
PART 11.
The following day Frank Lomer, Lieutenant in the Blue

Dragoons,made his appearance on the scene,and was more than a
little astonished at the coldness of the welcome he received from
his mother.'

You seem to get a great deal of leave,Frank,' she remarked,
when the family were assembled in the drawing room before
dinner.'Oh, well,Ido contrive to screw adecent amount out of the
chief,' repliedher son.

He wasa good-looking young fellow of five orsix and twenty,
tall, and well groomed, and fully aware of his own personal
advantages.'

Haveyouany objection ?' headded.'Always glad to see you,my boy,' interposedhis father hastily.
His wife's countenance was an open book,wherein he could

read threateningsof a coming storm.
'Of course we are glad to see you,' said Mrs. Lomer, with a

suspicion of iciness in her voice.
'
But that is not thepoint'

Here, greatly to General Lomer's relief, the announcement of
dinner caused a diversion, and in a few minute* the trio were
seated at an artistically decorated table. The lady-help, however,
was conspicuous by her absence.'Where is Miss Chester /' inquired Mrs. Lomer, as the house-
maid placed the soup tureen before her.

'She is taken very poorly, please, ma'am, and sends her
apologies, and hopesyou will excuseher this evening.'

Ahalf-astonirhed,half-relieved expressioncrossed Mrs.Lomer's
features.

'Itmust have been a verysudden illness,'she observed. 'She
was evidently well enough toarrange the flowers.'

'Itwas very sudden, ma'am. She was takenbad abouthalf an
hour ncro.'

1Well, see that she has everything she requires,' said Mrs.
Lomer.

She was aware that she had secured a treasure in her lady-
help, and was fully prepared to treat her with kindness and
consideration, but at the same time she was decidedly relieved by
the fact of her non-appearance.'

We have set up a new institution since you were here last,
Frank,' observed General Lomer, when the servant had taken her
final (iepaiture.

1 What ;s that ?' asked his son.languidly. His usually cheery
countenance- had become somewhat clouded, and there waß a slight
frown, born of perplexity, on his broad, sun-tanned forehead.

1 A laiy-lit-lp. my boy, nothing less! and a deuced handsome
ffirl into the baigain. She

'
'1 will trouble you for a little pirk, James,' interposed his

wife,in a tone of warning,whereupon the general, seeing
'
breakers

ahead,'hi-tily changed the subject.
Grtatly tohis moth(i"« relief Frank showedno signof being at

all interested in his father's communication, and when they rose
from the t.ible he " x.nised himself, on the plea of a headache, and
-aid h" wou'd go and havea quietsmoke in the garden.'That boy has something on hi* mind,' remarked Mrs.
Loin^r to hr hu-bi.nd, whe.i they reached the drawing room.

'I am 'tireIhop» not,' was the alarmed reply.
'
That always

means mo'i.y,and Ihave none to throw awayat pro.-ent.'' I do not tbiiik it i.s money ;If inoy it is worse;it is a
vvonirn.'' Oh,he will get over that,' returned the general,in a jaunty
manner.

'
Ihad beeniv andout of lovea dozen times whenIwas

his ajj;v.''Ir, was not at all to your credit, then,' said his wife,coldly.
'But,' she continued, 'if Frank has got himself entangled with
anyone unsuitable it will Le a very serious affair. He must marry
money '.''Oh, well, my dear,' paid her husband, ' there is no use in
worrying yourself until you know for certain whether he is
entangled, and,' with a subdued chuckle,'in any case the entangle-
ment will act as an antidote against the attractions of the lady-
help'

'It is impossible to discuss any sensible subject with yon,
James,' remarked his wife, in a tone of resignation. And she
iearKd back in her chair wiih a t-igh and buried herself in the
pajes of the FortnightI>/.

Mra. T,OTer rrgaisled herself and her surroundings from a
literal and highly serious point of view. She was,n oreover,one of
tho->e women who conceal a warm heart and various other excel-
lent qualities under a cold, unprepo-se-Bing exteiior and a Bome-
"vliat saroastic tonguo. The mask of reserve, which she wore
perpetually, had become moulded to her features so that it was
almost impossible to raibo it, and consequently the people who
knew her md valueI her at, Inr real worthcould be countedon the
fingerw of one hand. And her own son was not amongst that
number.

From the days of his curly-headed boyhoodhehad stoodin awe
of hia impervious,dignified mother, whose smiles wereso lare,and

PART I.

MRS. LOMER'S LADY-HELP.

'
Have you noticed anything particular about the lady-belp,

James ?'
General Lomer lowered the Times and gazed blankly at the

Bpeaker.'Well, my dear," he replied, with that caution which forty
years' experienceof matrimony had taught him tobe decidedly the
better part of valour, "she struck me as rather

—
cr

—
rather pre-

possessing inappearance, if that is what youmean ?''Prepossessing V echoed Mrs. Lomer sharply.
'

She is a
remarkably handsome young woman, and Ishould have thought
that evenyou would have been sufficiently observant to notice the
fact.'

The generalretired behindhis newspaper, a distinct twinkle in
his benevolentblue eyes.

1Well,' he observed from the other side of that friendly screen,'and what then ? Does that disqualify her for service in your
opinion?''

Itwould in the ryes of some people,'returned his wife in a
meditative tone.

'Perhaps here it will not matter so much, so
long'— meaningly

— 'as you remember her position anddonot pay
her the extravagant compliments which youappear to think neces-
sary in the case of every pretty girl youmeet, but

'

'I,my dear !' ejaculated General Lomer in a toneof outraged
virtue.'Yes, you ! But the worst of it is,' she continued calmly,
totally ignoring the interruption,'that this Mibs Chester is by way
of being a lady. Her father wasa clergyman with a large family
and a small income

—
the two usually go together somehow — and

she may be inclined togive herself airs."'Oh, letus trustnot,' said the general, casting a furtive glance
at his neglected paper. ' And you would have a lady-help you
know,my dear,' he addedin a somewhat apologetic manner.'

Ihad to make some change ; our last parlour-maid was
enough to try the patience of a— of an aichangel, and Mrs.Fan-
shane appeared tohave found such a treasure. To be sure,she was
only a farmer's daughter, witha snub nose and freckles,but

''
A telegram has just come,' said a pleasantly modulated voice,

and the lady-help, in a nice-fitting black gown and the daintiest
thing in caps, made her appearance at the door.

Mrs. Lomer took themissive witha murmured wordof thanks,
whileher husbanddiscreetly effaced himself behind the advertise-
ment sheet of the Tinus.'

Good heaven*.Jamc j! what am T to do .'''
Whit the— what m the world is the matter ?' exclaimed the

thoroughly a'armed {rpueral. a? thib pathetic appeal issuid frovn his
wife's* li{)H. 'Isanything wrong with Frank /'

1!le i^ coming home t -morro v,' was the reply, in a tone
which would hu\ebe^tt'd a Lady M .cbeth after the murder of her
guest.

Her listener stiredat her in blank bewilderment.
'Frank coining t< -moirow I \\ tiy ble^s my tou\ what has

upset you .' Dun r jou want hull t■> (w\ie.<'h .''
Mrs. L^nur roe fro.a her chair «\ ,inan air in whiv.li lesigna-

tion and dign ty v.tie- bei'-itituHy blend>d, and inov.d slowly
toward-, the door.'

Youdonot appear to gra-p the situation, Jame«,' she said. 'I
am thinking of "he lady-help.'

Ami then slie swept our of the room, leaving its occupant
piling after her relieving figure with an utterly btup fied ex-
pression.

Meanwhile the object of these varie'l emotions was ups+airs in
her bedrooiji lo >kiriyr at herself m the gla.ss. Itwas a ehaimmif
picture whiJi mi" -a v refl<cte'l, but n-unehow the bi^ht failed ti.

\e hrr eu in's v "-■,'",icnou" Whit :" tan"_!>.: it ail 1-.' shj ni'irrmirel toherself as she care-
fully anvigeil ♥).>* liltIt* guliien l.»cw\;i eifl.s on her lorehtad.
1And how will r ,<\l end ' IStin,;a l-.<ly-n« 1p is not nil yak?* and
ale, e.->petiai!y whfi — <i'ut h"ie sh-1 li.iva t.mt sigh and turned
a»\ay lrom the mirror. Kuth (_\'.e->i< r. as her einpl'.yr had
dcf>>iibod ii"r, win tii* daughter of a o!ci irvn,:in with a tviiall
income. She wv.s n]-i .1uceiK convw itoL'uXholit iy, v Inch latter
fact, had conduce', to render the atm->phe'ie of tier futiier's lvy-
(overe.l U> i-tory rath- 1 wanner than wib agreeable 10 her feelings.
Hence lu-r promt pos-itioii as Mrs Liuwt's lady-belp.

She HA'i no ta-ie ror the maj inly of the other occupations open
toher sex. Trie duties of a governed or a companion wete equally
abhorrent to her ac ivenat'ire. but she was Rifted with the art of
arranging diuiur tables, and xroliping flowers, and.on the whole,
the situation ot ladj-help beeuied the one fur wLieb she possebaed
the mo-.r,capacity.

There were al-io otht reason?.
'I nvist not stay mooning up here," she reflecteil, and at that

moment Miv. Lniner'* bill rang in the usual peremptory manner.'
My son is ccmiinr t<,-.a Trow,' remarked that lady when Ruth

answertd h>T s'Lumo:.^.
" \\i;l jou we that his roomis prepared

for him .' Itv ih" one at tne end of the passage looking out on
the garden. An! tell .J.»ut- u> be veiy earelul that the sheets are
well ;ireil.'

"Certainly,' repiud ii.ith.
There wa-* an amusei gleun viher Laze! eye?,but the re«t of

her countenance wanexpressive ot nothing more than the resptctful
decor-mi of the w<.ll-trauiwi domestic.

Her mi-.tre-5H und the nituation generally appealed to her sense
of humour, but she

'
knew lie-r place,' and hail acquired the art of

concealing the fact.

NEW ZEALAND TABLET.

The Storyteller.

Thursday,February 1, 1900.]
'
What time will he arrive ?' she asked.

'Ho will be here to dinner,' replied Mrs.Lomer.
'
And please

arrange the tableprettily, andIshould be glad if you would teach
cook thatFrench entreeyou mentioned the other day. My sonis
rather particularabout his dinners.''

Itcertainly is a comfort tohave someone withanartistic eye
for colour, anda knowledgeof cooking intothe bargain,' reflected
Mrs. Lomer, when the lady-help had undertaken everything
requestedof her and left the room.

'But— Iam sorry Bhe is a lady, it makes everything bo
awkward There is something about her, too, which Icannot
quite make out,and

—
Ido wish she were not quiteso good-looking.

FraLik ia ->o oUoufcptibltj.'
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