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By Isobel Muir Randall
(Copyright by W. G. Chapman.)
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No one had ever come after Una
Price that is, in the way of a lover.
Fhc had never thought much about
herself, for her life was a busy one.
Those who knew her and esteemed
her, however, marveled at the village
swains who picked out all sorts and

'conditions of girls, passing over the
jewel of the flock, in their estima-
tion.

Una was an orphan and for two
years had been housekeeper for the
Wendells, husband and wife, rich, but
parsimonious, old, crabbed, exacting.
They valued her, but they pinned her
down to an irksome servitude. Mrs.
Wendell was an invalid and the sheer
kirdness of Una's heart impelled her
to be quite a daughter to the ailing,
capricious old woman out 01 a pure
sense of duty.

It was the social side of affairs that
depressed Una. She had been used
to company, entertainments, sleighs
and skating in the wintertime, tennis
and boating in their season.

When her father died she had to
give up all these out of sheer neces-
sity Mr. Prince had left next to
nothing and Una went to the city and
found a position as typist in a stuffy,
crowded little office.

It took a year to drive the velvet
bloom from her cheek and the vivac-

ity of a naturally joyous nature from
her eyes. She had a sick spell and
her physician ordered her back to
the pure air and unclouded sunshine
of Brookville.

Then the opportunity with the
Wendells came her way. She was in
kitchen of their home now, preparing
a cake. She hummed a pretty, cheer-
ful tune as she went about her la-

bors. Then a burst of girlish laugh-
ter from the next yard caused her lip
to auiver slightly and her fair brow
clouded The residence beyond the
next dividing hedge "was occupied by

a wealthy young widow, a Mrs. Mal-lor- y,

who had rented it for a summer
home. She had invited numberless
friends from the citv and the exten
sive garden was a constant scene of
brightness and gayety. Mrs. Jttauory
had always nodded pleasantly across
the hedge to her pretty neighbor and
only a week previous had invited
Una over to a lawn party to meet
her friends.

Una was delighted. She was filled
with joyous anticipations of the good
time expected. She had donned her

The Man Was Fierce Looking

daintiest dress the afternoon of the
function, when Mrs. Wendell was
seized with one of her habitual hys-

terical fits and she was forced to give
up the party.

"Oh, well, perhaps" I am getting too
far on the shady side of girlhood to
join in with those young sweet crea-
tures," poor Una tried to cheat her-
self into believing she had not the
vanity to realize her own rare beauty
and grace.

"A dash of nutmeg and I'm through
with the cake," announced Una a
minute later.

She reached up to the cabinet over


