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CHAPTER IV.
fnext fon* I w

bath, Mrs. < ing at
my door. "News!" she cried. "!'.*
got ii' w! ! M ;

quickly and h<

S«. I siraml.l' iy tub as

quickly as I «could, and wrapped my¬
self in a pink silk wrapper that I
bought in London,- su« h a pretty
one, n*.t at all suitable i«.r a young
girl, all -embroidery and little pink
balls. I didn't even wait to brush
my hair; ri^ht out into

akin. Mrs. ('<.!.'*. was there,
waving a sheet of paper with the
ship's blue and r«*<l Hag on it. She

had :i. just at*. theback "f
her head, and her face ii"t ev«n powdered. Y<
all thai she looked almo . young ai
than I had « *.

"He's knuckled under!" -in* shouted, just like
"Victor's thrown up the <p..n^<* tin* marriage
'Twas the money that «lid it. He couldn't quite stand
for bein^' eut «ifï, y< now he promises to obey

a in everything, and never, never marry with¬
out her consent, if only he may have his allowam «*, poor
boy, inheritance that his papa left him. Oh,
I'm s«. happy! My darling !><.

W. /«tin r. Mrs. ('«.!.1. did nothing
but »congratulate herself on her baby-boy's escape, and
chuckle and plan for the future. I never saw anyone

razy with joy. She des« ribed Vii tor's i haracter to

for 1 ' then she told me all
about her own early life. It appears that she began lite

¦plainly. er had kept a kind of restaurant
in a mining amp in Colorado, and sin* hi r < if had been

¦A a little country school. Hut then she
Mr. Cobb, and he made money mu« h money.
had moved to New York, and last month to

London; an«l a Countess, who had undertaken to pre-
iety, had taken her check and introdui ed

her to nothing bul a few scrubs and jays. What are
- I v,.v just planning to ask, when Mi

Cobb uddenly gave a twist to the conversation and
b«y ng up to what I had guarded always as

n ground; namely, my own circumstances,
and for oming to America.

"Su.ii a little beauty as you! I think your family
wi :« very brave t«. let you travel alone." ¡She felt her
\\a\ along cautiously. "I suppose you know there's

.j thi --hip that is not crazy about
you they'd say if they could see you
iik» now, with your hair loose over your

foot il

After Bi
n I ". used to, II'iw« .. '.I;

to hnd it perfectly matter of fací 1 didn't
..'.'angi ... I ':;¦'."¦¦ P«»rtiawould

"The really Spanish type!" weni M .'"';

dangerou vit id look!
What .: you will make in N« a York! 1 up

my dear?"
"I don't kin.w," 1 an wered "perhap .'
Mr Cobb jumped straight at the ¡.mint .d*oul whi« h

been In- many «la) "H the way,
Mademoiselle de Vauquières, you told ni<- who
ou are goii »vith," she otiserv« ¦¦.¦

wonderful i arelessness.
This was a hard question; o an in¬

difference that almosl equaled hei "With an old
friend <>i my pap
My voice did no! unite further inquiry; so Mi

Cobb satisfied herself with only one more qui
"Hut ..- r Mademoiselle, you will gi

in \' .¦. York?"
.nui h at least I could nol r« tu ¡e withoul an

*, 1 »i« i a .t: : so I answered, "Certainly."
"Ah! Th« n I shall come to call on you ixm after our

arrival, and I hope thai this summer, perhaps, I may
.-.-lilted to see vou at my hou e. < it com ¦-,

hall not be in New York; but I have a little pi
Lenox, and a little cottage at Mar Harbor, where per¬
haps I hall iec you. Ah! what a happine* it would

SYNOPSIS OF PHECF.DING CHAP! EUS

MADEMOISELLE, «ALISE FLORENCE MARtE
DE VAUQUIERES DE CLUON'Y. known

among her intimate friends as Lili, ¦¦ - the daughter
of an old I;r<m h noble family, who had been senl to
the London home of her Aunt Elizabeth, Du

'¦h. one of the most aristocratic women in Eng¬
land. The latter had i\ daughters whom ¡he was
anxious to have satisfactorily married, and, a Lili was

il and was beginning to attract the men friends
girls, announced thai he ¦.¦. .'¦. ¦.' to the

I an obscure and aged « ousin in the ountry, Lili
rebelled ai this, and, with her maul Gene«

nd franca that she inherited, ¡el sail tur ¡View
York tu look up Harriet Wilson, a sweetheart ol her
fal hi in hi '-muer «lavs.

11 h« mel Mrs. Bthelberl V. Cobb,
climber worth fifty million dolían, who. in hope of Lili's

a rung in her ladder of ambition howered the
latter with attention Mr.. <'..!.!. decided lo di in-

only son Victor uni« he abandoned his de«

I"
Dm And la-hii that

I flection of a
d bei n in my "-.vn

mind.
n \ A I TAT! at the floor. The !-

Mrs. 1

"what 's Vid i ried nervou
Por "**"¦? lad). ¡«"v. and handed it

to m« M .Mid. I ;.

M rie Vauqui
K .11 . r Will

A ..* il Harriel
M*. bled as I tore I nvelop open.

hi *¦ hat I read;
1H« turn Ma ire-

tania Sal urda), K. Pos ihavi n.

'1 hi t< ar aided my eye I flung d« wn the rm
on tli« table and walked over to th< window. "I won t

.1. I won't, I won't!" I muttered under my breath,
an«l hu. h'd n *. *!i«*r.
"No bad new I hope, Dear?" cried Mi . Cobb with

"!.'. 'h<* telegram if you like." I an wered mi r-

ably. Ma, k t«. li*« n*. *., talk Fren« h, two hours a day
e, with the ix girl .mi! not even Brenl »perhaps.

hut that dreadful chateau m the country, with the old
l.i'lv and the park t. n mili around!"

Suddenly I heanl a littl«* noi from Mrs. Cobb, a

queer little noise, deep down in hit throat. I turned
around. She ha«l the m« age in her hand and was star-
¡ng it i'. Shi poke under lier breath:

"I¦ II tru then your aunt the Du< best of Port«
haven!"

"Why," I cried in a rage, "did you think I was lying
to you, Maclame?"

¦*h ir« Mademoiselle! Please do nol be offended.
Of course, I »believe implicitly every \\or«l you say.
But, you «¦<*, until I law the telegram, I did nol really
realize

She topped hort, choked with emotion, of course

I coul'l «¦ ea ily that until now. even if he had not
»regarde i m«* as an impostor, sin- had at lea I u p<*« ted
that there might be something in those remarks. Pof
the nie* e of a I hike ««n one si.le anil a Marquis on the
other, to !>« traveling all alone (Geneviève doesn't
count) and nol telling when* he's going that's a
thing on« do« n't sec often, you know! I «lidn'i need
anyone to t« 11 me that. So, for a per «.n thai tries to lie

ipher, it would have been ridiculous to get
angn with Mrs. Cobb tor having had some doubts.

1 merely miled then, in a grieved and plaintive


