

Printed in the U.S.A.



To my editors Nancy and Ruth who conceived the
idea for this novel; to my agent Don and his girl fri-
day, Maureen, for whipping the good idea into a firm
contract; and to the faithful Marilyn who worked
with me on every line of it; I dedicate this book.






Book One

Book Two

Book Three

Book Four

Contents

London

“Armitage House

The World of Han Li

Return to London

121

259

299






GRLIN

Book One

London

VS






Chapter One

Frora BAIN’s first glimpse of London was late on a May
night in 1861 during a bad thunderstorm. She was a pas-
senger in a stagecoach that had left from Sussex early that
morning and as she was sitting next to one of the win-
dows, she so was able to peer out into the murky, rain-
swept night illaminated occasionally by flashes of blue
lightning.

The rest of the passengers, including her new friend,
Herbert Sweet, were asleep as the coach rattled over the
wet cobblestones. She saw the blurred outlines of buildings
and occasionally the glow from a street-corner gas lamp.
Her excitement grew despite the bad weather, for she
would soon be meeting her Uncle George. She had told the
driver she wished to be let out at Barker Square where
her uncle lived. According to the driver they would pass it
on the way into the city.

Suddenly the carriage came to a halt. The burly assist-
ant to the driver appeared at the door and called out,
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“Here you are, miss! Step lively! We have no time to
waste!”

“Thank you,” she said. As she got up to leave the
crowded stage she saw that Herbert Sweet was still asleep.

“A wicked night, miss,” the driver said as he helped her
down onto the wet cobblestones into the drenching rain,

She clutched her cloak and hood. “Where would
Twenty-four Barker Square be?”

“Just bear to the right,” he shouted against the thunder.
“And don’t lag! The streets of London can be dangerous,
miss!” With this parting warning he jumped up on the
front seat of the coach again. The vehicle rumbled off in
the rain, its lantern bright and swaying. In a moment she
was left alone and desolate in the storm.

As she stood there clutching her valise she wished that
she had wakened Herbert Sweet and asked him to see her
safely to her uncle’s house. She was certain he would have
done so. The grave, white-haired man had introduced him-
self to her almost as soon as she’d gotten into the stage-
coach.

“My name is Herbert Sweet,” he'd said. “And 'm going
to London to join the cause of William Booth of whom
I’'m sure you must have heard.”

“I'm afraid not,” she’d apologized. “I've lived all my life
in a country village and this is my first trip to London. My
name is Flora Bain and my recently deceased father was
the Reverend William Bain, the vicar of our village.”

The tall grave-faced man was friendly. “Then your late
father was also in the business of saving souls for Christ.
I'm only a lay person like yourself but I'm interested in
becoming an evangelist and London is a city of sin!”

“I'm going to London to join my Uncle George who
resides in Barker Square. I have not heard from him in
some time but I'm looking forward to meeting him and to
seeing London! Nelson’s Column and the Strand! And St.
Paul’s Cathedral!”

“That is one side of London,” Herbert Sweet said so-
berly. “But there is another. Dreadful slums, some of
them acres wide, make up a good part of the city. Barker
Square is a rich, fashionable area but generally close to
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such areas there are slums filled with disease and crime.
There are many passages and courts where it is dangerous
for strangers to stray.”

Flora had listened to the serious words of the middle-
aged man as he went on telling about the dangers and
despair of London. She had not been eager to come to the
city but her father’s accidental death had left her without
any choice. There had been little money left her and her
only living relative was her uncle in London.

On his deathbed her father had gasped, “My brother
George is a widower. He has no children. He is boastful
and a bully but he will surely take you in. You must try to
get along with him. He has made a fortune in speculations
and has a fine racing stable. I do not approve of his way
of life, but that is not of any importance at this time!”

Now she was standing in the rainy midnight just a short
distance from his door. She picked up her valise and be-
gan walking towards an impressive row of houses. Just as
she reached the first of them a strange thing happened.
From a house further down the storm-swept street, a
figure came running towards her. Lightning flashed and
she saw the man’s emaciated face, pinched nostrils and
wild eyes. He wore no hat and his long hair was matted
with wet and clung to his forehead. He gave her a brief
frightened look and raced past her to vanish into the
darkness, :

Somewhat shaken, she continued on to Number
Twenty-four and saw it was the house from which the
scarecrow individual had emerged. Hoping this wasn’t a
signal of trouble, she mounted the steps of the stately
townhouse. When she reached its door she was further
concerned to find it partly open. After a moment’s hesita-
tion she entered the large vestibule and noted that the in-
ner door with its fancy glass panels was also ajar. She saw
the pull knob for the doorbell and gave it several sharp
tugs. )

No one came, although she saw a lamp burning on a
table inside. Worried by this strange atmosphere, she made
her way inside and found that the entire lower floor of the
house appeared to be in darkness except for that one
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lamp. She began to feel distinctly uneasy, especially from
the memory of the ominous figure racing out of the house
as if the Devil had been at his heels! She moved back into
the foyer and stared up the curving stairway with frightened
eyes.

There was a night lamp in a bracket on the wall near
the head of the stairs. This encouraged her to slowly make
her way up to the second level. All the while she had a
growing fear of the house and what she might find in it.
All the pleasant anticipations she’d felt about meeting her
Uncle George had vanished. Reaching the landing, she
halted and stood there uneasily.

Noting an open door slightly down the hall on her
right, she walked toward it. It opened on a bedroom, and
she stepped forward and peered in. Just as she did there
was a rumble of thunder and flash of lightning from the
outside. The lightning illuminated a scene she would never
forget!

From a beam in the ceiling of the room there hung the
body of a man. His feet swayed gently a distance above the
floor. In the flash of lightning she caught a glimpse of the
rope around his neck and the distorted, purple face with its
distended tongue and bulging eyes.

She screamed and turned from the ghastly sight in hor-
ror. Then she moved along the hall and frantically started
making her way down the stairs. She had never met her
Uncle George, but she was somehow certain that the body
she’d glimpsed hanging from the rope was his.

What to do? She debated going out into the stormy
night again to seek aid. She could not stay long in this
deserted house with the body of a suicide. Then from the
dark behind her she heard a sneeze!

Turning, she saw an old woman with a shawl over her
head and a bulging pillowcase in her hands. “What are you
doing here?” she asked.

“I've worked here for George Bain for twenty years,”
the woman said.

“You worked for my uncle?”

The elderly servant showed interest. “Him upstairs is
your uncle?”
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“If the man hanging from the rafter is George Bain, he
is my uncle.”

“It’s George Bain all right!” the old woman said with
contempt. “May the Devil forgive him, for the Lord
won’t! For months he paid none of us servants. They all
left him but me. He kept promising to pay me but he went
on gambling and going into debt. Now once the money-
lenders find out what has happened they’ll take everything!”

Flora eyed the white sack. “What is in that pillowcase?”

The old woman crouched like an animal at bay. She
whined, “Just a few things to take to the pawnbroker.
Barely enough for me wages. I don’t want to die in the
workhouse!”

“You shouldn’t be stealing,” she said sternly. “And who
was that man who ran out of here?”

The old woman looked wary. “Me son, miss. He’s half-
witted and the sight of the dead man fair upset him!”

“] suspect he was running off with money or valuables!”

“Youw’re wrong, miss. It’s just that poor Percy is daft!
You're tired and over-wrought, miss, and soaked from the
rain. Let me get you a cup of hot soup to make you feel
better. There’s some on the stove now that Percy and me
was having before we discovered the master hanging from
the rafter up there.”

Flora hesitated. “I must get word to the police,” she
said. But she suddenly realized how weary and how hun-
gry she was. “Perhaps I could take time for some soup.”

“P1l fetch it at once,” the crone said. And she did. Then
she suggested that Flora enter a small bedroom nearby
and sit in a comfortable chair near the hearth while she
supped the soup. At the same time the old woman lit a
fire in the fireplace. “Might as well be comfortable,” she
told her.

Flora finished the soup and suddenly felt not only tired
but dizzy. The room was floating around her. She vaguely
knew she’d been drugged, but somehow didn’t care. She
staggered over to the bed and lay down just as uncon-
sciousness overtook her.

15



Chapter Two

FLORA OPENED her eyes to find the bedroom still in
darkness. It took her a moment to realize where she was.
It was only yesterday morning that she’d left the quiet of
the country vicarage in Sussex and here she was in a fine
London mansion with the dead body of her uncle hanging
from a beam in one of the upstairs bedrooms! The mem-
ory of it made her sit up with a shudder.

Memory returned to her rapidly now and she recalled
the old servant, Annie, being so kind to her. There had
been the warm supper and then the waiting bed. Only in
the last few seconds before sleep overtook her had she
guessed that the kindness had been part of the house-
keeper’s devious scheme to escape with the pillowcase
filled with silver. She had no doubts that the old woman had
long since gone, and as she began to realize the grimness
of her position, her fears came crowding back.

The candles on the dresser had burned out. She halted
before the mirror and considered herself. There were dark
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circles under her eyes and she looked pale. Not much
wonder! She knew she had to proceed carefully. Do all the
right things. It was obvious she had to begin by washing
and dressing. Then she might find some food still left in
the kitchen. After that she must contact the police.

As she busied herself with her toilette she realized that
she’d counted too much on her Uncle George. The fact
that her father had not liked him should have warned her.
It was only in desperation that he had directed her to seek
out her dissipated uncle. She had reached him too late. He
had become a victim of his own excesses. Now he hung
grotesquely from a noose of his own making in that upper
room, surely a warning to all who would take his path in
life.

Old Annie had made one statement that Flora felt to be
true. The old woman had warned that once word of her
uncle’s suicide was out, the house would be beset with the
many moneylenders and other creditors to whom he was
obligated. By the time they had recovered a small part of
what was due them there would be nothing for her. Not
even a roof over her head.

She must face it. She was in London on her own and
without any resources. After she had dressed; she found
her way to the kitchen, which was in a chaotic state. She
managed to find tea, bread, and cheese and made herself
breakfast. She was amazed that she was actually hungry.

Flora was now faced with the problem of how to con-
tact the proper authorities. Perhaps she could contact a
neighbor who would send a servant for the police. She was
standing by the foot of the stairs deciding this when she saw
shadows through the frosted-glass panes of the front door.
The bell rang.

Frozen with fear, she debated what to do. Could these
be creditors already aware of her uncle’s suicide? After a
moment of indecision, she decided to open the door to
whoever it was and find out what they wanted. Two men,
one much older than the other, stood in the vestibule.

Both men wore fashionable black top hats. The young
one had on a blue coat and fawn trousers with a flashy
red cravat and a mustard-colored vest. He also carried a
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thin bamboo cane. The older man, who was quite stout,
was dressed far more conservatively in a black coat and
gray trousers, but his blue cravet was fastened with a gleam-
ing diamond stickpin and his vest was a dark blue plaid. He
carried a cane as well, but it was a stout Malacca.

The young man was blond, with a small goatee and
mustache. His eyes were blue and he had a pleasant,
even-featured face. He smiled at Flora and exclaimed,
“Well, I declare! I didn’t know that George Bain was hid-
ing anything as pretty as you in this house!”

The older man removed his hat and bowed to her.
“Your servant, miss. You will forgive my young friend.
We have come to call on Mr. Bain.” _

She stood there, hesitant about allowing them in. “Who
are you?”’ she asked. )

The young man laughed. “Friends of George’s, of
course. May I return the question, who are you?”

The older man intervened. “You are not exhibiting
proper manners, Nelson,” he reproved his younger friend.
He turned to Flora with an apologetic look on his friendly
face. “My name is Horace Wright and this young fellow is
Nelson Reed. We are good friends of Mr. Bain. We be-
long to the same gaming club where he was to meet us
last night. He did not keep the appointment, so we have
come here to see him.”

Flora did not move. She said quietly, “Mr. Bain was my
uncle. I am his niece Flora. I came from Sussex yesterday
to live with him.”

“So that’s why he didn’t keep the appointment,” Nelson
Reed said boisterously. “I can’t say that I blame him. It’s
not too often that old George has the company of a
beauty like you!”

She gave the young man a stern look. “You did not
hear me correctly, Mr. Reed. I said that George Bain was
my uncle. I fear that he is no longer alive.”

This announcement had a strong impact on the two.
They glanced at each other in consternation and then at
her. Their faces wore looks of disbelief.

Nelson Reed spoke up first, “Are you telling us that
George is dead?”
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“Yes.”

“You are certain?” the older man enquired heavily.

“Yes. I am certain. I have seen his body. When I en-
tered the house on my arrival I discovered him hanging
from a beam in his bedroom—a suicide!”

“Damme!” Nelson Reed’s pleasant face showed shock.
“What a welcoming for you!”

“It wasn’t what I’'d expected,” she was ready to admit.

The older man’s face had gone a deep red and he
looked as if he might have a fit of apoplexy right there in
the vestibule. He gasped, “You say he took his own life?”

“He hung himself,” she replied.

* “Is he up there now?” Horace Wright wanted to know.

“Yes.”

The young Nelson Reed gave his older companion a
grim look. “I'm not surprised. You know the way the
cards and the horses have been going against old George.
Everyone knows his losses have been tremendous.”

The portly Horace Wright nodded solemnly. “May I say
that George had borrowed heavily from me.”

“And from me,” the younger man said. He turned to
her and with his top hat in hand, bowed and said, “You
must forgive me, Miss Bain, for my earlier lack of deli-
cacy. I was not aware of the situation. You have my deep
sympathy and that of my friend, here.”

“You must surely do,” Horace Wright breathed an affir-
mation as he clasped his top hat to his chest. “Is there
anything we can do?”

She stood back. “Thank you, gentlemen. As my uncle ]
friends I feel that I may impose on you for aid. I have not
yet informed the police or anyone else.”

“Where are the servants?”’ Nelson Reed asked.

“They’ve run off,” she said. “All but one were gone when
T came here. And she drugged me and then ran away with
a bag of stolen silver. P'm quite alone in the house.”

The two men had come into the shadowed foyer and
Nelson Reed nodded to indicate upstairs as he said, “Ex-
cept for him.”

“Yes.”

Nelson Reed turned to the older man with a look of un-
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certainty. “I suppose we must go up there and see for our-
selves,” he said grimly.

The big florid man sighed. “Quite! Nothing else for it!
Most unpleasant. Are you ready?”

“As ready as I will be,” Nelson Reed said with distaste.
He turned to her again. “You will excuse us for a few
minutes, Miss Bain?”

The two men rather hesitantly began to mount the curv-
ing stairway, arguing in low voices between themselves.
Flora felt their arrival had been a great piece of luck. They
were close friends of her late Uncle George and they would
know how best to handle the tragic business.

Of the two she much preferred the older man. Horace
Wright had a bluff kindness about him which had been im-
mediately apparent. The young Nelson Reed was pleasant
enough but he had not impressed her as being of strong
character. She had heard her father refer to several wild
young men as rakes. She had an idea this term might well
fit Nelson Reed.

She sat in a high-backed chair in the living room wait-
ing for them to come back downstairs. All at once she felt
very lonely. Her eyes brimmed with tears as she thought
about the happy, if quiet, déys she’d known at the vicarage.
As the daughter of a country parson she had the respect
of the villagers. Her father had savored the finer things of
life and implanted an appreciation of literature, art, and
music in her. Even though their financial means were
small and her life in the village was limited, she had been
able to enjoy some of these things first hand. Her father
supervised her reading and liked to read aloud to her from
the works of Milton, Shakespeare, Scott, and the popular
new novelist, Charles Dickens. He also gained permission
to take her to several of the homes. of titled gentlemen
near the village and had given her a tour of their art col-
lections. As for music, an aged organist at the church had
played the works of great composers for her and had
given her lessons on the piano.

Looking back, she saw it as an enviable life. More
healthy than any this great city could offer her. And if
she had been cut off from the companionship of young
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men because of her attendance on her father that would
likely have only beén a temporary thing. Sooner or later a
desirable young man would have appeared—perhaps a
schoolmaster or a son of one of the wealthy and titled
parishioners who attended her father’s church. It would
surely all have worked out well.

Her life was a shambles now. All the delights of the
peaceful Sussex village were lost. Her first taste of London
had been a bitter one. She was caught up in this tragedy
of her Uncle George’s suicide without knowing much
about what had led to it. However, she knew enough to be
sure that she was going to have to brave this new life
without help from anyone. !

There were footsteps on the stairs and the sound of low
voices approaching. The two had taken in the hideous
scene above and now were coming back to make their
pronouncements. She prayed that they would not try to es-
cape their respcnsibilities in the matter since she so des-
perately needed their help. She rose from her chair as the
two men appeared in the doorway of the living room.
Horace Wright was the first to approach her.

“Well, miss, we have seen him and a sorry sight it was.
Poor old George is done for and that’s the truth.”

“You will inform the authorities for me,” she said.

“Yes,” he said with a frown. “I shall do that at once.
But after that it will be mostly up to young Nelson.”

“Oh?” she said, not understanding.

“I do not wish to disclaim any responsibility,” Horace
Wright said at once. “I want to discharge my duties as a
friend, but I have a business appointment that will take
me to Liverpool for at least a week. I have to leave this
afternoon. So I will not be here to do much more. How-
ever, I can promise you that Nelson Reed will act on my
part as well as for himself. You may depend on him.”

“Thank you,” she said.

The young man now came up to her. “You mustn’t
worry about anything. Leave it all to me. I shall arrange
everything.”

“That is very good of you,” Flora said, meaning it.

The young dandy made a deprecating gesture. “Not at
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all. Hoarce has some good friends at police headquarters,
He will take care of things there and I will supervise the
balance of the arrangements while he is away.”

She said, “I would like to get away from here before
the police come.”

Horace Wright's double-chinned face showed sympathy.
“I can understand your feelings in that respect. But this is
now your home. You must remember that.”

She said, “Surely you can’t have missed the desperation
of my uncle’s plight. Everything, including the house, has
evidently been mortgaged to the hilt. The moment word
of his death gets out the vultures will gather.”

Nelson Reed nodded agreement. “She’s right. The place
will be besieged by creditors. It would be wise for her to
get out of here.”

“You really think so?” Horace Wright queried him.

“I do,” Nelson said.

The stout man looked unhappy. “You think there’ll be
nothing left of any of this?”

“I know it,” the younger man said. “George Bain was
heavily in debt when I first knew him. After his last year’s
losings his estate must be completely devoured.”

“What about Miss Bain?’ Horace Wright worried.
“Where will she go?”
© “Why not the Plough and Sickle?” Nelson asked, nam-
ing an inn which seemed to be known to the older man.

“Bxcellent ideal” he agreed at once. “Take her there.
They know me well. Tell them it is my wish that she have
the best.”

“I'll do that,” the young man said.

“And I shall go on to the police,” Horace Wright prom-
ised. . )

“I don’t know how to thank either of you sufficiently,”
she lamented.

The stout man smiled sadly. “I could only wish that
you'd come along before your uncle did this dreadful
;lhuizg. P'm sure you might have been the means of saving

“I wish I had been,” she agreed.

“Well, little in life is as we hope it to be,” the stout man

22



CHINA SHADOW

sighed. He reached for his gold watch chain and drew a
large watch from his vest pocket. “I just have time to do
everything neatly and catch my railway train to Liver-
pool. I must be on my way,” he said, bowing over her
hand. “You have my deepest sympathy in this moment of
your bereavement.”

“Thank you, Mr. Wright,” she said.

The stout man then took Nelson Reed by the arm and
they went to the door together. He gave him some instruc-
tions and last minute advice and then left.

The young dandy came back to her. “Well, I think we
have everything under way,” he said. ‘“What are your
plans following the funeral? Horace was just asking me
now. You can remain at the Plough and Sickle until then.
Would you like me to arrange the booking of your railway
passage back to Sussex?”

It was a difficult moment for ber. She fought to contain
her tears. “I cannot return to Sussex,” she said. “There is
nothing to return to. My father died recently and I came
here at his wish.”

“You mean you have no one else in the world except
that dead man up there.”

“No one.”

“I'm most awfully sorry,” he said awkwardly. “I'd as-
sumed you’d just come here for a visit or to spend a few
months at the most.”

“I was coming to live with Uncle George.”

“Do you have any private means?”

She looked down in embarrassment. “Only the few
pounds I had left over after paying my father’s deb

“I see. Well, that is too bad. But I'm sure we can do
something about it.”

She gave him an urgent look. “I don’t want any kind of
charity. P'm willing to work. All I ask is a position of
some kind, so that I may earn my own living.”

The young man nodded. “I understand. You need have
no misgivings about accepting immediate board and
lodging from Horace and myself. We will try and find you
a suitable position and you can then pay us back.”

“I shall be forever grateful to you,” she told him.
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“It’s not all that important,” he said. “We are happy to
do it. In other circumstances I'm sure your Uncle George
would have been glad to help any niece of ours. Friends
are meant to help one another.”

“Sometimes that is forgotten.”

“Horace and I are not that sort,” the young dandy said
in his lofty way. He was studying her with a good deal of
interest at the same time. She had the feeling that he was
carefully appraising her for future work possibilities.

She asked, “How long will we remain here?”

“Until the police arrive. Are you packed?”’

“Bverything is in my valise,” pointing to where it sat at
the foot of the stairway.

“Bxcellent,” he said. “Then as soon as the police get
here we can be on our way.” He glanced around the
room. “Are there any small personal things you might like
as mementos? Things which would be of no value to your
uncle’s creditors in any case.”

She blushed. “T don’t want to take anything to which
T'm not entitled.”

Nelson Reed stood there imposingly in his vivid blue
coat and the red cravat. “I would not suggest that since I
am one of the creditors. But there may be items of no
value to anyone else which would have great meaning for
you. I urge that you take a look around.”

“Very well,” she said. And she began a tour of the lux-
urious living room. There was a grand piano, which she
would have liked to try, and on one panel of the wall a
giant oil painting of a battle scene. But she knew these
would be turned into cash to pay her uncle’s debts, So she
continued to examine even the smallest things.

At last she came to a framed tintype on one of the
many tables. It was beginning to fade but she could
clearly identify her father and mother and Uncle George.
They were all standing together in a garden somewhere
looking so young and. happy it made her throat tighten
with sorrow. She carefully picked up the tintype and put it
in her valise.

It was at this point that the police made their appear-
ance. There were four burly officers in blue uniforms and
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helmets who were led by an older man in plain clothes.
Nelson Reed greeted them and everyone went upstairs but
Flora. Later the man in plain clothes and Nelson Reed
joined her in the living room.

Nelson Reed introduced her, “Miss Flora Bain, the late
lamented’s niece, Inspector John Dickson of the London
police.”

The inspector bowed to her. He was a big man with
large black whiskers. “This is a sorry business, Miss Bain.”

“Yes, it is,” she agreed.

“Did you have any hint that your uncle planned to kill
himself?” the inspector asked.

“None. T never met him when he was alive. By the time
I reached here last night he’d already hung himself.”

The inspector raised his heavy eyebrows. “How distress-
ing! Who else was here in the house with him when you
arrived?” .

She was reluctant to drag the unfortunate Annie into it.
Even though the old woman had drugged her and stolen
the silver she had done it in a desperate effort to collect
the wages that should have been paid to her. Under the
circumstances the best thing would be to mention the old
woman and pretend not to know her name.

She said, “There was a woman. She claimed to be the
housekeeper. I don’t know whether that was true or not.”

The inspector was listening and writing the information
down in a small black-covered book. “Please go on,” he
said.

“She gave me food and found me a bed. I believe she
drugged me. She left while I was asleep and took a pillow-
case of silver with her.”

Inspector Dickson made a face. “You can count on
never seeing the silver again.”

“T suppose not.”

“London is full of fences who buy such things for a
fraction of their worth,” he told her. “There is a constant
trade in stolen valuables.”

“The woman claimed that wages were owed her.”

“She’d be bound to say that. What was her name?”

“I don’t know.”
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He eyed her sharply “You don’t know?”

“f arrived here in the middle of the night and I only
saw her for a short time,” she went on, hoping that she
was making it sound likely. “I didn’t think to ask her
name. I was too shocked by the discovery of my uncle’s
body for one thing.”

“Ah, yes,” the inspector said, this last seeming to satisfy
him. “I can inquire of the servants in the neighboring
houses. No doubt they will identify her.”

“No doubt,” she said.

“You saw no one else?”

“NO-"

The inspector snapped his book closed. “Well, that is all
we can do for the moment. Do you plan to remain in the
house?”

Nelson Reed came forward and said, “No. I and an-
other friend of her uncle’s are providing room and board
for her at the Plough and Sickle. She will remain there un-
til after the funeral.”

“A very sound plan,” Inspector Dickson said. “This
house would be much too gloomy to remain here alone.
Well, then, when my men remove the body we can lock
the place up. It’s the best thing until the death is fully in-
vestigated. Not that I suspect anything queer but it is
necessary to hold a complete inquiry.”

Nelson Reed said, “We would like you to deliver the
body to the Grantmoor Undertakers when you are finished
with it. We shall hold the funeral at some nearby chapel.”

Inspector Dickson nodded. “I will see to that. You can
let the undertaker know the arrangements you wish
made.”

“I shall,” Nelson Reed, promised. “I'll go there directly
after I have taken Miss Bain to the inn.”

She and Nelson Reed left the house just as the police
were coming back in with a stretcher to carry out her un-
cle’s body. It gave her a strange, sinking sensation to think
about it. Nelson was at her side carrying her valise. He
kept up a running conversation to take her mind off this
unpleasant moment.

He had a hansom cab waiting, The moment the driver
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saw them he jumped down from the high rear seat to take
the valise from Nelson.

Nelson told him, “We’re going to the Plough and Sickle
first. It’s just off the Strand.”

“Yes, sir,” the man said, opening the door of the cab
for them. i

She stepped inside and sat on the narrow seat. The inte-
rior of the vehicle smelled of horse sweat and straw. Nel-
son Reed came in and seated himself at her side. He
smiled at her in the semi-darkness of the cab.

“I hire this fellow by the day,” he said. “Saves me the
expense of my own coachman. The cab is not as grand as
a private coach but it does.”

“I think you’re very fortunate to have it,” Flora said.

This seemed to please him. He laughed. “You surely
aren’t spoiled, little country girl. I can think of a half-
dozen ladies of the town not possessing a fraction of your
beauty who have complained bitterly about this ac-
comodation.”

She felt embarrassed. “I hope you’re not making fun of
me.”

“Quite the contrary,” he said, pressing a gloved hand on
hers. “I think you are refreshing and charming.”

She glanced out the side window of the cab as it started
on its way over the cobblestone street. “Do we have far to
go?’,

“No. Just a short journey through the fashionable part
of town.”

She kept staring out the window, enthralled by the spec-
tacle of a great city alive in the busy daylight hours. There
was a throng of traffic, drays, carts, bright-lettered omni-
buses, four-wheel and hansom cabs, saddle horses,
broughams and chaises. And every so often a splendid ve-
hicle with a liveried coachman and footmen passed by. At
the crossings where pedestrians crossed the roadway,
sweepers of all ages swept up the manure. They reached
the area of fine shops and she saw women magnificent in
heavily flounced crinoline skirts, pagoda sleeves, and
elaborate mantles. The colors of the women’s dresses were
bright and eye-catching. There appeared to be more men
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in the streets than women and they nearly all wore dull-
surfaced black or gray top hats.

“What an exciting place London is!” she exclaimed, turn-
ing a glance at her companion with delight.

“Something for everyone’s fancy so they say,” Nelson
Reed drawled. “This is your first taste of London?”

“I have never been heré before.”

“Well, you shall see it properly, I promise you. I can
think of no better guide than Nelson Reed, Esquire!”

She smiled gratefully. “I can’t take up your time, Mr.
Reed, you must have work to do.”

“Call me Nelson,” he told her. “I was a close friend of
your uncle’s and I should like to be a good friend to you.”

“Do you really have so much time to spare?”

“Yes,” the young dandy said with self-satisfaction. “I
happen to be a gentleman-about-town. I do not work for
a living. I live by my wits. I belong to several of the best
clubs and I have had a long run of luck at the gaming
tables.”

She stared at him worriedly. “Like my uncle?”

“No,” he said. “I'm much wiser than old George. I
know when to plunge and when to hold back. It takes tal-
ent to be a gambler, have you ever thought of that?”

“I haven't,” she confessed. Indeed, she had never known
that there were men who made their living solely by gam-
bling until she’d heard about her Uncle George.

“It takes a deal of talent,” Nelson went on confiden-
tially. “And if I say so myself, I have it. Lucky Nelson
Reed they call me.”

She studied him with concern. “I hope your good luck
continues.”

His smile was lazy. “T'm sure that it will. Meetmg you
convinces me of it.”

Flora was not quite certain that she understood the full
meaning of his words. There had been a mocking quality
in his tone which she did not like. She’d heard him use it
before and it had made her a trifie uneasy about him.
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Chapter Three

THE PLOUGH and Sickle, a pub with rooms upstairs, was a
pleasant enough place and well operated. Nelson Reed saw
Flora safely installed in one of the rooms with a view of .
the street below. She was thrilled with the comfortable
room and duly grateful to the young man who had be-
friended her.

As he was ready to leave she saw him out to the cor-
ridor. “I don’t know how to thank you,” she said.

*You mustn’t worry about it. I shall now look after the
details of the funeral and come back to take you out to
dinner.”

“Don’t let me be a nuisance!”

He smiled. “You're far from a nuisance. I shall enjoy
showing you off before the town. Wear your best dress.”

She hesitated. “I haven’t anything all that grand. And
do you think we should go out to dinner when I'm in
mourning?” )

“Who will know you are in mourning?” the young man
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wanted to know. “And how can you seriously mourn for
someone you never knew and who let you down very
badly?”’

“I suppose that is true,” she said.

“Of course it’s true,” he replied emphatically. He had
the habit of sounding emphatic about many things." “Wear
your best and Tl be back at six o’clock to pick you up.”

She didn’t try to argue with him further because she felt
that once he’d made up his mind it would be almost im-
possible to change it. She felt a little guilty about going
out so soon after her uncle’s death, and she worried that
she had no dress stylish enough.

Going back into her room, she opened her valise and
took out her things. The only dress which in any way
would fit a smart occasion was a rose crepe de chine the
village seamstress had made for her to attend a summer
lawn party. She felt that it was awfully plain for sophisti-
cated London. But since it was the only party dress she
owned it would have to do.

She spent a good part of the afternoon looking out her
window at the fascinating street drama offered. It amazed
her that so many people lived in London. And the traffic
was unbelievable! There was a brisk business in the pub
below with people coming and going regularly. She won-
dered if her room would be noisy at night,

As evening drew near she changed and dressed for her

- meeting with Nelson Reed. The dress looked better on her
than she expected but she had difficulty getting her hair
right. And she was ashamed of her only cloak and hood,
for although the garment was crimson it was of a rough
material and hardly suited to dining out in a fine restau-
rant.

Nelson Reed arrived at six. He had changed to a black
coat and a white tie and looked quite handsome. He sur-
veyed her from the doorway of her room.

“You look very well,” he said. “I’m going to enjoy hav-
ing you on my arm.”

The same hansom cab was waiting. She sat very straight
and prim on the seat, ill at ease in her modest finery and
not at all certain that she should have agreed to the excur-
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sion. At her side sat Nelson Reed, more mocking in man-
ner than ever.

“You're distractingly lovely tonight,” he said, “but you
seem so ill at ease.”

“I’'m nervous,” she told him. “And I'm still upset about
Uncle George. What have you done about his funeral?”

Nelson Reed sighed. “Ah, yes, the funerall I have ar-
ranged with the undertakers to have the body on display
in the nave of St. Bridget’s Church. The vicar has agreed
to this in exchange for a donation I have made to his mis-
sionary fund.”

“What time is the funeral?” she asked.

“Two-thirty tomorrow afternoon,” the young man re-
plied. “I have sent out notices to his friends and his host
of creditors. I.cannot guarantee they’ll all be there but if
they shoutd turn up they’ll fill the churc >

“T hope it’s a nice funeral,” she worTied.

“I et me take care of it,” Nelson Reed told her. “T shall
hire a few mourners just to make sure. All will go well.
But must we spend the entire evening discussing the fu-
neral?”

She gave him a reproving glance. “It's just that I
wanted to know what you’d done.”

“Well, now you know. Shall we drop the subject?”

“If you prefer to,” she said, turning away from him to
gaze out the side window of the cab.

Nelson Reed said disconsolately, “It’s not that T am all
that unfeeling, it's just that I want you to enjoy your eve-
ning.”

“Thank you,” she said quietly.

“] feel responsible for you,” he went on. “And don’t
think Horace Wright won’t question and criticize me when
he returns. He wants nothing but the best for you.”

Flora said, “He’s a wonderful man!”

“What about me?” Nelson Reed asked.

She looked at him in the near darkness of the cab and
smiled. “You’re very nice as well.”

His face brightened. “I'm glad to hear you say that. Do
you know where I'm taking you tonight?”’

“NO.”
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“The Holborn Restaurant. It is a favorite of mine. Not
the most dressy dining room in the city but it offers lively
company and there is always a fine selection of good food
at modest prices.”

She was relieved by his mention that it was not too styl-
ish a place. “It sounds very nice.”

“I hope you still think so after we’ve been there.”

The restaurant proved huge, much larger than she had
imagined. He escorted her in with an air of triumph and
saw that her cloak was taken by a lady attendant. Then he
led her in to show her the Grand Salon. It was immense
with many rows of long tables.

“We won’t be eating in there but in the smaller grill
room,” he told her.

“‘Im glad. It seems more like a great exhibition hall
than a dining room,” she said. _

Nelson laughed good-naturedly. “A very apt comment! I
declare you may become a wit! An exhibition place it is
for many to show off in. You were very close to the
truth.”

Now he guided her to the smaller grill room where the
tables were for two, four, or six. It was pleasant without
being too elegant and she at once relaxed. Nelson ordered
for them, insisting she try the turtle soup and the half
duckling. He also ordered a bottle of wine, making a
grand ritual of this. The dining room was only partly filled
so they sat in a corner by themselves. She was also thank-
ful for this and able to relax.

As they waited for dinner, she asked him, “What sort of
work do you think you’ll be able to find for me?”

“Who knows?” he asked with a twinkle in his blue eyes.
“Maybe I'll ask you to marry me and take you out of the
work force altogether.”

She felt her cheeks blaze at this and she protested,
“Please, I'm serious!”

“So am I,” he said. “Does the prospect of marriage with
me seem so undesirable?”

“I'm not ready for marriage,” she said. “And we don’t
know each other. I think one should only marry for love.”
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Nelson Reed raised his eyebrows. “My, what high prin-
ciples we have!” _

“You're making fun of me again!”

“Not at all,” he said. “The truth is that even if I wanted
to marry you it would not be practical. My sort of exis-
tence does not lend itself to a wife and family. I was only
jesting.”

“I was sure of that.”

He raised a manicured hand in protest. “Don't misun~
derstand me! The prospect of marriage with you is de-
lightful to me. It's just that ’'m in no position to establish
a home or become a husband.”

“You are too dedicated to your gambling,” she said.

“That's it. I'm a thoroughly selfish creature. I Live this
odd life by choice and have come to place much stock in
my freedom.”

“] wish you happiness if that is the sort of life you de-
sire,” she said.

“That is most generous of you,” he said with a return of
his wryly humorous manner.

The waiter came with their first course and ended
the talk without her ever having gained any satisfaction
from him. She discovered that she was hungry and that
the food was excellent. When the duckling and the wine
came she welcomed it.

She told Nelson Reed, “You couldn’t have brought me
to a better place.” _

“Thank you, my dear,” he said. “The desserts are gener-
ous and excellent as well. I don’t think you'll be disap-
pointed.”

She wasn’t. But when she sat back from her plate she
felt that she'd eaten far too much.

Nelson poured the balance of the wine into their glasses.
He urged her, “Drink up! It will help your digestion!”

“So much red wine,” she gasped. “I've never had so
much.”

“Not a lot really,” he said. “And now I'll pay our check
and go out and find the cabby.”

“Pl sleep when I get back to the inn,” she promised
him. “Such a meal.”
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“But we’re not going directly to the inn,” he told her.
“I'm stopping by at one of my clubs along the way. I want
you to see the excitement, and maybe we’ll meet a few of
my friends. Even people who knew your uncle.”

She put down her wine glass. “I don’t think it wise. I
should go directly home.”

“Nonsense!” he objected as he waved for the waiter.
“The night is young!”

Flora felt a small panic rising up in her. He had or-
dered a second bottle of wine at dinner and had drunk it
all himself, as well as a large share of the original bottle.
Now she could see that he was more than a little intoxi-
cated and belligerent. Her experience with drunken men
had been strictly limited as a vicar's daughter. Never be-
fore had she to deal with one directly.

Nelson finally settled the bill after a good deal of loud
argument and difficulty in making the proper change.
Then he led her out to get her cloak. The sad-faced
woman attendant gave her a sympathetic glance as Nelson
mumbled drunkenly at her side.

They went out into the night and she was surprised to
find a heavy fog had descended on the city. The glow
from storefronts, windows, and gas lamps took on a fuzzy
kind of magic. As she stood admiring the weird beauty the
fog brought to the ordinary night, Nelson was at the curb
signaling for the waiting cabby. She felt her escort was
making far too much of a scene.

The driver seemed resigned to abuse. He drove up his
ancient hansom cab and alighted to let them in.

“Where were you hiding?” Nelson demanded of him in
a loud, offensive voice.

“Just over there,” the coachman said meekly.

She stepped into the cab quickly wanting to avoid a
scene. She heard Nelson give the man the name of some
club and then he got in and sat beside her. “Stupid oaf!”
he complained.

“I think you were far too hard on him,” she said ac-
cusingly.

He glared at her. “Don’t tell me how to behave, country
g-ruu
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“I'm sorry. I had no intention of offending you. Please
take me back to my hotel.” )

Nelson chuckled drunkenly. “Now we’re all hurt feel-
ings. I swear you are a true female! Impossible to please!”

“I'm tired,” she said. “After the ordeal of yesterday and
last night. I need rest for the funeral tomorrow.”

This seemed to strike him as a humorous remark and he
laughed heartily at it. “We’re stopping at one of my favor-
ite clubs. But we won’t stay long, I promise you!”

She knew there was nothing she could do. It would be
impossible to find her way about London on her own. And
even if she got away from him and found a cab, she
wouldn’t be able to pay for it as she’d left her small re-
serve of money locked in her valise at the hotel. She could
only resign herself to allowing him to extend the evening
as he pleased. At the same time she hoped that he would
begin to weary.

At last the cab came to a halt before a fine mansion
with marble steps leading up to its entrance and gas lamps
flanking the steps at street level. Nelson made a great
show of helping her out of the cab and guiding her up the
stairs. He was more sober by now. He pulled the bell knob
and waited for the door to be opened. It was drawn back
only after they’d been carefully scrutinized through a
peephole in its center.

The doorman, a huge ex-prizefighter type with a bat-
tered face, gave Nelson a welcoming smile. “Evenin’, Mr.
Reed,” he said in a hoarse voice. “Good to see you.”

“Good to be here,” Nelson said. “Is it a lively night?”

“The tables are all busy,” the doorman said.

Nelson guided her in through a large room with sub-
dued lighting where well-dressed men and young women
sat at tables located around the walls drinking and talking.
Some of them stared at her with open curiosity as she
passed through the room. It was clear that they were aware
of a new face.

They went through double doors to a huge room filled
with cigar smoke and loud talk. Its whole length was ap-
portioned to various tables where a different gambling
game was being played at each. There was always an op-
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erator conducting the game for the house. Most of the
tables were crowded with men and women in fashionable
evening dress.

Nelson turned to her with a smile, “Is this your first
visit to a gaming house?”’ ’

“My father was bitterly opposed to gambling,” she re-
plied.

“Too bad your Uncle George hadn’t the same convie-
tions or he would still be alive,” he said with brutal disre~
gard for her feelings.

“You forced me to come here.” -

“Tm sorry,” he said contritely. “Ive been rude to you.
Forgive me. I want you to see the place because it is part
of my way of life. Seeing it you’ll better understand me.”

She said, “Very well. At least you've given me a good
reason for coming here.”

He said, “Let me explain it to you. That game they are
playing over there is called Hazard. It’s played mostly
with dice and very popular.”

“Chiefly because it is easy to get rid of the equipment in
case of a raid,” he said. “These places are all outside the
law and always have been. That doesn’t stop the best peo-
Ple from coming to them as you can see.”

She gazed at the people standing by the tables and said,
“Most of them do seem of the upper classes but I have
never seen faces so strained and tense.”

He looked grim. “Some of them are wagering large
amounts. That's always a strain. The Duke of Wellington
and Talleyrand were members of Crockford’s in the old
days and they had a chef named Monsieur Ude who was
reckoned the best in the world.”

“People will always gamble, it seems.”

“And why not?”’ he demanded. “The Queen has a prud-
ish view of it and they brought in the new gaming act a
few years ago. It makes raids on places like this easier but
gambling still goes on. There’s a different game at every
table here such as baccarat, roulette, and trente-et-
quarante.”

“What game do you play?”
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“It varies,” he said. “At the moment I favor roulette.
We'll indulge in some play after I have a drink. Do you
want anything from the bar?”

“No,” she said. “I want nothing more.”

“Then you’ll excuse me for a moment,” he said. He
bowed and left her standing close by the roulette table.
She heard the croupier call out for bets, saw the wheel
spinning and the tiny ball whirling around to finally come
to rest on the winning number.

There were groans from around the table as the win-
ning number was announced. Mixed with the groans were
the ecstatic cries of several winners. One balding, red-
bearded man wearing a monocle walked away from the
table with an ashen face. He passed close by her in a kind
of dazed despair. Watching him leave the gambling room
she thought that her Uncle George must have left the
tables on the night before his suicide in much the same con-
dition. Despite the glamour of the place she began to un-
derstand her father’s hatred of gambling.

“Good evening, my dear! You are new herel” Flora was
addressed by a jaded, throaty woman’s voice.

She turned in surprise to find a remarkable-looking fe-
male. The woman was clearly in her late forties and gro-
tesquely made up with carmined lips, painted cheeks, and
heavily-powdered skin. Her auburn hair was braided and
puffed in the latest style. There was a false black beauty
spot on her cheek near the left corner of her mouth. Her
low-cut dress revealed nearly all her bosom. Most remark-
able of all, she was smoking a large black cigar.

Flora, at first rather taken back, finally found her voice.
“Yes. I am new. I have never been here before. Who are
you?”

The woman smiled with a creasing of her rather puffy
face. In the same sophisticated, throaty voice she purred,
“My name is Madame Irene DuBois. I am British but my
dear late husband was of French extraction. A diplomat.
Nowadays I live in London.”

“My name is Flora Bain.”

The woman stared at her. “Not any relation to George
Bain?”
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“He was my uncle.”

The woman at once clasped a pudgy hand on Flora’s
arm, as she held the cigar in the other. Sympathetically,
she said, “I have heard the news! Poor George! I shall
make a point of attending his funeral tomorrow! St.
Bridget’s, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” she said, slightly uncomfortable. There was
something about the woman's familiarity that made her
‘uneasy.

Her hand still on Flora’s arm, the older woman went
on, “George was here almost every night. I can tell you he
is missed by us regulars. How unfortunate that he had that
losing streak!”

“It was,” she said, “But I'm sure many people have the
same experience.”

Madame Irene DuBois sighed. “Ah, that is so true! My
late husband died of overexcitement at the tables. I still
come to play but only with very modest amounts. I do not
care whether I win or lose. It is a place to come and meet
my friends.”

“That seems the wise attitude.”

“But what are you doing here?”

She blushed. “I didn’t want to come here tonight with
my uncle in his coffin, but my escort insisted that I should.
I was helpless to do anything about it as I do not know
London well enough to have gone home on my own.”

“Poor dear!” the older woman purred. “And may I ask
who your escort is?”

“A friend of my uncle’s, Nelson Reed.”

“Nelson!”

Flora stared at the woman with her diamond necklace
and her fingers loaded with the sparkling, bright stones.

She said, “Do you know Nelson as well?”

“But of course, I do,” the older woman said with a wise
smile. “He is one of the most talked-about young men in
London.”

“So he says.”

“Where is Nelson just now?”

“At the bar.”

“I might have guessed,” Madame said with a knowing
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wink. “You are lucky to have him escort you. He is not
usually available.” She leaned her head close to Flora’s to
say, “He has an arrangement with a very good friend of
mine, an older lady like myself whose name is Mrs.
Fraser. He is rarely seen without her. They are a devoted
pair.”

“Indeed,” she said. She had felt from the start that Nel-
son Reed behaved more like a married man than a single
one. Now this explained it all. She realized he’d been very
careful not to mention the name of this Mrs. Fraser with
whom he apparently was deeply involved. In view of the
fact he’d made her a mocking offer of marriage she was
glad to know about the affair.

There was a wicked look in Irene DuBois’ eyes. “I trust
I have not let a cat out of the bag,” she said, placatingly
touching Flora’s hand.

Flora drew herself up. “Not at all. 've only known him
for the one day I've been in the city. He has been kind to
me because of his friendship for my uncle.”

“Of course,” the woman said in her purring way. “And
do you plan to remain in the city?”

CGYes.)’

“You are not returning to the country and your
family?”

“My parents are dead,” she said, not liking all this
pointed questioning. “I have no one there now.”

Madame DuBois was all sympathy. “Ah, my dear! But
I'm sure you’ll do very well in London.” She gave her
dress an appraising glance. “I know that Nelson can find
you a suitable dressmaker, and with a few.introductions
around you could become a toast of the town.”

Flora said, “I intend to find a suitable position.”

The older woman stared at her blankly. “But of coursel
That was what I was only just saying! You must depend
on Nelson. He knows London!”

“I will,” she said uneasily. She was not at all sure that
the colorful Madame DuBois knew the sort of work she
had in mind. She certainly didn’t want to be like those
young women she’d seen seated with men in the dimly
lighted outer room.
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At that moment Nelson returned with a glass in his
hand, surprised to see Madame and her talking together.
“Well, I didn’t know you two had met!”

Madame DuBois gave him her sharklike smile. “But we
have! Only just now! Such a delightful child! So naivel
What taste you show in your female companions.”

Nelson Reed’s weakly handsome face showed a sickly
expression of amusement. “You are your usual attractive
self, Madame!”

She touched him playfully. “How nice a compliment
coming from you! But then we are long time good friends
as I was just telling Flora.”

“True,” he said grudgingly. “Have you enjoyed watching
the play, Flora? I fear I left you too long alone. I met
some friends at the bar. You must forgive me!”

Flora said, “But I have been having a most interesting
talk with this lady. The time passed without my noticing
it.”

Nelson nodded and turned to Madame DuBois. “Once
again I am indebted to you,” he said. “You have come to
my aid so frequently!”

“Delighted to be of some use, dear boy,” the woman
said mockingly. “I know you do not want me intruding on
your evening with this lovely child so I shall move on.”

Flora said, “Must you go?” She’d decided she’d just as
soon have the woman near her as to deal with Nelson
alone, especially if he did more drinking.

Madame DuBois turned to her. “I really must move
about thé room,” she said. “But we shall meet again. I
promise. I shall attend the funeral tomorrow.”

“That is so kind of you,” she said sincerely.

Irene DuBois nodded and moved on majestically. Nel-
son stood there looking rather shaken. “I trust she did not
annoy you?”

“Annoy me?”

He crimsoned. “I mean she is rather a character, You
must have noticed that!”

“Unusual, but obviously a lady,” Flora said with all the
worldly wisdom of a girl brought up in a Sussex vicarage.
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“T can forgive her ways since she lived in France so long.
Her late husband was a diplomat, she told me.”

“Did she?” Nelson said, looking astounded.

“Did you ever meet him?”

“No, I never had that pleasure. But I'm sure it would
have been a most rewarding experience.”

“She seems to know everyone,” Flora said.

“That she does,” Nelson agreed. “At least 'm glad that
your impressions of her are favorable.”

“Very favorable,” she said. “She is eccentric, of course.
But after all that might be expected of the widow of a
prominent French diplomat. Don’t you agree?”

Still looking confused, Nelson Reed nodded solemnly.
“You are surely right. I do agree. Shall I take a turn at
the wheel?” He seemed anxious to have her move on.
They went to the table, where he explained the game to
her in more detail. While they were there she saw him lose
and win large sums. However, it turned out to be one of
his lucky nights, and he made a substantial winning.

As they moved away, she asked him, “Did you come
out ahead finally?”

“To the tune of about twenty-five pounds,” he said hap-
pily. “I do not demand large earnings but I try to make
them regularly.”

She said nothing more to him about his gambling. It
was with some relief that she stepped out into the foggy
London night once again, This time the cabby was waiting
close by the entrance and within a few minutes they were
rattling over the cobblestoned streets on their way to the
Plough and Sickle. Nelson seemed well pleased with his
winnings and less drunk than in the early evening. She was
tempted to ask him about his friend Mrs. Fraser but she
thought better of it. In any case, his affairs were none of
her business.

When they reached the hotel he saw her upstairs to her
room and she found it rather difficult to get him to leave.
She finally tried by making a reference to the funeral,
asking him, “What time will you be coming to take me to
the funeral?”

Nelson Reed, looking somewhat abashed, said, “I shall
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come by shortly after one. You will want to be there
early.”

“Thank you and good night,” she said, with intended
abruptness.

“Is that all you have to say?” he asked.

“What more is there?”

“After my Workmg so hard to make your evening a
pleasurable one,” he lamented.

“I do appreciate all you've done and also Mr. Wright’s
part in it,” she told him, pointedly reminding him that
Horace Wright was the one underwriting this benevolence.

“Horace Wright is not here,” he said. “I am.” And then
without warning he suddenly took her in his arms and
kissed her with great ardor. Caught by surprise it took her
a moment to push him away.

“That was not at all gentlemanly,” she said angrily and
went into her room and slammed the door. She heard his
laughter from the corridor before he walked away.

She listened by the door for a little to make sure that
he had gone. Then she began preparing for bed. She felt
that it was unfortuante Nelson Reed had such a weak
character, not a person to really be depended upon. This
especially worried her as she had no one else to turn to in
her search for employment.

A heartening thought was that Horace Wright might re-
turn from Liverpool earlier than he had expected. She had
full confidence in the older man and knew that he would
be much more helpful in finding her the right sort of
work.

She extinguished the candle on her night table and got
into bed. From below she could faintly hear lusty singing
in the pub. Within a short time she drifted into a deep,
exhausted sleep, filled with nightmares.

Twice she woke up in a perspiring fright only to realize
she was in the hotel room. Below the singing had ended and
there was only silence. She went back to sleep, this time
dreaming that she was at her uncle’s funeral. She saw
Madame DuBois standing by the coffin with one of her
sharklike smiles and waving to Flora to join her by the
casket. Reluctantly Flora crept up beside her, looking down
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with frightened eyes to see her uncle’s body. Instead of a
body there was a roulette wheel with the tiny ball spinning
around!

She glanced at Madame DuBois who now hooted with
laughter. Flora could stand it no longer. Screaming, she
backed away from the bizarre woman. And she was scream-
ing when she woke up to see a dwarf standing at her bed-
side. The ugliest dwarf she’d ever seen in all her life!
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Chapter Four

FLORA SCREAMED once again. The dwarf had a flat, wrin-
kled face with small eyes and his hair was black and un-
ruly. It stood out from his head in all directions like a
spread mop. He was wearing a green apron and he stood
there glaring at her.

“No need to make such a fuss!" he rasped.

She held the bedclothes to her as she sat up. “Who are
you and what are you doing here?”

“I'm Sam. I'm from the pub below,” he said.

Her eyes still showed her terror. “How did you get in
here?”

The dwarf looked disgusted. “We have keys for all the
rooms|”

“How dare you come in on me like this?” she de-
manded.

“I’'ve come to find out what you want for breakfast and
later I'll fetch it,” the dwarf replied.

“You're a waiter}”
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“If you want to call me that,” he said impatiently.
“What would you like?”

Feeling somewhat foolish she told him, adding, “Would
you please knock before you ever come in here?”

“If that’s what you wish,” the little man said sullenly,
turning to leave on incredibly bowed legs.

She waited until he’d gone out; then she rose from the
bed and started to wash and dress. She’d feel better if she
were properly dressed when the dwarf returned. Pulling
up the blind she saw that it was still foggy.

She continued to stand by the window looking down
into the street where a drayman was cruelly whipping his
horse. The sight sickened her. Just as the drayman drove
on there was a knock on her door. She went over and
opened it to find the dwarf standing there holding a big
tray.

“Thank you. You can put it on the table near the win-
dow.”

“Yes, miss,” the dwarf said in a sullen voice. He crossed
the room and set down the tray.

“What about the dirty dishes?” she asked.

“You can put the tray outside your door when you're
finished.”

“Do you supply meals at any time of the day?”

“Any time,” the dwarf said. “Just come down and ask
for Sam. Tll be around for your breakfast every morning
in any case.”

“But you will knock first,” she pleaded. “I'm very ner-
vous and I was having a bad dream when you woke me
up this morning.”

Sam showed a smile on his ugly face. “Reckon I wasn’t
a very pretty sight to wake up to. I'll knock, miss.” And
he went on out.

With a sigh she sat down to the excellent breakfast.
London was a strange place. Some of the ugliest people
she met turned out to be the most pleasant, while some of
the supposedly attractive were proving to have sinister
sides to them. It was much different from the simple Sus-
sex village in which she’d been raised and where everyone
could be taken at face value.
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She spent much of the morning getting her black dress,
bonnet, and cape ready for the funeral. By one o’clock she
was ready and waiting for Nelson Reed. When he did not
arrive as promptly as she’d expected she began to worry.
She feared that he might have become annoyed and would
not bother coming to take her to the funeral.

She sat watching at the window. About one-thirty the
familiar hansom cab stopped outside the pub. She at once
went out to the corridor locking her room door after her,
She met Nelson on the stairs,

“How did you know I'd arrived?” he asked in surprise.

“I was watching from the window,” she said.

“Oh! I see. Sorry to be late. Had a few problems along
the way.”

“Just so long as we get to the church in time.”

He escorted her down the stairway. “You mustn’t worry
about that. It’s only a short drive from here.”

And so it was. St. Bridget’s was an ancient church lo-
cated in a somewhat down-at-the-heel district. Its red
brick fagade was dark with soot from the nearby factories
and its spire was lost in the gray fog as they drove up to
it, .

“There don’t seem to be any others here yet,” he specu-
lated as he led her across the sidewalk to the entrance of
the church.

“And we're not all that early,” she worried.

“Well, we shall see,” he said.

The church was damp and melancholy. She saw the cas-
ket on a stand midway down the nave. A bent, gaunt
figure came shuffling towards them and on reaching them
gave a deep bow. "

“Pm Gandy, the undertaker from Grantmoor's,” he an-
nounced. “P'm in charge of the funeral.”

“Very good,” Nelson said. “Are we the first here?”

“The very first,” the shabby Gandy said with an unctu-
ous smile of sympathy on his gaunt face. He was mostly
bald and he held large bony hands clasped before him al-
most in a manner of supplication.

“Where is my uncle to be buried?” she asked.

Gandy showed surprise. “Didn’t they tell you? There is
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" an unused section out here behind the church. We've had
the gravediggers find a spot there.”

Flora smelled the heavy odor of liquor on his breath,
which made her even more annoyed. “No one discussed it
with me.”

Gandy looked uneasy. “Those were the instructions
given us. Put him in the nearest lot, was what they told
us-!l

Nelson Reed showed embarrassment. “If there is any
blame it must be placed squarely on me. I'm afraid I gave
the undertaker rather sketchy directions.”

“It doesn’t matter,” she said quietly.

“We have a closed casket,” the undertaker said with a
meaningful look, his hands still raised in the odd clasped
position.

“My uncle did look rather bad in death,” she was
willing to admit. She turned to Nelson. “T'd like to go
stand by the casket for a moment.”

He accompanied her down and stood a respectful dis-
tance with his top hat held at waist level. She bowed over
the extremely plain casket, trying to summon some feeling
of understanding for the dead man within it. This was a
difficult task. Calling on her childhood training she repeated
a simple prayer and then returned to Nelson’s side.

“Surely there will be someone else,” she said in a low
voice.

“I should hope so0,” Nelson Reed sighed.

“That Madame DuBois said she would attend.”

He looked upset. “You mustn’t put too much stock in
what she says.”

55N0?’)

“No. She drinks a great deal and has a bad memory,”
he said hastily as they moved on back to the vestibule of
the church once again.

She had the feeling that if Nelson had searched out the
most dismal church in all London this one would at least
be its match.

The undertaker appeared from some hidden corner.
With him was a thin boy in ragged clothes. “This is the
sexton! His name is Ralph and he’s a remarkable lad!”
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Flora was startled. In Sussex the sextons were always
old, reliable men, well versed in the traditions and ways of
the church. This lad couldn’t be more than twelvel

“Isn’t he young for the job?”

“Young in years but old in experience, miss.”

The boy looked up at her with a questioning expression
on his thin face. “Shall I ring the bells now, miss?”

“The bells?” she said.

“Yes, miss,” the youth said. “The rector lives across the
street. He’s rare deaf and he won’t come over until I ring
the bells.”

Nelson Reed opened his waistcoat and consulted his
watch with a frown. “It is almost twenty-five after two,”
he said. “I should say it is high time the bells were rung
and we began this business.”

The undertaker waited, saying, “Whatever you wish?”?

The whole spectacle was so dismal to her that she could
only wish it over with quickly. “Ring the bells and get him
here! I very much doubt that anyone else is coming.”

“Right away, miss,” the boy said happily, skipping off
towards the belfry at a most undignified speed.

The undertaker glanced after him mildly. “The boy is
full of spirit,” he said.

Flora could not resist murmuring, “And he is not the
only one!”

The undertaker didn’t seem to hear her but Nelson
Reed did and he smiled thinly and said, “It is the curse of
the profession. I declare there are more drunken under-
takers in London than sober ones.”

While Nelson was telling her this the undertaker went
to the door of the old church to greet four remarkable~
looking figures who had suddenly appeared. The three
men all wore black crepe tied around their top hats and
trailing down their backs, while the woman wore a heavy
black veil. Mr. Gandy made a great show of shaking
hands with them.

She turned to Nelson in surprise. “Who can they be?”

“Professional mourners,” he said, with a twinkle in his
blue eyes. “They were included in the funeral price. I
thought it a precaution against us being the sole attendants
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. at the service. It would seem that my precaution was an
excellent one.”

“I find it extremely distasteful,” she declared. “I have
never heard of such a thing!”

“Tt is common here in the city,” he assured her. “I have
known funerals to cost as much as fifteen hundred pounds
and include just such a group as we have here. And even
that enormous sum was nof enough to guarantee the un-
dertaker being sober.”

Now Mr. Gandy showed the professional mourners to a
pew near the body. They behaved in a most solemn man-
ner, which suggested they were attending the funeral of
someone near and dear to them. While this charade was
under way the bells began to sound. Flora thought that
the young sexton’s enthusiasm made them sound more fit-
ted to a wedding than a funeral. They had a positively
joyous note.

Flora was now more in a mood of exasperation than
mourning. Then the entrance door suddenly opened again
and in marched Madame DuBois looking as unique as
ever in a black mourning outfit complete with veil. She
had turned the veil back over her bonnet so that her paint-
ed face was visible.

She came up to Flora, and with what was meant to be
a sympathetic smile said, “My dear child, you have my
most sincere compassion on this sad day.*“

“Thank you for coming,” she said in a small voice.

Madame DuBois now turned to Nelson Reed. “How
good of you to remember your old friend and be here,”
she said. “It only makes me admire you more.”

“Your own presence is a tribute to your character,” he
said with familiar gallantry.

“] would pot have missed this. I want to see dear
George properly buried.”

“Of course,” Nelson said. And he nodded to Mr. Gandy
who had just returned to join them. “Mr. Gandy will see
you safely to a pew.”

“Delighted!? the undertaker said, offering his arm to
the Madame and showing her down the aisle to a pew di-
rectly behind the professional mourners.
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Flora then saw a strange apparition in flowing white
surplice over a black cassock come toddling down towards
her. No doubt this was the ancient and deaf rector. He
was a thin man, quite bald except for a ridge of long
white hair that streamed out wildly. He had a lantern-
jawed face and his eyes were doleful and sunken. His
mouth gaped open and he carried a prayer book in a
trembling hand.

Halting before Flora, he asked her, “Are we ready to
begin?”

“Yes,” she managed faintly.

As the rector held up the prayer book, she saw that he
was suffering from advanced palsy. His head nodded in
time with his trembling hands. In a high-pitched voice, he
informed her, “We have no choir! There can be no hymns!
But I shall read the service here and at the graveside for
your departed aunt!”

Flora was shocked that the old man had not even man-
aged to get the gender of the dead person right. She was
going to correct him, but realizing his deafness and gener-
ally debilitated state she felt it wasn’t worth the effort. Be-
sides, he was now lurchmg down to the altar to begin the
service.

She gave Nelson Reed a concerned look. “You heard
him!”

“It will make no difference to George,” Nelson whis-
pered. “He’s beyond it and so is the rector. The others
probably won’t notice.”

“You're right,” she said weakly.

They took their places in the pew opposite the one oc-
cupied by the professional mourners and had to sit with
bowed heads while the palsied rector read the funeral ser-
vice with feeling references to the dear departed sister.
The service took only a short time, then Nelson Reed and
the three professional male mourners bore the casket of
Uncle George out of the church and around the side path
to the cemetery.

The rector stumbled along behind the casket, followed
by the ragged young sexton who appeared to be enjoying
the whole affair more than anyone else.
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The female professional mourner trailed the rector, now
and then touching a hankie to her mouth and uttering a
low wailing sound. It was a most effective touch.

Madame Irene DuBois marched beside Flora with dig-
nity. But as they entered the cemetery she whispered to
her, “Did you hear that old man during the service? ‘Our
dear departed sister.” Are you quite sure we’re attending
the proper service?”

“Yes,” Flora whispered back. “The rector seems very
confused and Nelson felt we’d better let it just proceed.”

They weaved their way through ancient tombstones un-
til they came to the freshly dug grave where Uncle
George was to be buried. The grave diggers were standing
by, or rather leaning on their shovels in the background
with red faces and glazed eyes. It took-Flora only a min-
ute to realize that they were even more drunk than Mr.
Gandy!

The casket was set down on ropes beside the grave and
the rector took his place at the head of it. He opened his
prayer book, tottering slightly. Only a frantic Mr. Gandy
rushing forward and grasping him by the cassock saved
the old minister from tumbling down into the grave head
first.

This crisis over with, they took their places at the
graveside where the ancient rector recited a second service
with references to the female gender of the dear departed.
Then Mr. Gandy supervised the lowering of the coffin into
the grave. Even before it had touched bottom the rector
and his alter ego, the ragged little sexton, had vanished.
Almost at once the professional mourners turned and
walked briskly out of the cemetery. This left only Flora,
Nelson, Madame DuBois and Mr. Gandy. The two
gravediggers had come forward and were arguing loudly
with the undertaker. He argued back with them in a con-~
stantly rising voice and then turned and came over to Nel-
son Reed with an expression of dismay on his gaunt face.

“This is a most embarrassing situation, Mr. Reed, but
these two seem to think they haven’t been fairly paid.”

Nelson frowned. “Grave digging was included in the fee
I paid your firm.”
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“Yes,” the undertaker said unhappily, “and I have paid
them the usual fee, but they claim it wasn’t enough. That
there was a great deal of rock and gravel. And they refuse
to fill in the grave unless they get five shillings more for
each of them.”

Madame DuBois arched her heavy black eyebrows.
“They refuse to finish the burial of my dear friend,
George Bain.”

“That is about the sum of it,” Mr. Gandy said.

Nelson glared at the two who now stood by the grave
with their shovels in hand. “They’re drunk. Can’t you see
that?”

“They always are,” Mr. Gandy sighed.

Flora spoke up, “And you are not sober either, sir.”

The gaunt man gasped with dismay. “Miss, how can
you make such an accusation!”

Madame Irene DuBois looked at the undertaker with a
bored air. “It is not an accusation but an observation.
Your breath gives you away, my man!”

Nelson impatiently took some money from his pocket
and gave it to the undertaker. “Give them their extra five
bob and let them get on with it.”

Mr. Gandy’s melancholy features showed gratitude.
“Thank you, sir. You are a gentleman. And if you again
suffer bereavement remember Grantmoor the Undertaker.”

Madame DuBois drew her pudgy figure up to its full
height and said, “We would all much rather be lost at
seal”

With that comment the three of them turned and
walked out of the cemetery in dignified silence. Flora had
heard ugly rumors about how badly city burial services
were conducted when she’d lived in Sussex, but she could
never have imagined anything like the one she’d just wit-
nessed.

The hansom cab was waiting and Nelson ordered the
cabby to drive them back to the Plough and Sickle.

Nelson Reed said, “Well at least your Uncle George is
now buried.”

“Yes,” she said quietly.

“Only barely,” was Madame DuBois’ comment. “He
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lived a most intemperate life, but he deserved more dig-
nity in death.”

“The less we think about it the better,” was Nelson
Reed’s offered opinion.

On reaching the Plough and Sickle, he took them into
the Ladies’ Bar where they were served by Sam, the
dwarf. Flora had her usual sherry but she noticed that
both Nelson and Madame DuBois ordered double whiskies.

It was not until the second round of drinks that there
was any air of easiness at the table. Then Irene Dubois
gave her attention to Flora. “The next thing, of course, is
to plan this lovely creature’s future.”

Nelson glanced across the table at the woman with an
uneasy expression. “All in good time,” he said.

“One must plan,” Madame DuBois said.

“T will need to work as soon as I can,” Flora said, feel-
ing much more warm and comfortable after her second
sherry.

“Work!” the older woman echoed in disgust. “Have you
no ambition, child?”

“I hope 1 have. That is why I want to find a suitable
job,” she said.

“We who are blessed in having feminine beauty do not
think of work. Work is a sacrilege to the lovelyl One
thinks of finding a companion, or even a suitable mar-
riage!”

Nelson gave her a warning look. “Madame, I do not
think you properly understand. Flora would like to find a
post as some ailing lady’s companion or even as a gover-
ness.”

“Though in truth Pm not very good with children,”
Flora confessed.

Madame DuBois regarded her with curiosity. “Where
was it you were brought up, my child?”

“In rural Sussex,” she said.

“I must remember that,” Irene DuBois said grimly.

Nelson was becoming increasingly nervous. “Madame, I
know that you must be anxious to return home. Otherwise
you will be too weary to make your usual rounds of the
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gaming houses tonight. 'm going to place my cabby at
your disposal so you can leave at once.”

Madame DuBois looked pleased. “That is most kind of
you. I am a bit tired. I shall need a nap before dressing
for dinner. I will avail myself of your offer.” '

“Fine,” Nelson said, his face showing obvious relief.

Madame rose and went over and kissed Flora on the
cheek. “You are filled with strange ideas,” she said, “but I
still find you charming. And I do wish you good luck in
locating a post.”

“Thank you,” she said with a smile. “And maybe some
day I will have the good fortune to marry some wonderful
person. Maybe a French diplomat as you did!”

Madame DuBois looked startled but she quickly re-
gained her composure. “That is a very good goal for you
to have, my dear,” she said patting her on the shoulder.

Nelson saw them out to the street and left Flora for a
moment to help Madame DuBois into the waiting ¢ab. He
put on his top hat and came back to Flora. “I fear that
good lady was becoming a little tipsy.”

“But she is so amusing, Pm glad she came to the fu-
neral.”

They were standing by the door opening onto the stair-
way to the hotel. Nelson Reed nodded. “So am I I'm sure
she cared for your uncle.” i

“I think s0,” she agreed.

He frowned. “I fear the funeral arrangements were not
quite what they should be. But I paid well for them. You
never can tell in these strange times. The workers are get-

. ting out of hand.”

“You did your best. You need have no regrets,” she
said. “I think we should put it out of our minds.”

“That is very sensible,” the young man said.

“My main problem now is to find a position,” Flora said
worriedly.

“Yes,” he said frowning. “You are sure you want to be
a companion or governess?”

“What else is there?”

He shrugged. “Madame DuBois was not so wrong, you
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know. If you could make the right marriage it would be
the best solution.”

She gave him a bitter smile. “Is that what you are plan-
ning with your Mrs. Fraser?”

Nelson Reed looked shocked. “Who told you anything
about Mrs. Fraser?”

“Someone.”

«It had to be Madame DuBois,” he said with annoy-
ance. “What did she tell you about her?”

Now she began to regret that she’d brought the
woman’s name up. “Nothing much. But she did say you
were old friends and that because of that you'd be interest-
ed in no other female.”

“Indeed!”

“Pm sorry,” she apologized. “I didn’t know it would
make you so upset.”

“I am not upset,” he snapped. But his entire manner be-
trayed that he was. “Madame DuBois has no right to gos-
sip like that.”

“She meant no harm.”

“But harm has been done,” he insisted. “She has man-
aged to give you a low opinion of me.”

“No one could do that,” she protested. “You and Mr.
Wright have been so generous to me.”

Nelson Reed paid no heed to her words. “Mrs. Fraser is
my dear friend. I will not have a word said against her.
She has suffered with a husband who is a drunken sot and
I have tried to console her. The woman is a martyr!”

“Im SOITy.”

“Her name should never be sullied by the likes of the
Madame. I hope this makes the situation clear to you.”

“It does,” she said.

He stood there in silence for a- moment. Then he said,
“I regret that I will not be able to take you to dinner
tonight.”

“Y did not expect it,” she said.

“You can manage here at the pub?”

“Yes. 1 have only to call on Sam and he will bring my
meal up to me,” she said. “There is no need to worry.”
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“Very good,” he said, still in an annoyed tone. “I shall
be in touch with you some time tomorrow.”

“Don’t cause yourself any inconvenience,” she said.

“But we must find you employment P2

“Perhaps you could give me the address of some em-
ployment agency,” she said. “Or of some person who
might need to hire a governess. I could then go see about
it myself.

“I can do better than that,” the young man said ab-
sently. “Give me overnight to consider it.”

“Whatever you think,” she said. “It’s just that I don’t
want to ron up a large bill here. I shall expect to pay you
and Mr. Wright back for whatever the total is.”

“We needn’t be concerned about that,” he said. “Just be
patient and I will come .and see you tomorrow. Probably
in the afternoon.”

“Thank you for everything,” she said sincerely. “I really
do appreciate what you've done.”

“Nothing,” he said brusquely. And then he tipped his
top hat to her and strode off to hail a passing cab.

As she watched him go, she could tell by the way he
held himself that he was still angry. She blamed herself for
being so indiscreet as to annoy him. But at the same time
she couldn’t imagine why he should be so touchy on the
subject. If he were in love with this Mrs. Fraser why be so
upset that people knew it. She supposed it was because the
woman still had a husband who she was perhaps still living
with. Then such an affair would be bound to make
tongues wag.

 Flora turned and went upstairs to her room. When she
was safely inside it she felt better. It was already begin-
ning to seem a little like home to her.

Later she went down to tell Sam that she would be hav-
ing dinner in her room. When he brought it up to her she
was pleased to note that he knocked on the door before
attempting to enter. After he had crossed the room on his
wildly bowed legs the ugly little man hesitated by the
door.

He said, “A pretty girl like you shouldn’t be eating
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alone. You should be having dinner at one of the fine places
with some gentleman.”

She smiled. “I did that last night.”

“You should be doing it every night. That’s what the
stage actresses do. I've heard them tell about it. And
you’re every bit as pretty as any of them.”

“Thank you,” she said.

He smiled. “I’m going to a ratting show tonight.”

“A ratting show?”

“Surely you’ve heard of them,” the dwarf said. “It’s all
the vogue in London. The public house down the street
has a ratpit. They bring in good country rats, not the
sewer ones that can infect a dog’s mouth!”

“What do they do with these rats?”

The dwarf stared at her. “You never saw a ratpit? Why,
miss, they have dogs to kill them. Gentlemen bet on how
many rats the dog will kill! Any man touching the dogs or
rats disqualifies his dog! It’s a rare sport! There’s usually a
half-dozen dogs entered in the contest and maybe fifty or
more rats killed in the run of an evening!”

She was shocked by what she heard. “It sounds a very
bloody sport!”

“There are hundreds of such ratpits in London,” the
dwarf told her. “It’s one of the chief entertainments.”

“I think London must be a very cruel city,” Flora said.

The dwarf nodded. “I won’t deny it, miss. It is.” And he
‘went on out,
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THOUGH sHE did not realize it Flora was about to discover
how cruel London could really be. That evening she spent
quietly in her room. The singing and raucous laughter
from the pub below provided welcome company. When
she finally slept it was a peaceful sleep without any night-
mares, which she took to be a good omen.

When Sam brought her breakfast the next morning, he
informed her, “It’s raining fearful hard, miss! Not the sort
of day to venture out into the streets.”

She looked out to see that the rain was truly pouring
down. The few people on the sidewalks were hurrying
along with bent heads and dripping umbrellas. Occasion-
ally a cab or dray went by splashing muddy water.

As the dwarf placed her breakfast tray on the table she
said to him, “I have no reading matter, Sam. Can you get
me something? It looks as if I might be trapped here all
the day and night.”

“I have the first copy of Charles Dickens’ magazine
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Household Words,” he said proudly. * "Twas left in the pub
by a gentleman called Forster who is a friend of Mr.
Dickens. I've been saving it but you can have it.”

“Thank you,” she said gratefully. “I shall only want to
read it. You can have it back.”

“No, miss. I want it to be my present to you,” he said.
“Ill fetch it when I come for the tray.” And he waddled
out happily on his twisted little legs.

She lingered over breakfast since she had no plans for
the day. Glancing out at the rain again she decided it was
unlikely Nelson Reed would visit her on this stormy day to
help her seek employment. She did want to find work as
soon as possible, and it troubled her that she was running
up a bill at the pub. Perhaps tomorrow would be fine and
Nelson would locate work for her.

There was a knock on her door. She opened it to find
Sam there, carrying a paper in his hand. “That’s the
Household Words 1 promised you,” he said. Then he went
over to get the tray.

Flora saw that it ran twenty-four pages and each page
had two columns of reading matter. At the top of every
page was the line, “Conducted by Charles Dickens.”

She said, “It looks interesting.”

“Yes, miss,” Sam said. “I hope you like it.” And he
went on out with the tray.

As soon as she was alone she curled up on her bed,
which she’d made up immediately after breakfast, and
with a hand supporting her head began reading the maga-
zine. She read on until she felt sleepy and put the maga-
zine aside to have a nap. When she awoke the rain was
still coming down. And as she’d anticipated there had been
no word from Nelson Reed. So she resumed reading
again.

When Sam brought up her evening meal he inquired
how she liked the magazine. “Have you enjoyed it?”

“Very much. I've almost read it through.”

The dwarf walked over to the door, ready to leave.
“The rain is letting up a little. But then I suppose the fog
will settle in.”

“Do you think so?”
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“Usually does at this time of year, miss.”

“It was foggy the other day,” she recalled. “And at
night as well.”

“You don’t call that fog] Why I've seen it so thick that
police with flares have had to guide the buses in the
streets. That’s a true fog!”

“I believe such fogs are peculiar to London,” she said.
“We never had anything like that in the country.”

“Tis the factory smoke, miss. It mixes with the fog and
makes a pea-souper. When you experience one you’ll be
bound to remember it.”

After he left she had dinner. Then she spent some time
watching the street where traffic was a little heavier now
that the rain was ending,

She was reading again when Sam came for the tray.
When she finished the magazine she occupied her time pac-
ing up and down listening to the revelry from the pub
downstairs. She tried to reassure herself that tomorrow ev-
erything would be different. Tomorrow Nelson Reed would
come to take her to some employer.

The next day it was bright and sunny again. She could
not stand being in the small room any longer so she did go
out to stroll along the street for a while. The fast pace
and noise of the city was a little frightening to her but she
felt better than if she had stayed up in her tiny bedroom.
She studied the windows of a draper’s shop and found her-
self tempted to go in and ask for work.

She also paused to stare at the wares of a millinery es-
tablishment, but it seemed to be doing so little business
that she doubted if they would have any work to offer.
She continued on back to the pub with a feeling of deep
depression. Nelson Reed had shown his true character, a
character that she’d always doubted, by cruelly deserting
her. There was nothing left for her to do but contact the
police in her desperation.

Just as she reached the doorway leading upstairs she
saw a cab stop at the curb. Her heart gave a leap of hope,
hoping Nelson Reed would emerge from it. But when the
cabby opened the door it was not him but the painted,
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bedecked Irene DuBois who stepped out. On seeing Flora
she came hurrying across the sidewalk to take her hands
and kiss her on the cheek.

“My dear child!” the older woman exclaimed as she
stood back to admire her. “How well you look! I was
afraid you might not be herel”

Flora told her, “I'm not feeling at all well. Pm very
worried. I've been waiting for Nelson Reed and he has not
come.”

Madame DuBois frowned. “Are you saying that he has
deserted you?”

“I suppose it amounts to that. I think I made him angry
the other night.”

“Indeed?”

“Yes,” Flora said unhappily. “I had no idea he would
react as he did or I would not have mentioned the name
of Mrs. Fraser.”

“You mentioned that woman to him?”

“Yes. It was a mistake.”

“I should think so!” Madame DuBois declared. “Well,
you’ll learn to be discreet one day, my girl.”

“I didn’t mean any harm,” Flora protested.

“I can imagine,” Madame DuBois said wryly. ‘“The cab
is going to wait for me. Shall we go in and have a drink at
the pub?”

“If you wish,” she said, not sure how she should act.
Madame DuBois was generous but there was something
about her that made Flora uneasy.

Once again they sat together in the ladies’ lounge of the
Plough and Sickle. Flora had her usual sherry while Irene
DuBois drank whiskey. After their drinks were served the
older woman eyed her speculatively.

“Nelson is very touchy about his liaison with Mrs.
Fraser. I should have warned you.”

“Why? He seems to have little enough conscience about
anything he does.”

The Madame smiled. *That is true! But you see, Mrs.
Fraser is a wealthy woman whose husband is still alive and
Tiable to cause trouble if there is too much talk.”

“He said that Mr. Fraser was a drunken sot.”
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“He drinks,” the older woman admitted, “but I’d hardly
call that a fair description of him.”

“It may be I’'m doing Nelson an injustice. He may be ill
and not able to come to me. The trouble is I don’t know
his address so I can’t send a message to him.”

“He is not ill,” the woman across the table from her
said. “I saw him last night at the gaming house where you
and I first met. I asked him about you and he behaved
strangely. He said you had returned to the country.”

“An untruth!” she said indignantly.

“T suspected it,” Madame DuBois agreed. “And so T
made up my mind to come by here today and see if his
story were true. And of course it wasn’t.”

“Why would he tell you that?”

“He clearly didn't want me to see you because he
feared I might try to help you.”

Flora asked despairingly, “Why does he want to punish
me so?”’

Madame DuBois shrugged. “You must know him well
enough now to realize he has a cruel streak.”

“True.”

The older woman studied her closely. “Did that young
man ever try to force his attentions on you?”

She blushed. “Yes. Once. But I reminded him that it
was his friend, Horace Wright, who had promised to pay
my bills, T threatened to tell Mr. Wright if he tried to take
advantage of me.”

“That must have gone down well with him,” she said
dryly.

“He became quite angry and upset, but he didn’t misbe-
have any more. He once suggested that he might consider
marrying me but when I menﬁoned that I knew about
Mrs. Fraser he became enrag

Madame DuBois sighed. “I can tell you, my glrl that
you know very little about handling men.”

“I’'m not used to men of Nelson Reed’s type.” :

“All men are his type,” the older woman warned her.
“Well, now the fat is in the fire and you are stranded.”

“If you can give me his address or better still the ad-
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dress of Mr. Horace Wright I might be able to get some
aid,” Flora said.

“I don’t know Horace Wright and even if I gave you
Nelson’s address I fear he will ignore your pleas for assist-
ance.” -

“Then I must approach the police,” Flora said desper-
ately.

“You know where that could lead. You might wind up
in a workhousel”

“Workhouse!” she exclaimed. It was a word that terror-
jzed most people.

“And what about your bill here?” the older woman
asked.

“T don’t know!” she said unhappily.

“But you are so naivel You fail to see that you have at
least one stalwart friend to whom you can turnl”

“Who?”

; “Mel”

Flora was amazed and embarrassed. “I can’t ask charity
from you!” ]

“It need not be charity,” the older woman told her.
“Pm willing to help you and I can find you a suitable post
that will enable you to pay me back.”

“You really mean that?”

“Of course. I did not want to interfere while Nelson
was looking after you, but from the start I felt I could do
much better for you.”

“It never occurred to me!” she said gratefully.

“I shall pay your bill here and we’ll pack your things.
Then I'll take you to meet a dear friend of mine, Mrs.
Fernald, who specializes in finding the proper sort of lady
companions for her clients.” ,

Flora was ecstatic. All her worries cast aside. “But that
is exactly what I'm looking for!”

“One must never lose faith,” Madame DuBois said pi-
ously. “I shall look upon myself as your guardian angel.”

Had Flora not been so grateful and enthusiastic she
would have noticed that any similarity between Madame
DuBois and an angel would be detrimental to the ac-
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cepted picture of angels. She said, “I promise I shall see
you paid back every penny!”

Madame DuBois said, “I have no doubt about that. Not
the least!”

“] was getting so depressed,” Flora said, finishing her
sherry.

Madame DuBois stood up. “You hurry upstairs and
pack while I settle your bill with the owner of the pub. I
don’t want to be too late calling on Mrs. Fernald, as she
usually takes a nap late in the afternoon.”

Flora got to her feet. “It won’t take me long at all.”

On the way out of the pub she met Sam. He nodded to
her. “You're taking a look at the city now the rain is
over?”

“Yes,” she told him. “I'm leaving today. 'm going to
take a job. And I do want to thank you for your kindness
to me.”

The little man looked pleased. “ "Twas my pleasure,” he
said. “What sort of job are you taking?”

“Pm going to be a companion,” she said. “Madame
DuBois has been kind enough to refer me to a friend.”

“You mean that one who just ordered the whiskies?”

“Yes. Why?”

“You know her well?”

“Yes ? she said. “She is a friend of another fnend of
mine.”

“I see,” the little man said, looking relieved.

“Why did you ask?”

He hesitated. “To be truthful, miss, she’s not exactly
your type. She’s a woman of the world if you know what
I mean,”

Flora smiled. “How right you are. Would you believe
that she is the widow of a prominent French diplomat? And
that surely makes her a woman of the world, doesn’t it?”

“I suppose so, miss,” he said looking uneasy. “Good
luck to youl”

“Thank you. And if ’'m ever in need of lodgings again I
shall surely think of this place.”

She went upstairs to pack her meagre belongings, in-
cluding the tintype of her father, mother, and Uncle
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George. There was a gentle rap on the door and when she
opened it the Madame was there waiting for her.

“Are you ready?” the older woman inquired impa-
tiently.

“Yes. I have my valise packed,” she said. She put on
her cloak, gave the room a farewell look, and went out.

Within a few minutes they were on their way to Mrs.
Fernald’s. Flora was beginning to be a little nervous again.

“I do hope Mrs. Fernald approves of me,” she worried.

“Never fear,” Madame DuBois said.

“What sort of lady is she?”

“She is a woman I have known for years.”

“Then she has social position.”

“She is of that opinion.”

They were traveling through a section of London that
was strange to Flora. She thought it a little more run
down than where she had been. But then she was no judge
of the city since she’d seen so little of it.

“Does Mrs. Fernald have a fine house?”

“She has a house. It does her very well. She is a woman
of more modest ambitions than me, but we have had a
long understanding.”

“It is all so fortunate for me,” she said. “When I'm well
established in my new work I shall think of you.”

Madame nodded. “Think kindly of me, my child.”

The Madame purred and patted her hand. “You are
such a sweet, wholesome creature.”

“But please don’t think of me as a stupid country girl.
I'm sick of being looked upon as a country girl. I'm sure
that is how Nelson saw me!”

“We shall create a new image of you,” Madame assured
her.

“T want to be more a city person!”

“And so you shall be,” the older woman promised.

They drove on a little farther until they turned into a
street of old houses, all seeming exactly alike. The cab
went midway down the street and then halted before one

of them.
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“Here we are,” Madame said with a jaunty air. “We
shall soon have it all arranged.”

“I can hardly believe it!” Flora said.

The cabby opened the door for them and they got out.
Madame ordered him to carry Flora’s valise up to the
door and gave him instructions to wait for her. They
mounted a tall set of stone steps and knocked on the plain
black door at the top of them.

There was rather a long pause before the door was cau-
tiously opened and an old crone peered out. Seeing Ma-
dame DuBois she appeared less cautious and wheezed, “Oh,
it’s you! The missus is expecting you!”

“I know that!” Madame DuBois said haughtily. And in
& whispered aside she told Flora, “The maid is one of
Mrs. Fernald’s old retainers. She should have been dis-
missed long ago but my friend keeps her on. It is one of her
failings, she is too kind-hearted.”

“She must be like you then,” Flora said.

They were marching along a narrow, dark hall that
smelled of cigar smoke and stale perfume. Flora decided
they must be going to the very rear of the big house. Then
they suddenly came out into what was an ordinary enough
parlor cluttered with rather cheap furniture. It was domi-
nated by a large plaster figure of cupid with his arrow
mounted on a wooden pedestal and a circular table with a
rose-shaded lamp in the middle of it.

“So homey herel” the Madame said.

Flora was about to reply when from behind a curtained
doorway the figure of a middle-aged woman appeared.
She was wearing some kind of flowered kimono and her
black hair was in curlers. But it was her face that astound-
ed Flora. The woman had the grumpy features of a
bad-tempered parrot.

“My dear!” Madame DuBois said with exaggeration and
went over and pecked the woman on the sallow cheek.

The beak-nosed one had small, beady, suspicious eyes.
She had them fixed on Flora at the moment. “Is this the
g'rl?”

Madame had linked her arm in that of her friend’s and
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was now smiling at Flora. “But of course! Isn’t she pretty?
A true darling!”

Her friend continued to eye Flora grimly. “You don’t
know much about make-up, do you?”

Flora blushed. “I hardly ever use anything but a bit of
face powder. Will my work require it?”

Madame spoke up. “Anything you need to know Mrs.
Fernald can teach youl” She turned to her friend, “Maggie,
this is Flora Bain.”

Mirs. Fernald took a few steps over to her. “So you are
George Bain’s niece?”

“Yes.”

“I knew him. He often used to come here.”

She privately wondered what her uncle would be doing
in such a placg and with such a friend as Mrs. Fernald,
but she felt it was necessary to be polite. She said, “You
knew him much better than I, then. I didn’t arrive until
after his death.”

«J would have been luckier if I could have said the
same. Took a good bit of cash from me, George did.”

She was alarmed to hear this. “F’m very sorry.”

Madame came forward quickly. “That is of no concern
to us now. Flora has come to you for employment. I'm
sure you can find her something of the right sort.”

Mrs. Fernald nodded gloomily. In a grudging tone she
said, “She’s pretty enough.”

“There, you see!” Madame said with what was surely
forced enthusiasm. “I knew she’d like you, Flora.”

Flora said, “I'm willing to take any work offered. I'm
willing to learn.”

“Well, that’s fair enough.”

Madame asked, “Why don’t we all have some cakes and
some of your fine Chinese tea?” ;

Mrs. Fernald nodded somewhat irritably. “Yes. I guess
it is time for afternoon tea.”

“Don’t let us put you to any trouble,” Flora begged her.

I always have tea and cakes at four. I'll go have Sally
Ann prepare things for us.” And she turned and left the
room.

Madame came up to Flora and in a conspiratorial whis-
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per said, “You have won her over! I can tell]”

“She doesn’t seem all that enthusiastic.”

“It is her way,” the Madame warned her. “You have to
learn to understand her. Don’t judge her by her manner or
her looks. She is quite an amazing woman. And her suc-
cess in placing young girls in the proper positions can’t be
equaled in all London.”

“I am impressed,” Flora said. “But she is a very strange
looking person, isn’t she?”

“I know,” the Madame whispered. “Looks exactly like a
parrot. Don’t let it bother you.” !

Their conversation was ended by Mrs. Fernald’s return
with the crone wheezing along behind her carrying a tray
of tea and cakes.

“How nice this is,” Madame DuBois gushed in what
Flora felt was exaggerated praise. “It reminds me of the
days when I used to entertain the diplomatic corps.”

The two older women began to discuss friends of whom
Flora had no knowledge. She sipped her tea, which had a
rather bitter flavor. She assumed it was because it was a
special kind of Chinese tea, and she knew that she didn’t
care for it. But to be polite she forced herself to drink it
and eat a little of one cake.

Madame DuBois turned to her and said brightly, “Now
we must discuss you.”

“Thank you,” she said, realizing the Toom was very
warm and that because of her nerves she felt a little dizzy.

Madame turned to Mrs. Fernald. “Do you think you
can place her, Maggie?”

Mrs. Fernald’s parrot fact was solemn. “Oh, yes, I can
place her. I can always find a place for a new girl,” she
said.

Flora tried to follow her words but didn’t quite manage
it. She felt the room swirling around her and with great
dismay realized that she was going to drop her cup and
plate, that everything would be spilled. She tried to tell
Madame DuBois this but her mouth froze in an open posi-
tion as everything went dark and she tumbled forward.
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FLORA OPENED her eyes and groaned. It took her several
seconds to focus her gaze on the cracked and dirty ceiling,
She stared at it stupidly, not yet fully awake to her sur-
roundings. There was a dreadful throb in her head and her
mouth was dry and parched. All at once her memory re-
turned.

The weird tea party with Madame DuBois and her
friend Mrs. Fernald! She recalled her apprehensions and
then the moment when her head had begun to reel and
she’d collapsed. Either she’d taken ill or she’d been drugged.

Drugged!

The frightening thought made her sit up too quickly and
her head began to swirl again. She pressed her hands
down hard on the cot on which she’d awakened and
fought the nauseating giddiness. Gradually the room
stopped moving about and she was able to make out the de-
tails of it.

She was in a small room furnished with two cots sepa-
rated by a washstand. There was a single window high up
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and it was barred! The one door was a heavy wooden one
with a kind of slot in it. Now the slot, which apparently
opened on the outside, was closed; it was like a prison
cell. The blankets on the bed were gray with dirt and
there was no covering on the rough plank floor. She rose
to her feet unsteadily and went over and tried the door. It
was locked! As she stared at the window with its heavy
bars across it, she realized she was a prisoner.

She began to pound on the door, crying out for someone
to come and open it. But she knew as she kept on
shouting that no one could hear her. The room was clearly
far removed from the rest of the house and no one would
be bothered by the disturbance she was creating.

After keeping up her clamor for a little while she felt
weak again. Sitting on the edge of the cot, she quickly
considered her situation.

Though she’d been brought up in a quiet country vicar-
age, she’d heard enough lurid tales about the city and its
dangers to realize she was most likely the victim of profes-
sional white slavers. She could not imagine why she’d not
been more alert about Madame DuBois and her offer of
help. The dwarf, Sam, at the pub had hinted that he was
suspicious of the painted Madame. Even then she’d not
caught on.

As a result she’d walked straight into a trap. The more
she thought about it the surer she was that Mrs. Fernald
was running a house of ill-fame. All the signs had been
present and she’d ignored them. In retrospect she couldn’t
imagine how she could have been so stupid. Tears of an-
ger and fear welled in her lovely gray eyes.

Flora sat there limp with self-pity, but she knew that
feeling sorry for herself was not going to solve anything.
She would have to plan some practical means of defending
herself against these predators. But how? She’d walked so
far into their trap that it would not be easy. There could
be no denying that she was faced with the most desperate
kind of situation.

Whether Madame DuBois had worked in association
with Nelson Reed or not, she couldn’t guess. In any event
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the wily Madame DuBois had certainly been the main
agent in the plot.

Nelson Reed had been openly startled when he’d first
found her in conversation with the Madame. Probably he,
along with all the others in the gambling house, knew
what her profession was. The title of Madame was singu-~
larly apt, though it was very doubtful that she had ever
been married to any Frenchman in the diplomatic service.

It was all like a hideous joke except for the fact she was
now in dreadful danger. She had a feeling that the weird
Mrs. Fernald was capable of almost anything.

She had heard of instances where innocent and pretty
young women were forced into prostitution and reduced to
debauched, gin-sodden, prematurely-aged wrecks. And now
she might be threatened with the same fate. Mere resistance
would not be enough to save her, as she could certainly be
physically crushed by the forces of Mrs. Fernald. Whether
her mind or spirit would be broken by such pressure was
difficult to know. But very soon they would begin their
moves against her and she would have to deal with them.

Her head began to feel a little better and she started to
pace restlessly to relieve her nervous tension. It was at
least an hour later when she heard footsteps outside the
door of the room. The slide in the door was pulled back
to reveal malevolent eyes studying her through the open-
ing.

She stood before the door angrily and said, “I demand
that you let me out of here at oncel”

The eyes vanished from the slot a moment to be replaced
by another set, which had a dull look. Marching close
to the door she cried, “What kind of games do you think
you’re playing with me?”

The second set of eyes vanished and the first set ap-
peared again. Then she heard Mrs. Fernald say in her
harsh voice, “I have someone here with me for protection.
If I open the door do you promise to behave yourself?”

“I don’t think any promises are required on my part!
You are the one who has betrayed me!”

The cold eyes in the slot stared at her unblinkingly as
Mrs. Fernald warned her, “I can do what I like with you.
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If you prefer to remain in there without food or drink we
can try that for awhile. If you wish to be reasonable we
can open the door for a nice little chat.”

She thought rapidly. If she allowed herself to be subject-
ed to starvation and thirst she would become weak and
helpless, which would surely not place her in a more fa-
vorable position.

So she said, “You can open the door.”

“You’ll behave?”

*“Yes,” she said quietly and tautly.

The eyes vanished from the slot. “Open the door, Rufus.
But watch out! She could be trying some game on us!”

A moment later the door was thrust open to reveal a
big. burly man with a battered nose and face of an ex-
prizefighter. His hair was matted on his forehead and he
looked more like a sullen animal than a human being. He
stood in the doorway so that she could not get past him.

Mrs. Fernald, still in her shabby kimono, stepped from
behind him. She stood there with a grim expression. “I've
made a sizable investment in you,” she informed Flora. “It
will be better for both of us if you do what I say.”

Flora said, “How dare you lock me in here?”

“You came here seeking employment with me,” the
older woman told her.

“I didn’t expect to be made a prisoner!”

“We have to be careful,” Mrs. Fernald said.

“Careful?” she demanded. “What do you mean?”

“We must be sure we have the right type of girls!”

Flora pretended ignorance of what the other woman
was saying. She asked scornfully, “What do you mean by
that?”

“Our work is special.”

“It must be!”

“You knew what it was when you came here,” Mrs.
Fernald accused her.

“I did not. Madame DuBois said yow'd find me a posi-
tion as a companion or governess!”

The woman smiled gruesomely. “You didn’t really be-
lieve that?”

“I did!”
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“Come now,” Mrs. Fernald said. “Everyone knows the
sort of house I run.”

“I didn’t.”

“But you do now?”

“I think so.”

“Then why not behave sensibly? You can do well with
me if you use your head. If not, you can have a miserable
time indeed.”

She stared at the thin figure of the woman and the
strong-arm man standing behind her. There was an im-
plied threat in their glances.

Mrs. Fernald said viciously, “I paid Madame DuBois
well for bringing you here to me. Now you must not dis-
appoint mel”

It was too incredulous to believe. Wearily, she asked,
“What do you want with me?”

Mrs. Fernald looked more like a parrot than ever. “I
want you to be reasonable.”

“What is reasonable?”

“You will do as I say.”

Flora said impulsively, “Look, I'm not a vengeful per-
son. Tll admit T was stupid in coming here as I did. But
you were also wrong in not presenting things truthfully.
We both have made a mistake. Let me go and I'll say
nothing to anyone!”

Mrs. Fernald smiled maliciously. “I'd like to believe that
story!”

“I mean it!” she insisted.

“You'll say nothing to anyone because you’re not going
to leave here.”

“But you can’t want to keep me cooped up in this room
forever,” she argued. “It doesn’t make sense!”

“You're going to make a trip soon,” the older woman
informed her.

“A trip?” There was something in the mention of this
which frightened her. Something implied!

“Yes,” Mrs. Fernald went on coldly. “The likes of you
are too intelligent to work in this country. You’d be bound
to get us all in trouble. We make out best by sending your

73



CLARISSA Ross

sort to France. They know how to deal with you there.
And maybe after that they’ll move you on to Italy.”

“France! Italyl” she exclaimed. “I don’t want to leave
England.”

“You’ve cost me plenty. I will send you where you'll be
the most valuable. They’ll like you across the channell”

“No!” Her panic was increasing.

Mrs. Fernald nodded. “In the meanwhile you’ll do best
to rest quietly and make no trouble. I'll have your dinner
sent up to you shortly.”

The thin woman backed away from the door so that it
could be slammed closed. Flora cried out for her to wait
but she paid no attention. The door was locked and bolted
again within seconds. There were the sound of footsteps
retreating and Flora was left to lean against the door and
weep alone.

Perhaps a half-hour later a bowl of soup and some
bread were thrust in through the door. A jug of water was
also included on the tray. Because she was now becoming
really hungry, she decided to try the soup. She ate nearly
all of it and wolfed down the bread. The water tasted
good and was most welcome.

Rufus came back later for the empty tray. She tried to
talk to him but he merely made motions for the tray and
then slammed the door on her again. She had an idea he
might be a mute but she couldn’t be sure.

She sat on the edge of her cot debating whether there
was any plan of action possible to gain her freedom. She
had a small wooden spoon, a battered tin cup, the water
jug and an ancient pail, along with two or three mean
candles and a couple of matches. These were the only
necessities with which the kindly Mrs. Fernald had pro-
vided her. None of them suggested usefulness alternately as
a weapon.

She rose from the cot and went over to the one at
the opposite side of the room. By standing on it she was
barely able to peer out the bottom of the window. All she
could see were rooftops and chimneys, which let her know
that this house was higher than the majority of others and
she was at the very top of it.
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Darkness came and with it new tensions. Several time§
she heard eerie squeakings and rustlings. She finally fell
asleep in a sitting position, frequently awaking with a
start, and each time the room seemed a little colder. Her
broken periods of sleep were tormented by nightmares.

When she awoke again it was morning. She heard heavy
footsteps in the corridor outside, the door was opened and
Rufus thrust in another tray with her breakfast of a dubi-
ous porridge, skim milk, and two stale buns. She knew she
had to eat it to keep up her strength no matter what.

When he returned for the tray later again she tried to
talk to him. And again he ignored her.

Her utter naiveté in allowing herself to be trapped like
this continually tormented her. She blamed herself as
much as she did the self-centered and cold Nelson Reed or
the utterly devious Madame DuBois. She hoped that one
day she might manage to confront her and turn her over
to the police.

The day passed and she knew that soon Rufus would be
coming again with her evening meal. She was seated on
the cot in a mood of deep depression when she heard the
footsteps outside again. But this time there was something
new added. From the corridor she could hear a young
girl’s voice crying out angrily.

A moment later the door was thrown open and a short,
brown-haired girl was literally thrown into the room. She
let out a howl of rage as she stumbled forward and almost
struck Flora. Then she turned towards Mrs. Fernald, who
was standing in the doorway with Rufus, and directed a
stream of angry words at her.

“You got no right to treat me like this!”

Mrs. Fernald told her, “You can consider yourself
lucky. There are other ways to deal with your sort and
you may vet find out about them if you're not careful.”

“You don’t scare me!” the girl howled back at her.

“Because you haven’t the intelligence to recognize your
danger,” was Mrs. Fernald’s reply.

“You promised me a proper job and this is how it turns
out!” the girl cried, rage flooding her pretty freckled face.
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Her hair was in two pigtails and she wore a very plain
gray dress. She wouldn’t be more than eighteen.

Mrs. Fernald turned to Flora, “You might try and calm
down your new companion since you'll be making the
journey to France together in a few days.”

Having made this announcement she signaled for Rufus
to close the door on her two prisoners. The girl hurled a
string of foul epithets at the two as he did so. Flora qui-
etly told her, “I don’t think all that fuss is going to help
you any.” The girl stared at her with raised eyebrows. “All
I can say is that you're taking it mighty cool. Do you
want to join the life?”

“I don’t want to join anything,” she said calmly, “Nor
do I intend to be shipped to France like a piece of mer-
chandise!”

The girl was calming down a little. She kept staring at
her. “You talk like a lady,” she said. “Where do you come
from?”

“I was brought up in rural Sussex,” she told the other
girl. “My father was a vicar there.”

“Ow! A parson’s daughter! Well, what do you know? I
end up in fancy company! As well as in a bloody awful
mess!”

“Im sorry,” she said.

The other girl threw herself down on the sofa and sat
on its edge still gazing up at Flora. “Sorry, are you? Now
that's going to do us a Iot of good.”

“Probably just about as much as your screaming.”

The other girl sighed. “I guess you're right.”

“Since we're in this together I think we should be
friends,” Flora suggested.

The other girl eyed her doubtfully. “You're not working
for her? Pretending to be friendly with me to soften me
up for what she wants of me?”

“No!” She shook her head. “Nothing like that. You
must believe me! I was drugged and brought up here as a
prisoner.”

“I don’t bloody well know who to believe these days,”
the younger girl complained. “I gave up me steady job as
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kitchen maid on the promise of a parlor maid’s job with
that old harridan you saw bring me in here just now!”

“Mrs. Fernald.”

“Mrs. Humbug!” the girl said disgustedly. “I come here
and she proposes that I become a very special kind of par-
lor maid. I told her I wanted no part of that. 'm a decent
girl and I never heard such talk from an older woman’s
lips in all my life!”

“She’s vicious!” Flora agreed.

“When I found out what my big opportunity was to be
I told her she could keep it. I started to go out and that
big plug-ugly came and blocked my way. Next thing I
knew I was being dragged up here!”

“I heard you before the door was opened,” she agreed.
“You put up a good battle.”

“Much good it has done me! Here I am locked up in a
garret!”

“I'm sorry it happened to you,” Flora said. “But I'm
glad to have company.”

The girl looked around her. “I should expect so,” she
said with a grimace. “It’s not exactly the Buckingham Pal-
ace, is it?”

Flora gazed at the walls with their ripped, faded wallpa-
per and the miserable cots, “No,” she said with a sigh. “It
isn’t.”

The girl stared at her again. “You know, I think you
are all right. I mean, you ’re telling me the truth.”

“I should hope so.’

The girl stood up. She extended a small, work-worn
hand. “My name is Dolly Wales, late kitchen maid at Mrs.
Wallis-Coldam’s. Not much of a job I can tell you that.
Still a good deal better than finding myself here!”

“I'm glad to know you, Dolly,” she said. “I'm Flora
Bain. I came to the city to live with my uncle, but he
killed himself, and so I was left on my own.”

Dolly’s eyes widened. “Killed hisself! Lor! Sorry,” she
said. “I met this girl in a bar in the Strand and she tells
me that I can improve my position in life. I asks her how
and she says see Mrs. Fernald. She kept on going over
that until it fair rattled through my head. See Mrs. Fer-
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nald, she said, and you'll find your life changed so you
won’t know it.” Dolly grimaced again. “I have to say she
was right. Look at me now.”

“She must have been an agent for the woman,” Flora
suggested.

Dolly nodded. “The housekeeper at Mrs. Wallis-
Coldam’s used to always keep saying to us girls, watch
out for the underworld women of the streets. They'll be
looking for the likes of you, trying to enlist you in the
Devil's band. And we’d laugh and make faces at her be-
hind her back. I wish I could see her now and thank her.
Not that it did me any good!”

“I was just as stupid.”

“But I was raised in the cityl” Dolly pointed out as if
that made all the difference. “I should have known better.
And I didn’t! This girl was just about my own age and
dressed in real finery. She paid for all the drinks until my
head was dizzy. She said she had gotten her job through
Mrs. Fernald and she would never know how to thank her
enough. Her way was to get other young women on the
same good road!”

Flora smiled. “It was really pretty obvious when you
think about it.” .

“Now it is,” Dolly said unhappily. “Then I thought it
was my chance to get a parlor maid’s job in a really fine
household. She said Mrs. Fernald knew all the best people
and I believed her. So here I am on the underground
ready to be shipped to France!”

“Is that common?”’

“You read about it all the time in the penny horror pa-
pers,” Dolly confided. “Girls who are too stubborn to give
in to them here are shipped to France where no one
speaks their language and they can’t escape to make any
complaint. We’ll both be goners once they ship us over
there and the Frenchies get their hands on us.”

“We mustn’t let it happen!”

“With a barred window and the only door bolted I
don’t see us going far on our own!”

Flora sighed. “I know it does seem pretty hopeless.”

“It is hopeless,” Dolly lamented.
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“T won’t accept that,” she said. “Not now that I have
you here to help me.”

“Don’t expect much from me. After all, I got myself in
here too,” was the younger girl’s reply.

“We’ll think of something,” she said. “We must!”

“How did you wind up in this place?” Dolly asked.

“It’s a long story,” she said. “It began with my uncle’s
suicide as I told you.” They.sat down on a cot together
and she recited all the events that had led her to falling
into Mrs. Fernald’s trap. She ended with, “I think I was
truly beginning to give up hope when you arrived. Now
that I feel better, I must put all my effort in trying to es-
cape rather than thinking about how I got here.”

“Makes good sense,” Dolly agreed.

“Mrs. Fernald only visits us about once a day. But
Rufus comes three times with food.”

“So he’s the one we see most?”’

“Yes. So we have to work it from there,” she said.

The younger girl frowned. “If there was only some way
we could get to the police.”

“How?”

“T don’t know. Bribe Rufus?”

“With what? And even if he’d do it on a promise of
payment I don’t know how you'd communicate with him.
He’s mute or acts as if he were. He may be deaf and mad
as well.” '

“Bright prospect,” Dolly said with disgust.

They kept on talking, trying to decide what to do until
evening. Once again Mrs. Fernald arrived with Rufus,
who now carried food for two on the tray.

Mrs. Fernald eyed them warily. “You've settled down
very nicely,” she observed sarcastically.

Dolly gave her a meek look. “Yes, ma’am,” she said.

Mrs. Fernald sneered. “Hard to recognize you as the lit-
tle wildcat who fought Rufus so!”

“] was fair upset,” the brown-haired girl said, putting
on a show of defeat.

“You are late coming around to good sense. You might
have spared yourself a channel crossing if you'd behaved
better.” |
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“I see things in a better light now, ma’am.”

“It will do no good,” Mrs. Fernald said. “Your passage
is arranged along with this other girl’s. We'll see how the
Frenchies take to you.”

Flora took several steps towards the woman. “Isn’t
there anything we can do to make you change your
mind?”

“You could have worked here! Much less trouble for
me! But you wouldn’t,” Mrs. Fernald said vindictively.
“Now it’s on your own head!”

“I don’t want to leave England,” Flora protested.

“Nor do 1,” Dolly chimed in.

Mrs. Fernald smiled sourly. “Travel ought to be the
very best thing for you!” And she went on out.

“Old biddy!” Dolly said, sticking her tongue out at the
spot where Mrs. Fernald had stood. “You know what it is!
She’s had double the money from the Frenchies for what
she paid for us. She will ship us over there and turn a fine
profit.”

Dolly glanced gloomily at the tray with their evening
meal. “Let’s eat this lot of leftovers,” she said. “To think
that I complained about the food at Mrs. Wallis-Coldam’s.
I wish I was back there in her scullery now. Live and die
there I would to escape having this happen to me!”

After they’d eaten as much as they could manage they
began to talk again. It was only natural that their conver-
sation should mostly deal with escape.

“He’ll be back shortly,” Flora said. “Do you think I
might try to communicate with him once again? Maybe
he’ll listen to me this time.”

“No,” Dolly said. “Don’t count on it. He’s wrong in the
head. He looks like a pug who took too many beatings.
He’s not all there.,”

“Who else, then? We've appealed to her and it has done
no good.”

“No chance of that.”

“What then?” Flora asked.

Dolly’s small round face was wrinkled in thought. “We
have to do it ourselves.”

“Easy to say. But how?”
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Dolly said, “Maybe if we sleep on it.”

“With the rats bothering us all the time we can hardly
get more than a half-hour’s sleep at a stretch.”

“Still, it needs sleeping upon,” Dolly insisted. “That was
what cook always did at Mrs. Wallis-Coldam’s when she
bad a problem. She’d say, ‘I'll sleep on it, girls.” And it
nearly always worked out.”

“I hope it does for us,” Flora said bleakly, though she
had small hope that it would.
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Tue NexT morning Flora and Dolly were paid a surprise
visit by Mrs. Fernald. Standing in the doorway of the tiny
room, she told them, “Girls, you will be traveling tonight.
I will be coming for you shortly before midnight, so I
strongly suggest that you get some sleep during the day.”

Flora gave her a pleading look. “Must we go?”

“It is all arranged,” Mrs. Fernald said firmly. “In any
case you may be better off over there. Some of the
brothels in France are very well managed.”

“The likes of you are bound to suffer,” Dolly Wales
cried angrily.

“I’ll bring you cloaks when the courier arrives for you,”
she told them, ignoring Dolly completely. - =

The old woman went out and the door was bolted as
usual. Dolly stood there the picture of dismay and Flora
felt for the younger girl. Dolly had not even known the
good years that she’d experienced at the vicarage. The
younger girl had been a slavey all her life, and because
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she’d tried to better herself she’d been exploited by Mrs.
Fernald’s agent.

“We must do something!” Dolly sobbed.

She gazed around the room, having studied it so many
times before without coming up with any solution. Sud-
denly she went motionless and her eyes fixed on the re-
maining candle in its holder on the commode.

“I have it she exclaimed.

Flora was at once alert. “What?”

“We'll set the place on firel Burn down that vulture’s
sweet little nest of vice! And it won’t be that easy for her
to start over againl!”

Flora was shocked. “Burn the place down?”

“Why not? We have the candle and matches, the blan-
kets and the mattresses. That will get it started. I wonder
I didn’t think of it before. And once we get it started this
old building will burn like tinder. It’s just waiting for a
match!”

“But if we start the fire in here we'll either be burned to
death or smothered,” Flora protested.

“Better that than be shipped to France for a brothell”

“We don’t have any choice,” Flora agreed.

“And we needn’t die in the fire. It’s a matter of timing.”

“Go on!”

“We’ll wait until late at night. Just as soon as we hear
any sounds outside we’ll be ready with the fire. She spoke
about bringing us up cloaks. It is my guess she’ll check on
us before the courier arrives. That's when we can get the
blankets smoking good, and while she and Rufus are
trying to put the fire out we’ll skip by them!”

“It sounds wonderful!” Flora enthused. “Do you think
you can really manage it?”

“I know how to raise a lot of smoke in just a few min-
utes,” Dolly bragged. “I played a trick on the housekeeper
once. She thought the whole place was ablaze and there
was only a little smoke.”

“We can touch a match to both cots,” Flora said.

“The worst that can happen is that we destroy our-
selves,” Dolly said, “and that old vixen is out to destroy us
in any casel”
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“That’s true!” Flora agreed. “You see, sleeping on the
idea did bring results.”

Dolly laughed merrily. “And you thought it wouldn’t]”

In their desperation it didn’t matter to them that the
odds were as high as they could be. They were going to
risk their lives for this tiny chance of freedom. For the
balance of the day they worked out details. It was impor-
tant that each understood the other’s moves. They could
not afford to fumble in this great gamble.

Rufus brought them their evening meal. They both
knew that the next time anyone arrive to open the door it
would be the signal for their plan to be put into action.
Their tension grew as the evening went on. It was now
dark outside and it wouldn’t be long before Mrs. Fernald
came to prepare them for their journey.

Dolly whispered to her, “Are you nervous?”

They were standing together in the center of the candle-
lit room. Flora nodded, “Yes.”

“Don’t let your nerves spoil everything. We have to
work together. Remember everything we planned.”

“Yes‘“

“When the smoke gets thick be sure and hold onto my
hand,” Dolly said. “We mustn’t get parted in the smoke or
we'll not both get out.”

*“Yes,” Flora said. “The main thing is that we don’t get
parted in the confusion.”

Dolly went over to the candle and held up the two re-
maining matches. “We have these for a reserve. But we
ought to be able to touch everything off with the candle.”

“I wish she’d come,” Flora said dolefully.

“I know,” Dolly agreed, her pert little freckled face
highlighted by the glow of the candle,

Their vigil went on for almost an hour longer. Then the
moment they’d been waiting for came. The footsteps of
Rufus and the old woman could be heard a distance away.

Dolly gave Flora a nod and then they both went to
work. The blankets had been gathered up so that a bonfire
could be made of each of them. Dolly touched off one and
then the other. Then she applied the candle to the old
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mattresses. The mattresses had years of accumulated dirt
and grease in them and went into flame at once. The tiny
room filled with thick smoke. Dolly and Flora stood with
hands clasped and wet cloths pressed to their mouths and
noses to give them some scant protection.

Flora felt the intense heat and saw the flames billowing
up from the cots. Unless the door was opened in a mo-
ment they would surely perish right there in the room.
Vaguely she heard shrill screams from outside!

“Fire! Fire!” Mrs. Fernald was crying out in dismay.
“Get the door open! I see smoke from in there! What
have those two done?”

The smoke was so thick Flora could no longer see
Dolly, although they were still holding hands tightly. The
door burst open and old Mrs. Fernald stood there screams-
ing. ’

“The fire! Put out the fire!” She was tugging at the arm
of the ugly giant. But a strange frightened expression had
come over his face and he turned and ran off. She
screamed after him. “Come back! The place will burn
down!”

But there was no question of his coming back and she
must have known it. She plunged into the burning room
and tried to pound out the flames on the far cot with the
burning blanket.

Flora tugged on Dolly’s hand and they both quickly slid
out the door leaving the screaming old woman amid the
flames. As they raced down the smoke-filled hall they
knew from her frenzied cries that she’d been caught in the
inferno and would die there before the old house collapsed
from the raging blaze.

They reached a narrow, steep flight of stairs and stum-
bled down them. On the next landing there were loud
feminine voices inquiring what had happened.

Flora and Dolly took refuge for a moment in a dark
closet off the landing. As they braced against the wall with
fear, they saw a half-dozen of Mrs. Fernald’s girls in vari-
ous states of wundress racing up the stairs.

As soon as they vanished Flora and Dolly came out of
their hiding place and hurried down the next flight of
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stairs. The smoke had now penetrated to the lower floors.
They raced down the long, dark corridor which ran from
the rear of the house to the front door. Flora was leading
the way and when they reached the door she undid the
bolts and threw it open. She and Dolly ran out into the
street just as the clang of the arriving fire engines could be
heard.

They fled across the street and found an alley from
which they could watch without being seen. A number of
men of all ages came running out the front door, taking
off in all directions. Several of them were carrying their
jackets and vests on their arms as if they’d dressed hur-
riedly.

The upper story of the tall old house was now wreathed
in flames and the fire was gradually working downward.

Dolly squeezed Flora around the waist and laughed with
delight. “Blimey, I wouldn’t have missed this!”

The firemen in their gold helmets and red uniforms
were a dashing sight. They quickly went to work to fight
the fire. But it must have been evident that the best they
could manage would be to contain the fire in the old
structure.

The firemen were assisting the girls out of the house,
the girls then huddling in a group on the side watching the
blaze.

Suddenly Dolly said, “Look! Up there to the left!”

She did and in one of the windows she saw the head
and shoulders of a giant man. “It’s Rufus! He’s caught up
there!” -

“The flames terrified him!” Dolly said.

Then there was a roaring as a floor collapsed and the
giant vanished from the window as flames billowed out of
it.

Flora said, “That’s the end of Rufus!”

“And the old biddy died up there as well,” Dolly exulted.
“For once they took on more than they reckoned. We fixed
them.”

*“Yes, we surely did,” Flora said faintly. “I think we
should get away from here now. Some of Mrs. Fernald’s
agents might spot us and try to get us trapped again.”
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“T doubt it.” Dolly said. “But just the same we ought to
get away from the area before the excitement dies down.”

They left the alley and hurried down the street into the
darkness. It was only when they were a distance awav in a
dark and deserted street that Flora realized their situation
was still desperate.

“What can we do? Where can we g2o?” she asked.

“T don’t know this part of the city,” Dolly confessed.

“Are you cold?” She asked since peither of them had
cloaks.

“Some,” Dolly said, her teeth chattering.

“We must find some shelter,” she said.

They began walking towards the river. Now a faint fog
gave the night a ghostly air. Flora and Dolly clung close
together for warmth and also because they were terrified
that any moment some new threat might appear from the
shadows. At last they reached the river bank and under
the arch of a brick bridge they saw a tiny fire in the fog.

As they drew close enough to make out the details of
the scene it proved to be a familiar one in the poor dis-
tricts of London. Huddled under the arch on either side of
the fire were perhaps twenty men. Most of them were
asleep and stretched out on the ground though a few sat
dozing dejectedly by the fire.

“Nothing but men!” Flora whispered.

“At least there’s a fire,” Dolly whispered back.

“But we can’t go there!”

“We must!™

So they crept in quietly beneath the shelter of the arch
and sat just behind a group of males by the fire. No one
seemed to notice them and they spent the remaining hours
of the night there clinging to each other.

Flora was relieved when dawn came. But now they
were faced with new problems.

Flora watched as the men who'd spent the night by the
fire got up and moved on. They were mostly derelicts in
desperate physical condition, either through alcoholism or
starvation. One of the older men came over to speak to
them.
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“You'll be wanting breakfast,” he said with a trace of a
Scot’s accent. “There’s a new mission down the street a
distance that will take care of ye.”

Flora got to her feet. “Thank you so much,” she said.

The old man tipped his battered hat.

The girls left the shelter of the bridge and walked down
the mean street the man had indicated. It didn’t take them
long to find the mission. Already there was a line at its en-
trance. Despite the fact this was a charity line there was a
kind of jaunty air about the people standing there. They
knew they were about to be received inside and given food
and any other aid they might need. Flora felt they had the
same joyous anticipation she’d sometimes noticed in
crowds waiting outside a theatre to get in.

Dolly shivered. “I may have caught cold,” she said.

“It was chilly,” Flora agreed.

“Well, maybe we can get our bearings now,” the young-
er girl said. “I may be able to get back to my kitchen
maid’s job if the mistress will believe my story. She’ll be
thinking I left without a notice!”

Flora smiled bleakly. “I'm sure I don’t know what I'm
going to do. My best hope would be Mr. Horace Wright,
but I'm not sure where he lives.”

“Then you’re going to have a time finding him,” Dolly
predicted. “Probably there are two or three Horace
Wrights in London. Maybe even more!”

“It’s almost hopeless,” she agreed.

The line began to move and they entered the mission.
At the door a big man with a full gray beard greeted
them. He had sad, haunted eyes and a kind manner.

“Food first,” he chanted over and over again. “You'll
find ample breakfast food on the table ahead.”

They moved on and at the left ahead several young
women behind a huge plank table were doling out gruel
and bread and hot tea. They remained in line and received
their helping, after which they moved to a table at the
other side of the big room.

The hot gruel and tea made Flora feel much better. She
noticed the dignified man who’d been at the door strolling
over to them. With a friendly smile, he said, “We don’t get
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too many young ladies of your age. I am glad to have you
here.”

“Thank you,” Flora said. “The food is good.”

“We try,” the kind man said. “After breakfast we are
having a short prayer service. You don’t have to attend
but we would be happy to have you.”

Dolly spoke up. “Thank you, sir,” she said. “We need to
wash and clean up our clothes if we can.”

He nodded gravely. “Yes. You can do that here. 'll put
you in touch with one of our workers after the service.”

Flora smiled at the man. He seemed like a very strong
individual and she felt he had surely found his right calling
in mission work. They finished their breakfasts and then
joined most of the others in the rear of the big room while
the man they’d talked with offered some prayers.

When the service was over most of the poor unfortu-
nates shuffled out into the street. Flora and Dolly waited
for the man to direct them to where they could wash up.

While they were waiting a tall, white-haired man with a
kindly face passed by Flora. He halted and quickly turned
around.

“My word!” he gasped. “It surely can’t be Miss Bain!
Miss Bain of Sussex!”

“It is,” she said with a feeling of delight. “And you are
Mr. Herbert Sweet, the man I met on the coach.”

“That is correct,” he agreed, looking astonished. “But
what are you doing here? Why aren't you at your uncle’s
place?”

“It’s a long story. If you care to hear it I'll be happy to
tell you.”

“Give me the highlights,” he urged her.

And she did. She went over the whole story hurriedly
and when she came to the part involving Madame DuBois
and Mrs. Fernald she saw a shadow of anger cross his
lined face. “We both barely escaped with our lives last
night!”

He stared at her. “What experiences you've had since
last I saw you!”

“That is so true,” she agreed. “I have met people I
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didn’t think existed and had a taste of a world I had never
been told about.”

“Better that you shouldn’t know about it,” Herbert
Sweet said grimly. “We know too well the Mrs. Fernalds
of this old city. We have so often to deal with the human
wreckage they create. Young women old before their
time, their lives blighted with vice, disease, and shame.”

Dolly said, “At least Mrs. Fernald and her house are
gone!”

Flora said, “The gentleman who was at the door, the
man with the gray beard, said we could remain here to
wash up.”

“But of course you must,” her friend from the stage-
coach said. “And 'm sure he'll want to help you both to
the fullest extent after I've told him your story.”

As he finished speaking the man they’d been dlscussmg
joined them. “Ah, yes, the two young ladies!”

Herbert Sweet said, “Sir, I know one of these girls well.
She is a vicar’s daughter from Sussex. She came to the
city to live with her uncle only to find him a suicide. And
from there on she has had a most remarkable set of ex-
periences.”

“Indeed,” the tall, distinguished man said.

“Let me introduce William Booth,” Herbert Sweet told
the girls. “He is a man under whom I am glad to serve.”

William Booth proved to be a man of great magnetism.
He asked the girls their names and took them to an up-
stairs room where they met his wife. She supplied them
with a tub, water, and soap to wash themselves and their
clothes. She also arranged a change of clothing for them
while their own things were drying.

When they returned downstairs in their borrowed
clothes they were summoned to the private office of
William Booth. He sat at a rolltop desk which was strewn
with papers and motioned them to plain chairs.

Flora said, “I don’t know how to thank you.”

William Booth raised a hand to wave this aside. “No
thanks are required. We are doing the Lord’s work and
that is no more or no less than any of us should be doing.”
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Dolly said, “Lor luv you, sir, you are a proper gent,
We’ve been at the mercy of a she-Devil!”

He nodded, his sad eyes fixed on her. “So I've heard. I
listened to your story with the greatest interest. The way
in which you escaped convinces me you were never as
much alone as you felt yourselves to be. Now you must
justify your good fortune by leading good Christian lives.”

Flora said, “I'm sure that is our aim, Though I'm not so
certain how we’ll go about it.”

William Booth sat back in his chair, “Let me help you
get a fresh start.”

“That is too kind of you,” Flora said.

Dolly gave her a reproving glance and in her outgoing
way said, “Anything you can do we’ll be grateful for, sir.”

“I could use an extra young woman here. You might be
ideal for the post, Miss Bain. You would be dealing with
young women who have unfortunately fallen for the wiles
of the Mrs. Fernalds of our city.”
~ “Thank you,” she said. “But I don’t think I'm fitted for
mission work. I assisted my father but I lacked his dedica-
tion.”

William Booth listened to her gravely. “Well, you are
honest and I give you great credit for that. And you
should not engage in evangelistic work unless you have
truly felt the call. So perhaps it would be better to have
you take a post somewhere else as a governess or compan-
ion.”

“I would like that very much,” she said.

“And I'm a very good kitchen maid,” Dolly intervened.
“It would be first class if you could place me in the same
household where Miss Flora is employed.”

“That might be possible,” he said. “I shall certainly try.
I want you to remain at the mission overnight. We have a
large dormitory for women upstairs and one for men
down here. I have a gentleman coming by tonight who
may be able to help you much more than 1.”

“You are extremely kind,” Flora said. “When I met
Herbert Sweet he told me he was joining you and that you
hoped one day to form a united army to fight poverty,
vice, and crime.”
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His sad eyes brightened. “I was originally a Methodist,
Miss Bain, so I consider myself a very practical man. My
evangelism is not rooted in Biblical analysis but in the
practical application of Christ’s teachings.”

“And that is why you want to build a Christian army?”

“Yes,” he said. “I think we need to organize strongly
against evil. I have found that the evil organize very clev-
erly for themselves. I propose to create a series of colonies
where the needy and destitute can be given useful work.
This will reduce pauperism and vice.”

“It sounds like an excellent idea,” Flora agreed.

“Then we’d give attention to discharged prisoners and
the reclamation of fallen women, not to mention the
drunkards and all their problems I say we need such an
army and God willing I am going to work untll I have
founded it.”

Dolly seemed enthralled by what he said. She spoke up,
“Will you have a drum, sir? Every soldier needs a drum to
march by!”

William Booth chuckled. “You are right, young woman.
My army when it is formed deserves a drum to march by,
and why not a band as well? A full band to lead our
Christian soldiers!”

“A lot would follow just to keep in step and hear the
music,” Dolly predicted.

The man gave Flora an amused glance. “It seems to me
your young friend has an inventive and lively mind which
should one day raise her higher than her present station of
life.”

“I'm certain of it,” Flora agreed.

“Well, I won’t keep you here while I lecture any longer.
Rest yourselves and be ready to meet my guest tonight.
He is one of those who earnestly tries to make London a
better place in which to live.”

With this they left the small private office and went out
into the main body of the mission.

Suddenly Dolly caught Flora by the arm and said ur-
gently, “Over there! Look!”

“Who?” she asked, sensing her friend’s upset.

“Standing by that table looking around. She’s the onel
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She’s the one who took me to that Mrs. Fernald! She's
here looking for us. She wants to pay us off for what we
donel” There was fear in Dolly’s voice as she clung to
Flora.

Flora studied the hard-looking young woman with the
painted face who Dolly had indicated. But the mission was
full of this type of female seeking aid. She felt Dolly was
being melodramatic.

She said, “I wouldn’t worry.”

“] can’t help it,” Dolly said. “Look, she’s staring this
way!”

Flora now saw the girl was right. The woman was star-
ing at them malevolently. And suddenly she started across
the Toom. “She’s coming towards us!” Flora whispered.

“] want to run,” Dolly lamented.

“We can’t run,” Flora said.

The woman was near them now and all at once Flora
saw her reach in her handbag and whip out a short,
gleaming knife. She bore down on Dolly, but Flora sprang
between them to save her friend.
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THE WOMAN cried out vengefully as she drove the knife
into Flora. Dolly was shrieking with fear and heads were
turning to see what was happening! Flora felt the hot,
burning pain of the knife as it sank in the flesh of her
shoulder. The woman turned and started running out of
the mission. But by this time the watchers had sprung into
action and she was blocked and grasped by several of the
men who happened to be standing in the area.

The woman was screaming epithets at everyone as they
led her away to the side room where William Booth had
his office. Meanwhile Herbert Sweet and Dolly were bend-
ing over Flora, who had collapsed to the wooden floor.

Herbert Sweet had a cloth pressed tight against her
wound to staunch the loss of blood. He promised her,
“We'll have a doctor here in a few minutes.”

Dolly was tearful. “She took the knifing I should have
got! She did it to save mel”

Herbert Sweet said, “No matter! She’ll be all right. And
that vixen will be turned over to the police.”
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Flora, seeing how badly upset Dolly was, told her,
“Don’t worry about me. I'm going to be all right.” Her
voice was weak but she knew that she was mostly suffer-
ing from shock and a loss of blood. The wound had been
a minor one.

Dolly said, “That was the one who worked for Mrs.
Fernald. She meant to finish me, she did!”

Herbert Sweet agreed, “It’s only a miracle that she
didn’t fatally wound Miss Bain.”

William Booth came pushing his way angrily through
the ring of onlookers. “Is she all right?” he asked.

“She will be,” Herbert Sweet promised.

“Is there a doctor on the way?”

“Yes. I've sent somebody for the doctor,” Herbert
Sweet said. “What about the woman?”

“In the office crying now,” William Booth said with dis-
gust. “But I have sent for the police. Tears will not save
her.” He bent down over Flora. “I'm sorry this happened
here!”

“Not your fault,” she replied weakly.

“I always feel responsibility for anything that goes on
here. We ought to have been organized so that an incident
such as this could not happen. There must be a more com-
plete check made of those coming in here!”

Dolly said, “I think she should be moved where it is
more comfortable.”

“You are right. Carry her up to the dormitory,”
William Booth instructed Herbert Sweet. “Place a screen
around her bed so she may have some privacy. There are
several screens against the wall near the door.”

“Very good,” Herbert Sweet said. And he told Flora,
“P’ll try and carry you gently.”

He carried her up the stairs to a room that had at least
twenty-four beds in it, set out in two rows. He placed her
on one near the entrance, and while Dolly stood by to
watch over her he found the screens and placed one
around the bed.

He said, “I'm going down to wait for the doctor. But
I'll return soon!”
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When he left Dolly became loudly remorseful again. “It
was my fault! I shouldn’t have let you get between us.”

Flora looked up with a wan smile. “I wanted to save
you if I could. I was sure I could shove her aside and pre-
vent anyone getting hurt.”

*“You oughtn’t to have taken the risk!” Dolly said.

“I'm not badly hurt.”

“No thanks to that one,” Dolly replied angrily. “She’ll
be getting her pay in the prison.”

Flora said, “At least we can be sure we broke up the
vice ring to send her into such a rage. So we can be
thankful for that and for being here in good hands.”

Dolly wondered, “How did she know we were here?”

She said, “This is the only mission in this part of Lon-
don. She’d think of it first.””

Dolly nodded. “That’s so.”

“And we lingered a while watching the fire. Possibly
someone followed us to the river. And when we left the
bridge this morning they may have trailed us here.”

“Or questioned one of that crowd that hangs out under
the bridge,” Dolly said. “I guess it was easy enough.”

“Of course,” Flora said. Her arm was paining and she
wished that the doctor would come.

It was some time later that he did arrive. He turned out
to be a brisk young man who went about his medical tasks
with swiftness and dexterity.

After the doctor left, Dolly came back to stay with her.
‘“The doctor says you must remain in bed until the morn-
ing at least. You are as white as a sheet and the floor was
covered with your blood.”

“I do feel weak,” she admitted.,

“I was down there when they took Mrs. Fernald's agent
away. You should have heard her screaming! The police
officer said he was coming back later to get a statement
from you. He didn’t want to interrupt while the doctor
was here.”

“I wonder how long she’ll be in prison?”

“She tried to murder you,” Dolly said. “I reckon she
ought to be kept there until she knows better.”
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Just then William Booth came up to see how Flora was
doing. “I'm sending one of my kitchen men up with dinner
for both of you on a tray. You have special permission to
eat up here.”

“Thank you,” Flora said.

“Not at all. And later on this evening my good friend
and patron will be here. He has promised to come up and
see you and discuss finding you a position.”

Dolly said, “When will the police be back?”

“I would expect in the morning. They took that woman
with them. I gave them most of the information they re-
quired and they took testimony from onlookers. They’ll
merely want Miss Bain’s statement.”

The head of the mission went back downstairs again
and within a very short while a tall, gangling young man
with a gaunt face and high-cheek bones came with a tray
of food. His heavy head of brown hair flopped as he
walked and there was a twinkle in his brown eyes.

He placed the tray on a table beside the bed and with a
jolly smile asked Flora, “You feeling better?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Me name is Shanks,” he said. “Pm at your service. I
used to be a dipper before I came here!”

Dolly, who was standing at the other side of the bed
stared at him. “A dipper?”

The young man wobbled his skinny hands in the air
making circles with them. “I was a pickpocket! That’s
what a dipper is! Then I saw the light and came here.”

Flora stared up at him as he stood there beaming and
waiting, she felt, to be complimented. She said, “I haven’t
heard the term dipper before either. It must be London
street slang.”

“Bloody talk of the town,” the youth said airily. “I was
well on my way to being a fine wirer when I gave it all
up. More’s the pity! But I'm doing a better work now!”

“What in the world is a fine wirer?” Flora asked.

The young man held back his head and laughed. “You
two don’t know nothing! A fine wirer is a pickpocket wot
knows how to do it just right. And most of the time he
steals from the ladies!”
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Dolly eyed him with disgust. “And -was that your ambi-
tion? To become a fine wirer?”

“I didn’t know no better then. But I listened to that
William Booth and I saw that there was a more useful
way of life!”

Flora sat up and smiled at the young man. He was
likeable but a very unusual type. The clothes he wore
were shabby and didn’t seem to fit him. He had a loose-
jointed frame which made him look more like a floppy
puppet than an ordinary human being.

She asked, “How long have you been here?”

“Almost six months now,” he said happily. “And when
William Booth forms his army I'm going to be an officer
in it!”

“You an officer!” Dolly said scornfully.

“And why not?” he asked indignantly.

“There’s no reason why not,” Flora said quickly, not
wanting his feelings to be hurt by Dolly. “I think it’s a
wonderful ambition.”

He smiled broadly. “Thanks. Guess I'd better get along.
There’s always plenty to do here.”

Dolly seemed unable to stop herself from picking on
him. She asked him, “Where did you get that suit?”

“It’s a bit of all right, ain’t it?” Shanks said, apparently
thinking she was going to compliment him. “I got it for a
song in a jerryshop!”

“A jerryshop?” Dolly said.

“A pawnbroker’s! You don’t know much of anything!”

“P'd know better than to buy that suit. It looks as if the
rats had chewed it!”

Hurt feelings and indignation showed on Shanks’ face.
“You’re the flip sort of judy what causes trouble wherever
you are. I know your sort. You ain’t fit to associate with a
proper lady like her!” And with a nod to indicate he
meant Flora, he marched out of the dormitory and down
the stairs.

“You shouldn’t have talked like that to him,” Flora told
Dolly. “He’s easily hurt.”

“He thinks too highly of himself!”

“I don’t think so,” Flora said. “That’s just his manner.”
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“Maybe.”

“I'm sure of it.”

Dolly smiled bleakly. “At least he thinks you're a
proper lady,” she said.

“I'm sure he’d approve of you too if you were half-way
nice to him,” she said. “I think he’s a good type for evange-
listic work and he may one day be an important helper of
Mr. Booth’s.”

Dolly came around the end of the bed to set out their
dinner plates. “Well, we have plenty of time to wait for
that. Let’s forget him and eat our dinner.”

The food was plain but good. After they finished Dolly
took the plates downstairs. When she came up again there
was a smile on her face. She said, “I had a chat with
Shanks. I think he’s not so cross at me now. You were
right. He’s not half-bad!”

“I told you,” Flora said, glad that the feud between the
two was over.

Soon other women came upstairs to occupy the beds in
the fairly large dormitory. Flora was glad for the protec-
tion of the screen which gave her some privacy.

Most of the women went to bed promptly, though some
of them stood in a dark corner and gossiped for a little,
Flora was tired. It had been many nights since she’d had a
proper rest. Dolly also looked weary and excused herself
to find one of the other beds.

Flora lay back and closed her eyes, but almost at once
she heard male voices. She opened her eyes to discover
William Booth standing at her bedside with a visitor. He
was a stern-looking middle-aged man with prominent
side-whiskers.

“Miss Bain, may I present a dear friend of mine,
William Bwart Gladstone, the Chancellor of the Ex-
chequer.”

“How do you do,” she said in a small voice. She had
heard of William Gladstone. He was a leading politician in
the Liberal Party. -

“Charmed, I am sure,” Gladstone said, extending his
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hand to her. “May I sit with you a few minutes?” he
asked after they had shaken hands.

“Please do,” she said.

William Booth stood by with a pleased look on his face.
“I have told Mr. Gladstone of your strange adventures
which culminated in the attack made on you here today.”

“A most remarkable story,” Gladstone said.

“I feel lucky to merely be alive,” she assured them.

“I can believe that,” Gladstone said solemnly. “I know
too much about the vice rampant in London and the fate
of far too many poor girls. I have carried on a personal
campaign against the Mrs. Fernalds and their agents for
some years.”

“Yes,” William Booth said. “Mr. Gladstone often goes
out alone at night and walks the streets seeking out
women of ill-fame whom he attempts to reform.”

Gladstone said in a sonorous voice, “Naturally my mo-
tives have been misunderstood. There have been a number
of slanderous accusations made against me. But none of
that bothers me if I can continue to save souls.”

“Well said,” the evangelist said. “I tell you that friend
Gladstone has done more good in this city than you can
imagine. He places these unfortunate women in institu-
tions where they are taught an honest trade. Many of
them go out into the world to good positions, and a ma-
jority of them make happy marriages.”

“Which is precisely what I want,” Gladstone said, com-
pressing his lips until they were almost in a straight line.

“I never knew there was such a trade in vice,” she said.

“There is much more than most respectable people are
aware of,” Gladstone said. “Every night I walk the streets
I hear some shocking story.”

“I came here quite naive and unprepared to be alone,”
she said.

“Mr. Booth has told me about your coming to join your
uncle and of his suicide. Most unfortunate!”

She said, “For a short time I was helped by two of my
uncle’s friends. Would you know either a Nelson Reed or
a Horace Wright?”

William Ewart Gladstone frowned. “Young Nelson Reed
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is a thorough blackguard. You must have heard that his
father threatens to completely disinherit him.”

“No"’

“It is true. The old man is a member of my political
party and a fine, upstanding man. He is shamed by the be-
haviour of Nelson and he has not bothered to conceal the
fact.”

“What about Horace Wright?”

“The railway promoter?”

“He is an older man.”

Gladstone nodded. “That is the one. I know that he has
been very busy trying to raise money to set up railroads.”

“He is a rather portly man but very nice,” Flora said of
Horace Wright.

“I would say a first-rate fellow,” Gladstone said in his
pleasant voice. ;

“Had he not been called to Liverpool on business I'm
sure I would not have found myself in this state.”

Gladstone agreed, “I'm sure he is a dependable person.
The thing now is to find you a good post. I have a friend
living on the outskirts of London who recently lost the
governess to his ten-year-old daughter. He -asked me to
suggest anyone I might think of for the position. Until
now I had not come on any name. But with your permis-
sion I should like to offer yours to him.”

“It sounds exactly the sort of thing I'd been hoping
for,” she said eagerly.

“Then I shall talk to this man tomorrow,” Gladstone
promised her.

“There is my friend,” she said hesitantly. “A girl I met
along the route of my adventures. I would like it if I
could find a post for her in the same house. She has had
experience as a kitchen maid but I believe her capable of
performing most household tasks.”

Gladstone raised his eyebrows. “Well, I can speak to my
friend. He does have a large household and a good-sized
staff of servants. It is quite possible there may be another
position vacant.”

“Thank you,” she said.
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“But whether I can find a post for this other girl or not
you are interested in becoming a governess?”

“Oh, yes!”

“Good!” Gladstone looked pleased. “You have no taste
for evangelistic work?”

“I'm not certain I have the calling,” she said.

“Your father was a clergyman.”

“Yes. That makes me more aware of what the profes-
sion entails,” she said.

He stared past her into the shadows. “There is many a
night when the fog is thick and the frost heavy that I
would prefer to retire to the comfort of my bed. But my
urge to try and reach the lost women of London drives
me into the streets.”

She said, “Mr. Booth appears to think your work well
worthwhile.”

“I do what I can,” Gladstone said. “Sometimes the
women shy away from me in shame and I have to be the
one to accost them. But always I offer a message of hope
and the opportunity to reform. So far I have had a most
gratifying response.”

Flora said, “It is a terrible feeling to be trapped and
locked up at the mercy of a Mrs. Fernald. She was ship-
ping us overseas to a French brothel.”

“Hundreds go that dreadful road,” Gladstone said
grimly. ““A slaughter of the naive and stupid. These mon-
sters even traffic in mere children! I would not want you
to hear some of the stories I have been told!”

She could tell the politician was shaken by what he had
learned about the vice markets. In a low voice, she said,
“I shall never forget the ordeal that my friend and I went
through.”

Gladstone’s manner changed, he lost his abstract mood
and once again directed himself to her. “You will go on to
a new and better life, I promise you.”

“I hope so0.”

He smiled one of his rare smiles. “Perhaps you will
never again enjoy the tranquility that you knew in that
vicarage in Sussex. But I can promise you if I'm able to
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secure you the position at Armitage House it could be a
happy new beginning.”

“Armitage House,” she said.

“Yes. Named after the family. The man whom you’d be
employed by is Henry Armitage. He is a widower with an
only child to whom he is much devoted.”

“A little girl?”

“Yes. I believe her name is Enid. Her grandfather lives
in the house. He is also a widower; his wife died long
years ago. And there is also her aunt, Henry’s sister. An
interesting family group. The old gentleman has given up
any active part in the business and Henry Armitage is thus
~ the one responsible for the family’s fortunes.”

“What business are the Armitage family in?”

“The China trade,” Gladstone said promptly. “Their
firm probably does more business with the Chinese than
any other in all England.”

“It sounds fascinating.”

“Their house, just outside London, where I have fre-
quently been a guest, is full of priceless Chinese antiques,”
Gladstone went on. “Few people in this country appreciate
the importance of China.” Gladstone rose. “Well, I have
talked enough. I shall do what I can for you . about this
post. And I shall let Mr. Booth know how I make out.”

“Thank you so much,” she said.

William Booth, who had left them for awhile, was now
back. “I can see that you two have had an enjoyable talk.”

“Most enjoyable,” Flora said.

“And profitable too, I trust,” Gladstone said with mean-
ing.

The two men bade her good night and left. Flora lay
back on her pillow filled with new hope. Armitage House
sounded very grand and the people in it were undoubtedly
very special. She pictured them as cultured and dedicated
to their business interests. It could be a most stimulating
place to work. If enly Mr. Gladstone could interest them
in her. And hopefully in Dolly as well. She went to sleep
filled with these thoughts.

The next morning her shoulder was very stiff and sore
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but generally she felt better. Dolly joined her early and
once again the lanky Shanks brought up a meal for them.
He was just as full of bounce at breakfast as he’d been at
dinner time.

He said, “What a lot we have downstairs this morning!
You should see them! We’ve palmers and patterers and
skippers galore!”

Dolly raised her hands. “Wait! Wait! Just what are palm-
ers and patterers and skippers?”

Shanks gave her an amused look. “I forgot you ain’t ac-
quainted with the Queen’s English,” he teased her. “Palm-
ers is shoplifters, patterers do sales talks on the streets
and sell fake goods, and skippers don’t have nothing to do
with the sea—they are tramps who sleeps in hedges and
outhouses!”

“I don’t know how anyone can tell what you’re saying,”
Dolly said with amazement.

He wobbled his free-wheeling hands. “All the crowd
downstairs talks the same lingo.”

“Then it must be a regular Tower of Babel,” was
Dolly’s wry comment.

Shanks turned his attention to Flora. “You going to get
down below today?”

“I hope s0,” she said. “I’'m sick of being an invalid. I’'d
like to do something to help.”

“We've got a line all the way down the street for soup,”
he said. “They sleep on the embankment and then head
for here first thing in the morning.”

“Aren’t there any lodgings for the very poor?” Flora
asked him.

He shrugged. “There are packs and padingken’s. But
neither of them offer much you can’t get outside. And in
them you run the risk of being robbed as well. Robbed
even for a ray, that’s one and sixpence, or less!”

Flora said, “Living outside the law is really very haz-
ardous then. Aren’t you glad you've given up crime?”

The loose-jointed youth pondered this. “Yes, miss, I
think so. But I would have liked to have gotten to the top
of me line before I did. You always has regrets!”
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“T wouldn’t regret not being a pickpocket,” Dolly told
him.

He said, “Well you never were part of it. That's why
you don’t understand. But I'm happy here! I like what I'm
doing and I wouldn’t go back to picking pockets for any
kind of money!”

Dolly said, “That’s what I like to hear!” She sounded a
little more enthusiastic.

After breakfast Flora made Dolly take down the tray.
While her friend was gone she rose from the bed and
dressed herself. Her own clothing had been returned after
being washed and ironed. She had to dress slowly because
of her stiff arm but she managed. She even somehow
made her hair look halfway decent.

When Dolly returned she stared at her in shock. “The
doctor didn’t tell you that you could get out of bed!”

“T told myself.”

“But you shouldn’t have!”

“Why not? I'm much better and staying in bed is weak-
ening.”

“They’ll all be angry and they’ll blame me,” her friend
lamented.

“I won’t allow that,” Flora promised. “T'll let them
know that it is my own doing.”

After a short argument they went downstairs. AS
Shanks had told her it was a busy morning. The mission
was filled with a new group of the destitute. She looked at
the many ravaged faces and felt a great pity for these
derelicts. She made her way to the table where volunteers
were dishing out food to the latecomers.

Herbert Sweet was overseeing this effort, and when he
saw Flora he came hurriedly over. “Were you given per-
mission to get up?”

“No. But I felt better,” she said with a smile.

Herbert Sweet looked worried. “I can’t think what Mr.
Booth will say.”

“He won’t mind as long as he knows I'm well enough to
get about.”

“I hope not.”
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“I'd like to do something to help.”

“Not until you’ve asked Mr. Booth,” was Herbert
Sweet’s firm reply.

“Where is he?” she asked.

“In his office.”

“Then I'll ask him at once.”

She made her way through the crowded room. The air
was heavy with the smell of the many dirty bodies and
cheap liquor. She felt for a moment that she might faint.
Her head began to reel but she fought back the feeling.

The door to William Booth’s office was only partly
open. She rapped on it and in a moment his stern voice
bid her enter. Somewhat hesitantly she went into the room
and found that Mr. Booth had a visitor.

He showed mild surprise on seeing her. “I thought you
were still in bed.”

“I felt better and came down,” she said. “I'd like to do
some easy task which I can manage with my right hand.”

He looked impressed. “I admire your spirit,” he said.

“No one will let me do anything without your giving
permission,” she explained.

“I see,” he said. “Well, I can do that later.”

“I wish you would.”

“Just now, I'm glad you’re here, I was going to bring
this gentleman up to talk to you.”

“Oh?” She stared at the man and saw that he had an
ordinary, red-blotched face.

“This is Inspector Craig of Scotland Yard. And this, In-
spector, is Miss Flora Bain, the young woman who was
stabbed by that streetwalker.”

Inspector Craig was on his feet now and all business.
“Happy to meet you, Miss Bain,” he said. “I’d like a short
statement from you and a description of your attacker.”

“Anything I can do,” she said.

Inspector Craig was writing laboriously in a little book.
“You knew who this woman was?” _

“My friend recognized her first,” Flora said. “She knew
she had been an employee of Mrs. Fernald’s.”

The inspector nodded solemnly. “Yes. The same Mrs.
Fernald who kept the sporting house on Mavor Street
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which was burned to the ground. The lady also lost her
life in the fire as did several others.”

“I know,” she said with a shudder. “It was awful.”

“So in your opinion the young woman attacked you out
of revenge?”’

“Yes. I'd say so. She didn’t really attack me. It was my
friend Dolly Wales she tried to stab. I stepped in the way
to stop her and she drove the knife into me.”

“I have all that,” the inspector said. “There is one other
point.”

“Yes,” she said, suddenly feeling that the police inspec-
tor was about to make some startling revelation because
of the tone in which he spoke.

Inspector Craig cleared his throat awkwardly. “There
can be no question that this young woman criminally at-
tacked you and should be punished for her crime. Unfor-
tunately while on her way to jail she escaped with another
prisoner and is now at large. I fear you may be in some
danger.”
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Chapter Nine

“SHE 15 freel”

“Unfortunately, yes,” Inspector Craig said with a grim
look. “Came about quite unexpected. We lose one or two
of them every now and then.”

William Booth showed concern. “What are the chances
of her being picked up again?”

“Very good, sir. We usually find them before too long.
But in the meanwhile Miss Bain and Miss Wales are in
danger, not only from the girl herself but from any of her
pals whom she might send here.

William Booth frowned and stroked his long gray
beard. “What you say is true.”

Inspector Craig suggested, “Would you have any other
place to send the ladies?”

“Let me see,” he said. “Yes, I think I can solve this,
There is a 'good lady who has been a patron of the mission
and who has offered additional help whenever we might
need it. If I call on her I am almost sure she would give
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Miss Bain and Miss Wales safe shelter until they can be
placed in proper positions.”

Flora gave him an apologetic glance. “I'm afraid I'm a
terrible bother.”

“Not at all,” William Booth said as he came over to
stand by her. “This woman escaping is no fault of yours,
We must see you have protection and guard against any
other incident of violence taking place here.”

“Exactly, sir,” Inspector Craig said. “It would be best
for all concerned if this young lady could be removed
quickly and kept somewhere these criminals wouldn’t think
of looking for her.”

William Booth nodded. “You can consider it taken care
of, Inspector. And I would like a report from you con-
cerning the escaped prisoner. Let me know when she is
captured.”

“P1l keep you in touch, sir,” Inspector Craig promised.
“Well, I must be on my way now.” He bowed to them and
left.

As soon as the inspector left the room William Booth
turned to Flora. “I'm going to write a note to the lady I
mentioned and then see you and Miss Wales are taken to
her. Mr. Sweet will accompany you to see that you are
safe. While I write sit down here for a while. With that
girl free I don’t think you should expose yourself in the
main room for any length of time. Better to stay out of
sight.”

“Very well,” she said quietly, and seated herself on one
of the plain chairs. She watched as he composed the letter
to the lady he’d mentioned. When he finished he sealed it
and stood up. “I'm going to summon Mr. Sweet now and
have him take you to the home of Mrs. Weatherbarrow.
You will find her a kindly lady, perhaps a trifle odd, but
her heart is surely filled with Christian kindness.”

“Thank you,” she said, rising.

“Come with me,” be said and led her back into the
main room.

The room was not quite as filled now and they made
their way over to Herbert Sweet without any great diffi-
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culty. William Booth at once explained to his assistant
what he had in mind. “I think you should leave at once.”

Herbert Sweet turned to Flora. “I shall be glad to see
you in a proper home for a while.”

“T’ll get Dolly,” she volunteered, “Then we can start on
our way.”

William Booth extended his hand to Flora. “I wish you
all good fortune, my dear. I shall tell Mr. Gladstone
where you are so his friend will know where to reach
y0u.”

“I don’t know how to thank you, Mr. Booth. I can only
promise I shall always be grateful to you.”

He smiled. “No need. It is all part of our work.”

She left the two men discussing the best route to take to
Mrs. Weatherbarrow’s, It took her a moment to locate
Dolly. She saw her friend talking with a worn-faced
woman at the far end of the mission.

Hurrying down to her, she told her excitedly. “We're
feaving!”

Dolly turned from the woman to whom she’d been
chatting and stared at her in surprise. “Leaving?”’

“Yes,” she nodded. “We have to. Mr. Booth has ar-
ranged for us to go to the home of some woman.”

“Why?” Dolly wanted to know.

“It’s a long story,” she told her. “That girl who tried to
kill you escaped from the police. They’re afraid she might
come back here for another try or send someone else after
us. Mr. Booth and the police feel it best that we shouldn’t
be seen here.”

“Lor! I should think not!” Dolly wailed, alert now to
their danger. “Stupid it was of them to let her get away
like that!”

“They expect to arrest her again but they don't know
when,” she said. “Meanwhile we’re in danger. So Mr
Sweet is taking us somewhere.”

“Right now?” Dolly asked.

“Right now,” she said.

They started up the long room to join Mr. Sweet only
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to be met along the way by Shanks, who came dancing up
to block their path with a mischievous look on his face.

“Hear you two are going,” he said.

Dolly’s round face took on a smug expression. “Yes,
and I'll venture you're glad to see the last of us!”

“No,” the boy said, serious at once. “No. I'll miss you.”

Flora smiled. “Thanks. We’ll remember you . and all
your strange talk You know a lot of wonderfully different
words, Shan

Shanks laughed “Maybe we’ll meet again!”

Dolly teased him. “And you can teach us some more of
the Queen’s English!”

“You can bet on that! When I finish with you I can
vouch you'd be able to tell the difference between a stock
buzzer and star glazing!”

“Now that’s really too much!” Dolly said. “You are
showing off again!”

“We must be on our way,” Flora told the youth. “I
hope you go on working with William Booth and when he
founds his army you do turn out to be an officer in it.”

Shanks’ eyes were bright. “That’s my plan! And good
luck to the both of you. And so you’ll know, a stock
buzzer is a handkerchief thief and star glazing is taking
out a pane of glass to rob a house. I don’t want you two
leaving here in ignorance!” And he laughed again as they
moved on.

Dolly’s round, pretty face was crimson with annoyance.
“Him and his talk!” she sputtered.

Flora gave her a sly glance, “No matter what you say, I
think you really like Shanks!”

“Me like him? I should say not!” But there was a hol-
low note in her protest. '

Herbert Sweet in black top hat stood waiting for them
by the front door. He asked them, “Do you both have
bonnets?”

“No,” Flora said. “I’'m afraid we’ve lost the ones we
had.”

“I can’t walk you through the streets of London without
bonnets, We'll see what they have here.” And he went to
ask the stout woman in charge of clothing. She at once
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opened a large wicker basket, rummaged in it for a few
minutes, and produced two rather battered bonnets.

He came back to Flora and Dolly and held out the bon-
nets. “Take your pick,” he said. “Not that I can see there
is any.”

“I'll take the plain blue one,” Flora decided, selecting
the tiny blue bonnet.

Dolly showed pleasure. “Am I to have the one decor-
ated with the daisies?”’

“So it seems,” Herbert Sweet said with a grave smile.

She put it on and tied the strings under her chin. Turn-
ing to Flora she asked, “Now do I look like a proper
toff?”

“Your bonnet suits you,” Flora assured her. “You look
ever so much better with it on.”

Dolly touched a hand to it to adjust it delicately. Then
with a swagger she said, “I’'m ready for the street!”

Dolly’s antics drew attention from those standing by
and Flora was relieved when they went out to the street.

Herbert waited anxiously by the curb with them at his
side. He kept his eyes fixed on the several omnibuses that
went clattering by and finally he hailed one with great yel-
low letters on its sides. There were just two hard board
seats running the length of the omnibus and facing each
other. The passengers already seated pushed closer to-
gether to make room for them. Dolly and Flora sat side
by side and Herbert found a place opposite them. They
swayed with the motion of the vehicle and felt each bump
of the cobblestoned streets. The driver kept the horses
moving at a smart pace, halting only occasionally to let a
passenger off or to pick one up.

Herbert Sweet finally motioned to them. “This is our
stop, girls!”

They descended from the bus to find themselves in a
much better neighborhood. It was a street of pleasant little
brick houses, all vine-covered, with white-painted doors
and yellow chimneys. Though the houses were identical on
either side of the short street, they were all well-kept and
there was an air of affluence about them.
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*“Where are we?” Dolly asked.

“Upper Trane Street,” Herbert Sweet told her. “This is
the street where Mrs. Weatherbarrow lives. She is a rich
widow and you mustn’t mind if she seems a trifle strange.
She is a very good person who dispenses a great deal of
charity.”

Flora recalled that William Booth had made a similar
assertion about the woman they were going to stay with
and she was curious to know what it might mean. Mrs.
Weatherbarrow was a little odd! But in what way?

In an effort to find out she asked, “Do you know her
well, Mr. Sweet?”

He glanced down at her. “Not really. She comes to the
mission occasionally but she spends most of her time with
William Booth.”

“Here we are!” he exclaimed, halting before one of the
houses and preventing her from asking any further ques-
tions. He took the letter William Booth had written from
the inner pocket of his jacket and mounted the several
brick steps. Flora and Dolly hovered behind him.

Flora watched him lift the heavy brass knocker on the
door to announce their arrival, They waited for several
seconds and then the door was opened by 2 thin, sour-
faced little woman in a maid’s uniform.

“Yes?” she inquired in a querulous voice, eyeing them
all in a suspicious manner.

«] have a letter for your mistress. It is from William
Booth. Would you kindly take it to her?” He handed the
woman the letter.

She took it with a hesitant air and asked, “Are you
waiting for an answer?”

“Yes,” he said. “These young ladies and I will wait.”

“Very well,” she replied and she withdrew, closing the
door on them.

After a few minutes the door was flung open by a
buxom woman in a black dress with black hair, obviously
dyed, parted in the middle in the fashion of Queen Victo-
ria. She also had the pouting face of the queen, though
she was a good deal older and had double chins.

“How dreadful that you should have been kept waiting
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out there!” she exclaimed. “Do come in, Mr. Sweet, and
bring the young women along.”

She showed them down a dark hallway to a large parlor
with partly drawn drapes on the windows that kept it in
shadow even on this bright morning.

When they were seated she said, “I have William
Booth’s letter and I shall be happy to have these young
women remain with me for a few days. I have told
William that T am always ready to help in any way that I
can.” ‘

Mrs. Weatherbarrow addressed herself to Flora. “What
a terrifying experience you have had, my dear.”

“It was frightening,” she agreed. Thus far she had not
noticed anything too eccentric about the woman.

“And for you,” Mrs. Weatherbarrow said, turning to
Dolly.

“Yes, ma’am,” Dolly agreed. “It was a fair horror, it
was!”

“Well, you’ll both be quite safe here. I have small
rooms for you and you can remain until you are able to
find employment. I think it most impressive that William
Ewart Gladstone is interested in your case. He is a fine
man and a rising politician.”

“One of our firm supporters,” Herbert Sweet informed
the woman. “Though I must say we have no better one
than yourself.”

Mrs. Weatherbarrow smiled, “But then my contribution
is not all that important. I'm not as eminent as dear Mr.
Gladstone.”

“All the same, William Booth is deeply appreciative of
the many things you have done. Since all is settled here I
must return to the mission. Every extra pair of hands is
needed there.”

Mrs. Weatherbarrow got to her feet. “Tell William
Booth the girls are welcome. And I shall be visiting the
mission again next week.”

The tall man nodded. “Thank you.” He turned to Flora.
“It seems we are about to part again. This time I hope
you have better luck.”

She and Dolly had also risen. With genuine gratitude
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she told him, “I can never thank you or William Booth
enough.”

Dolly said her thanks also, and then Mrs. Weatherbar-
row accompanied him to the door. While the girls waited
for her return they took in the details of the parlor. The
most noteworthy thing about it was the portrait hanging
over the fireplace of a thin, austere-looking man with a
bald head. His face seemed to dominate the room. Flora
saw that it was draped in black crepe to suggest mourning.

She whispered to Dolly, “That must be a portrait of her
husband, Judging by the black crepe he surely has died re-
cently.”

‘Dolly’s young face wore an awed expression as she
studied the portrait. “He’s a rum-looking cove,” she ob-
served. “Don’t imagine he ever smiled in his life!”

“Careful!” Flora admonished the younger girl as she
heard Mrs. Weatherbarrow’s heavy footsteps advancing
along the hall.

The widow came in to join them a moment later and
seeing that they were standing under the portrait, she said,
“My dear, late-lamented husband, Charles!”

Flora said, “We were just admiring the portrait.”

“BExactly like him,” the widow said staring at the paint-
ing and sighing.

“Did he die recently?”’ Flora questioned her.

“It seems recent to me,” the buxom widow said.
“Charles died ten years ago at Whitsuntide.”

Flora was startled. She knew that mourning was carried
on for some time but she’d never known a case like this.
Charles Weatherbarrow might have died only a few days
earlier from the air of sadness shown by his widow and
the mourning tokens.

The next moment Mrs. Weatherbarrow said, “This
evening we shall all sit here together and I'm sure that
Charles will have a message for you.”

Dolly’s mouth gaped open and she glanced up at the
portrait. “A message from him?”

“But of course,” the widow said. “Surely you have had
some experience with the spirit world?”

“No, ma’am,” Dolly said nervously.
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Trying to save a difficult situation Flora at once spoke
up. “Neither Dolly nor myself are old enough to know
much about such things.”

The widow nodded gravely. “I can understand that. We
think more of death as we grow older. I have constantly
investigated the spirit world since Charles’ death. And now
I'm able to reach him. He sends me the most interesting
messages.”

“Really?” Flora said in a small voice realizing she had
not up until now guessed the full extent of the widow’s ec-
centricity. She did not dare look at Dolly to note her reac-
tion.

“You shall find out for yourself tonight,” the buxom
woman said pleasantly. “I find myself close to Charles
during the twilight hour. But enough of that. I will show

you to your rooms.”
The rooms were small, the beds narrow but clean, but

Flora knew they would be safe from danger in the quiet
house. As soon as Mrs. Weatherbarrow left them Dolly
came to join her in her room with a frightened expression

on her pretty face.
“Did you hear what she said?” the younger girl de-

manded.

“I did,” Flora said. “Herbert Sweet warned me she was
a little odd but it’s nothing to be frightened about.”

“You think not?” Dolly worried. “It fair gives me
goosepimples to think about what she said.”

“Don’t show your fears,” Flora advised her. “We need
shelter here until Mr. Gladstone sends his friend to get

us.”

They spent a quiet day in the little house. When dinner
was served they sat at the table with their benefactress in
the oak panelled dining room. And as soon as the meal
was over she again brought up the subject of talking with
her dead husband.

Smiling at them from her place at the head of the table,
she announced, “Soon we shall gather in the living room
and learn what Charles has to tell us. Are you excited?”
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“Tt sounds thrilling,” Flora said politely while Dolly sat
there looking stunned.

Mrs. Weatherbarrow sighed. “Now that the dear queen
has been bereaved I'm certain that spiritualism will be-
come more accepted in our land. I cannot conceive of
Victoria not attempting to reach the spirit of her dear, de-
parted Albert!”

“Do you think that possible?”’ Flora asked.

“If she believes as truly as I do,” the widow said. “I
have written her a letter of condolence of course, but
more importantly I have described in my letter how I
have kept in touch with my own Charles. I hope that she
will take heart and follow my example.”

They were then marched into the parlor which was now
in almost complete darkness as the drapes had been fully
drawn. The sour-faced maid came tip-toeing into the room
and set out burning candles at various strategic places.

Mrs. Weatherbarrow, dominant in her black dress,
brought out a small table and set it before her favorite
chair. “Now do sit here with me,” she bade them.

They sat in the plain chairs placed before the table and
waited. The widow sat down and produced a three-cor-
nered wooden object on tiny legs. “Do you know what this
is?” she asked, placing the wooden object on the table top.

“No,” Flora said truthfully.

“It’s a ouija board,” the widow said triumphantly. “An
invention of the French, a most amazing race! You and I
shall place our hands on the pointer, Flora, and then the
spirits will move it to spell out a message. You see the let-
ters marked on the table top.”

Flora strained to study the rows of black letters in the
indifferent light. “TI do now,” she said.

“You may join us later,” the widow said to Dolly. “I
want Flora to share this experience with me first.”

Flora found herself trembling in the eerie atmosphere
of the candlelit room. Looming above them in the shad-
ows was the stern face of the man from whom they were
supposed to get a message from the grave.

The widow said, “Place your hands on the pointer with
mine.”
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She obeyed, not wanting to refuse the woman who was
showing them such kindness. As her fingers interlaced with
those of the older woman she found the widow’s flesh cold
and clammy. This made her shiver again.

Mrs. Weatherbarrow’s pale face peered at her in the
darkness. “You are frightened!” she said.

“I am nervous,” she said.

“You mustn’t be,” the widow warned her in a low
voice, “Just free your mind of every thought. Let it re-
main open,”

Flora tried desperately to obey but found it difficult.
She kept wondering how far this eerie experiment would
go and what the outcome of it would be. She also worried
about poor Dolly, who was so awed that she’d lapsed into
a motionless silence in the chair at her side.

The widow intoned, “Charles, are you there?”

There was a deep quiet in the dark room. Flora was
conscious of the beating of her own heart.

“Charles!” the widow called her husband’s name, in al-
most a wail. “Charles, do you have a message for Flora?”

Again there was a period of waiting. And then a sharp
chill shot through Flora as she realized the pointer that
she and the widow were holding was in truth beginning to
move. She knew she wasn't consciously causing the move-
ment and could only think that the widow was. She
glanced at her and saw a tense, excited look.

Then the widow began to spell out, “D-A-N-G-E-R-I-N-
L-O-V-E.” And when she came to the last letter she fell
back in her chair in near collapse, releasing her hold on
the pointer.

The woman looked so ill that Flora was alarmed. She
ieaned over the ouija board. “Are you all right?”

“Yes,” the older woman said hoarsely.

“You seem suddenly ill.”

“No,” the widow said, regaining some of her com-
posure. “No. But it-is always a strain to receive a spirit
message."”

“That was a spirit message?”’ Flora queried.

“Yes. Yoy surely felt the pointer moving across the
board and indicating the various letters.”
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“I thought you must be moving it.”

“Not at all,” the widow said sharply. “The spirits caused
the movement, not I. But Charles meant the message for
you.”

“For me?”

“Yes. It’s quite clear. He warned you, ‘Danger in love.’
So you must be careful to avoid any immediate romantic
entanglements, my dear.”

Flora shook her head. “Romance is the least likely thing
I expect to encounter.”

“You never know,” the older woman warned her. “You
are about to begin a new life. Who knows to what it may
lead?”

She sighed. “I hope it will be less trying than the ordeals
I have so recently experienced.” -

“You must be wary. Charles hardly ever sends me a
message that isn’t of value. You should take his warning
seriously. Those on the other side can see much further
ahead than we do.”

“I suppose so,” she said with a tiny shudder. The widow
was making such a strong case for the supposed spirit
message that she was almost beginning to believe in it.

. Then Mrs. Weatherbarrow turned to Dolly and said,
“Now you can try with me.”

Dolly’s head and shoulders moved in the shadows as she
gave a nervous cough. “Lor’, ma’am, 'm afraid to try it,”
she said in a tense voice.

“Nonsense. Charles does not want to harm you. He only
wishes to help you!”

Dolly gave Flora a plaintive glance. “What do you
think?”

“It’s a weird experience but it is something like having
your fortune told,” she said, knowing that Dolly had a
weakness for fortune tellers.

“Like the gyspy who read me palm?” Dolly said.

The widow told her, “It's much more accurate than
that. I'm sure your gypsy was just guessing about the fu-
ture. But when Charles makes a prediction about the fu-
ture be really knows. Just place your hands on the pointer
with mine!”
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Dolly sighed and obeyed. Now Flora sat back and
watched as the other two went through the same eerie
pattern. The widow wailed out her appeal to Charles and
asked for information about Dolly’s future.

Even though Flora was only an onlooker this time she
felt the same ghostly chill seep through her. The widow
was crooning softly now as she wailed for the pointer to
move. Dolly had gone a deathly white as she crouched
over the board.

Flora again looked up at the stern face in the portrait.
She almost expected the lips in the dark painting to begin
moving, spelling out the words of a message. Then her at-
tention was turned back to the widow again as she heard
her begin to spell out various letters in a thin voice.

The widow was saying, “A-C-C-I-D-E-N-T.” As she fin-
ished she fell back weakly in the same way she had be-
fore.

Flora exchanged a troubled look with Dolly, who had
just let go of the pointer. The younger girl’'s face was:
ashen. Flora said, “It seems we will both have to be cau-
tious.”

Dolly replied in a mere whisper. “It moved! Moved by
itself!”

Before Flora could mention that it might just have
seemed to move, the widow recovered and said, “I'm glad
you admit that, my girl. And you must indeed be wary.
Charles has clearly spelled out that you are in danger of
having an accident of some sortl”
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Chapter Ten

EacH N1GHT that Flora and Dolly remained in the widow’s
house the weird performance at the ouija board was re-
peated. On the succeeding nights she did not ask for mes-
sages for Flora or Dolly but queried about her own prob-
lems. In almost every instance she received an answer.

Flora noted that the answers usually pleased the widow,
She thought perhaps they came about through autosugges-
tion on the older woman’s part. She may have forced the
movement of the pointer without actually being aware of
it. When the message was received she would separate it
out into words and glance up at the portrait of Charles
with a murmured thanks.

By the time the third evening had passed Flora began to
wish that Henry Armitage, the young China export mer-
chant, would come to interview her. Mr. Gladstone had
promised that his friend would call and talk to both her
and Dolly. But time was passing and nothing was happen-
ing.
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The fourth morning of their stay at the house found
London in another heavy fog. As she was gazing into the
street, feeling rather depressed, a fine carriage pulled up in
front of the house and a slender male figure emerged from
it. He spoke to the driver of the cab, apparently asking
him to wait, and then crossed the sidewalk to mount the
steps of the widow’s house. A moment later she heard the
knocker and waited eagerly at the parlor window as the
maid answered the door.

Flora was only able to hear part of the exchange be-
tween them but she did manage to catch the name Armi-
tage and her heart gave a leap. Mr. Gladstone’s friend
had come at last. A moment later Mrs. Weatherbarrow’s
friendly voice joined with the others in the hallway. Then
a moment or two later the widow came into the parlor
where Flora was waiting. The young man trailed behind
her.

The widow said expansively, “Flora, I'd like you to
meet Mr. Henry Armitage, the friend whom Mr. Gladstone
mentioned. Mr. Armitage this is Flora Bain. You can chat
with her while I go fetch the other girl.”

“Thank you,” he said politely as the widow bustled out
of the room. He now turned his full attention to Flora
with a shy smile and she had her first opportunity to thor-
oughly appraise him.

He was slim, of medium height, and had an even-fea-
tured face. There was a serious cast to his deep-set blue
eyes. His bronze-colored hair curled slightly. He was
dressed neatly in brown tweeds and carried a soft tweed
hat in his hand.

“How do you do, Miss Bain,” he said in a pleasant
voice. “Mr. Gladstone was as good as his word. He came
to visit me personally about you. Unfortunately I was su-
pervising the unloading of a vessel that had just arrived
here from China. Please accept my apologies for the
delay.”

“There’s no need to apologize,” she said at once. “Dolly
Wales and I have been most comfortable here.”

“Pm glad of that,” be said. “You know why I'm here.”
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“Yes. To secure a new governness for your ten-year-old
daughter, Enid,” she said with a smile.

The young man lifted his eyebrows “You're very well
informed.”

“Mr. Gladstone mentioned the post and told me a few
things about the family. I've forgotten most of it, but I did
manage to retain your daughter’s name.”

Henry Armitage’s expression became clouded. In a
troubled voice, he said, “I may as well give you all the
particulars. My wife died when Enid was born. It was a
great tragedy for both me and the child. Enid has been
raised by a series of nurses and governesses.”

“T see,” she said.

. “My own mother has been dead for years,” he went on.

*“T do have my sister, Jessica, two years older than I, who
fres been very good. But she has her own life to live and I
cannot expect her to give my daughter all her time.”

“Of course not.”

“Happily Enid is old for her years. She has always been
a most mature child and she’s responded well to care by
various strangers. Fortunately her first nurse was with us
for five years at the most critical period of her growing
up. But now we have need of another governness. And let
me say that just talking to you has convinced me that you
would be well suited to the post.”

She smiled happily. “I would be most grateful for the
chance,” she said.

“Then you shall have it. The position will pay two
pounds a month plus room and board. And if we are all
happy with the arrangement I shall give you another
pound raise at the conclusion of your first six months,”

“That seems most generous.”

“It appears to be the going rate.”

“T wouldn’t really know. I have never worked for any-
one before.”

He nodded. “Gladstone told me your story. I hope this
marks the end of your bad luck.”

“I’'m sure that it will,” she said.

“There is also the other girl who you encountered in
your ordeals and befriended. Gladstone mentioned she was
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a kitchen maid and that you would also like to gain em-
ployment for her.”

“Yes,” she said. “I feel responsible for her in a way. I'd
like to have her near so I could talk with her and perhaps
be able to offer her advice when it might be needed.”

The young man listened with an approving look. “I
think that is kind of you. We have a large household. I'll
be glad to hire this girl as well. Salary one pound a month
and all found.”

Just then Mrs. Weatherbarrow returned with Dolly at
her side. She introduced the girl to the handsome Henry
Armitage and when Dolly found out Flora was to join his
household as governess, she gladly agreed to take a job
as kitchen maid.

He smiled at both of them. “So it is all settled. Is there
any reason why you can’t come with me now to Armitage
House? I have my carriage waiting and it is only a short
distance outside London.”

Flora said, “We can leave anytime, I'm afraid we have
no possessions to pack.”

“We lost them in the fire in that den of vice!” Dolly la-
mented.

Henry Armitage said, “You must have no concern
about that. If you need things before you have a chance
to buy them I'm sure our housekeeper, Mrs. Brant, will
find them for you. She is a most capable person.”

Mrs. Weatherbarrow beamed at Flora and Dolly. “I
shall miss you both,” she said. “We had such cozy little
sessions at the ouija board, didn’t we?”

“Yes, we did,” Flora said from a sense of gratitude.

“I shall write to you if I have any more messages for
you from Charles,” the widow told her. “As soon as you
get settled send me your proper address.”

“I will,” Flora promised. She turned to the young man.
“We mustn’t keep you waiting. We’'ll be ready in five min-
utes.” :

“Plenty of time,” he assured her as he consulted a large
watch that he took from his vest pocket. “In spite of the
fog it won’t take us long to get to our destination.”
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So it was that within ten minutes the two girls were
seated in the carriage with Henry Armitage as it moved
slowly along the London streets.

Flora was aware that this private carriage belonging to
Henry Armitage was much more comfortable to ride in
and better built than the ordinary commercial vehicles in
which she’d been a passenger. It was also going at a
slower pace than most of the carriages she’d ridden in.
She and Dolly sat on the seat with their backs to the front
of the vehicle while he sat facing them.

He smiled in the semi-darkness of the carriage and said,
“You must forgive our slow passage. My driver informed
me there are great risks because of the fog so we will
have to move at a snail’s pace. If you look out you'll no-
tice that you can hardly see the sidewalk.”

Flora leaned forward and saw that what he’d said was
true. The fog was the worst she’d ever seen, “It’s bound to
be dangerous in the thick of the traffic.”

The young man nodded. “Before you know it a heavy
dray or an omnibus could come crashing at you. I'll war-
rant that as the day progresses the public vehicles will
have guards carrying torches walking before them to guide
the way and offer a warning.”

Dolly spoke up, “I was lost in me own block once. Had
to stay with a neighbor, I did. *Course I was only six at
the time.”

Henry Armitage offered her a considerate smile. “As
long as our journey is to be tedious I may as well fill in
part of the time by telling you both something about Ar-
mitage House and its people. In that way youll be
prepared for things when we do arrive.”

“That is very considerate of you,” Flora said. She was
much taken with the young man. He seemed one of the
nicest persons she’d met since arriving in London.

“Our housekeeper, Mrs. Brant, is a woman of about
sixty. Her husband is the gardener. I think I mentioned
her earlier.”

“You did,” Flora agreed.

“Mrs. Brant is most trustworthy. She has been with the
family since before my mother died. In fact she was in
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China with my parents when Jessica and I were very
young. After my mother’s death when I was four, Mrs.
Brant took over the duties of running the household and
she has the family’s full confidence.”

“I should imagine so by this time,” she said.

“I was raised by nurses and tutors,” he went on. “I
vowed that when I had children of my own they would
have no such experience. But fate had more to say about
it than I did and my beloved wife died in childbirth leav-
ing me Enid to be brought up.”

Flora said, “That is very sad.”

“I have grown resigned to it,” the young man said. “As
I told you earlier, my sister, Jessica, lives in the house. She
has grown into a lovely young woman. I find it difficult to
understand why she hasn’t married but she seems to prefer
to stay with me and my father.”

“Your father is still alive, then?”

“Yes. But retired from the business. He is a great
mountain of a man. Some claim that is why he com-
manded such respect when he first went to China to estab-
lish trade between the Chinese and England. He is six
foot, six inches and he is very heavy now, much over-
weight. Unfortunately he has suffered from a mild form of
palsy for several years. His hands and head shake uncon-
trollably much of the time. Yet his mind is still sharp and
clear.”

Flora said, “But he is able to get around on his own?”

“Fortunately, yes,” the young man said. “He walks with
the aid of a heavy walking stick. These days he spends
much of his time upstairs taking care of a growing collec-
tion of fine Chinese antiques and objets d’art. His collec~
tion is regarded as one of the finest in the country. When
he dies the house will be stripped of those treasures and
they’ll be turned over to one of the great museums.”

“He is lucky to have an interest to occupy him,” she
said.

“Yes. He has nothing to do with the business any long-
er. Oh, he may offer me advice when I need it or ask
him for it. But for the most part he is content to spend his
time at Armitage House. He has taken the attic and the
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floor below it for his collection and the storing of items
that he hasn’t yet had time to uncrate. Of course many of
the treasures already catalogued and put in good shape are
scattered through the lower floors.”

“It sounds as if it must be an unusual house,” she said.

“I’d say it was,” he agreed. “Father never did get over
the sudden tragic death of my mother. His friends have
told me he changed a lot at that time. He aged almost
over night and his hair turned white, though he was a
comparatively young man when it happened.”

“What did happen to your mother?”

The young man looked grim. “Her health had been
failing and she had become melancholy about this. They
were on a ship owned by my father’s firm returning from
China. She vanished one night. Disappeared into thin air.
There was no doubt that she went over the side. It is pain-
ful for me to say it even now; she took her own life.”

Flora felt sorry she'd asked him this question. She apol-
ogized, “I didn’t mean to pry.”

“Quite all right,” he assured her. “These are things you
would want to know anyway. Better to have them cleared
up and out of the way. Now you will understand my fa-
ther better and why he can be strange and remote at
times. He lives with a tragic memory.”

“Of course,” she said. “But he must have been a fine
business man to have established his firm so soundly that it
has lasted for years.”

“He built well,” Henry Armitage agreed. “I'm proud
that he scorned any traffic in opium, and this has been ex-
cellent for his reputation in China. Our firm handles mostly
tea, silk, and porcelain in about that order. We have spe-
cialists working for us both in China and in this country.
That is why I've been able to take over the running of the
firm even though I'm fairly young in years. We have good
men working for us.”

She asked, “Have you visited China very often?”

“Several times since my adulthood,” he said. “It is a fas-
cinating country.”

“Will you go again?”’

“Undoubtedly. But it is a long journey and not one to
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make unless it is completely necessary. Lately we’ve had
no serious problems and I've been content to run things
from here.”

The carriage was moving a little faster now and as she
looked out the window she saw that the fog in this area
wasn’t quite so thick. She said, “The fog doesn’t seem too
bad here.”

“We are outside London now,” he informed her. “In
fact we are not too far from Armitage House itself and I
have noticed that the fog is sometimes not so serious out
this way.”

“T feel that I know your family very well already,” she
told him. “Though you have neglected to tell me much
about your own daughter. The girl who is to be my partic~
ular charge.”

He smiled wanly. “It is hard for me to discuss Enid in
an objective way. To me she is perfect. She is tall and
slender for her age and has black hair and eyes like her
mother. I fear she also may have inherited some of her
mother’s temperament. My late wife would quickly be-
come violently angry even though she was a wonderful
person in every other way.”

“I see,” she said.

- “Enid also sometimes has fits of temper,” her father
confessed. “But they pass swiftly. So I do not think you
should worry about them. She is a good scholar and all
her other governesses have been much impressed with her
progress.”

“I wonder that they would leave such a pleasant posi-
tion,” she said.

He made a gesture with his left hand. “You know how
it is with young women. They marry or they receive an
offer to travel with some relative, or something of the
sort. There are any number of reasons for their leaving.”

Flora was suddenly aware that the carriage was turning
off the main road and heading up a tree-lined private
driveway, which soon gave way to open green lawns and a
great stone mansion. Directly before it was a large pond.

She said, “So this is Armitage Housel”
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The young man nodded. “Yes. I do hope you will like it
here.”

“It’s very impressive,” she said. As the carriage rolled
up before the front entrance of the house she glanced out
again at the large pond, which was scattered with water
lilies. A wooden bird house rose from its center and a pair
of graceful swans were gliding over its surface.

Noticing her interest in the pond, he told her, “It’s a
natural pond and extremely deep in spots. We improved
on nature and made it a beauty spot of the property.”

“It is most unusual,” she agreed. She continued to study
it as the carriage came to a halt, and what she didn’t tell
him was that for no reason she could understand the pool
had made a peculiar impression on her. It had a strange,
appealing beauty, but she felt its smooth, dark surface
might conceal some malevolent secret.

Dolly had wakened from her short nap and asked,
“Have we arrived?”

“Yes,” she told her friend. “We're at the end of our
journey.” i

Dolly looked embarrassed. “I fell asleep.”

“Nothing to be ashamed of,” Henry Armitage told her.
“You’'ve gone through a lot in the past week or so.”

The driver opened the carriage door for them and he
jumped out first and then helped them down from the ve-
hicle. Escorting them up to the door, he said, “The house
has been owned by our family for more than a half-cen-
tury, but we did not build it. It was constructed one hun-
dred and fifty years ago by a strange old earl who died
soon after he’d seen it completed.”

Henry Armitage turned to Dolly and somewhat apolo-
getically told her, “Tll be turning you over to the house-
keeper, Mrs. Brant, I'm sure she’ll do well by you.”

“Thank you, sir,” the younger girl said.

Dolly’s pert little face bore almost a frightened look as
she turned to Flora. “But I shall be seeing you?”

“Of course,” Flora assured her. “At intervals we'll be
able to meet and chat when we’ve finished our work.”

“Most certainly,” Henry Armitage agreed, joining in the
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conversation. “This is not the workhouse, it is my home. I
promise you may meet when you like.”

The discussion was ended as the entrance door was
opened to them by a tall, spare woman in a long dark
dress and a tiny knitted white bonnet over her iron-gray
hair. She had a narrow, severe face. Flora guessed at once
she was Mrs. Brant.

Henry Armitage confirmed this by introducing Mrs.
Brant to them. The severe-looking housekeeper at once
took Dolly off with her. The two vanished along a dark
passage that led to the kitchens in the rear of the house.

Flora offered Henry Armitage a rueful smile. “I have
an idea Dolly is overwhelmed by your home.”

“I wonder,” he said. “She didn’t seem too happy. I think
it’s the prospect of being parted from you a good deal of
the time after being your constant companion.”

“It will seem strange.”

“You need have no hesitation in going to the kitchens to
see her whenever you like,” he said earnestly. “And you
can meet upstairs in your room or out on the grounds.”

“Thank you,” she said.

Henry Armitage gazed down at her. “Let us see if we
can find the others,” he said. He escorted her into a great,
high-ceilinged living room which was empty, so he contin-
ved on through the big room with its chandeliers, mirrors,
paintings, and luxurious furniture to a smaller drawing
room at its rear. Coming to the open double doors she
heard voices.

They entered the room, and there before a marble fire-
place stood an immense, white-haired old man leaning on
a cane. She recognized at once from the description given
her by Henry Armitage that this had to be his father,
Bradford Armitage. Standing facing him was a slender,
beautiful woman with auburn hair and green eyes who she
felt must be Henry’s older sister Jessica.

Flora felt conspicuous as the two appraised her. She
saw that the looks on their faces were cold.

Henry broke the awkward silence. “This is Miss Flora
Bain, the new governess.”
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Old Bradford Armitage bowed with a solemn air. “How
do you do, Miss Bain.”

It remained for Jessica, strikingly lovely in a gown of
pale blue, to come slowly across to her and extend a lan-
guid hand in greeting. With a tiny smile that seemed al-
most scornful about her full red lips, she said, “So you are
the remarkable young woman whom Mr. Gladstone so no-
bly rescued from the streets!”

Flora shook hands lightly and with flushed face said,
“Those are not exactly the facts.”

Jessica raised shapely eyebrows. “Then he didn’t find
you on the streets, how disappointing!”

Henry gave his sister a glance of rebuke. “Flora had a
very bad time in the city after discovering her uncle a
suicide. She finally arrived at William Booth’s mission
looking for help. It was there that Mr. Gladstone found
her, not on the streets.”

“So that is it]” Jessica said with a smirk on her almost
perfect oval face. “I misunderstood poor Mr. Gladstone
then. I thought Flora was a vicar’s daughter who had fal-
len into disgrace.”

“Well, now you know better,” her brother said, almost
curtly. “Where is Enid?”

“Your daughter misbehaved badly this morning and
when I tried to reprimand her she was extremely rude to
me,” Jessica told him, her green eyes blazing with anger.

“Oh?” He looked upset.

“Bnid was running through the living room after trip-
ping one of the young parlor maids. She stumbled against a
side table and knocked off one of your father’s precious
Chinese vases. When I ordered her up to her room be-
cause of it she called me a vicious old maid!”

Henry dismissed this with a wave of his hand. “You
should know better than to let anything she says upset
you.”

“The remark was cruel and uncalled for,” Jessica said
sternly. “I had Mrs. Brant take the child up to her room
and lock her in. That’s where you’ll find her now.”

“You know I dislike her being locked up there. I wish
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you’d waited until my return and allowed me to deal with
ber.”

Jessica continued to show anger. “I had to discipline her
in some way. She was rude to me and broke one of Fa-
ther’s treasured vases!”

Henry turned to ask the big white-haired man, “Was it
truly a valuable piece, Father?”

“I have one upstairs to replace it,”” his father said.
“Don’t punish the child on my account.”

“There! You see!” Henry said turning to his sister.

“The lovely Jessica shrugged and told Flora, “I can only
say that I'm glad you have arrived. I'm weary of trying to
discipline that child and getting no thanks for it.”

Henry Armitage looked repentant. “I’'m sorry,” he said.
“] know you mean well. But Enid is young and full of
mischief. She certainly didn’t mean to break the vase.”

“She had no business carrying on with the maids in the
living room. Goodness knows, it is difficult enough to get
them to do their work and keep them in their place with-
out her spoiling them.”

He frowned. “I'll speak to her about that.”

“T know,” Jessica said with a grim smile. “She’ll twist
you around her finger as always. She’s only a child but
you are no match for her wiles.”

“Please, Jessica. If you go on this way you'll discourage
Flora from taking the position before she even begins to
work.” -

“I very much doubt it and I think it only fair she be
prepared.”

From the fireplace Bradford Armitage gave his son and
daughter a reproving frown. “Let us have an end to your
bickering,” he told them. *“The damage is done. Enid
meant no harm. I suggest you forget the whole incident
and let this young woman be responsible for her in the fu-
ture. Then you'll have less to argue about.”

Jessica shrugged. “Whatever you like, Father. I know I
wasn’t given such liberties when I was her age.”

“Enid is a different type,” Henry reminded his sister.
“She is a very sensitive child. The last time she was locked
in her room she became very depressed.”
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“I don’t recall it,” Jessica said in a bored tone.

“You must,” Henry insisted. “She was really very upset.
She cried in my arms for some time. I had all I could do
to bring her out of it.” ’

“Spoiled!” Jessica said.

“She has been without a mother from the moment of
her birth,” Henry reminded his sister. “That has not been
easy for her.”

“Our mother died when we were very young,” Jessica
reminded him.

“But we at least had each other,” Henry protested.
“That had to make a difference. We have grown up devoted
to one another as a direct result.”

Bradford Armitage rapped his walking stick on the
stone front of the fireplace. “Enough of this,” he said. “I
want to hear no more of it!” His voice was deep and had
a ring of authority to it.

Henry’s face crimsoned. He looked like a small boy
who had been reprimanded. “I'm sorry, Father,” he apolo-
gized. “I’ll take Flora up to meet Enid.”

“High time!” the old man said.

Jessica smiled at Flora in her cold way. “I do hope we
haven’t made too bad an impression on you, Miss Bain.
We are really a very happy family here despite an occa-
sional disparity in our points of view. I'm very fond of
Henry.” As if to prove this she reached out and linked her
arm in his and gave him a warm smile.

Henry patted her hand. “I'm certain Flora understands,”
he said.

“I do,” Flora was quick to reassure them, but she had
been amazed at the display offered by the two. She could
see that Jessica was used to getting her own way and was
terribly possessive of Henry. Perhaps even to the point
where she resented his love for his motherless daughter.
This might also make ber more severe on the child than
she would normally be.

Jessica seemed in an excellent mood now. Removing her
arm from Henry’s, she said, “Well, go along! See how
your spoiled daughter has taken to her imprisonment. Lis-
ten to her stories against me! I don’t mind.”
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Henry said, “I'll not encourage her to talk against you,
I can promise you that. I will reprimand her. But I*am
worried about her being locked up there alone.

Having said this he took Flora by the arm and silently
guided her out a side door of the rear parlor and along a
hallway to the bottom of the stairs.

Then Henry confided, “Jessica is not good with children,
as you may have guessed.”

She said, “Some women aren’t.”

“Jessica is a prime example,” Henry said as they hesi-
tated at the bottom of the stairs. “She has always depend-
ed a great deal on me. When we first went out in society
I escorted her everywhere. I naturally supposed that in
time she’d find some suitable young man for herself. But
she didn’t. And when I married Enid’s mother Jessica
showed unreasonable jealousy of her. Just as she does of
Enid now. She means no harm, but it is a curious flaw in
her nature and I'm certain our father is aware of it.”

“He didn’t seem to encourage her,” Flora agreed.

“He tries to protect Enid but it is difficult. He is an old
man and not able to get about as he used to. That is why
it is so important we have a proper governess here.”

She smiled. “I've had little experience in the work but
T’ll surely do my best for your daughter.”

“That is all anyone can ask. I tremble to think what
Enid’s mental state may be after having been locked up in
her room this long. 'm sure she won’t think she’s done
anything to justify such harsh treatment.”

“It’s too bad,” Flora said.

He sighed. “Well, we may as well go up and face the
music. Perhaps having you here will help. It will tend to
put Enid on her best behavior.” They started up the curv-
ing stairway. '

When they reached the landing she was struck by a fine
oil painting of a lovely young woman in a full dark velvet
gown. “What a fine painting of your sister!”

Henry paused before the painting of the auburn-haired
beauty and said, “You're wrong. That is not a painting of
Jessica but a portrait of my mother when she was young.
This was done before her illness.”
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She stared at the painting and saw the same haughty yet
lovely face and the same dazzling green eyes. She said,
“Jessica is remarkably like her mother in appearance.”

“Yes,” he agreed. “And this, of course, makes her my
father’s favorite.”

She felt there was a note of bitterness in his voice as he
said this.

They walked down a long hallway which led to a
paneled door. The key was in the door. Hesitantly Henry
turned the key and swung the door open. The room was
large and furnished in excellent taste. It was dominated by
a large four poster bed with a canopy over it. )

Stretched out motionless on the bed was a slim, dark-
haired girl, her eyes closed as if in death. And protruding
up from her chest was the handle of a large knife!
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HEeNRY sOBBED out his daughter’s name as he reached her
bedside. “Enid!”

Suddenly the still form on the bed came to life and
Enid sat up with a burst of laughter. She reached over and
held up the knife, which had been artfully arranged to
seem plunged in her as she held it pressed between her
body and her arm.

“I knew you'd be terrified, Father!” she said, bubbling
with laughter as she spoke.

“How could you play such a trick on me?”

“You locked me in my room again! Or at least Jessica
did. I decided to teach you both a lesson!” The girl swung
around and got down off the bed. She was unusually tall
for her age. She was also thin and pretty in a childish
way.

Her father was still stunned. “What made you think of
such a diabolical thing?”

“I tried to think what might frighten you most,” Enid
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told him frankly. “I saw the knife and decided to pretend
I'd killed myself.”

“That was very wicked of you!” her father said, as
Flora stood numbly by.

“Jessica was cruel to me!” the youngster retorted. And
now she turned to Flora. “Is this the new one? My new
governess?”

Henry nodded. In a tired fashion he said, “This is Miss
Flora Bain and I hope she’ll succeed in teaching you how
to be a proper young lady and not the mad magpie you
are now!”

The winsome, dark-haired girl laughed. “I'm not all that
bad, Father. Only when I'm dealt with unfairly. And
Jessica dotes on being unfair to me!”

“We'll discuss that at some more appropriate time,”
Henry Armitage said. “In the meanwhile I'm going to
leave you in Miss Bain’s care and hope that she will not
be too discouraged by you.”

Enid grimaced and there was a merry light in her black
eyes. “You’re not afraid of me, are you, Miss Bain?”

“No,” she said as evenly as she could. “Though I do
hope you'll refrain from any more charades like the one
you've presented for us just now.”

Enid looked delighted. She grasped her father’s hand
and said, “See, Father! Miss Bain understands! It was a
charade! You first taught me how to play them.”

He gave his daughter a resigned look. “At the time I
did not anticipate your indulging in anything as macabre
as that knife business.”

“No harm done!” Enid laughed. “And thank you for
ﬁndmg Miss Bain, Father I'm certain we're going to get
along.”

“I wish I could be as sure,” her father said with a sigh,
He turned to Flora and said, “I'll leave you with her for a
little while and I'll see you downstairs at dinner. I wish
you good luck.”

As soon as he left the room and closed the door after
him Flora confronted the girl with the black pigtails and
plain yellow dress.

“That was a most shameful thing to do,” she said. “Did
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you hear that cry of pain from your father who loves you
so?"

The youngster eyed her with disdain. “He deserved it!”

“You’re wrong! He didn’t!”

Enid looked uneasy. “We don’t want to begm by
quarreling, do we?™

“No. If only for your father’s sake,” she sa1d “I hope
that from now on you'll remember you're a young lady
and behave like one.”

The keen black eyes searched her face. “Didn’t Mr.
Gladstone find you in a brothel?” ‘

This jolted Flora. “He did not!” she retorted. “And
where did you learn a word like brothel?”

“Jessica told me,” the child said, delighted to implicate
her aunt. “This morning she told me that Father was
bringing a brothel hussy to tutor me because it was all I
deserved!”

Flora’s face was crimson. She knew that Enid had not
made this up. The ten-year-old, precdcious as she might
be, had certainly heard this talk from the jealous Jessica.
It angered her to think how lightly her name had been
taken.

She faced the child sternly. “None of that is true,” she
told her. “My father was a vicar and we lived in Sussex. I
was only in London for a short while.”

“I was only repeating what Jessica said!”

“Don’t repeat it anymore, it is sheer nonsense. I want to
begin with you honestly and we’ll do much better if we
are friends.”

“I don’t mind being your friend,” Enid decided.

“Let us begin there,” Flora suggested. “You must tell
me how far you’ve advanced in your various studies.”

“I'm way behind. My last governess, Lily, was madly in
love with Father. She paid no attention to me at all. She
was out to marry him!”

“How can you say that?” .

“Everyone said it. Even Grandfather, and he doesn't talk
much to anyone. He’s always upstairs in the attic with
those Chinese treasures of his. Lily annoyed him with her
mooning about after my father!”
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“You are much too young to know about such things,”
Flora told her.

“No,” Enid said with delight. “I know all about it. In
the end it was why we lost Lily.”

Flora knew she had to take a strong stand from the
start with the difficult young miss or she might not be able
to handle her at all. So she said, “I want to hear no more
of thatl”

Enid looked crestfallen. “Don’t you enjoy gossip?”

‘SNO!’I

‘SI dolﬁ

“That’s obvious. But we’re going to have to divert your
interests to some more useful channel.”

The child stared at her curiously. “You really mean
that, don’t you?”

“Yes!” ;

Enid stood up. “I won't be bullied! I'm almost as tall as
you!”

“It doesn’t make any difference how tall you are,” Flora
said. “You're still only a ten-year-old and I intend you
shall behave like one. Not trip the maids when they’re at
work and run off to break your grandfather’s valuable
vases.”

The girl looked chagrined. “Jessica told you about that.”

“I’ve heard a good deal about you,” she warned.

Enid surprisingly broke into a smile. “I like you, Flora,”
she said. “Maybe it will be fun having a governess again.”

“And you will address me as Miss Bain,” Flora in-
formed her.

“Do you mean it?”

“I do. It is one thing you must do. Address your elders
in a proper fashion. And I happen to be your elder.”

“All right,” Enid said in a small voice.

“Now let us get down to finding out about your
studies,” she said sternly.

That was how she began with Enid. The youngster re-
sponded slowly but she did yield to Flora’s will. It did not
take Flora long to learn that the girl was intelligent far
beyond her ten years. Flora was pleased and certain that
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if Enid’s energies were directed properly there would be
no major problems with her.

By the time they went down to join the others at dinner
Flora had drilled two lessons into her charge. One was to
be more respectful in addressing her elders and the other
was to wait for her turn in any conversation. As a result
Henry Armitage congratulated Flora after dinner for the
marked improvement there had been in his daughter
within only a few short hours.

“You are remarkable! A born governess!” he declared.

She smiled faintly. “I don’t deserve compliments yet,
but I hope to given time.”

Jessica had been vaguely indifferent to it all. She had
spent most of her time imposing herself on her brother in
a shameless way. Flora noted that the elder Armitage sat
there observing all this with a good deal of disgust. And
when dinner ended in the high-ceilinged, paneled dining
Toom the old man contrived to see her out to the living
room and to be her partner in an after-dinner brandy.

When they were safely established in a quiet corner of
the big room, with glasses in hand, the old man said in his
booming voice, “Have you noticed the vast amount of art
treasures I have brought back from the mainland of China
with me?”

Flora said, “How could I miss them?” She indicated a
tall screen in red, white, and gold enamel that stood
against an opposite wall of the room. “That screen alone
must be worth a fortune.” _

The big man chuckled with pleasure. “I must admit you
have good taste. That is perhaps the single most valuable
item in my collection. It bears fine scene studies of the
mountains and lakes of China.”

“T must make a tour of the house when I have time,”
she said.

“If you will warn me in advance I shall arrange to join
you and give you a conducted tour of the place,” he said.
“I think you will do a vast amount of good bere. Before
you sent my granddaughter up to bed I was aware of an
improvement in her behavior.”
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She smiled faintly. “That is only a start. Really helping
the child will take time.”

“Forgive my great delight in the child but I am a lonely
man and she means a great deal to me.”

“I understand.”

“I'm not sure that you do. My children, Jessica and
Henry, no longer look up to me. I'm now merely their
rather childish old parent. They refuse to listen to me
about most things. So I'm left with only that little girl to
respect me and share my thoughts with.”

Flora was touched by the old man’s words. “I'm cer-
tain she’s very fond of you. And she is no longer a little
gitl. I'd call her large for her age.”

“She takes after me,” the old man said happily. “Large
people are the rule in my family. It is strange that Jessica
and Henry don’t have the trait, but it was passed on in
Enid’s case.”

Suddenly the old man’s mood changed. With a raised
finger he cautioned, “You mustn’t allow yourself to be
scared away from here.”

This sudden warning startled her. “Why should I be
frightened of this house?”

The man took a sip of his brandy and then said, “You
are right! Why should you be frightened of this house?”

“You haven’t answered my question by merely re-
peating it,” she pointed out, feeling slightly uneasy.

“Really I meant nothing,” he assured her rather too
hastily. “I'm so anxious that you should remain with us I
have been overemphatic. You must forgive me!”

Her eyes fixed on his florid face. “I suppose this house
like many others has some dark secrets in its past.” It was
a chance, but she saw at once it had registered.

Looking thoroughly upset the old man said, “Armitage
House is no exception. But you need not be touched by its
dark history. You are only here as an employee.”

Just then Henry Armitage came up to join them. The
slender young man looked amused.

“I'm sure Father is telling you about his rare Li Ti
paintings or perhaps about his imperial Kuan porcelains.
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You mustn’t allow him to bore you with dry talk of his
collection.”

Bradford Armitage told his son, “You are quite wrong.
Miss Bain and I were discussing Enid and her problems.
Pm anxious to see my granddaughter off to a good start
with her governess this time.”

“I quite agree,” Henry said with a smile for her. “I'm
happy that you remained down here with us this evening.
I feel it important that we get to know you well and that
you feel yourself to be one of us.”

“That is very kind of you,” she said.

“Mind you,” the elderly Armitage intervened, “I will
not promise to refrain from giving you a tour of my
Chinese collection one day soon. I do have some fine
pieces, and the queen was pleased to accept a gift of a
Chang Seng-yu painting which I sent her.”

“Just glancing about is a treat to the eye,” Flora told
him. And it was true. The house featured every sort of
Chinese art treasure, from the plates used for formal din-
ing, to the lacquer paintings, the earthenware of centuries

- earlier, and the great metal Buddhas gazing down from
their stands in various niches.

" “We don’t lack things Chinese,” Henry said with a wry
smile. “But then, because of our business connections with
China, we are in an excellent position to pick up fine art
pieces.”

As he finished speaking two newcomers suddenly ar-
rived. A stooped, gray-haired man with a straggly beard
and a beautiful young blonde woman came into the living
room and were at once greeted by Jessica.

“Please excuse me for a moment,” he said. “I must
greet Sir Thomas Waring and Madge.”

Flora turned to Bradford Armitage and said, “Sir
Thomas has a very beautiful daughter.”

The big man chuckled as he leaned heavily on his cane.
“Wife, Miss Bain! Madge is the wife of Sir Thomas!”

“Really?” She was shocked. “There must be a great age
difference between them and he seems in such feeble
health.”

“He is not well, although they were married only re-
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cently,” Henry’s father said. “Perhaps a young wife will
help restore him to full vigor again.”

“It is to be hoped s0,” she said quietly, feeling she had
been wrong in making any comment on the match.

However, Bradford Armitage seemed anxious to pursue
the subject. “Madge was about to become engaged to
Henry once but they had some lovers’ misunderstanding
and broke it off. I never did get the facts. Her family is
not rich and I suspect she married Sir Thomas, who is
older than her parents, in a bid to restore her family’s for-
tunes.”

She glanced up at the old man. “I would consider that a
poor basis for a marriage.”

“I quite agree,” he said. “Sir Thomas is our neighbor;
he has the estate to the right. Our grounds meet and we
have no boundary fences. For years we have lived in great
harmony with his family. Now he is the last of the line.”

“So you are bound to remain friendly with him,” she
said, considering the older man’s explanation.

“Exactly,” he said. “And Madge shall always be wel-
come here. Though I do think that Henry’s seeing her as
the bride of Sir Thomas causes him some pain. But that
cannot be helped. There have been marriages of conve-
nience before and there are bound to be many of them in
the future. One must be realistic. Let me take you over
and introduce you to Sir Thomas.”

She would have preferred to have gone up to bed but
she saw no escape. She would have to remain to at least
meet Sir Thomas and his bride. Bradford Armitage labori-
ously made his way across the room, puffing a little and
leaning on his cane.

By the time they reached Sir Thomas his wife had
moved away for a private conversation with Henry in an-
other part of the room. Sir Thomas was standing with
Jessica engaged in a rather strained exchange. Bradford
Armitage at once introduced Flora to the old man.

‘Sir Thomas was kindly in his greeting of her. His
sunken eyes fixed on her as he said, “You have a nice
glow of health in your cheeks, young woman. You did not
get that in our London fog.”
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“I made my home in Sussex until recently,” she said.

“Ah!” he exclaimed. “That explains it then. In my young-
er days I was a country squire. I enjoyed the life!”

“I shall always remember Sussex with pleasure,” she
agreed.

Jessica spoke with a cool smile and raised chin as she
said, “Miss Bain is our new governess.”

“Indeed,” the old man said absently. Her words had
made no impression on him, though Flora suspected the
statement had been made to keep her in her proper place.

The two men began to discuss politics and she found
herself thrown into Jessica’s company.

Jessica eyed her in an appraising manner. “We must
soon fix you up with a proper wardrobe. That dress you're
wearing is rather shabby for an occasion like this.”

She blushed. “It is all I have at the moment. But I do
plan to get other things.”

“I should hope so,” Jessica said. She turned her glance
to the distant Henry and Madge. “If you had half the
dresses of that greedy little creature you wouldn't know
what to do with them.”

“Really?” She didn’t know what to say to this.

“Yes,” Jessica went on in her acid way. “She has that
doting old husband of hers buy her twice the amount of
clothes she can use. Perhaps it’s her idea of compensa-
tion.” Jessica gave Flora a sour smile. “You see she’s not
happy in her marriage. She has always loved Henry. But
Henry doesn’t love her. He'’s sorry for her but it ends
there.”

“I see,” she said awkwardly.

“Because Henry is an attractive man and a wealthy one
as well there are all sorts of females setting their caps for
him,” Jessica went on. “But I don’t think he’s interested in
any of them. I'm convinced he’ll never marry again. His
first marriage was a tragic mistake.”

She stared at the lovely, but bitter, girl. “I had the im-
pression they were ideally happy until her tragic death.”

“She wasn’t right for Henry,” Jessica said emphatically.
“There are times when I think that her death was fortu-
nate. Not that I would ever say so to him. And she left
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him a difficult legacy in Enid. I often think that child is
mad!”

Flora said, “Precocious, perhaps. But surely not mad!”

“Sometimes it is hard to draw a line between the two,”
Jessica suggested. “It also means the nuisance of having
governesses here. Though I’'m sure you will prove no prob-
lem.”

“Thank you,” she said quietly, aware that Jessica likely
thought her one. This jealous sister of Henry’s resented the
presence of any other female.

Jessica gave her a meaningful look. “You must have
heard about Lily?”

“The governess before me?”

“Yes. A silly little thing, though she was pretty enough.
But not a brain in her head,” Jessica went on viciously.
“And of course she fell in love with Henry and hoped that
he would marry her.”

“Oh!” She was dismayed by the revelation and won-
dered if Jessica was offering it as a warning to her. -

“It was terribly embarrassing,” Jessica said, her eyes on
Madge Waring again. “And now we have that one coming
here with her ancient husband and pouring all her woes
into Henry’s ears. I'm certain he would prefer not to hear
them but it gives her an excuse to be in his company.”

Flora knew that in Jessica’s opinion no girl was worthy
of her beloved brother. It became clearer and clearer to
her that one of the unpleasant things about living at Armi-
tage House would be having to endure Jessica’s mad ob-
session where her handsome brother was concerned.

Feeling ill at ease, she said, “I think it is time I should
retire.”

“Without meeting Lady Waring?” Jessica said mali-
ciously. “I'm positive Madge would be disappointed and
hurt. She knows you were discovered by Henry and she
must be curious about youw.”

As if to offer proof of Jessica’s comment Henry and
Madge now came strolling towards them. Seeing Madge at
closer range she was struck by her pale, almost frightened
face. The young woman appeared to be under a serious
strain, though even this did not detract from her love-
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liness. She had the typical peaches and cream British com-
plexion and the fragile beauty which accompanied it.

Henry came up and introduced her. “Lady Madge War-
ing, I'd like you to meet Enid’s new governess, Miss Flora
Bain"’ e

“How do you do,” Madge said in a small voice that
suited her looks.

“I understand you and Sir Thomas are neighbors,”
Flora said in an effort to relieve the general tension.

“Yes,” the blonde woman said. “I often go for walks on
the grounds. No doubt I'll encounter you and Enid.”

“That would be very pleasant,” she said.

Henry seemed anxious for them to be friends. He
turned to Madge and said, “Miss Bain had a most har-
rowing series of adventures on her arrival in London. It is
amazing that she has survived them so well. I hope that
she will be happy here with us.”

Madge Waring gave her an anxious look. “Yes. I hope
you like it here.”

“I think I will,” she said. “I find the pond especially ap-
pealing.”

The reaction to her words was puzzling. Henry crim-
soned while Madge’s lovely face took on an expression of
dismay. It remained for Jessica to make a reply.

" “You are not the first to notice its peculiar quality.”

Not knowing what to say, she replied, “Really?”

Henry seemed to have recovered his poise for he now
spoke up quickly, saying, “Such ponds are unusual and it
does add to the beauty of the grounds.”

. Jessica smirked as she glanced over at Madge. “Still I
doubt that you would want a similar one, would you,
Madge?”

“No, I think not,” Madge said in a small, frightened
voice.

None of it made any sense to Flora. She felt a strong
urge to get out of the room and away from these people.
She was weary and uneasy in their company.

She said, “If you will excuse me. I have a slight
headache. I think I will go upstairs.” :

“Of course,” Henry said at once. “It was good of you to
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remain down here so long. We shouldn’t have insisted on
it your first night here.”

She managed a wan smile for him. “I didn’t mind. And
I have thoroughly enjoyed meeting everyone.”

She said good night and left. She thought to herself, it
had been an unusual night. Evidently something was not
quite right about the gloomy old mansion and the people
in it. The people of Armitage House were living under
some sort of eerie tension that seemed to extend even to
their neighbors. As yet she had no hint of what it might
be. But she knew something was wrong and was being
concealed from her.

She had sensed it in Bradford Armitage’s manner and
again when she’d talked to Madge and Henry. Even
Jessica had mysteriously hinted at things which had not
been explained. She felt that the wild, erratic behavior of
the ten-year-old Enid also reflected the shadow under
which everyone in the old house lived. And now she had
become a member of the household and she might come
to fall under that shadow.

What was it old Bradford Armitage had said in an ef-
fort to placate her? “You need not fear for yourself, since
you are only an employee here.”

Surely this meant something. And she very much
doubted that it made any difference whether she was an
employee or not. She had come to.live at Armitage House
and she would most likely share the same tensions as the
others. But what were the secrets of the ancient mansion?
How would she discover them?

These questions raced through her troubled mind as she
made her way up the curving stairway to the upper land-
ing. She paused here to study the portrait of Jessica’s
mother. A shaft of blue moonlight cut across the landing
to illuminate the painting. Again she marveled at how the
mother and daughter resembled each other. And she pon-
dered on this woman who had died long ago and mysteri-
ously at sea. This beauty who had become so surfeited
with life that she had plunged over the side of the vessel
returning to England to drown in the murky depths of a
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distant sea. And yet her likeness remained alive here in
this strange old house of dark memories.

She was about to move on to the next stairway when
she saw a movement in a distant corner of the landing.
Then out of the shadows a thin hand emerged and reached

out for her.
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Chapter Twelve

FLORA FOUGHT the impulse to cry out in fear as the hand
showed itself. Then very gradually a form took shape in
the shadows.

“Flora!” A familiar voice said, and she knew it was
Dolly who had been hiding there waiting for her.

“Dolly!” she gasped as they stood together in the
darkness. “You terrified me. At first all I could see was
your hand.”

“Sorry,” Dolly said. “But I wanted to see you and I
didn’t know how else I could manage it.”

“I understand,” she said. “Are you making out all right
in the kitchen?”

“Good enough,” the younger girl said. “It’s the same
sort of work I was doing before but at least it’s better
than what Mrs. Fernald had planned for me.”

“We should both be grateful,” Flora said.

“I suppose so,” Dolly agreed reluctantly. “What about
you? Are you satisfied?”

“The girl ’'m to take care of will be a problem,” she
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said. “She’s high-strung and given to playing practical
jokes. Also, she dislikes discipline of any kind.”

“Sounds like you’ll have your hands full.”

“I expect so. Yet she’s very intelligent. I’'m basing my
hopes on that. With tuck I may reach her and be able to
do something for her.”

Dolly sighed. “Like everything else this isn’t just what
we’d hoped for.”

“Things seldom are,” she said.

“There’s something else.”

“Oh?”

“There’s whispers below stairs that there’s a ghost in the
house.”

Flora said, “Are you sure?”

“Yes. I heard cook talking to the first parlor maid. And
cook wanted to know if anyone had seen the ghost lately
and the parlor maid said no, but that didn’t mean any-
thing. Sometimes it doesn’t show itself for weeks and then
people see it two or three nights in succession.”

A chill ran through Flora. “Did they describe the
ghost?” '

“No. They stopped talking when I came near.”

“And you weren’'t able to get any information from
anyone else?”

“I tried to get some of the other kitchen girls to talk
about it but they just looked scared and clammed up!”
Dolly told her.

“Very strange.”

“That’s what 1 say. Why did we have to come to a
house that is haunted.”

“We can’t be sure that it is yet,” she replied. “Why not
stop worrying until we learn more about this?”

“Tll try to find out all I can. Soon as I know anything
I'll get the word to you somehow.”

“Do,” she urged the younger girl. “And if I learn of
anything I feel important I will advise you.”

“I wish we were together,” Dolly lamented.

“So do 1,” she said.

“Where is your room?” Dolly asked.

“The next floor. It adjoins the child’s.”
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“T’ll remember,” the younger girl said. “Now I must be
back off to my own room before I'm missed.”

“Take care,” Flora told her. A close bond had grown
between them in the short time they’d spent together.

Dolly scurried down the curving stairway and on up to
the next floor. The news that the house was haunted did
not come to Flora as a surprise. In fact it fitted in with
her own feelings that there was a shadow over the house.
She clung to the railing in the dark and finally reached the
next landing. Then she made her way along the corridor
to her room.

She let herself inside and lighted a candle. At least she
was no longer in total blackness. Lifting up the candle-
holder she went to the door connecting her room with
Enid’s and slowly opened it.

The child was in her bed fast asleep, breathing deeply.
Satisfied that her charge was safe, she withdrew into her
own room and prepared for bed.

She had been in bed for perhaps a half-hour and was al-
most asleep when a scream came from somewhere in the
house. It was sharp and short-lived but it brought her fully
awake and into a sitting position. What did it mean and
where had it come from?

She remained awake and sitting up in bed for some
time thinking that the scream might be repeated but it
wasn’t. There was no sound from the adjoining room so
she assumed that Enid hadn’t been awakened by it, and
after a long while she lay back in bed and finally slept
again.

But as she slept she was tormented by a strange dream.
The door of her room opened and a ghostly figure entered
the room. The figure of a woman wearing a hooded black
garment. The face of the woman was lost in shadow. She
sat up in bed as the intruder continued to advance on her.

“Who are you?” she cried out in her dream but there
was no reply.

The figure came to her bedside and only then did she
see the gleaming knife blade in the ghost’s hand. She cried
out and hunched back on the bed in fear. Now the ghost
lifted the knife high and at the same time the hood fell
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back to reveal the head of Jessica! Her lovely face wore
an expression of grim hatred as she swung the knife down
at Flora.

Flora dodged back just in time to avoid the blade and
at the same instant came awake. Her heart was pounding
with fear and she expected to see the ghost above her but
the room was empty. There was no one! It had merely
been an ugly nightmare induced by all she had seen and
heard. Yet she took it as an ill omen and perhaps a warn-
ing of dangers which lay in store for her.

.The balance of the night she slept without interruption,
When she awoke the morning sun was streaming into her
room, and she got up to wash and dress. It was while she
was thus engaged that a soft knock came at her door.

Still in her nightgown she went to the door and asked,
“Who is it?”

“Mrs. Brant, the housekeeper,” came the reply. “May 1
come in?”

“Of course,” she said as she unbolted and opened the
door.

The stern-looking woman entered carrying several
dresses and other clothes in her arms, which she placed on
the bed.

“T think you'll find that all these will fit you very well,”
the housekeeper said. “There’s a pretty good supply of all
you'll need.”

“How can I thank you?”’ she said. “You must allow me
to pay you back.”

“That is unnecessary. The clothes happened to be here
in storage so you may as well make use of them.”

Flora examined some of the clothing and was impressed
by the quality. “These are good dresses,” she said. “To
whom did they belong?”

The housekeeper eyed her coldly. “They were hers.”

“Hers?” she asked blankly.

“Lily’s,” the housekeeper said in the same icy tone.

The name registered with her. “You mean the young
woman who was governess here before I came.”

“Yes.”
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“Won'’t she need them? Did she just leave them to pick
up later?” Flora wondered.

“No,” the housekeeper said. “You can keep them and
not worry about them. She won’t want them.”

“I see,” she said, though in truth she didn’t.

Mrs. Brant went to the door and hesitated holding the
knob. “No need to mention this to anyone. Just take the
clothes and be grateful for them.”

“Of course!” she replied.

But Mrs. Brant had already left and closed the door.
Flora held up one of the dresses and saw that 1t would in-
deed fit her.

On impulse she decided to wear a pretty brown one
with light brown facing, jabot, and sleeve ends. She barely
finished dressing when the door joining her room with
Enid’s opened and the ten-year-old came bursting in.

“Good morning!” Enid cried with a smile.

Flora smiled back. “Yes, it is a good morning. But you
startled me. Hasn’t anyone told you to always knock on
doors before you enter?”

The slender dark girl wore a black dress. She skipped
to the window to casually glance out. “I don’t know.
Maybe.”

“If they have you can’t have paid much attention to
them,” she said accusingly.

Enid turned to her with a shrug. “Is it so unportant?"

“Yes, it is,” she said firmly. “It’s a lesson I want you to
learn and always remember. Knock on doors before you
enter a room!”

“All right,” the youngster said sullenly. Then her face lit
up and she exclaimed, “I know that dress. I’'ve seen it be-
fore!”

Flora stood before her embarrassed. “Have you?”

“Yes. It belonged to Lily.”

Flora felt she must face her squarely. She said, “Is that
important? Mrs. Brant brought it to me and told me I
could have it as I have no dresses. So why make so much
fuss about it?”

Enid said, “I don’t mind 1f you don’t.”

“Why should I mind? And why should it concern you?”
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she asked. “If 'you were a polite little girl you would not
have mentioned it!”

“Why not?”

“Out of consideration for me,” she said. “You might
have hurt my feelings.”

“Oh!” Enid seemed to suddenly understand,

Primly, she said, “If we have that settled we can now
go down to breakfast and then begin lining up your
studies.”

“Can we work at my studies outdoors if it is a warm
day?” the little girl asked.

“I see no reason why not,” she said.

“I like to study outdoors,” Enid said. “It's more fun!”

A little later in the morning they set out for the garden,
their arms laden with books. Flora had noticed a marble
bench at one end of the pool, which she thought might
make a good spot for their work. Enid had run on ahead
of her and so she now called to her.,

“Wait!”

Enid turped and came back across the grass. “What is
it?”

“Why don’t we work by the pond rather than go on to
the gardens?” Flora asked.

A strange look came to her face. “No,” Enid said. “I
don’t want to sit there.”

uWhy?n

“I don't like the pond,” Enid told her, with a tremor in
her voice. “It’s ugly! Full of ugly secrets!”

“Enid!” she exclaimed in reproach. *“That’s very silly .of
you!”

“I don’t care! I hate the pond and you can’t make me
sit by it!” she cried, and raced off in the direction of the
garden.

Flora was nonplused. She watched the child vanish be-
hind a tall green hedge of the garden and then turned to
gaze at the pool. It was placid, its surface green from the
reflection of the nearby trees. One of the swans was swim-
ming about gracefully while the other sat on the wooden

156



CHINA SHADOW

ledge of the bird house in the center. There was nothing
here that spoke of anything but quiet beauty to her.

She walked on to join Enid in the garden, amazed at
the child’s reaction to studying by the pond. She wondered
if it might have anything to do with a fear of water. There
was so much about Enid that she did not know. But she
knew she must proceed slowly or nothing could be accom-
plished. So she decided not to say anything further about
the pond and proceeded with lining up a course of study.

Enid was seated on a bench near the rose bushes and
she was deep in a book as Flora came up to sit on the
bench with her.

“What are you reading?” Flora wanted to know.

“It is a child’s history of the Crusades,” Enid said, look-
ing up at her. “I love to read about history.”

Flora smiled at her. “Do you? Well, that’s a good sign.
We’ll read a lot of it.”

Enid closed the book and stared up at her with childish
seriousness. “But then history is being made all the time,
isp’t it? Even today.”

“That’s so. History is a record of past events. Events
that were once lived by someone just as we live in the
present.”

“Have you read about the Crimean War?” Enid wanted
to know.

“] lived through it,” Flora told her. “And so did you, al-
though you must have been only about three years old
when it began. But I can remember my father taking me
to see the soldiers gathering to climb on a wagon and be
trundled off to join their regiments in London. It was very
sad.”

“Did your father have to go to war?”’

“No. He was older and the vicar of a church.”

“Did you live near the church?”

“Always.”

“What about your mother?”

“My mother died when I was young. I had only my fa-
ther.”

Enid’s eyes widened in wonder. “You were just like
me!”
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“I suppose in a way, I was,” she agreed, anxious for any
link that would bring her closer to the child.

“My mother died when I was born and I have only my
father. But then I had nurses and governesses. What about
y0u 1]

“I was brought up by a faithful housekeeper and my fa-
ther acted as my teacher, so I needed no governess.”

Enid looked forlorn. “My father rides off to London ev-
ery day and works in his office. I would much prefer that
he stay here and teach me like your father did.”

She offered the youngster a sympathetic smile. “Your
father has wide business interests. He is a man of affairs.
He can’t stay at home. The others in his firm wouldn’t
know what to do without someone to direct them. My fa-
ther’s duties were different, you see.”

The dark girl nodded. “He had only to preach on Sun-
days?”

“He did more than that but it didn’t require his leaving
home for London,” Flora told her.

“My father trades with China.”

“I know.”

“He says he’s going to take me there one day.”

“That would be exciting.”

“He says if we do go there he'll hire a Chinese woman
to look after me and she will be called an amah!”

“Indeed!”

“Would you like to go to China, Miss Bain?”

“I really have never thought about it,” she admitted. “I
suppose it might be interesting.”

“You have been in London?”

“Yes'”

“I’ve only been there once,” Enid lamented.

“You really live on the outskirts of London,” Flora told
her.

“But I'm talking about right in the city. The streets
were so exciting with great wagons and ‘omnibuses. And in
the parks there were fine ladies and gentlemen on.riding-
horses. Once we saw a fire engine racing by and making a
great noise and there were men in red uniforms and shiny
helmets riding on it to the fire.”

158



CHINA SHADOW

She smiled. “Yes. London can be a most exciting
place.”

“Father talked of sending me to Mrs. Hartley’s School
for Young Ladies as a boarder. But when he took me
there he couldn’t make his mind up to it. Jessica was in a
rage.”

“Why?”

“Because it had been her idea in the first place.”

“I see,” she said. This didn’t surprise her. She wondered
why Jessica hadn’t hit on some such plan to rid herself of
this child’s presence at Armitage House since she hated
her so much.

“It was a very strict school and my father thought the
little girls there all looked very sad.”

“Maybe they did.”

“My father didn’t like it at all so we left and spent the
rest of the day shopping. I loved the stores.”

“I can imagine.”

“There were fine, thin gentlemen behind the counters to
serve you and Father even bought some lovely velvet cloth
for Jessica so she wouldn’t be too angry at his bringing me
home again. But she was angry just the same.”

“Why should it make any difference to her?”

“Because she doesn’t like me,” the youngster said with
wisdom beyond her years. “And that doesn’t matter since
I don’t care for her either.”

Flora warned. “You mustn’t say such things.”

“Then when we came home Jessica refused to accept
the velvet from Father and so he gave it to Mrs. Brant.
Jessica didn’t speak to me for days and it was after that
Father hired Lily. And now you are to be my governess.”

“I was hired for that purpose,” she said. “But so far we
haven’t made any beginnings.”

“I disagree,” Enid said. “I've learned a lot of things
about you and you've heard how 1 almost was sent to a
boarding school.”

“Let us proceed with our lessons so there’ll be no dan-
ger of that happening again,” Flora said. “Let us begin
with history since you enjoy it. I'll mark you out some
reading assignments.”
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In that way the lessons began. Within a short time .
Flora had a week’s work planned ahead. Enid was bright
for her ten years, much more like an adult in her thought
and conversation. She felt if she could just keep her inter-
est there would be no problems in teaching her. When
they finally had the work all lined out she told Enid she
might have the rest of the morning off.

The little girl jumped up from the bench with bright
eyes. “Do you really mean it?”

“Yes. You must have time for play as well as study.”

“That’s wonderfull I try to meet cook’s little girl every
morning out back by the stables. The groom lets us watch
him take care of the horses and sometimes he puts us on
their backs for a ride. And afterward we play hide-and-
seek!”

“Exercise and the outdoors are good for you,” Flora
said with a smile of dismissal.

“Thank you, Miss Bain!” Enid exclaimed and ran out of
the garden in the direction of the house.

Flora remained on the bench for a few minutes,
straightening out the various books and the notes she’d
jotted down. Then, with a feeling of a morning’s work well
done, she got up and also strolled across the lawn towards
Armitage House.

When she entered the cool interior of the house she was
greeted by a cold smile from Jessica, who had just come
down the curving stairway.

“I saw you and your charge in the garden. Isn’t it dis-
tracting, attempting to study in the open?”

“No,” she said. “I don’t think it makes any difference at
all. And it’s so much more pleasant.”

Jessica’s eyes were fixed on her. “More pleasant for
you, you mean, of course.”

She felt her cheeks crimson. “More pleasant for me and
much healthier for Enid.”

The girl at the bottom of the stairs laughed derisively.
“I find that amusing.”

“I can’t see why.”

“Let me tell you that Enid has had a long succession of
would-be governesses like you when she should be in a
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boarding school. And I don’t expect you to be any more
successful with her than the others.”

“I find her very bright.”

“You will discover she is too brilliant for you,” Jessica
warned her. “Wait for some of her tricks! You’ll find out!”

“I think she does very well considering she has no
mother and the tensions which she must face in this
house,” Flora declared as she defended the girl.

Jessica raised her eyebrows. “How interesting! You have
already formed an opinion about all of us!”

“Rather of the general atmosphere of the house.”

“Much the same thing,” Jessica said, dismissing her ex-
planation. “I'm certain you aren’t going to last long here.”

“I'll leave only if I’'m undermined in some way,” Flora
told her. “I want no quarrel with you, Miss Armitage, but
you are making my position here difficult with your com-
ments. If I have to suffer many more of them I shall feel
impelled to complain to your brother.”

“To Henry?” Jessica asked with a quiet maliciousness.

£ st

The red-haired girl threw back her head and laughed. “I
don’t think you have caught the atmosphere of this house
as well as you think, Miss Bain. It is I not Henry who
makes the final decisions here.”

“We'll see,” she said quietly.

Jessica descended the step and came across to inspect
her. “My what fine feathers we are wearing this morning.
No wonder you are in such a saucy mood. If I'm not mis-
taken you are wearing one of your predecessor’s dresses.
That brown dress you have on belonged to Lily.”

“I'm only wearing it because Mrs. Brant brought it to
me,” she said.

“I have no complaint, Miss Bain,” Jessica said suavely.
“Not as long as you keep a civil tongue in your head!”
And with that she turned and marched off into the living
room.

Tears welled in Flora’s eyes. She went to the library
and placed the study books on an empty table. Then she
turned and literally raced out of the house, down the
steps, across the lawn. In her blind flight she almost ran
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straight into Bradford Armitage, who was out for a morn-
ing stroll.

He halted and stared at her. “What kind of a state are
you in, Miss Bain? Didn’t you see me?”

“I'm sorry,” she said. “I'm afraid I didn’t. I was very
upset.”

“So it appears,” he sa1d with some interest.

“Please forgive me.

“Easily,” he said, leaning on his cane. “But I first must
know what induced this unhappy mood in you? Has Enid
been tormenting you?”

“No. I’'ve had no trouble with the child.”

“Ah,” the big man said knowingly. “So it was Jessica?”

She gave him a troubled look. “I very badly need to
make good in this post, Mr. Armitage. I don’t dare risk
losing it.”

“You have not answered my question.”

“I can’t.”

“You don’t have to tell me anything,” he said. “I know
exactly what you have been up against. Jessica can be a
bitter tongued vixen when she wishes.”

“I’d prefer to forget all about it.”

He nodded. “Believe me that might be the best thmg to
do. And don't allow her to make you so miserable in the
first place. It is what she wants. I warned you not to allow
yourself to be frightened away, and 1 meant it. I meant it
in connection with several things, including Jessica. She is
trying to make my son believe that Enid can only be edu-
cated in a boarding school. So part of her vicious plan is
to frighten off every young lady who comes here as gover-
ness.”

“I guessed that.”

“So you've seen through her?”

‘S‘Yes.”

The big man smiled sympathetically. “Then don’t be a
ninny! Don’t allow her to put you in a state of tears and
confusion! You might very well have knocked me down!”

She was forced to join him in a smile at the thought of
her being able to knock him down. “I consider that very
unlikely.”
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“Where is Enid?”

“I gave her permission to play for a little. She was a
very good student this morning.”

“Excellent,” the old man said. “Let my son know that
when he returns from London this evening.”

“I Will.”

“I shall also talk to him and to Jessica. I won’t mention
our discussion but I'll let her know I'm watching her ac-
tions closely. Enjoy your walk, Miss Bain.”

She moved on feeling much better. She felt she had at
least one good friend in the house. Bradford Armitage was
eccentric but she believed that in spite of his failing health
he was clear-minded and would not tolerate any abuse of
his granddaughter.

Now she strolled slowly towards the edge of the woods.
She halted, seeing that there was a wide path through the
tall evergreens and at the other end of the path open
fields. And standing on a hill above the fields was a large
Tudor mansion. She decided this must be the home of Sir
Thomas Waring and his young bride, Madge. What a De-
cember and May match that was!

Flora turned from the woods’ path and walked back to
the pond. For no reason she could understand she felt her-
self drawn there on many occasions. She walked to its
edge and stared down at its green surface. Once again she
knew an easing of her tensions. She stood there for a few
minutes lost in thought. Then she heard a footstep on the
gravel behind her, followed by a gasp. She turned at once
to find herself staring at Madge Waring.

The young bride from the adjoining estate was quickly
apologetic. “I'm so sorry,” she exclaimed. “Forgive mel
For a moment I thought you were a ghost!”
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Chapter Thirteen

FLORA STARED at the young woman in her fashionable
blue gown and bonnet. “Why should you think me a
ghost?”

Madge Waring looked embarrassed. “I couldn’t see your
face. But the way you were standing appeared familjar,
and so did that brown dress you’re wearing.”

“You recognized it?”

“Yes. It belonged to Lily, didn’t it?”

Flora nodded. “Yes. I believe it did.”

“It never occurred to me that you would be wearing it.
You are not only just about Lily’s size but have the same
coloring. You can understand that with your back to me
the mistake was an easy one to make.”

Flora listened to the other girl with growing curiosity.
“But surely you knew Lily had left Armitage House?”

“Yes,” she said quietly.

Flora was beginning to realize that this girl knew some-
thing that she didn’t. “Did you know Lily very well?”
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“] often met her here near the pond,” Madge said,
seeming extremely nervous now.

“Indeed,” Flora said. “She surely came here with Enid.”

“Yes, of course.”

She stared at Madge, whose lovely features showed
great uneasiness. “Did you see her before she left?”

Madge Waring shook her head. “No.”

Flora’s eyes were fixed on her sharply. “I find it strange
that you thought I was a ghost. That would have to mean
that Lily is dead.” ,

Madge looked as if she wanted to turn and run away.
After a moment’s pause, she said, “But surely you know
that she is?”

Flora was shocked. No one had told her what had hap-
pened to Lily. There had been snide comments that the
girl had become infatuated with Henry Armitage and so
had to be let go for that reason.

Trying to collect her thoughts, she asked in a taut voice,
“How?”

Madge made a gesture towards the pond. “She drowned
herself!”

It was all so clear to her now that she didn’t know why
she hadn’t guessed before. The girl’s clothes having been
left at Armitage House and being so readily available to
her. Enid’s fear of the pond and her aversion to going
near it.

Flora said, “How long ago did this happen?”

“A month or so. It was terribly sad,” Madge said. “I as-
sumed you must have been told.”

“No,” she said. “This is the first time I've heard the
truth.”

“IPm sorry,” Madge said uneasily. “I didn’t mean to
cause trouble.”

“I would have been bound to learn about it sooner or
later. Better that I have heard it now.”

Madge looked frightened. “It was such a grisly happen-
ing and the Armitages are so senstive about it! You won't
let on I told you, will you?”

“Not if you would prefer that I didn't,” she said. Her
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eyes met those of the other young woman. “Were you and
Lily good friends?”

She hesitated. “I don’t know what to say. We met a
number of times and talked a lot about various things. She
was very friendly.”

“T've heard her criticized as having been too friendly,”
Flora pointed out.

Madge contmued to look uneasy. “I don’t know what
you mean.”

“I've heard that she fell in love w1th Henry Armitage
and made a nuisance of herself.”

She made no answer right away. Flora could tell that
her words had badly upset Madge, who was rumored to
be in love with Henry herself. Her behavior the previous
mght had surely suggested this as did her obvious confu-
sion now.

Flora again asked, “Do you think that Lily was in love
with Henry Armitage?”

Madge raised her eyes. “I don’t know,” she said unhap-
pily. “I'm not good at reading other people’s minds. Cer-
tainly she had never mentioned any such thing to me!”

“Did Lily really take her own life?”

“Of course. She threw herself into the pond! It is very
deep in spots!”

“Couldn’t someone else have pushed her into it?”

“] don’t know,” Madge said fearfully. “I suppose so! -
The idea never struck me!”

“Then you must have thought Lily was unhappy and
you must have expected her to be a suicide?”

“I didn’t expect anything! I talked to her one day and
she seemed the same as always. The next morning I heard
she’d drowned herself here in the pond!” '

“Madge, you can think of no reason for this?”’

“I can only think that the rumors you've referred to
were true. That she must have been in love with Henry!”

Flora eyed her sharply. “And what about him? Do you
suppose he reciprocated her feelings?”

“He couldn’t have!l” Madge exclaimed in a tone of cer-
tainty, which she exhibited for the first time.
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“Why? She was young and attractive and in love with
him.”

“He wouldn’t fall in love with a servant!” Madge cried
out. “I'm sorry. I didn’t mean it to sound that way. I
meant to say'that he wouldn’t allow himself to become in-
volved with someone in his employ. Henry is scrupulous
about not taking advantage of people.”

Flora said quietly, “I understand you. You are probably
right. Henry would be unlikely to allow his feelings to take
control knowing the girl was in his employ.”

“She was really very nice,” Madge said, trying to ease
the situation.

Flora gazed at the green surface of the pond with its
lovely waterlilies.

“I'm sorry. I've been very stupid.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Henry and the others couldn’t have wanted you to
know and I have given the secret away. I assume they
feared you might decide to leave at once if you learned
the truth.”

“I might very well have,” she agreed.

“And now?”

“I don’t know.”

“But you promised not to involve me in it,” Madge re-
minded her.

“Yes. I did. And I won’t go back on my word.”

“Thank you,” she said gratefully. “The Armitage family
are our closest neighbors. Sir Thomas is unwell and these
days depends on them greatly for company. You under-
stand.”

“I think T do,” she said evenly. She was thinking that
the panic-stricken Madge was not as worried about her
husband as she was for herself. She did not want her close
friendship with Henry to be impaired.

“T must go,” Madge said. “I hope my telling you about
Lily won’t make you change your mind about remaining
here. Enid needs someone so badly and Jessica is not fond
of the poor child.”

“I've discovered that for myself,” Flora said. “I'll not be
frightened away without considering my position here.”
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“Good,” Madge Waring said. And she turned and hur-
ried off across the lawn at the rear of the pool, continuing
until she’d taken the path and was out of sight in the
woods.

Left alone to ponder on what she’d just heard, Flora
felt she must have been extremely stupid not to have real-
ized before that something was wrong. She was standing
here in the dead girl’s clothes, not even aware of what had
gone on until she’d been mistaken for Lily’s ghost.

What did it all mean? Lily had been found drowned in
the pond and assumed to be a suicide. But Madge Waring
had seen no sign of depression in the girl. There had been
no hint that she was on the verge of suicide the day before
she was found dead. Was there the possibility of murder?

Flora had heard that Lily had fallen in love with Henry.
And if this were true the unfortunate girl had definitely
made herself the target of Jessica, who had a most unna-
tural affection for her brother, and even for Madge, who
was also clearly in love with her handsome neighbor. Ei-
ther woman might have conspired to have brought about
Lily’s death. Suppose among the other dark shadows that
lay over Armitage House there was one which concealed
the murder of the unhappy Lily?

That question was going to continue plaguing her. She
could not simply dismiss it. And yet she didn't want any-
thing to happen to send her away from the old mansion.
In spite of its tense atmosphere she wanted to remain with
Enid. The poor child sorely needed someone. Flora knew
there was little for herself in the great city of London but
perhaps a return to William Booth’s mission. She desper-
ately needed the post.

What really upset her was that no one had told her
frankly about Lily. She had been forced to find out the
truth in roundabout fashion. Even Enid had evidently been
warned not to say anything. Everything tended to make
her suspect there was more to the girl’s death than they
wanted anyone to find out.

She walked back to the house slowly, wondering what
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she should do. When she arrived, Enid was waiting to take
lunch with her on the sun porch.

Enid was in a talkative mood and asked her, “Have you
ever seen a marionette show, Miss Bain?”’

She smiled from her side of the table. “Yes. One used
to visit Rye every summer. It had a very colorful red, yel-
low, and gold wagon and four dappled gray horses with
red pom-pons in their head harness. The proprietor would
lower a platform at the rear of the wagon and set his
stage there. Between the acts of the marionette show assist-
ants would go through the crowd and collect money.”

“It sounds marvellous fun!” Enid said enthusiastically.
“Father took me to see a marionette show in London but
it was performed in a regular theatre and I don’t expect it
was nearly as much fun as the one you saw.”

“T'm sure it was more elaborate,” she said. “But I doubt
that it was more entertaining.”

“What other shows did you have?”’ the ten-year-old
wanted to know.

“We had traveling circuses.”

“Did they have an elephant?” Enid asked excitedly.
“Father took me for a ride on an elephant’s back at Re-
gent’s Park!”

“I’'m afraid trained dogs were the best our little circuses
could offer. Occasionally they had trained donkeys and
even an occasional wild animal. But mostly we had tra-
peze and rope walking artists.”

Enid’s face clouded. “The last time we went to Regent’s
Park my father had Lily come along. She enjoyed the ride
on the elephant as much as I did.”

“Did she?” Flora said, at once aware of the sudden
change in the child’s mood. Now she looked depressed.

“Lily was my favorite governess until you came along,”
Enid told her.

“That’s a nice compliment,” she said. “I hope I can live
up to it.”

“] know I'm going to like you,” the little girl said seri-
ously. “And T'll study hard so my father will realize you
are a good teacher.”
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“That will surely help,” Flora said. “I wonder that you
let Lily go if you liked her so much.”

Enid’s eyes grew large with fear. “I don’t think anyone
could do anything about her going.”

‘lNo?,’

“No-!’

“P'm afraid I don’t understand you,” she said. “Why did
Lily give up her post as governess here?”

The black-haired little girl shook her head. “I can’t teil
you.”

“Can’t or won't?’ she asked quietly, sure the child
would tell her what she knew if she kept pressing her.

“I’m not to discuss it,” Enid said with a tremble in her
voice. “I was told not to.”

“Miss Bain!” It was Jessica who called out her name
sharply. She was standing in the doorway to the porch.

“Yes, Miss Armitage?” Flora said respectfully as she
Tose.

Jessica, wearing an attractive green afternoon dress,
came out onto the porch. “I want to have a short talk
with you, Miss Bain,” she said. “Can you assign Enid to
some task so we may have a few minutes privacy?”

“Yes,” Flora said, aware that she was about to have a
difficult confrontation with the redhead. She turned to
Enid, who had finished her lunch. “Enid, I want you to
take your arithmetic book outside to the garden and do all
the multiplication tables I marked for you this morning.”

“Now?” the girl asked, rising reluctantly.

“Yes, now,” she said. “I'll go out and join you after a
little and we’ll then do your French lesson.”

Jessica gave the girl a nod. “You heard your governess.
Go on and do what she says without any argument.”

Enid gave a deep sigh and slumped her shoulders.
“Well, if I must!” she said. And she left the porch and
went on into the house.

When they were alone Jessica stepped across to face
Flora. With an angry look on her lovely face, she in-
quired, “Why were you questioning the child in that fash-
ion?”

She pretended innocence. “I don’t understand.”
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“I’'m sure you do,” Jessica insisted. “Don’t bother to lie
about it. I heard you.”

Flora’s face flushed. “I’'m not a liar by habit.”

Jessica looked her most arrogant. “Really?” she said.
“I'm afraid one might think so.”

“Miss Armitage, if you continue to indulge in such per-
sonal vilification I shall have no alternative but to inform
your brother.”

“How high and mighty we are! And yet you have only a
few days between you and the London streets and William
Booth’s mission. You had better tread carefully or you
may find yourself back being threatened by brothel keep-
ers once again!”

Flora battled to hold her temper.

“I do not wish to quarrel with you, Miss Armitage.”

“I will ask you once again. Why were you questioning
Enid so about Lily? Why should you be so interested in
why her previous governess left? It is none of your busi-
ness.”

“I feel it might be,” Flora said evenly. “Particularly be-
cause all of you have kept the truth from me. I know that
this dress I'm wearing belonged to a dead girl. I know that
Lily was drowned in the pond!”

She said sharply, “Who told you that story?”

“It doesn’t matter. I found out for myself. 1 know what
happened.”

“I suppose Father told you!” Jessica said angrily. “That
poor old man is in his dotage and you took advantage of
him just as you're trying to take advantage of that poor
child.”

Flora felt sure this was a ploy to pry the truth from her
and she was determined not to give Madge away.

She said, “How I found out is not all that important.
The thing is that I did find out. Why have you all tried to
keep that young woman’s death a secret from me?”

Jessica’s head was held high. “We do not enjoy having a
scandal here. We felt it in good taste not to mention the
affair.”

“I question that,” she said.

“You have no right to question anything,” Henry’s sister
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informed her. “You are here as an employee. One of the
other reasons for keeping silence on the matter was to
avoid upsetting you. Both my brother and I felt you might
become uneasy if you knew of Lily’s suicide and not wish
to remain here.”

“That sounds much closer to the truth,” Flora said.

“We even asked Enid not to mention it. Just now you
put her to a vicious test. After hearing you I'm no longer
sure I want to entrust her to your care. She should be in a
proper boarding school where she would receive more bal-
anced attention from a proper staff of instructors.”

‘“That is what you’ve been wanting, isn’t it, Miss Armi-
tage? And now you see a chance to push your idea. 'm
sorry to have given you the opportunity.”

Jessica smiled coldly. “Perhaps your bad behavior may
be put to a good use after all.”

“] meant Enid no harm. But I wanted to hear the truth
from her. I wanted to find out why she’d been told to be
silent.”

“Well, now you know!”

“Pm not entirely sure,” she protested. “I'm afraid much
of what happened still remains a mystery. Why did this
girl drown herself?”

“Frankly, I consider that none of your business, Miss
Bain. You wanted to know the truth of what happened to
her. Now you know. And it seems you are still not satis-
fied.”

“I've only heard a sketchy outline of it all,” she said. “I
find it hard to discover a motive for the girl’s suicide.”

Jessica’s eyes were ice cold. “There was one, Miss Bain.
Never fear!” ‘ ;

“Then I must merely take your word for it.”

“I fear that is the case,” she said nastily.

Flora said, “Then I, for my part, must decide whether
or not to remain here, Miss Armitage.”

“For one, I'm not wholly certain you are the right per-
son for the position, Miss Bain. I intend to speak to my
brother once again about sending Enid to a boarding
school. If I'm able to make him see things my way we
shall certainly be able to dispense with your services.”
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Flora said, “Until such time as I am dismissed by your
brother I shall continue to devote myself to Enid.” f

Jessica smiled icily. “Do not count on my giving you
any sort of recommendation when you do leave. I think it
might be best if you had another short course of experi-
ence in the London streets. That might cure you of the su-
perior airs you seem to have picked up as a vicar’s daugh-
ter. Your behavior is far above the range of your station
in life. Too bad you haven’t parents to inform you of
that.”

She could listen to this threatening talk no longer. She
hurried to the door leading into the main house and left
Jessica still standing there.

Jessica’s belligerent attitude went a long way in convinc-
ing her that there was more to be learned about the girl’s
death than had come out. She was upset that Jessica had
discovered she knew about Lily so soon, but on the other
hand it was now all out in the open. Jessica would surely
go to Henry when he returned from London with some
trumped-up story. She could only hope that he would be
fair and give her a chance to present her side of it.

She left the house by the front door and found Enid
bent over her arithmetic table book on a bench in the gar-
den. The girl glanced up at ber questioningly as she
neared.

“What did Aunt Jessica say to you?”’ Enid wanted to
know.

She sat beside the child. “Nothing important.”

“I know better,” Enid said. “She was angry about you
asking me about Lily.”

“Maybe.”

“She was! I'm sure!”

“How can you be?”

A mischievous look crossed the ten-year-old’s face. “I
know because I waited and listened from the hallway. I
heard you both.”

“That was wrong, Enid.”

“I know. But all’s fair when it comes to dealing with
Aunt Jessica, You're going to find that out.”
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“It may be,” she agreed. “Where’s your, parasol? The
sun is very strong now.”

“I have it here at the end of the bench,” Enid said, as
she found it and opened it to hold over them.

“Thank you,” Flora said, grateful for the shade.

“I did like Lily,” the child went on. “I was broken-heart-
ed when she drowned herself in the pond.”

“Did you ever guess it was going to happen?”

“No. But sometimes when I went to find her in her
room she was sitting alone crying. I don’t think she was
happy.”

“What made her unhappy?”

The child hesitated. “I guess it had to be Aunt Jessica.”

“Oh?’!

“Yes."

“Go on,” she urged the child. “Explain.”

“Aunt Jessica had a terrible argument with Lily one
day,” Enid said. “I happened to overhear them. I was sup-
posed to be playing at the stables but I came back to find
a ball and so I heard them.”

“That seems to happen pretty often with you,” Flora
told her. !

“I really did come back for the ball,” she said seriously.
“They were shouting at each other so loud I couldn’t help
listening. They were saying awful things. Jessica told Lily
that she was trying to get my father to marry her. And
Lily shouted back that Jessica didn’t want him to marry
anyone but to always live here with her.”

“They actually said those things?”

“Yes. I can remember nearly all they said,” Enid went
on. “And the next thing Lily said was she wasn’t the only
one who wanted my father to pay attention to her. She said
that Madge Waring was in love with him and maybe Sir
Thomas ought to be told!”

“What did Jessica say to that?”

Enid shook her head at the memory. “It was awfull
Aunt Jessica said terrible things. She promised Lily she
would pay for such talk and that she would tell my father.
Then I got frightened and ran back to the stables.”

“That was much the best thing to do,” Flora told her.
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“I don’t believe any of it,” Enid mused. “I liked Lily
and I'm fond of Madge. I think maybe the only part of it
that was true was that Lily was secretly in love with my
father. He’s so nice you couldn’t blame her for that, could
you?”

“I don’t suppose so.”

Enid’s eyes questioned her. “Don’t you find him nice?”

She blushed. “Yes. He’s very nice, but that is another
matter. And it was after this quarrel that Lily took her
life?”

“A day or two after.”

“Did your Aunt Jessica report it all to your father?”

“I don’t know.”

“So you just guess that Lily became so unhappy she
didn’t want to live. She didn’t give you any idea she was
going to kill herself, did she?”

‘lNo.”

Flora sighed. “I’'m afraid I'm the one your aunt will be
reporting to your father now.” :

“It won’t do her any good.”

“Don’t be too sure.”

“I'm sure. My father likes you. I can tell by the way he
looks at you and talks to you. And he wants me to have
someone to teach me here rather than sending me away to
school.”

She smiled wanly as they both sat in the shade of the
parasol. “I hope you're right.”

“I'm sure I am,” the youngster said. “There is just one
other thing you ought to know.”

“What?”

“Lily’s ghost comes back to haunt the house,” Enid said
solemnly. “I have seen her in my room. Almost always on
moonlit nights!”
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ENID’s STATEMENT was a startling one. Flora had not
been prepared for it. But even as she considered it she felt
that it might be quite possible. From the beginning she
had found in Armitage House a macabre atmosphere and
strange tensions. Perhaps part of the strange menace of
the ancient house came from the fact that it was haunted.
Haunted by the ghost of the drowned governess!

Still, she did not want to encourage Enid in morbid
thoughts so she forced herself to say, “I'm sure you must
be mistaken! It is your nerves that make you think you
have seen and heard a ghost.”

“No,” the little girl protested. “I have seen her.”

“Where?”

“In my room. She opens the door and comes into my
room and stands at the foot of my bed. She wears a cloak
and hood so I'm not be able to see her face. But I know
it’s Lily!”

Flora listened as an icy chill ran along her spine. “You
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probably had a bad dream and thought you saw a ghost.
It happens even with grown-ups.”

“I know it is Lily who comes to my room,” Enid insist-
ed. “I've heard her sigh as she stands there watching me,
just as she used to sigh when she was alive.”

“How many times has this happened?”

The little girl thought. “Maybe three or four times in all
after Lily was drowned in the pond.”

“Have you told your father or anyone else about this?”

‘INO"’

“W'hy?!’

“I didn’t dare tell my father because he’d mention it to
Jessica and she’d want to punish me. She’d say I should be
sent away to some boarding school.”

Flora knew the sense this made. She was only too well
aware of Jessica’s tactics. “It was wise to keep it to your-
self, Enid.”

“You won'’t tell them?”

“No,” she said. “But I am worried about what you've
revealed to me.”

“If you remain here you'll see the ghost too,” Enid
promised her.

“I wonder.”

“I'm sure you will,” the child said. “I think others in the
house have seen it but they aren’t talking about it.”

“Perhaps,” she said. She was thinking that the servants
might have something to contribute to the ghost story and
she wished she could talk to Dolly. Her friend had been in
the servant’s quarters long enough now to pick up a good
deal of the gossip, and she made a mental note to try and
contact Dolly as soon as she could.

“I think Lily is unhappy in her grave,” Enid said sol-
emnly. “Isn’t that why the ghosts of people come back?”

“It’s said to be one of the reasons,” she agreed. “But I
still think you'’re mistaken. You’ve seen shadows and heard
the wind sighing and your imagination has done the rest.”

“You’ll find out,” her charge said.

Flora changed the subject and soon had Enid engrossed
in reading William Shakespeare’s Taming of the Shrew in
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an abridged version for children. It ended the afternoon
on a happy note.

When Flora went downstairs for dinner that evening she
found old Bradford Armitage seated in his favorite chair
in the living room with a glass of sherry. He beckoned her .
to join him.

“You look very attractive in that dress, Miss Bain.”

“lI very much fear it's borrowed finery. Mrs. Brant
found some clothing for me and this blue dress was in the
Iot. Now I have learned that all the things belonged to the
governess who was found drowned in the pond.”

“So you have found out what happened to your prede-~
cessor.”

“Yes.”

“Would you have come here as governess if you had
known?”

“I doubt that either Mr. Gladstone or William Booth
would have allowed me to come if they’d been aware of
the facts.”

“The facts?” he said with a slight frown. “Who knows
them? Who can tell why that poor girl took her life?”

“Her death does cast a shadow over this house.”

“Granted. Yet I don’t know how we could have prevent-
ed what she did. Knowing about her are you sorry that
you became governess to Enid?”

“No. But only because of the child. I think she is truly
remarkable.”

Enid’s grandfather looked pleased. “I most certainly
agree. And I do hope you’ll remain with us. She needs
you. There was a time when this was a happy house.”

“I'm sure it was,” she said, gazing around the living
room at the many Oriental treasures. “You have such a
fine Chinese collection.”

The old man waved a large hand to indicate his
priceless collection. “It all began when I first went to
China to establish our import business. I liked the Chinese
and they liked me. Many of my business associates helped
me find the items with which I have decorated this house.”

“Tea is the chief import of your company, isn’t it?” she
asked.
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He nodded. “The scholar Kuo Po first included a de-
scription of tea in his dictionary in 350 A.D. But the tea he
noted was used medicinally. It wasn’t until the sixth cen-
tury that the Chinese came to find tea a refreshing
drink.!) )

“I thought it must have always existed,” she said.

“No. Yu Lu in 780 A.p. was the first tea expert. He was
the one who developed the Code of Tea.”

“Who first brought it to this country?” she asked.

“The British East India Company, which held the im-
port monopoly until about a quarter of a century ago.
Then some others of us joined in the trade.”

“And it has been profitable?”

“Very.)' .

“Have you seen tea leaves picked?” she asked.

“Many times. They are picked by hand during the sea-
son of active growth. The best leaves are the ones near
the growing tip of the branch. It takes a tree three years
before it begins to yield, and then it is good for fifty
years.”

“How do you sort out the different kinds of tea?”

“The leaves are withered, rolled, and heated. For green
tea the leaves are fired soon after picking. For black
they are first fermented for about twenty-four hours. For
oolong, the intermediate in flavor, the leaves are partially
fermented.”

Flora found herself fascinated by the old man’s knowl-
edge. “My father always preferred orange pekoe tea.”

“Then he had good taste,” Bradford Armitage said. “I
enjoy orange pekoe myself, Teas are classified according
to leaf size, you know. Some are named for the district
they come from, such as Darjeeling. China produces most
of the green tea and the black comes mainly from Japan.
In the Tea Ceremony the dried blossoms of jasmine are
added to the tea.”

“I’s an interesting subject,” she said. “I had no idea it
was typed until now.”

The big man looked pleased. “Another time I'll tell you
more about it.” Changing the subject he asked her, “Did
Jessica tell you about Lily’s suicide?”
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“No,” she said carefully. “I just happened to hear about
it

The old man’s searching eyes were fixed on her. “I see.”
But he made no attempt to question her further about the
matter.

Shortly afterward Jessica came into the living room
with Henry. Flora had the immediate impression that
something had been discussed between the two. Henry had
a certain withdrawn air that was not native to him. Enid
had permission to join them at the dinner table that eve-
ning, and as soon as she came down, her father’s mood at
once improved.

They gathered in the paneled dining room, where they
were served an excellent dinner under the supervision of
Mrs. Brant. During the meal Enid asked her father, “Will
you take Flora and me to London one day?”

“Why this sudden interest in the city?”

“I'd like to visit the shops and see a play,” Enid told
him. “Lily planned to take me but we never did get
there.”

At the mention of Lily’s name Henry looked stern. “I'll
think about it. We can discuss it later.” And he at once
turned to Flora, changing the subject by quizzing her on
the progress of Enid’s studies. But Flora had felt the ten-
sion that had quickly filled the room. She had also caught
a glimpse of the look of fear on Jessica’s lovely face and
the uneasy expression shown by Henry’s father. There had
to be something about Lily’s death that they were hiding.

When dinner ended Jessica surprisingly invited Enid
outside for a stroll. The child accepted, leaving Flora and
Henry alone as Bradford Armitage had made his way up-
stairs immediately after the meal.

Henry formally asked her, “Would you mind joining me
in my study for a few minutes, Flora?”

“Not at all,” she said meekly.

Nothing was said as they made their way along the dark
corridor to the study. She sat in a leather chair while
Henry fumbled with the lamp on his desk in an effort to
make its flame brighter.

He sat by the desk awkwardly facing her. In the glow of
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the lamp, he looked more handsome than ever, but some-
what pale and tense. He cleared his throat. “I had a short
talk with my sister before dinner. The talk concerned you.”

“Oh?” She had been prepared for this.

“Yes,” he went on, folding his hands behind his back.
“She tells me you questioned her about the facts of Lily’s
death!”

“That is not completely true,” she said at once.

“It isn’t?”

“No. I found out about my predecessor’s death entirely
by chance and from another source.”

His eyebrows lifted. “Another source?”’

pRYERES

“May I ask from whom?”

She felt she need not hold back the truth from him. So
she said, “From Lady Waring.”

“From Madge?” he sounded startled.

‘CYes'!’

“Please go on,” he said, uneasily.

She went on to explain that Madge had noticed her
standing by the pond wearing the dress which had belonged
to Lily and had for a moment thought her to be a ghost.
She ended with, “Naturally I then questioned her about how
Lily met her death.”

“She could not tell you that. No one can. We only know
she threw herself in the pond. We found her body the
morning after she disappeared.”

“I see,” she said.

“Lily was a neurotic type, I fear,” the young man went
on. “She suffered from a number of fancies. I can only

'imagine that in the end her nerves gave way and she took
her own life.”

“She apparently gave no hint of her intentions to any-
one,” Flora pointed out.

He frowned. “That does not mean she wasn’t a suicide.
Many would-be suicides say nothing of their plans.”

“The majority are said to warn of what they have in
mind,” she persisted.

He stared at her. “Are you suggesting that Lily didn’t
take her own life? That it could have been a murder?”
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“The thought struck me.”

“Nonsense,” he said sharply. “There was no chance of
such a thing. Otherwise I wouldn’t have hired you to re-
place her. I would not want to place you in danger if I be-
lieved there was a murderer at large in this house.”

He continued to look worried. “Jessica suggested you
might have some wrong ideas about the incident. Though
she did not know where you’d received your information. ’
She was inclined to blame it on my father.”

“I know.”

“Father has vague spells when he is not himself,” the
young man warned her. “You must be careful to remem-
ber this in your dealings with him.”

“I have always found him most lucid,” she said.

“Then you have been fortunate. Well, I trust this clears
up all your doubts. Jessica felt you had a distorted impres-
sion of the tragic event.”

Her eyes met his. “I did wonder about it. T still will con-
tinue to, I must confess. You are sure she did not meet with
foul play at the hands of someone here?”

“Why do you hark back to that?” :

“I don’t know. Perhaps it is because of this house. It
gives me a strange feeling that is hard to explain.”

“It is perfectly natural for you to feel oddly, knowing
about what happened to Lily, but after a time this will
pass. I'm also sorry you had to learn the story from Lady
Waring. I would have preferred to tell you myself.”

“I understand,” she said. But at the same time she knew
that he had indeed had many opportunities to tell her and
had avoided the subject.

He was staring at her. “Jessica felt you to be so upset as
to make it questionable whether we should ask you to stay
on here or not.”

Thinking of her concern for Enid, she at once replied,
“You need not worry. I'm quite ready to stay on here as
governess to your daughter.”

Henry gave a small sigh which she interpreted as being
one of relief. “I'm glad to hear it. I feel you are ideally
suited to the role and I'm delighted with the fast progress
you’ve already made in helping Enid with her studies.”
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“She is highly intelligent.”

“You think so?”

“I do"!

“Jessica feels I have spoiled her. She claims Enid ought
to be sent to a boarding school. But I have many reserva-
tions about the idea.”

Flora said, “Enid is an unusually bright young girl. I'd
say she can benefit much more from private tutoring than
in being restricted to the learning pace of a class.

“I quite agree,” he said. “I wish you'd point that out to
my sister some time.”

She smiled ruefully. “I'm not sure it would do much
good. She does not seem to take kindly to any advice of-
fered by me.”

With a sigh he told her, “Jessica enjoys being difficult at
times.”

“I'm coming to understand that.”

“Well, now that we have this settled I'm sure youll
have no more difficulties.”

“I'm fond of Enid,” she confessed. “I would like to re-
main with her a while.”

“And so you shalll” he declared. “Why, Gladstone
would not know what to think if I told him you were
going to leave us so soon. After all the trouble he went to
in order to find you for us.”

She rose from her chair. “I'm sorry to have occasioned
you so much trouble.”

“No trouble. Better we should have this out.”

“Since your sister believes it was your father who told
me about Lily I think it might be better to let it stay that
way without drawing Lady Waring into it. I gave her my
word I would protect her.”

*“That presents no problem,” Henry said. “I agree that it
might be better to let Jessica believe what she likes. Let
her assume my father told you.”

“Thank you.”

“Not at all. Lady Waring and her husband are dear
friends of ours. I would not want to risk any trouble be-
tween us. And one never knows just how Jessica will react
to anything. Well,” he said, changing the subject, “Enid
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spoke to me about taking her into London and having you
come along. Did you hear her mention that at the table?”

‘6Yes.’)

“I plan to do it one day soon,” he assured her. “London
is a great city with many educational things to offer. I
wish my daughter to see more of it.”

He rose from his chair. “Well, I think we have gained
from our little talk,” he said with a satisfied air.

They went back to the foyer where she found Enid
waiting for her. They went upstairs together and Flora
stayed with her as she prepared for bed. Enid said, “I
know Jessica only took me walking tonight so you could
be alone with my father. Jessica hates to walk with mel”

“That’s a strange thing for you to say.”

Enid was standing by her bedside in a long, white flan-
nel nightgown, There was a very serious expression on her
thin face. “I knew what Jessica was up to. And I could tell
she was bored all the time we were out in the gardens.
She just barely answered my questions.” .

“Maybe you didn’t try hard enough to be friendly.”

“No,” the ten-year-old said solemnly. “She was just
keeping me out there so Father could talk to you. Has she
finally persuaded him to send me to boarding school? Is
that it? Was he telling you he wouldn’t need you any lon-
ger?”

“That wasn’t it. It is true Jessica did create a problem
by repeating something I had said, but I was able to
straighten it out and so there is no trouble.”

“I'm so glad!” Enid declared, happily throwing her arms
about Flora’s neck and kissing her on the cheek. “I don’t
want you to leavel”

“Don’t worry,” Flora said, touched by the child’s show
of emotion.

Enid drew back with fear in her little eyes. “You won’t
even let the ghost frighten you off!”

“I’m not one to believe in ghosts.”

*“They exist!”” Enid assured her solemnly. “You’ll seel”

“There’s no time for such talk,” Flora told her. “In bed
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with you. I want you bright for your studies in the morn-
mg.!’

She left the child’s room, troubled by many thoughts.
As she reached the landing she met the elderly Armitage
coming down from his attic workshop where he restored
the Chinese antiques shipped to him by his friends in
China. The old man was leaning heavily on his cane as he
stepped onto the landing.

“Ah, Miss Bain,” he said, his head shaking a trifle as he
stared at her.

“Good evening, sir,” she said.

“Where is the child?”

“I have just seen her safely to bed.”

“Watch over her,” the old man said with concern. “She
needs careful watching.”

“Yes,” she said, not knowing quite what he meant.

The old man laboriously made his way downstairs and
she decided to return to her own room. When Flora en-
tered there it was dark save for a eandle burning on her
dresser. She moved to the window and saw that the rising -
moon cast its silver rays over the lawn. She recalled that
Enid had told her that it was usually on moonlit nights
that the ghost of Lily returned. An involuntary shudder
ran through her.

Had she escaped from one danger in London only to be
exposed to another more macabre? Only her fondness for
Enid made her want to remain in this place. She could not
be sure of any of the rest of them, except for old Brad-
ford Armitage.

When she’d first met Henry she’d believed him to be a
fine young man in every way. She still wanted to believe
this but now she thought he might be guilty of murder or
at least of concealing a possible killer.

Slowly she undressed and prepared for bed. By the time
she blew out the candle flame the room was completely
lighted by the moonlight, All was silent as she got into bed
and drew the covers over her. As she lay on her pillow
with her eyes fixed on the moonbeams coming in the win-
dow, she turned over all her worries in her mind. She was
still doing this when sleep finally overcame her.
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Her deep sleep was suddenly broken when a haunting,
wild shout rang out. She sat up in bed. Still not certain
that it wasn’t part of a dream she sat there staring across
the room.

At once she decided to get up to see if her charge was
safe. She slipped out of bed and hastily but quietly made
her way to the door of the little girl’s room, opening it
slowly.

To her surprise the child was standing near the door in
her nightgown.

“Enid! What are you doing up at this hour?” she gasped.

The child looked up with fear on her face. ‘I saw her!”
she said in an awed voice.

el

“Lﬂy!,’

“Nonsense!”

“No,” the little girl insisted. “I did see her. I heard her
cry outl”

“Cry out?”

“Yes. Didn’t you hear her?”

She hesitated. “I heard something.”

“She screamed from down the hall,” the child said.
“And then the door opened and she came in here.”

“In here?”

“Yes.!’

“You must have dreamt it!” she protested.

“I saw her,” the child insisted. “She looked just the
same as before. Lily came back from the dead!”

“You must put such thoughts out of your mind and go
back to bed,” she commanded the child.

“Don’t you want to hear about the ghost?”

“No. I don’t believe in ghosts!”

Enid eyed her gravely. “You must! You said you heard
her scream! That is why you came here to me, isn’t it?”

“I don’t know,” she protested uneasily. “I just know we
shouldn’t be standing here talking about ghosts at this
hour. If Jessica hears us I shall surely be dismissed!”

Looking concerned, Enid said, “I'll go back to my bed.”

“Please do!”
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“But I did see Lily’s ghost. She stood crouched at the
foot of my bed,” the little girl insisted.

“We'll talk about it in the morning,” she promised. “Just
go to bed now.”

“All right.”

Flora tucked her in and told her, “Now I want you to
sleep soundly and not have anymore bad dreams.”

Enid looked up at her. “But it wasn’t a bad dream. It
was real. Lily came back from the dead again!”

“Go to sleep,” Flora said sharply.

She turned and left the little girl’s room so there could
be no more conversation between them. Quietly closing
the door, she made her way to her own room. She found
the door still partly ajar. Pushing it open a trifle further
she moved into the room. She stood just inside the door
frozen with horror as she stared at a shadowy gray figure
standing in the direct line of the moonbeams.
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FLorA was too shocked to utter a sound. As she stood
there terrified, the phantom raised a hand and came rush-
ing at her.

As the ghost struck her with something, she realized
that she was blacking out. She felt herself drop to the
floor before she became unconscious. It was a long while
before she stirred and was able to raise herself up to a sit-
ting position. Her head was aching from a bump on the
left side.

When she felt a little better she got up from the floor
and made her way to the bed. She tried to review what
had happened. What annoyed her most was that her own
fears had betrayed her so that she hadn’t been able to call-
for help.

Not that this would have likely made much difference.
The ghost would probably have vanished before anyone
managed to come to her aid. Had it really been a ghost?
Or had it been someone pretending to be the dead girl’s
ghost?
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She did not dare tell Henry what happened. She
couldn’t be sure that he wasn’t at the bottom of it. So all
she could do was wait and hope that whoever was playing
this eerie game might soon give himself (or herself) away.
She must keep her frightening experience to herself until
she knew more of what was going on in the house. Even
to confide in Henry might only expose her to ridicule and
ruin her chances of protecting the child.

Her head still aching, she got up from the bed to see
that her door was shut. There was no bolt on it so she de-
cided to speak to Mrs. Brant about this. Surely the rather -
formidable housekeeper would be willing to grant her re-
quest in allowing her to have a slide bolt for protection.

She also intended to see Dolly and talk to her. She was
certain that her young friend might have some interesting
news since all the gossip of the house was bound to be cir-
culated in the servants’ quarters. At the moment she
needed all the information she could get.

The next morning was foggy, cold, and rainy. After
breakfast she sought out Mrs. Brant to ask her if she might
have a bolt placed on her door.

The housekeeper regarded her suspiciously. “I should
have to ask the master,” she said coldly. “I would not ven-
ture to do such a thing without his permission.”

“Surely it’s not all that important!”

“No governess has made such a request before. And as
a matter of fact there are few bolts on any of the doors in
this house.”

“Well, there should be!” she exclaimed.

“You may tell Mr. Armitage that if you like. I can’t
do anything about it without his approval.”

“Then I shall certainly speak to him about it,” she said.

It was a bad beginning for the day. She went to join
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