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BESSIE BRADFORD'S SECRET.

CHAPTER I.
THE LAME FOOT.

“Fax, is that you?"

“No, my boy, it is I," answered Mrs. Leroy, glancing up at
her son Harold, who was hanging over the banisters at the head
of the stairs, and looking down into the hall below; then she
turned to the woman who had just opened the front door for her,
and gave her some direction which Harold did not hear, as he
turned impatiently away.

But a moment later, and before Mrs. Leroy had come up-
stairs, another ring at the bell brought Harold back to his post
of observation; and again, before he had time to see who was
there, he called aloud,

* Is that you, at last, Fan?"

This time there was no response, but Harold saw that it
was a lady visitor who was admitted, and he retreated again, ex-
claiming,

“Bother Fan's school; it is more than time for her to be
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home; 1 wonder if she has gone somewhere—no, for mamma
told her she did not want her to do that without leave—and she
has never been kept in, I'm sure; but what in the world can keep
her so, and just when a fellow wants her, too ?”

Here Mary Jane, the waitress, made her appearance at the door,
and with a tone and aspect of calm but severe disapproval, said:

“Master Harold, your ma bid me tell you that Miss Fanny
takes her music lesson to-day, and that will keep her an hour later
than usual. She'll not be home until Miss Ella comes.”

There was unspoken reproof in Mary Jane's voice, for her
punctilious soul had been sorely vexed by Harold's outrage of the
proprieties in calling over the stairs as she opened the door for the
visitor ; but the voung gentleman either did not notice or did not
choose to notice that, and all the reply he made to her piece of
information was another impatient

“Oh, bother 1"

He had, himself, been kept from school to-day by a slightly
sprained foot which did not permit him to go out, although he con-
trived to hobble about the house, as you have seen by his frequent
excursions to the head of the staircase; and Mary Jane thought it
well to add a modicum of admonition on this point.

“I don't see as your foot is ever goin’ to get well, if you go
hoppin’ round on it this way all the time, Master Harold,” she
said,



