Taopsnay, Mav 31, 1923

“(+aod evening, Miss Mary,” she said cheerfully, “that’s
the lovely night.” 7

“1t's soft, 1'm thinking. 1 ‘.\'(Jll(lt‘l:‘ will [ gel up to
Mres. (Y Neilt's with the mourmmng gown.” '

“rPywixt Loppin' an’ trottin’ maybe you will, i\.l,lss
AMary. But vow've a right to finish my \\'ed(lmg oW

“1t's not so easy waiting io be huried as it is to he
married,’? said Miss Mary grimly, ,

“TIs it wait? Me that's called an® all an’ Jimmy with
the ring bought, au' he pawning his Sunday suit the way
he'd pav the last half-erawin.’

Lizzie laughed haisterousty while Mixs "Stasin walked
round her with pins and vard measure. Presently she stood
clothed in white serpe, o stilt fignre tryving to see hersell
in a cracked little glass. " Now that's lovely ; vou'll be a
picture, Lizzic Rilfeyle,” said Anastasia. o .

ART don't he talkine, Miss “Stasia” lizale exclaimed
in shy pleasure.

“You will =0
hreathe.”

I feel quare and tight. 1 hope 1L ot he huesting an’
I standing helore the priest.”

1 ean give vou a quarter of an nch more—ihere!”

“The skirt's a hit wide, Miss “Stasia. Thev're all
narraw now.  Fhev sav the ladies of London do hop with
their two feot together, they ro thai tight”’

Mary rose and began folding the monrning clathes to
put them into a hox.

SEAlE we are waking that lot,” she sald as she pub o
her honnet.

“Why do veu do it at all?’ asked Livzie eheerfully,

“Poeause we're not people Lo be hogging onr bread, my
«irl, or heltng belolden™ to anyoue. Dacintly we were born
and raved an' dacintle, please God, we'll die and he huried
it it's no eves we have left and our ten fingers worked
to the bone.”” ,

“Wellt T'd rather be married than that,” said Tizzie.
trring to see her round and rosy face in the glass Mary
turned and looked at the givl, @ grim smile on her face.

“Would you so®" she asked, “with a hahy coming hotne
each veur an’ vou net knowing how to put food in its mouth
or clothes on its bacl. an’ the yvoung cues with their leps
wetting crooked beeause vou ean’t mind them.  That's o fine
lite for a voung girl!  And hersell standing at the wash-
tub early and late, sick or verry, and getting that had that
stie. must needs o to the hospital Ter e great doeters to
he eperating on her.”

ai<e vour arms wow aid tey can you

SCod help ns Y eried” Stasta, “will vou whisht. Mary,
and not be searing the wits out of the wivl?"

Mary took her pareel and went out, hidding Lizzie good-
night.

Lizzie sighed heavily and there was o erack when a pin
liad flown.

“3Miss Mary has a quick tongue,” she saids “vou’d know
she’d mever had a companion of her own, she's that erot-
chety, I'm thinking ¥ou were the hest looking, Miss "Stasia.
I wonder now vou never gor married.”’

“What's putting {hat into vour head.

Try this walst-
hand now.”

“You'll have me cnt in two halves, Miss “Stasia,  Bue
I'm wondering nwow you never had a comrade, my mother
sald there was a young lad nsed to he after you, wbat's
this his name was#®”’ -
“Whist ! Lizzie, hold up vonr arm oand den’t {adk.”
“And in the heel o the hunt he

married another--
that's what she said.

He was not good enougli, mavhe =
“Tn my young dayvs it was the parents made the
matches,” said Miss "Stasia severely, “and wasn't it better
g0? Where'd T e with o man sponding his mouey at the
public house and having me bet at home.  That's no life
for a decent woman.™

“They're had when they've drink takon.” Lizzie ad-
mitted philosaphically. “hut there’s some wonld only drink
too much at a wedding, My Jimmy's one o' that lot, and
when the missioners de he preaching about Hell fire down
in tho chapel he gots off the drink altogether for two months
or three.”

“But Mary’s vight that 2 hig family hacks a woman out
terrible quick,” said Anastasia.

“Maybe so,” Lizzie answered, “bui vou wouldn’t mind
with the childher playing about you. There's great diver-
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sion in them and when they grow they'll keep you out of
the Workhouse itself,”

+Or have you rwinated—oune or the other.”

“Well, i it's God's will, Miss ’Stasia, it's got to he.
An' el vather that than living alone all my mortal days. It
musi be lonesome here with no man in it to be telling you the
news and smoking his pipe, or takng vou io the Pictures
or sonwe place on o Banlk Holiday.™ :

Miss Anastasia made a sound of protest as she detached
the white garment trom Lizzie's person.

“Now, " she said, 1've done with you.'

=Tell me abont that lad, Miss *Stasia, is he old now ¥’

“Ciod be good iv us! What's come to the girl,” said
Anastasin sharply. 2T mever give him a thought. Will
vou quit tatking of what’s dead and gone these thirty
years, '

Fizzie laughed.

“You won't o back on me about the dress, Miss *Stasia.
Saturday night now.”

“Mavbe . . . and T sitting up all night to do it,”
i mumbled,

Lizzie smiled broadly while Anastasii considered her.
“Them's lovely new teeth you have in your meouth,”’ she
remarked candidly.

“They are so. A power of money they were—four
pounds.”

“H'm. bat thev're a hit brittle-locking,.  For five
pounds son'd wot hetter value.  Youw'd tell them at a
glanee,

Lizzie looked a little crest-Fallen.

“You'll he gettin® yours, T suppose,” she said; “it's
wonderful the difference they do make,”

She bade the dressmaker farewell and went out into
the darkness. where a yonng man, who had evidently been
Lunernishing avainst a neighboring wall, met her and went
off with her.  Anastasia heard their laughter and sighed.

She went hack inte the little quiet dall house. When she
had made o cup of tea. she sat down at the sewing machine.
Ii was some time before she heard a faint tapping at the
door,  With a murmnr of vexation she rose and opened it.

A voung girl stood hefore hier, a girl almost speechless
with timidity.  Anastasia spoke sharply.

“Whao is it at alt?” she asked.

~It's Delia MeKenna,” eame the answer.

I don’t rightly kunow you, - What McKenna is it, an’
where are you froam 2

“I'm Joe McKenna’s daughter from

Anastasia hardened for a moement.

“What is it vou want with me

“It's @ messace from my father. He bid me ask for
M=y "Srasial”

There was o moment of stlence. The elderly dress-
maker stood there rigidly while she considered. The wind
wias cold and the girl coughed.

Murphystown.”

SChme in anyway,” said Anasiasia, ‘4t's strange vou
coming this night, for xour father was in my mind.”’

She led the way into the work-room, and bid the girl
«it down. Then she lnoked at her keenly, Delia McKenna
sit on the edge of her chair; her bhig hazel eyes were
anxions, N

AMiss “Siasia had ence looked 1nto eves exactly like
hem.  She helieved that she had forgotten those foolish
davs, She helieved, too, that as a thoroughly respectable
woman she had alte f{orgotten Joe McKenna,” who had
been married for long, and who was a widower of a year’s
stamdling,  As a matter of fact the veal Joe of the present,
with his stropeling grex heard, his untidy clothes and his
taste for drink, left Anastasia coldly indifferent. She
rould echo her parents’ verdict that he was not good enough
for hier and never would be. But the old romance she still
cherished. At the bottom of her heart she loved the image
of a voung man with buzel eves and long black lashes:
a gallant, improvident. romantic young man who once
had talked Rne talk to her in moments snatched as best
he conld when her pavents were not watching,

#i'd know wvou for your father’s daughter,” she said
abruptiv: “vou’d best have some tea.”

Delia conghed apain and said “thank rou” shyly.

“So vou've lost your mother?”

“IWe have, Miss 'Stasia, she died on us a year ago.”

“Does yvour father mind himself these times?”

Delia nodded.

Premier Hairdressing Saloon 3Chairs.
“I Blaasal To Give us a Trial.

bacco Stocked.

Onlyithe best Brands of Cigarettes and 1
59 B'Way NEWMARKET Allﬂldalld



