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Part the First

MISS LORD
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At eight o'clock on BSunday morning, Arthur
Peachey unlocked his front door, and quietly went
forth. He_had not ventured to ask that early
breakfast should be prepared for him. Enough
that he was leaving home for a summer holiday—
the first he had allowed himself since his marriage
three years ago.

It was & homse in De Crespigny Park; unat-
tached, double-fronted, with half-sunk basement,
and a flight of steps to the stucco pillars at the
entrance. De Crespigny Park, a thoroughfare con-
necting Grove Lane, Camberwell, with Denmark
Hill, preseuts a double row of similar dwellings;
its clean breadth, with foliage of trees and shrubs
in front gardens, makes it plessant to the eye that
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finds pleasore in suburban Londen, In point of
respectability, it haa claims only to ba appreciated
by the ambitions middle-class of Camberwell. Each
house seems to remind its meighbour, with all the
complacence expressible in buff brick, that in this
locality lodgings are not to let.

For an hour after Peachey’s departurs, the silence
of the houee was unbroken. Then a bedroom door
opened, and a lady in a momning gown of the
fashionable heliotrope came downstairs. She had
scute features, eyes which seemed to indicate the
concentration of her thonghts upon s difficult
problem, and cheeks of singular bloom. Her name
was Beatrice French; her years numbered six and
twenty.

She entered the dining-room and drew up the
blind, Thongh the forniture was less than a year
old, and by no means of the cheapest description,
slovenly housekeeping had dulled the brightness of
every surface. On a chair lay a broken toy, one of
those elsborate and costly playthings which serve
no purpose but to stunt a child's imagioation,
Though the time was midsommer, not a flower
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appeared among the pretentions ornaments. The
pictures were a strange medley—autotypes of some
artistic value hanging side by side with hideons
oleographs framed in pondercus gilding. Miss
French looked about her with an expression of
strong disgust, then violently rang the bell. When
the summons had been twice repeated, there ap-
peared & young woman whose features told of long
and placid slumbers.

“Well ? what does this mean ?"”

“The cock doesn't feel well, miss; she can't get

up.

*“Then get breakfast yourself, and look sharp
abont it.”

Beatrice spoke with vehemence; her cheeks
showed & ecircle of richer hue around the unchang-
ing rose. The domestic made insolent reply, and
there began & war of worda At this moment
snother step sounded on the stairs, and as it drew
near, a female voice was raised in song.

“t And a penny in his pocket, lo-de-da, la-de-da,—
and a penny in his pocket, ln-de-da 1™

A younger girl, this, of much slighter build;
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with & frigky gait, a jaunty pose of the head;
pretty, but thin-featured, and shallow-eyed; a
long meck, no chin to speak of a low forehead
with the hair of washed-out flaxen fluffed all
over it. Her dress was showy, and in a taste
that set the teeth on edge. Fanny French, her
nAane,

“ What's up? Anocther row?” she asked, enter-
ing the room as the servant went ont.

“I've known a good many fools," said Beatrice,
“but Ada's the biggest I've come across yet.”

“Is she? Well, I shouldo't wonder,” Fanny
admitted impartially. And with a skip she took
up her song again. “.A penny paper collar round
his neck, la~de-da—"

“ Are you going to church this morning ? " asked
her sister.

“Yes. Areyou?”

“Come for a walk instead. There's something I
want to talk to yon abont.”

“Won’t it do afterwards? I've got an appoint-
ment."

“With Lord 7"



