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Miss Montague bought a dally

paper, men sue waikco. leisure
the lenctb of the train and elect
ed an empty first-clas- s carriage.
Y- -t i wfApA hv an oblicinc

porter, who arranged her three, bag artistically, gloves, rolled them into a., ball setUed bcr- -

she stepped, and adding" her golf cape to the
Dorter' handiwork, she trave'hira a shilling with
a. smile arid proceeded to ensconce herself in a I

corner seat .comfortably.
Mi.ss Montague was just thirty She didn't look

it. A fortnight ,f balmy Somersetshire air com-

ing as a break after the strenuous but regular
routine of journalistic work in London,
flecked her cheeks with a becoming pink and
brightened her earnest some people called, them
sad eyes. But the did lock what she wasa
woman with a purpose a woman to whom life
had been both kind and cruel.

The first tvss evident in the undoubted air of
affluence about her. The second in the jinful-fille-

expression of bcr face in repose. It was
obvious that the sucessful writing of short stones
and articles had ndt entirely satisfied her. She
opened one of her bags and proceeded to ex-

tract therefrom a pencil and notebook.

"Beg pardon, miss, there be a train at three-nx- e

goes straight through without er stop.
Thought p'raps jou'd like to wait, miss?"

It was the porter, refreshed, by his unusually
inflated Up, and anxious to show it.

"I think not, thanks!" said Miss Montague.
T may as well be here as wait at the station,

bow Tm settled. I've plenty to do."
"Yes, miss!"
The porter was interrogatively agreeable.
'a don't expect you'll get anyone in till

Ewin ."' He was in the act of continuing when
his words received the lie direct by the dT-- t

of as eminently respectable young person, lead-

ing a little girl by the hand.
The eminently respectable person, who looked

agitated, paused outside Miss Montague's car-

riage, hesitated, requested the obliging porter
somewhat cnrtlr to move, and finally hf ted the
little girl in.

"Would you be so kind as to keep an eye

upon her, miss," she said very deferentially to
Miss Montague. "She's going to Swindon, and
Timi n( ns ran be snared to co with her. She
won':'t be any trouble she's a good little one.

von. Miss Florence?"Aren'
" 'Ess. said Miss Jtlorence, wim eonvicuon.
Mim Florence mieht have been five she might

have been six. She clasped a golliwog of pecu-

liarly hideous appearance, and her gaitered legs

stuck stiffly out across the cushions of the car-

riage. --That was Miss Montague's first impres
sion.

TjitT on she became conscious that Miss Flor
ence was a compound of brightly-tinte- d cheeks,

numnn nmwn eves, man? canes and a coquet--

isl. Puritan bonnet'ticd bencaltTa Tery 'dimpled
chin.

AVhile she was absorbing these details, a whis-

tle shrieked. The porter outride no doubt a
little aggrieved shouted sulkily that if the emi-

nently respectable young person didn't intend to

be carried on, she must "come cut of it."
She made ready to "come out of it" accordingly

with a little flurried shriek, dabbing a kiss meant
for Miss Florence's face on to the bow of the
Puritan bonnet. Final doors banged the ag-

gressive noise ci escaping steam mingled with
steady pouf-pou- f of the engine.

The eminently respectable young person
abniDtlr. She was lifted out back

wards: but whether her frantic gestures signified

thanks to herself or annoyance with the porter,
3Hss Montague never discovered. She was left
alone with her charge.

Now, she adored children, adored them tim-

idly, and with little vague thrills of rapturous
longing. They were a part of her unfulfilledness.
She looked across very kindly at ine cnua wiw
rat facing her, and decided that a more fasci-

nating one she had seldom seen.
If a golden dream ten years old now, alas!

haH gone on to its right realization, she might
have been the mother of just such a winsome
scrap of humanity as this.

The thought filled her mind, and she sat silent
for a few moments with her eyes on her small
Mimnanicn. But her small companion obviously

disliked scrutiny and was prepared for conver
sation.

"What's your name, please?" she asked.
"Florence," said Miss Montague, waking to

realities and smiling, "the same as yours."
Apparently unimpressed by this flattering fact,

Florence junior changed the conversation ab-

ruptly.
"D'y yike golliwogs?" she asked.
"I think they're sweet," said Miss Montague,

hypocritically. -
"Yike to kiss mine, dea?" She hejd it out in-

vitingly "Bis.namc's.-Jo!- 4
iss Montague buried her Hps obediently in

the hard, unresponsiveness of Jo's face.
"Grandpa gave him mc 'K's gone away now,

grandpa has."
Tr?l"

"Yes; wentcd re day before yesterday. Cook

says she hopes be had gone aloft, but Collins

he's the' butler doesn't think so. He says steel
can't never be bent only in a furnace."

CHAPTER II.
Miss Montague looked as startled ai she felt

at this gratuitous revelation of family history.

"But grandpa was 'kind to you!" she said,

f.ffnr that the child must be weaned back from
'

below-stair- a criticism on a matter who had obvi-,.- i

Ma retainers with a rod of iron.
"Oh yea. He gave me Jo, an a kiss at a- -i

sert, generally. But Biddy gave me my lucky

"Vnd what's your lucky bean, I wonder V in- -

' quired Miss Montague, with excellently simulated
excitement.

J The child laid the golliwog carefully down, and
; as carefully proceeded to fumble with the top- -

! most buttons of ber white coat. She untied
I three after some exertion and hard breathing,
I -- J i,. Tioltlinz the coat open, proudly dis--

: played a small d and chest, on
I which reposed a thin gold chain, a curious

ornament looking like a black acorn in a ver- -

I milion cup aiiacnea io n.
I fv.t'm v luekv bean!" she said, delightedly.

"Daddy bringed it from Africa, and he says it'a

"Dear "roe!" Mis Montague leaned forward
and touched it respectfully. "And dt-- ou

wear it?". y .u4 '-.

Email Florence nviici.htid.t'-j'- v

ad inspiring recollection ol a bag of buns toe
had brought with a iew to Tier own tea had
struck her suddenly, She reached for them.

"Fank you," aid the child. She took a bun
with the utmost gravity, and pulling off her

and

bad

self in a and made a naiustakins nretense
of sharing her refreshment w ith the golliwog.

jiiss Aionisguc naj put ber pencil and
notebook. This was cbtiouslv not the time to
jot down ideas on "Vicarious Philanthropy."
She mut hold herself in readiness to continue
the conversation hcn Hie rosebud mouth oppo-
site should be lexs clotted with bun than at
present. She picked up the paper, and glanced
dofin the columns on the first sheet.

Quite suddenly a name caught her eye a name
in that sinister list which follows the marriages
that serves to remind all who read that joy and
sorrow walk hand-linke-

Surely it stood out in letters some sire larger
than any of the others, or was it only her smart-
ing eyes which magnified it?

"Maddock!" Jt beat an agonized tattoo in
Florence Montague's brain. For several seconds
she dared look no further. And when she did
oh, Heaven! when she did the swing railway,
the carnage, the childWi face in its Puritan bon-
net, everything receded for an instant g

but the appalling ulter desolation of the
knowledge that the man she bad loved did love

should love forever, had left this bright, sweet
warm world without a word of farewell her.

True, he had gone out of her existence gone
out of it ten years before, when an overbearing
father, who had married late in life and was
not accustomed to being thwarted, had threat-
ened to disown him if be made a foolish

herself had broken off the engage-
ment, but the love nothing could break. It was
not that she had ever expected to see him again,but the awful finality of it!

"On the Hth instant, at th rhnr ft-- A.

land. Bristol, very suddenly, Caspar Maddock,
aged thirty-eight.- "

There was a mistake of eours fcr
mistake. He was so vizorons. n fmn h
couldn't go like that. She read it again. No,
the name, the age. the place of residence, all
were exact. There was no mistake. Then
realization came, and with it the only relief that
was possible as yet warm, blinding tears.

How long Florence Montague sat with the
paper clutched in her hand and unseeing eyes on
the flying landscape she never knew.

"Oh, Caspar!" she said to herself, over and
over again. "OK, Caspar!"

A touch on her knee roused her. She started
and looked down.

The child she had forgotten all about the
child.

neck
with

corner

anay

from

Small Florence and the golliwog, both a mass
of crumbs and sympathv. were caring earnestly
into her lace.

Don't kye!" said the little girl, pulling at
her coat. "Oh, poor sing, don't cry! Take me
up daddy always takes me up when he feels
bad!"

Scarcely understanding what she did, Miss
Montague lifted the child onto her knee.

She sat very still, but she reached up a hand
and continually stroked her companion's face.

"Poor sing!" the repeated at intervals, and,
at last, as if unable to suppress her curiosity.

hy ooes yen cry? she asked.
"I'm in trouble, dear." Miss Montague made

a great effort to control her shaking voice and
say this gently.

'7s you hurted!"
"Yes, Florence, terribly hurted."
"Js it lastie under your chin?" the child

asked, anxiously.
"No."
Florence scrambled into a kneeling posture in

her new friend's lap and whispered "tummick- -

aehe? in immense concern.
"So. dear, it's a bad heartache."
"Won't nuffink make it better?"
"I'm afraid not at least not yet awhile."
Miss Montague twisted one of Florence's bronze

curls round her finger, then she kissed the seri-

ous little face. The kiss was enthusiastically re-

turned, and she felt vaguely comforted. An
older person would have jarred just then this
child didn't.

For some time they sat quite still, and then
Florence wriggled to her feet. She had a mighty
plan fermenting in her small brain.

She loved this kind lady with a nice smile
whose' name was the same as her own, and who
kissed golliwogs and provided buns with equal

This kind lady was in trouble a trouble worse
than stomachache or tight elastic. Comforted
she mut be, if there was any possible way of
comforting her, and then in a flash she thought
of her luckv bean.

The very thing! She would give it to this
poor creature, and it would bring back her smiles

and cure ber heartache. She had carefully asked

daddy exactly what was a mascot, ana aaaay naa

A
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iXXETTB KELLEP.MAX, the cham

pion woman swimmer, wrote tne
after an unsuccessful effort to

wm across the English Channel.
ltrvmrrrT numerous mav be their oth- -

n shortcomings, it cannot, at any rate, be laid

that swimmers lick continuity oi puny
determination, for every year, with unfading

regularity, swimmers who have roaoe me .wcu-j..-.

to overcome that little neck of water which sepa-

rates England from France more times than
xi ,aa t1iiih rare to acknowledge, as well

as numerous recruits, turn up to do battle while

records are continually being added to the list
of those who have done a good Channel best.

Now, I do not, for a moment, pretend to be an
:.f.ren. giithnritv on the peculiarities of the
rn -- J. lit t the same time, as one who has
tried to 'emulate Captain Webb's memorable feat
of just over twenty-on- e years ago, j. rau, i. iean,.v from nersonal experience.

In the first place, I should like to say that,
really to appreciate the extraordinary difficulties

of the Channel swim, it is necessary to have made

an attempt to swim it.
Wcre'it, possible to make an attempt to reach

tli. Continent in a bathing suit, in perfectly
i , with smooth seas aU the way ocr,

explained that it waa something which prevented
people from having misfortunes and gave them
exactly what they wanted.

The train shet suddenly into a tunnel and
Florence junior felt that the hour was ripe. She
would not hand the bean over to her companion,
for she had a wide experience being a generous
child of the difficulty in inducing grown-up- s to
accept anything.

"Very sweet of you, darling!" they were apt
to say with a large smile and perhaps a kiss.
"And thank jou so much, but you may want it
some day, you know," and so on.

She would want her bean one day most prob-
ably she would not dwell on that. Somebody
wanted it most frightfully now the future must
take care of itself.

She glanced across at Miss Montague. She
was leaning back against the brown leather of
the carriage with her eyes closed.

Her face was so white and wan, and the noise
of the tunnel was so nerve-shakin- that had she
not had an absorbing idea to distract ber, Flor
ence would have been terrified.

As it was, she was so breathlessly engaged in
dislodging the bean from its chain and fumbling
in her mite of a pocket for a paper to wrap it
in, that she was callous to all external impres- -

The only paper she possessed was a letter from
daddy written a month ago, when he had run
over to Paris and she was left at home. The
letter had been very carefully treasured, for
daddy, being a busy man, was generally addicted
to nicture postcards only. She could not part
with this, she decided, but tne envelope by
not the envelope?

She dropped the bean into the envelope, and,
folding it carefully, looked again at her vis

Miss Montague still remained very quiet, her
white face turned slightly away from the child,
her ejes dosed.

Now or never
At the side of Florence repoed the golf cape.

Eh turned it caremlly over till she came to a
pocket, and into the pocket she thrust the en
velope with its precious contents, destined she
was certain to accomplish such cheering results.

Then she sat perfectly stul for three moments,
and felt so guilty that shs had to say over and
over again. "It tan't be naughty it tan't be
naughty!"

They dived into daylight, and Miss Montague
sat up and tried to smile. She went over to
Florence and bruhed the crumbs from her coat,
retied the bonnet which she had undone in her
hasty search and generally, and all unsuspecting,
tidied her.

"We eha'nt be long now, dear, before we get

hopefully
much

remains
tiling world

baffled the most exrjcrt
this hopeless uncertainty how

going behave that makes the swim
hard.

For the tides not gen-

erally somewhat the
currents, especially when the isr what, be-

lieve, the longshoreman "flowing," par-

ticularly strong. So, swimmer's start-
ing has not judiciously chosen, will,
rl,V.tl,M, met "turn the tide,"

which it practically hopeless task
attempt make any headway.

therefore, swimmer lucky enough
fall changing currents, the

vfnn.,liim would think, too great, even

for the strongest and proficient swimmer
the world.

Swimmers ever been divided their pin-

toTwhetlier better start
night or'in'tht morning. .Thus, tome

Tkr tffTrt wire? itoof Jft The herd offrer h?J where
Jrte caxrt war see tttff r&&rr cut7 ffiffo Jigs-fi- r

"Jrs CtTSMZr fferr "Je 3&iaf. "Fererce. is

Swindon," she said. "Are you tired?"
Florence shook her head. She sat stiffly her

place, her legs sticking out front, and resumed
the golliwig; but the desire to converse had de-

parted, and Montague too utterly mis-
erable loo anxious to get the shelter

home to When were slowing
down at Swindon Station the child suddenly
reached out o arms and kissed her nend warm-
ly the cheek.

"You'll be a'right now," she said, consolingly,
"twite a'right!"

She said with such emphasis and conviction
that the words penetrated the shell sick
pression which held Mis Montague and made her
wonder. And a few minutes another emi-
nently respectable person somewhat older than
the last had tlaimcd Florence junior with deter

.thanks to her companion, and i examined the envelope.
Mies Montague was being whirled on, alone

alone.

CHAPTER in.
Florence Montague had a Hindu or a

Mohammedan, she would have known the day to
be tin propitious for and remained at
Clcvedon awaiting good omen.

As she neither, she was apt
put the startling events it down a

Providence.
the identical which she had with

straining, unbelieving eyes read Caspar Mad-dock-

sudden death, should a vehicle

initManiu 11

Swindon when j Florence
her all once the world the world out

which Caspar had gone forever
stopped quite suddenly. whirr, jerk.
the intolerable' weight on her fore
head, and then darkness that was all.

before she feeted
had its possibility. The cause it she
heard much later. Only two empty

between her and the and the
had escaped telescoping an crop--

straits

sorts conditions. time: while others, who wih
Rat nnnriniM bevond have out

that state too dr cover still, spite both
for, the Channel always thes tests, the question open,

doing- the last the the other has proved itself
K...l

and
doubly

Channel
known perverse, and

tide
calls

time
been

the
against

with the task

most

have
inns swim

have

oft. it

Miss
back

notice.

horribly

been

after years

That train

head

getting

Maddock

feeling

have

but,

For own part. have
strong midday breeze and consequent

rough sea, then impossible,
any big wave comes along,

swallowing nasty
say consider this

"shipping" the chief causes for
the many that have been

swimming. For, needless say, the
result pints pints

apart altogether from the unpleasant mo-

tion dipping down over the "white
bad attack and

everything and anything.
which those who have

the understand,
the terrible swimming, hour after

the dead night, what has
being endless journci- -

That the pink
for tnal scarcc- -

amazing that the damage passen
gers so Later the guard Miss
Montague prone the floor ot her compart-
ment. called for and as

on way her luggage
labels. They had been written humedly. "F.
M., Paddmgton." that all.

lips.

help from them. Her what did think they made
must communicated that certain, frilled cases Paradise." She it

Two alert hurried weakly. Ther opened ejes
and with careful lilted wide and said. stupid

form and took it waiting room.
telephone for doctor,

and the station roaster who had come
upon the scene went Miss
Montague's and coat.

nicked the eolf found the pocket
and the pucker brow straightened

ential ag

quite

"Nnw we'ie it." said, and read aloud:
"Miss Florenco Maddock, Ivy

the lady's relation Dr. Maddock's,"
taid the waitins room woman. "His

likelv
little girl just saying,

4lit Bppinf? her off. I'll
young doctor who point

motor made hasty eaxmination.
"Only stunned," he, "I'll ta"ke her round

Dr. Get some your,

lift her station master. didn't
know Maddock sister she'll herselr

hour two." few minutes
rushing her fate.

"Where I?" asked Miss Montague,
something more than mere coincidence. But co-- from very white with

TtlfVC M1TI rrimn1 Iflll.
two miles beon'd it "You're better, you're with

that rizht."
"I'm glad everj she said,

,,hcrc

answered her struck her senses

whatever had happened them strangely. The voice shook, but she

engine,
engine narrowly

Inpw now.

"j

"Caspar," said,
any

quite convinced tnat neaven
ty excursion train front wa3 thought) and that Providence going ai-
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all and i to a smooth

has nroved. all manner surface, at all costs, un- -
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whenever specially to
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evitable of drinking and of r,

of nn and
horses," is of sickness, conse-
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Another difficulty,
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appearance of an
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returning

very softly, without
surprise.

conquered swimmers prarticallv atuajs encountered surpnsea

neither

variablr

condition

House,

people

that many have had disappointing
result for simple reason that the candidates
have not been thoroughly "scratch," for

surely needs right mark
carry out' this great successfully. Personally,

always keep pretty strict training, not
dsy pases which not for

vigorous eiercise, such rowing, wait-
ing, swimming, which find most bene- -

general, Channel
day beaten strong swimmer.
might with equal reaon reply "What

object trying
break record, exceeding

like?" Surely, merely
making money:

honor glory attached doing which

Anyway, your humble servant have real-
ized' ambition athletic'

day topull what best
termed i'Tlie Blue Riband

what had denied long. With
sigh contentment stretched
hand, warm, strong, essentially unspiritual
hand immediately closed

wanted Caspar
diedif been happy years since
they parted thousands things;

absolutely under control,
didn't

with
cool, thisLcrv

point, hands How

Maddock's.

notion would water

they

they

water
made

only

dreaming thought Caspar's voice.
God!"
" stood head
bed, where could him, round

sight Caspar, dar love," paid.
"Florence? Caspar! They thought

here, dear, tbem they
right, Florence, think should
back this!"

Miss Montague losing con-

sciousness again. And cuncd

thought . . , moment
j , "
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one off may

of Sea
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of she out her
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her She to ask how he
he had in the ten

of but her wits
were not jet her so

she was: "I
in

she her
I am 1

to

her

I it was

The nun who had at the of her
she not see came

into "It is he
it is you be-

longed I told
Oh, to you come

to me like
came near to

him- -

not. I nurse :;,,. ,nj :n
and the the un in his

A in

said

It

she

ben

to

Oh,

veiy
Dr.

ly, "But the notice the death notice in the
'Times' it jour name your age every-

thing."
Caspar Maddock held her closer.
"It was my father, dear," he said, "tht old

man who parted ten ago, when 1 itasa
weak-wille- d youth and you a girl with a mis-

taken of duty. The age was meant for
eight but the first figure was indistinct.
May he in peace now. poor old fellow for

made the amende honorable, though he doesn't
know it. death has really been the means
of bringing you to me!"

"What do you mean?" asked Miss Montague
slow lj

rlorence
weanly; "Uttle Florence sa ;

Then the familiarity ot me voice

was

merciful

that
during will oe

as

should

by

us

'My little girl was into year
wou.a shc was gta

wnicn
and

but

She

since by

one the
swim

some
sort

all

you

and

sense

rest
he

His

put

when he died."
"Your little girl?" she asked, painfjllj--.

His face . "My father marred rie t
the woman he had alwaji had in his eye. Oh,

yes, I was a weak fool, child, but I had
and nothing seemed to matter. She vas a good

wife to me far better than I deserred, ior I

told her the truth from the first."
"Was, Caspar?" she interrupted hinv.
"Yes, she died when little Florence was born;

the small child you with, y.u know.

The little thing came home quite full ef
just now. The nice crying lady whose name
was the same as her own, to whom she gave

her lucky bean."
"Dear little soul did she give it t m? I

didn't know."
"It wasin an envelope an envelop sni .bad

received from She had put it m ie j ocket
of your cloak. Tbe station master foind H and
handed it to me. That is why you

here, Florence. They thought jou arcre Miss

Maddock, do you see?"
"How very strange!" Miss Montague saif I

saw bide the bean tnere int

was

was

me.

never ....nciai. . ,i, i:i.People have often asked me what particular too wretched xosee ?"""" 3i""' ""ZZ
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