
the opportunity. As it was, she saw no one, wrote tono one. (She had lost everything. The world could showiier nothing but a cold face, no matter where she turnedIt was kind of Mrs. Clifford to take the trouble. If. shecould have any wishaboutherself it wouldbe to creep awayinto a corner and-be alone with her trouble.- But sincethat might not be, since slie had to earnher bread, it waskind of Mrs. Clifford to find her that place of- six childrenand thirty-five pounds a year to keep her from starva-tion."
She was nevergoing,to see Ardmoreagain. /Well, whatmatter for that, since all -thathad made Ardmore a heavenwas gone? Yet the last night before her journey to Dub-lin, when she slept at the Cliffords' house, Ardmore, empty-and desolate, cried to her like .a lonely ghost.; What «~isgoing to become of it? ffn *-„._+£
While she waitedon the platform for herHraiii Hextday— at the last moment Mr. Clifford himself had decidedto see her off, although he had intended to depute theduty to one of his clerks— she spoke about Ardmore.'Iwish the La Touches wouldtakeit/ shesaid. '

Youknow, they came, to see us seven years ago— Captain Lalouche and his aunt. Miss La Touche wanted papa tosell it to her nephew.' .'
Seven years ago. A good many things have hap-pened inseven years. It is unlikely they wouldwant theliouse now. They may be dead for all we know.''
Captain La Touche was quite young.' Why shouldher heart have given that sudden throb of pain at MrClifford's words? What could it matter to her who lived"and died, seeing the things that had happened to her?He was quite young,' she repeated. 'Perhaps he wouldtake Ardmorenow, if heknew.'
'It will be widely advertised. Of course, you knowthat nothing will come to you out of the sale-r-not onepenny. <The bank takes all:

-
You need not trouble aboutthe house.' . - .

No, of course she need not trouble from his point ofview, yet she troubled. That night, and many a nightthe house cried to her, haunted her, called her like thosenew graves in Ardmore churchyard that helcl all her iovon earth. " J J

Her new abode was in a tall, dark house in a citysquare. The houses had':been great houses"at one time.Now decay lay upon them as upon all the' neighborhood.
For the present their size and commodiousness and thelittle of their former glory which clung to them kept themfrom the doom of the tenement-house, which had over-taken many like them. They were still rented and ownedby people of a moderate wealthand.somesocial pretensions.Still the name meant something on V visiting-card as an.address.

-
But the houses were" iU-kept. While the summermonths remainedPamela andher charges werekept-in thecountry, in a lonely house,among fields, with a backgroundof hills, and the sea lying beyond a stretch of- boglands.'It was so lonely that servants could not be induced lostay there. Peoplehad a way.of developingnerves.■ WhenMrs. Quinlan, the children's mother, came for a few days,

she declared that the loneliness affected-her; that thosudden song of a blackbird or a lark risingJrom the long
grass were' enough to make her-shriek. Her visits werenever very long. A couple of timesa day, whileshe stayed,she used to go out in the overgrown front lawn to listenfor the' shriek of an engine, to watch for the column cflight smoke of the Dublin train"." It was always a joy toher when she could turn, her back on Cruddockstown andtake the train.
. To Pamela the quiet of- the place, when-Mrs. Quinlanwas not there, was grateful enough. Her charges foundnothing amiss in thespace and loneliness. They were out

of doors for the greater part of the day. They amusedthemselves withoccasional-.squabbles. There was no danger
in the wide fields, .and they were, dull, unadventurouschildren. Pamela- could be with them and think her ownsad thoughts almost undisturbed.

It was worse when they* went back to town at "the
beginning of October. The dark street, the gloom of thehigh house, deepened the girl's depression. She went
through'her duties with the sense of a dead weight clogging
her heart, and her brain. She did her best to do themwell, but it was with an aching sense of effort. Thechildren were fond of her and tractable enough, but slow-
witted. The mother complained. Miss Langford must
really make an effort. She had -had trouble, of course,
but we had all trouble, and there was no use giving way
to it. The children were making little progress. Mrs.
Quinlan went on to a reminiscence of governess she once
had who had managed the children wonderfully, and hadmade, their clothes, as well as Mrs. Quinlan's blouses.

Pamela knew she was dull and inefficient. She sup-posed,it would not he easy,,ifMrs. Quinlan were dissatis-
fied with her, to find anyone else willing to give her a
home and thirty-fivepounds a year. The prospect of being
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'Aunt Matildais a crusted Tory,' laughed Anthony
La Touche to Mrs. Langford, who met him with responsivelaughter.

'Ishould think Iwas, my dear,' the old lady replied.
Its the only thing for a gentlewoman to be.'Miss La Touche had forgotten that she had been toldthat the new people at Ardmore

—
who had been therethirty years— had taken up with the new-fangled notionsand called themselves Nationalists. If she had 'remem-bered it, perhaps she might have tried to steel her heartagainst Mrs. Langford's soft, compelling claim, so it wasjust as well.

In the end Miss LaTouche and her nephew had stayedto dinner, their scruples .about dining in their ordinaryattire having been satisfied. Pamela had sat by Captain
La Touche at dinner., and had almost forgottenher shynessof him. Something liehad said abouther motherhad wonher heart.

You feel it,' she had said, lifting large, luminouseyes to his; m the intensity of her feeling and pleasureshe had forgotten to he shy— < you feel it, who have onlyseen her this one afternoon. Can you imagine how wefeel it?'
For the moment her expression had a passion whichmade his thoughts go to Juliet on her balcony.
Before the dinner-hour Miss La Touche had explored

the house from garret to basement, peopling"every cornerwith old memories and old ghosts. Pamela had gonesilently up and down stairs with her. She had oftenthought about those La Touches who had lived so manyyears at Ardmore, so many generations, so many centuries,even for part of Ardmore was very old. As she listenedto the old lady she felt that the house did not reallybelong to them. They were interlopers. The La Toucheshad set their seal on every inch of it. She had had someshadowy sense of it, hardly realised, while she had listenedto the peasants' talk of the La Touches. The house hadjust tolerated them. They were in no real sense its
owners.'

You wouldnot le inclined to sell?' the old lady saia "

to Mr. Langford later. 'The one thing thatmight induce
us to comeback to livein Ireland wouldbe if you wouldsell.To be sure, it mattersless- while Anthony is in the Service;but by-and-bye he will marry and settle down. Perhapsby that time you might be tired of Ardmore.'<Ihope to live and die at Ardmore,' Mr. Langfordsaid, in a startled way, passing his hand over his linedintellectual forehead. '

It was a thousand pities that it was the La Touches'last evening in the country, that they were not likely tomeet again. Even with Miss La Touche Mrs. Langford-had made strides towards friendship.
'I can think of you in- Ardmore with less pain thanIcould have imagined,' the old lady said, with an airof great generosity. 'In fact, Icould give it up to no

one as Ifeelnow Ican give it up to you It is not likestrangers being m the place. Still, we should have likedto have .bought it lack. Ishould have liked Anthony'schildren to be born in Ardmore. It is a littlehard nowthat Peter La Touche has left his fortune to Anthonythat Ardmore must be yet beyond us.''
Ifelt like sympathising with her over our own V

usurpation,' laughed Mrs. Langford afterwards.'Ipaid thirty thousand for the place,' Maurice Lang-
ford said. 'As Ilistened to the old ladyIfelt as though
it had been given tome as a gift.'

Sevenyears. A good many things may happen in sevenyears. To Pamela Langford it happened to lose every-thing, everything, m seven years— father and mother, sis-ters and brothers, home and fortune, were all lost to herbetween that day when she met with Anthony La Toucheand the day she turnedher back on Ardmore in its summerglory to take a governess's placein the city.
Mrs. Clifford, the wife of the hard lawyer who hadmanaged John Langford's affairs down to the payment ofthe last creditor, had found the place for Pamela Thegirl had accepted itin a dazed way. Now that everythingwas gone, what did it matter how she fared during theyears of her pilgrimage till she should find her mother^arms about her again? She listened, not understandingthem, to Mrs. Clifford's explanations about the place slxowas to undertake. The salary was small, and there weresix children. But L.rs. Clifford considered it quite provi-dential that the chance had turned up. So much wasexpected of governesses nowadays. Girls with University

degrees werea drug inthe market. It was a pity Pamela'seducation had not been more complete. But then, of
course, no one could have anticipated that she wouldever need to earn her bread. And so,on, and so on.Pamelaonly caught a wordhereand tliere. Her mindwas too dazed by suffering to be receptive; and she waspassive in Mrs. Clifford's hands.

Friends of her father and mother would have donebetter for the poorstricken girl if but she had given them


