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Chapter

The kettle sat on the hob, and Mona sat on the floor, both as idle as idle
could be.

"I will just wait till the kettle begins to sing," thought Mona; and be-
came absorbed in her book again.

After a while the kettle, at any rate, seemed to repent of its laziness, for
it began to hum softly, and then to hum loudly, and then to sing, but
Mona was completely lost in the story she was reading, and had no mind
for repentance or anything else. She did not hear the kettle's song, nor
even the rattling of its cover when it boiled, though it seemed to be try-
ing in every way to attract her attention. It went on trying, too, until at
last it had no power to try any longer, for the fire had died low, and the
kettle grew so chilly it had not even the heart to 'hum,' but sat on the
black, gloomy-looking stove, looking black and gloomy too, and, if
kettles have any power to think, it was probably thinking that poor old
granny Barnes' tea would be scarcely worth drinking when she came
home presently, tired and hungry, from her walk to Milbrook, for Mona,
even if she realised that the water had boiled, would never dream of
emptying it away and filling the kettle afresh, as she should do.

But Mona had no thought for kettles, or tea, or granny either, for her
whole mind, her eyes, her ears, and all her senses were with the heroine
of the fascinating story she was absorbed in; and who could remember
fires and kettles and other commonplace things when one was driving
through a lovely park in a beautiful pony carriage, drawn by cream-col-
oured ponies, and seated beside an exquisitely dressed little lady who
had more money than she could count, and insisted on sharing all with
her companion?

Mona certainly could not. She never could manage to remember two
things at the same time; so, as all her thoughts were absorbed by her
golden-haired friend in the blue silk frock, granny in her old black me-
rino and heavy boots was forgotten as completely as the fire, and it was
not until someone came stumbling up the garden path and a tired voice
said, "Well, dearie, I'm come at last, how have you got on since I've been



gone?" that she remembered anything about either; and when she did
she felt almost sorry that granny had come quite so soon, for if she had
only been a few minutes later Mona might just have finished the chapter.

"Oh, I'm so tired!" groaned granny, dropping wearily into her arm-
chair. "I have been longing for a nice cup of tea for this hour and more."
Then, as her eyes fell on the black grate, her voice changed to one of dis-
may. "Why, Mona!" she cried, "the fire's gone clean out! Oh, dear! oh,
dear!" Granny's voice was full of disappointment. With anyone but
Mona she would have been very cross indeed, but she was rarely cross
with her. "I daresay it'll catch up again quickly with a few sticks," she ad-
ded patiently.

Mona, really ashamed of herself, ran out to the little wood-rick which
stood always in the back-yard. "Stupid old fire," she muttered impa-
tiently, "of course it must go out, just to spite me because I wanted to
have a little read," and she jerked out the sticks with such force that a
whole pile of faggots came tumbling down to the ground. She did not
stay, though, to pick them up again, for she really was sorry for her care-
lessness, and wanted to try and catch up the fire as quickly as possible.
She had fully meant to have a nice fire, and the tea laid, and the kettle on
the point of boiling, and everything as nice as could be by the time her
grandmother got back from the town. But one never got any credit for
what one meant to do, thought Mona with a feeling of self-pity.

By the time she got back to the kitchen her grandmother had taken off
her bonnet and shawl and was putting on her apron. "My feet do ache,"
she sighed. "The roads are so rough, and it's a good step to Milbrook and
back—Ileastways it seems so when you're past sixty."

Mona felt another pang of shame, for it was she who should have gone
to the town to do the shopping; but she had not wanted to, and had com-
plained of being tired, and so granny had gone herself, and Mona had let
her.

"Let me unlace your boots, granny, and get your slippers for you." She
thought she would feel less guilty if she did something to make her
grandmother more comfortable. "You sit down in your chair, I'll do all
that's got to be done."

Mrs. Barnes leaned back with a sigh of relief. "Bless the dear child," she
thought affectionately, "how she does think for her old granny!" She had
already forgotten that Mona had let the fire go out, and neglected to
make any preparations for her home-coming; and Mona, who could be
very thoughtful and kind if she chose, knelt down and unlaced the heavy



boots, and slipped the warm, comfortable slippers on to the tired old
feet, laughing and chattering cheerfully the while.

"Now you are to sit there, gran, and not to dare to move to do one
single thing. I'm going to talk to that fire, and you'll see how I'll coax him
up in no time, and if that kettle doesn't sing in five minutes I'll take the
poker to him." And, whether it was because of her coaxing or not, the fire
soon flamed cheerfully, and the kettle, being already warm, began to
sing almost as soon as Mona had got the cloth spread.

While she waited for it to come to boiling point, she sat down on her
little stool by the fire, and took up her book again. "Just to have a little
look at the pictures for a minute," she explained. "Oh, granny, it is such a
lovely story, I must tell you about it."

"Yes, dear, I'd like to—some day."

But Mona did not hear the 'some day.' She was already pouring into
granny's ear all she had read, and granny interjected patiently, "Yes,
dearie," and "Oh my!" and "How nice!" though she was so faint and
weary she could not take in half of Mona's chatter.

Presently the kettle boiled again, but Mona was once more lost to
everything but her story, and it was granny who got up and made the
tea.

"It's all ready, dearie," she said, as she sank into her chair once more.
"You must tell me the rest while you are having it. Oh, there's no butter
out." She had to get up again and drag her aching feet to the little larder
for the butter, and as soon as she had settled herself again she had to get
up and get a teaspoon. Mona had forgotten a half of the things she
should have laid, and she had forgotten, too, that granny was tired.

"And oh, granny," she went on breathlessly, "on her birthday Pauline
wore a muslin dress, with blue forget-me-nots worked all over it, and a
blue sash, and—and a hat just covered with forget-me-nots."

"She must have looked like a bed of them," remarked Granny.

"Oh, I think she looked perfectly sweet! I'd love to have clothes like she
had. Of course, she didn't have to do any work—nothing at all all day
long."

"Well, I know a little girl who doesn't do much," remarked granny
quietly, but Mona did not hear her.

"Granny, do you think I'll be able to have a new hat this summer?
Mine is ever so shabby—and shall I have forget-me-nots on it? I'd rather
have forget-me-nots than anything. I suppose I couldn't have a blue sash
to wear with it, could I, Gran? I don't think they cost very very much.
Millie Higgins, in at Seacombe, had a plaid one, and she was sure it



didn't cost a great deal, she said. Her uncle brought it to her, but Millie
never wears it. She doesn't like plaid; she wishes it was pink. I'd wear it
if 'twas mine, but I'd rather have a blue one. Do you think I can have a
new hat, granny?"

"We will see. If your father is able to send some more money for you I
might be able to manage it; but with your stepmother always ailing his
money seems to be all wanted for doctor's bills and medicines. It does
seem hard."

Mona's face fell. "And I don't suppose the medicine does any good, do
you, granny?"

"Some folks believe in it, and I s'pose if you believe in it it does you
good. For my own part, I never had but two bottles in my life, and I
don't see that I'm any the worse for going without. In fact, I "

Mona, who always sat at the side of the table facing the window,
sprang to her feet excitedly. "Why, it's the postman! and he's coming in
here," she interrupted, and was at the door to meet him before he had
power to knock. She came back more slowly, carefully studying the one
letter she held. "It's from father," she said eagerly, as she at last handed it
to her grandmother. "Oh, granny! I wonder if he has sent any money?"

Granny was evidently surprised. "A letter from your father! Whatever
can he be writing about? I haven't written to him since I had his last. I
hope he isn't having more trouble."

"Perhaps he has written to know why you haven't,” said Mona
shrewdly.

"Oh, granny, do make haste and open the letter, I am longing to know
what's inside!"

But letters did not come every day to Hillside Cottage, so when they
did they must be made the most of. Mrs. Barnes examined the envelope
back and front; the handwriting, the stamp, the postmark; then she had
to go to a drawer to get a skewer with which to slit the envelope, then
her spectacles had to be found, polished, and put on, and at long last she
took out the letter and began to read.

Mona chafed with impatience as she watched her. Her eyes looked
ready to pop out of her head with eagerness. "Why don't you let me read
it to you?" she cried at last, irritably, and regretted her words as soon as
they were spoken. Granny laid the letter on the table beside her and
fixed her eyes on Mona instead. "I am not got past reading my own let-
ters yet," she said sternly, looking out over the tops of her spectacles at
her. Mona was dreadfully afraid they would fall off, and then the polish-
ing and fixing process would all have to be gone through again, but she




had the wisdom to hold her tongue this time, and granny took up the let-
ter again, and at last began to read it, while Mona tried hard to read
granny's face.

She did not utter aloud one word of what she was reading, but
presently she gave a little half-suppressed cry.

"Oh, granny, what's the matter?" Mona could keep quiet no longer.

"Oh, dear! oh, dear! Here's a pretty fine thing. Your father wants you
to go home."

Mona's face fell again. Then he had not sent any money, and she
would not be able to have her hat! For the moment nothing else seemed
to matter.

"What does he want me home for?" she asked sullenly.

"Your stepmother has been ill again, and the doctor says she mustn't
be left alone, and must have someone to help her. She's terrible nervous
when your father's away to the fishing, so you've got to be fetched
home." Mrs. Barnes spoke resentfully. Her daughter, Mona's mother, had
died when Mona was a sturdy little maiden of ten, and for eighteen
months Mona had run wild. Her father could not bear to part with her,
nor would he have anyone to live with them. So Mona had been his
housekeeper, or rather, the house had kept itself, for Mona had taken no
care of it, nor of her father's comforts, nor of her own clothes, or his. She
just let everything go, and had a gloriously lazy, happy time, with no
one to restrain her, or make her do anything she did not want to do.

She was too young, of course, to be put in such a position; but she did
not even do what she might have done, and no one was surprised, and
no one blamed her father—mo one, at least, but Mrs. Barnes—when at the
end of eighteen months he married pretty, gentle Lucy Garland, one of
the housemaids at the Squire's.

Mrs. Barnes, though, resented very strongly anyone being put in her
dead daughter's place, with control over her daughter's child, and she
had written angrily enough to Peter, demanding that Mona should be
given up to her. And though he doubted the wisdom of it, to please and
pacify her, Peter Carne had let her have the child. "Not for good," he
said, "for I can't part with her altogether, but for a long visit."

"If she puts Mona against Lucy, it'll be a bad job," he thought
anxiously, "and mischief may be done that it'll take more than I know to
undo."

However, Mona felt none of the dislike of her stepmother that her
grandmother felt. In fact, she was too happy-go-lucky and fond of
change to feel very strongly about anything. She had got her father's



home and all his affairs into such a muddle she was not sorry to go right
away and leave it all. She was tired of even the little housework she did.
She hated having to get up and light the fire, and, on the whole, she was
very glad for someone else to step in and take it all off her shoulders.
And as she had left her home before her stepmother came to it, she had
not experienced what it was to have someone in authority over her.

So Mona felt no real grievance against her stepmother, and, with all
her faults, she was too healthy-minded to invent one. Her grandmother's
not too kind remarks about her had fallen on indifferent ears, and, fortu-
nately, had had no effect except to make Mona feel a sort of mild scorn
for anyone so constantly ailing as Lucy Carne was.

She felt no sympathy for the cause of the ill-health, even though she
knew that it all began one bitter, stormy night when Lucy and the wives
of the other men who were out at sea stood for hours watching for the
first signs of the little storm-tossed boats, in the agony of their hearts,
deaf and blind, and entirely unconscious of the driving sheets of rain and
the biting east wind which soaked and chilled them to the bone.

When at daybreak the storm lulled, and the boats, with all safe on
board, were seen beating up before the wind, all the misery and wet and
cold were forgotten as they hurried joyfully home to make up big fires
and prepare hot food for the exhausted men. But more than one woman
paid heavily for the night's experience, and Lucy Carne was among
them.

For days she had lain writhing in the agony of rheumatic fever. For
days she had lain at the gates of death, and when at last she came back to
life again, it was such a wreck of her old self that she was scarcely able to
do anything. And this in Granny Barnes' eyes had been an added
grievance.

It was a greater grievance than ever now, for it meant that her grand-
child, her very own daughter's child, was to be taken from her, to work
for the stranger who had taken her daughter's place.

Fortunately, Mona had no such foolish thoughts. Her only grievance
was that the money which might have been spent on a new hat would
have to be spent on the carrier. "And nobody will be any the better for it,
except Mr. Darbie, and he's got lots already. They say he has a whole
bagful in a box under his bed."

"Your stepmother will be better off. She'll have you," said Granny
Barnes crossly. "Well, the letter's spoilt my tea for me. Anyway, I don't
want anything more. I've had enough for one while."



Mona looked surprised. "Oh, has it! I thought you were hungry,
granny. I am," and she helped herself to another slice of bread and but-
ter. "I wonder which day I'd better go?—and I must wear my best frock,
mustn't I? Such a lot of people go by the van, and you've got to sit so
close you can't help seeing if anybody's clothes are shabby."

"Um, you seem to have thought it all out, but you don't seem to think
anything of leaving me, nor of what my feelings may be. You'd better
wear your best frock and your best hat too, then your father and your
stepmother will see that you want something new for Sundays. It's as
well folk should learn that all the money can't be spent on doctors and
physic—that there's other things wanted too!"

But this speech only sent Mona's expectations higher, and lessened her
regrets at leaving. If going home to Seacombe and her new mother meant
having a new hat and dress, she would only be the more pleased at hav-
ing to go. She was so occupied with these thoughts that she did not no-
tice her grandmother rise and leave the kitchen, nor did she see the tears
in the sad old eyes. But her dreams of a journey, clad all in her best, were
suddenly broken in upon by a sharp scream. The scream came from the
backyard. Mona flew out at once. It was getting dark out of doors now,
but not too dark for her to see her grandmother stretched on the ground
with faggots of wood lying all around her.

For a moment Mona's heart seemed to stand still with fear. She
thought her grandmother was killed, or, at any rate, had broken her leg.
Then, to her intense relief, Mrs. Barnes groaned, and began to rouse
herself.

"However did these things come scattered about like this, I should like
to know," she cried angrily. But in her relief at knowing she was able to
move and speak Mona did not mind granny's crossness.

"Didn't you pull them down?"

"I pull them down." Granny's voice was shrill with indignation. "It was
they pulled me down! I wonder I wasn't killed outright. It must have
been those cats that knocked them over. They are always ranging all over
the yard. I shall tell Mrs. Lane if she can't keep them in she'll have to get
rid of them. Oh, dear, what a shaking I've had, and I might have broke
my leg and my head and everything. Well, can't you try an' give me a
hand to help me up?"

But Mona was standing dumb-stricken. It had come back to her at last.
It was she who had pulled down the faggots and left them. She had
meant to go out again and pick them up, and, of course, had forgotten
about them, and she might have been the cause of a terrible accident! She



was so shocked and so full of remorse, she could not find a word to ut-
ter. Fortunately, it was dark, and her grandmother was too absorbed to
notice her embarrassment. All her time was taken up in getting on to her
feet again and peering about her to try and catch sight of the cats.

Perhaps if granny had been less determined to wage war on the cats,
Mona might have found courage to make her confession, but while she
waited for a chance to speak her courage ebbed away. She had done so
many wrong things that afternoon, she was ashamed to own to more,
and, after all, she thought, it would not make it better for granny if she
did know who really scattered the faggots. So in the end Mona held her
tongue, and contented herself with giving what assistance she could.

"This is Black Monday for me!" she said to herself as she helped her
grandmother into the house again. "Never mind, I'll begin better to-mor-
row. There's one good thing, there's no real harm done."

She was not so sure, though, that 'no harm was done' when she woke
the next morning and heard loud voices and sound of quarrelling com-
ing from the garden. She soon, indeed, began to feel that there had been
a great deal of harm done.

"Well, what I say is," her grandmother cried shrilly, "your cats were
nearly the death of me, and I'll trouble you to keep them in your own
place."

"And what I say is," cried her neighbour, "my cats were never near
your faggot rick. They didn't go into your place at all last night; they
were both asleep by my kitchen fire from three in the afternoon till after
we'd had our supper. Me and my husband both saw them. You can ask
him yourself if you like."

"l shan't ask him. I wouldn't stoop to bandy words about it. I know,
and I've a right to my own opinion."

"Do you mean to say you don't believe what I say?" cried Mrs. Lane in-
dignantly. "Do you mean to tell me I'm telling an untruth? Well, Mrs.
Barnes, if you won't speak to my husband, and won't believe me, per-
haps you'll ask your Mona! I daresay she can tell you how the faggots
got scattered. She was out there, I saw her from "

"That's right! Try and put it off on the poor child! Do you expect me to
believe that my Mona would have left those faggots "

"Ask her, that's all," said Mrs. Lane, meaningly. "And now I've done. I
ain't going to have anything more to say. You're too vi'lent and onreas-
onable, Mrs. Barnes, and I'll trouble you not to address me again till
you've 'pologised.”
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Granny laughed, a short sarcastic laugh. "'Pologise!" she cried shrilly,
"and me in the right too! No, not if I lived next door to you for fifty years,
I wouldn't 'pologise. When you've "pologised to me, Mrs. Lane, I'll begin
to think about speaking to you again."

Mona, standing shivering by the window, listened to it all with a sick
feeling of shame and dismay. "Oh, why does granny say such dreadful
things! Oh, I wish I'd spoken out at once! Now, when granny asks me, I
shall have to tell her, and oh," miserably, "won't she be angry?"

But Mona escaped that ordeal. Her grandmother did not mention the
subject, for one reason; she felt too unwell; an outburst of anger always
made her ill; and for another, she was already ashamed of herself and of
what she had said. Altogether, she was so uncomfortable about the
whole matter, and so ashamed, and vexed, she wanted to try to forget all
about it.
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i 2

Chapter

John Darbie and his one-horse van journeyed from Milbrook to
Seacombe every Tuesday and Friday, passing Mrs. Barnes' cottage on
their way; and on Wednesdays and Saturdays he journeyed home again.
The two places were only ten miles apart, but, as John's horse 'Lion' nev-
er travelled faster than three miles an hour, and frequent stops had to be
made to pick up passengers and luggage, and put down other passen-
gers and other luggage, the journey was seldom accomplished in less
than six hours.

The day that Mona travelled to Seacombe the journey took longer than
usual, for they had to stop at Barnes Gate—an old turnpike—to pick up a
couple of young pigs, which were to be brought by a farm boy to meet
them there; and as the pigs refused to be picked up, and were determ-
ined to race back to their home, it took John and the farmer's boy, and
some of the passengers, quite a long time to persuade them that their fate
lay in another direction.

Mona, homesick and depressed, was quite glad of the distraction,
though she felt sorry for the poor pigs. At that moment she felt sorry for
anyone or anything which had to leave its old home for a new one.

Only a few days had elapsed since that evening when her father's let-
ter had come, and her grandmother had fallen over the faggots, but such
long, unhappy days they had been. Her grandmother had been silent
and depressed, and she herself had been very unhappy, and everything
had seemed wrong. Sometimes she had longed to be gone, and the part-
ing over. Yet, when at last the day came, and she had to say good-bye to
granny, and her own little bedroom, and the cottage, and to leave
without saying good-bye to Mrs. Lane, it seemed almost more than she
could bear. She looked out at the cottage and at granny, standing waving
her handkerchief, but she could scarcely see either because of the mist in
her eyes, and, when at last the van turned a corner which cut them off
entirely from view, the mist in her eyes changed to rain.

If it had not been for the other people in the van, Mona would have
jumped out and run back again, and have confessed all to granny, and
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have been happy once more. She knew that if she asked granny to for-
give her, she would do so before long, even if she was vexed with her at
first.

But Mona's courage failed her. The people in the van would try to stop
her, and very likely would succeed, and there would be such a chattering
and fuss. Her spirit sank at the thought of it, and so she hesitated and
wavered until it was too late.

It was not to be wondered at that she welcomed the little scene with
the pigs at the four cross-roads, and felt quite glad when Mr. Darbie
asked her to get out and stand at the end of one of the roads to keep the
poor little things from running down it.

"We shan't get to Seacombe till nightfall," grumbled the old man when
at last he had got the pair into two sacks, and had fastened them up se-
curely on the tail-board of the van.

"And I've got to catch the five o'clock train from there," said one of the
passengers sourly. "If ever you want to be a little bit earlier than usual,
you're bound to be later. It's always the way."

Old John Darbie always recovered his temper when other people had
lost theirs. He realised how foolish they looked and sounded. "Aw, don't
you worry, missus,” he said, with a mischievous twinkle in his eyes.
"She'll wait for me. They wouldn't let no train start 'fore me and my pas-
sengers was in!"

All the rest of the passengers laughed, Mona too, at which the sour-
faced woman glared at them angrily. Then they jogged on again, and by
that time Mona had recovered sufficiently to be able to take more interest
in her surroundings.

She noticed that the woman beside her, and the woman opposite her,
were looking her up and down, and she felt very glad that she had on
her best hat and dress. She did wish, though, that she had mended the
hole in her gloves, for one of the women seemed more attracted by them
than by anything else, and it was really rather embarrassing. She longed
to put her hands behind her back to hide them, but that would have
looked too pointed; so, instead, she turned round and looked out of the
window, pretending to be lost to everything but the view.

It was a very pretty road that they were travelling, but very hilly, and
Lion's pace grew, if possible, even slower. One or two of the passengers
complained loudly, but Mona was enjoying herself thoroughly now. To
her everything was of interest, from the hedges and the ploughed fields,
just showing a tinge of green, to the cottages and farms they passed here
and there. To many people each mile would have seemed just like the
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last, but to Mona each had a charm of its own. She knew all the houses
by sight, and knew the people who dwelt in some of them, and when by
and by the van drew near to Seacombe, and at last, between a dip in the
land, she caught her first glimpse of the sea, her heart gave a great leap,
and a something caught in her throat. This was home, this was her real
home. Mona knew it now, if she had never realised it before.

At Hillside something had always been lacking—she could hardly
have told what, but somehow, she had never loved the place itself. It had
never been quite 'home' to her, and never could be.

"I expect you're tired, dear, ain't you?" the woman beside her asked in
a kindly voice. The face Mona turned to her was pale, but it was with
feeling, not tiredness.

"Oh, no," she cried, hardly knowing what she felt, or how to put it into
words. "I was a little while ago—but I ain't now. I—I don't think I could
ever feel tired while I could see that!" She pointed towards the stretch of
blue water, with the setting sun making a road of gold right across it and
into the heaven that joined it.

The woman smiled sadly. "Are you so fond of it as all that! I wish I
was. I can't abide it—it frightens me. I never look at it if I can help it. It
makes me feel bad."

"And it makes me feel good," thought Mona, but she was shy of saying
so. "I think I should be ashamed to do anything mean when I was in
sight of the sea," she added to herself. And then the old horse drew up
suddenly, and she saw that they had actually reached their journey's
end.

As she stepped down from the van and stood alone in the inn yard,
where John Darbie always unloaded, and put up his horse and van,
Mona for the first time felt shy and nervous. She and her new mother
were really strangers to each other. They had met but once, and that for
only a little while.

"And p'raps we shan't get on a bit," thought Mona. "P'raps she's very
particular, and will be always scolding!" and she felt very miserable. And
then, as she looked about her, and found that no one, as far as she could
tell, had come to meet her, she began to feel very forlorn, and ill-used
too. All the sharp little unkind remarks about Lucy Carne, which had
fallen from Granny Barnes' lips, came back to her mind.

"l do think somebody might have come to meet me!" she said to her-
self, and being tired, and nervous, and a little bit homesick for granny,
the tears rushed to her eyes. Hastily diving in her pocket for her
handkerchief, her fingers touched her purse, and she suddenly realised
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that she had not paid John Darbie his fare! With a thrill and a blush at
her own forgetfulness, she hurried back to where he was busy unloading
his van. He had already taken down the pigs and some bundles of peast-
icks, and a chair which wanted a new cane seat, and was about to mount
to the top to drag down the luggage which was up there, when he saw
Mona waiting for him.

"Please, here's my fare. I'm sorry I forgot it, and how am I to get my
box up to my house?"

"Get your box up? Why the same way as you'll get yourself up. Hop
inside again, and I'll drive 'ee both up in a minute. I promised your
mother I would. You hold on to your money now, it'll be time enough to
settle up when I've done my job," and the old man chuckled amiably at
his little joke.

But Mona did not want to get back into the close, stuffy van again, and
sit there in solitary state, with everyone who passed by staring at her. So,
as soon as John Darbie was safely on the top and busy amongst the boxes
there, she walked quietly out of the yard and into the street.

How familiar it all was, and how unchanged! After Milbrook—the
little ugly new town, scarcely worthy the name of town—and the hamlet
where her granny lived, the street and houses looked small and old-fash-
ioned, but they looked homelike and strong. The Milbrook houses, with
their walls half a brick thick, and their fronts all bow-windows, would
not have lasted any time in little stormy, wind-swept Seacombe. Experi-
ence had taught Seacombe folk that their walls must be nearly as solid as
the cliffs on which many of them were built, and the windows must be
small and set deep in the walls; otherwise they were as likely as not to be
blown in altogether when the winter storms raged; that roofs must come
well down to meet the little windows, like heavy brows protecting the
eyes beneath, which under their shelter, could gaze out defiantly at sea
and storm.

To Mona, seeing them again after many months' absence, the houses
looked rough and poor, and plain; yet she loved them, and, as she
walked up the steep, narrow street, she glanced about her with eager,
glowing eyes. For the time her loneliness and nervousness were forgot-
ten. Here and there someone recognised her, but at that hour there were
never many people about.

"Why, Mona Carne! is it really you! Well, your mother and father'll be
glad to have you home again." Mona beamed gratefully on the speaker.

"Is it really Mona," cried another. "Why, now, you've grown! I didn't
know you till Mrs. Row said your name!"
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Mona began to feel less forlorn and ill-used, and she was more glad
than ever that she had on her best clothes, and had put her hair up in
squibs the night before.

Outside one of the few shops Seacombe possessed, she drew up and
looked in at the windows with interest. They had improved a little. The
draper's was particularly gay with new spring things, and to Mona who
had not seen a shop lately, unless she walked the three miles to Mil-
brook, the sight was fascinating. One window was full of ties, gloves,
and ribbons; the other was as gay as a garden with flowers of every kind
and colour, all blooming at once. Many of them were crude and com-
mon, but to Mona's eyes they were beautiful. There were wreaths of
wall-flowers, of roses, and of lilacs, but the prettiest of all to Mona was
one of roses and forget-me-nots woven in together.

"Oh," she gasped, "how I'd love to have that one! Oh, I'd love it!" There
were hats in the window, too. Pretty, light, wide-brimmed hats. Mona's
eyes travelled backwards and forwards over them till she saw one of the
palest green straw, the colour of a duck's egg.

"Oh, wouldn't the roses and forget-me-nots look lovely on that, with
just a bow of white ribbon at the back. Oh, I wish "

"Why, it's Mona Carne!" cried a voice behind her, and Mona, wheeling
swiftly round, found Millie Higgins at her elbow.

"Why, who ever would have thought of meeting you strolling up the
street just as though you had never been away!" cried Millie. "But you've
grown, Mona. You are ever so much taller than when you went away,
and your hair's longer too. Do you think I am changed?"

Mona was delighted. She wanted to be tall, and she wanted to have
nice long hair. She had never cared for Millie Higgins before, but at that
moment she felt that she liked her very much indeed, and they chattered
eagerly to each other, lost to everything but the news they had to pour
into each other's ears.

After a little while, though, Millie tired of talking. She wanted to get
on, and what Millie wanted to do she generally did. "I must fly—and
there's your poor mother home worrying herself all this time to a fiddle-
string, wondering what has become of you. She expected the van an
hour ago, and had got your tea all ready and waiting for you."

Mona started guiltily, and then began to excuse herself. "Well, we
were late in coming, we were so long on the road. Mr. Darbie said he'd
drive me up, but I liked walking best. If I had gone up by the van I
shouldn't have been there yet, so it's all the same."
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"The van! Why, it's gone by. Only a minute ago, though. If you run
you'll be there almost as soon as he will."

Without staying to say good-bye, Mona ran, but either Millie's minute
had been a very long one, or 'Lion' had stepped out more briskly at the
end of the day than at the beginning, for when Mona got to the house
John Darbie was just coming away. "Thank'ee, ma'am," he was saying,
and Mona saw him putting some coins in his pocket.

"T've got the " she began to call out to him, but stopped, for her
new mother came out to the gate, and looked anxiously down the hill.
She was looking for herself, Mona knew, and a fit of shyness came over
her which drove every other thought from her mind.

But almost as quickly as the shyness came it disappeared again, for
Lucy's eyes fell on her, and, her face alight with pleasure, Lucy came for-
ward with arms outstretched in welcome. "Why, you poor little tired
thing, you," she cried, kissing her warmly, "you must be famished! Come
in, do. I was quite frightened about you, for I've been expecting you this
hour and more, and then when Mr. Darbie came, and brought only your
box, it seemed as if I wasn't ever going to see you. Come in, dear," draw-
ing Mona's arm through her own, and leading her into the house. "Sit
down and rest a bit before you go up to see your room."

Exhausted with excitement, and talking, and the extra exertion, Lucy
herself had to sit down for a few minutes to get her breath. Mona, more
tired than she realised until she came to sit down, lay back in her father's
big chair and looked about her with shy interest. How familiar it all
seemed, yet how changed. Instead of the old torn, soiled drab paper, the
walls were covered with a pretty blue one, against which the dresser and
table and the old familiar china showed up spotless and dainty; the steel
on the stove might have been silver, the floor was as clean and snowy as
the table.

Mona's memory of it all was very different. In those days there had
been muddle, dust, grease everywhere, the grate was always greasy and
choked with ashes, the table sloppy and greasy, the floor unwashed,
even unswept, the dressers with more dust than anything else on them.
Mona could scarcely believe that the same place and things could look so
different.

"Oh, how nice it all is," she said in a voice full of admiration, and Lucy
smiled with pleasure. She knew that many girls would not have admit-
ted any improvement even if they had seen it.
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"Shall we go upstairs now?" she said. "I've got my breath again," and
she led the way up the steep little staircase, which Mona remembered so
well.

"You know the way to your old room, don't you?"

Mona walked ahead to it, but at the door she drew up with a cry of de-
light. "Oh, Mother!" she turned to say with a beaming face, and without
noticing that she had called her by the name about which she and
granny had debated so long.

Lucy noticed it though, and coloured with pleasure. She had felt more
shy than had Mona, about suggesting what her stepchild should call her.
"Thank you, dear, for calling me that," she said, putting her arm about
her and kissing her. "I didn't know, I wondered how you would feel
about it."

But Mona was too delighted with everything she saw to feel anything
but pleasure and gratitude then. The walls had been papered with a
pretty rose-covered paper, the shabby little bed had been painted white.
Pretty pink curtains hung at the window, and beside the bed stood a
small bookcase with all Mona's own books in it. Books that she had left
lying about torn and shabby, and had thought would have been thrown
away, or burnt, long ago. Lucy had collected them, and mended and
cleaned them. And Lucy, who had brought to her new house many of
the ideas she had gathered while in service at the Squire's, had painted
the furniture white too, to match the bed.

Mona had never in her life before seen anything so pretty and dainty.
"Isn't it lovely!" she cried, sitting down plump on the clean white quilt,
and crushing it. "I can't believe it's for me." She looked about her with
admiring eyes as she dragged off her hat and tossed it from her, acci-
dentally knocking over the candlestick as she did so.

Lucy stooped and picked up both. The candlestick was chipped, the
hat was certainly not improved.

"The chipped place will not show much," said Lucy in her gentle, tired
voice, "but you've crushed the flowers in your hat."

Mona looked at the hat with indifferent eyes. "Have I? Oh, well, it's my
last year's one. I shall want a new one for the summer."

"Shall you, dear?"

Mona did not notice the little anxious pucker of her mother's forehead.
Carried away by all that had been done for her already, she had the feel-
ing that money must be plentiful at Cliff Cottage. Her father's boat had
done well, she supposed.
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But before any more was said, a sound of footsteps reached them from
below, and a loud voice, gruff but kindly, shouted through the little
place "Lucy, where are you, my girl? Has the little maid come?" and the
next moment Mona was darting down the stairs and, taking the last in
one flying leap, as in the old days, sprang into her father's arms.

"My word! What a big maid you are grown!" he cried, holding her a
little way from him, and eyeing her proudly. "Granny Barnes must have
taken good care of you! And now you've come to take care of Lucy and
me. Eh! Isn't that it?"

"Yes, dad, that's it," cried Mona, excitedly, and sat back with all her
weight on the pretty flowers and the fresh eggs that her grandmother
had sent to Lucy by her.

Her father looked vexed. He knew how much his ailing wife enjoyed
fresh eggs, and how seldom she allowed herself one, but he could not
very well express his feelings just when Mona had come back to her
home after her long absence, so he only laughed a little ruefully, and
said, "Same as ever, Mona! Same as ever!"

But, to his surprise, tears welled up into Mona's eyes. "[ I didn't mean
to be," she said tremulously. "I meant to try to be careful—but I—I've
done nothing but break things ever since I came. You—you'll be wishing
you had never had me home."

"We shan't do that, I know," said Lucy kindly. "There's some days
when one seems to break everything one touches—but they don't hap-
pen often. Now I'll make the tea. I'm sure we all want some. Come, Peter,
and take your own chair. There's no moving around the kitchen till
we've put you in your corner. Mona, will you sit in the window?"

"I think I ought to stand," said Mona tragically. "I've sat down once too
often already."

At which they all burst out laughing, and drew round the table in the
happiest of spirits.
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Chapter

From the moment she lay down in her little white bed, Mona had slept
the whole night through. She had risen early the day before—early at
least, for her, for her grandmother always got up first, and lighted the
fire and swept the kitchen before she called Mona, who got down, as a
rule, in time to sit down to the breakfast her grandmother had got ready
for her.

On this first morning in her home she woke of her own accord, and
half-waking, half-sleeping, and with not a thought of getting up, she
turned over and was about to snuggle down into the cosy warmth again,
when across her drowsy eyes flashed the light from her sunny window.

"Why, how does the window get over there?" she asked herself, and
then recollection came pouring over her, and sleepiness vanished, for life
seemed suddenly very pleasant and interesting, and full of things to do,
and see, and think about.

Presently the clock in the church-tower struck seven. "Only seven!
Then I've got another hour before I need get up! But I'll just have a look
out to see what it all looks like. How funny it seems to be back again!"
She slipped out of bed and across the floor to draw back the curtains.
Outside the narrow street stretched sunny and deserted. The garden,
drenched with dew, was bathed in sunshine too. But it was not on the
garden or the street that her eyes lingered, but on the sea beyond the low
stone wall on the opposite side of the way. Deep blue it stretched, its
bosom gently heaving, blue as the sky above, and the jewels with which
its bosom was decked flashed and sparkled in the morning sunshine.

"Oh-h-h!" gasped Mona. "Oh-h-h! I don't know how anyone can ever
live away from the sea!"

In spite of the sun, though, the morning was cold, with a touch of frost
in the air which nipped Mona's toes, and sent her scuttling back to her
bed again. She remembered, joyfully, from the old days, that if she
propped herself up a little she could see the sea from her bed. So she lay
with her pillow doubled up under her head, and the bedclothes drawn
up to her chin, and gazed and gazed at the sea and sky, until presently
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she was on the sea, in a boat, floating through waves covered with dia-
monds, and the diamonds came pattering against the sides of the boat, as
though inviting her to put out her hands and gather them up, and so be-
come rich for ever. Strangely enough, though, she did not heed, or care
for them. All she wanted was a big bunch of the forget-me-nots which
grew on the opposite shore, and she rowed and rowed, with might and
main, to reach the forget-me-nots, and she put up a sail and flew before
the wind, yet no nearer could she get to the patch of blue and green.

"But I can smell them!" she cried. "I can smell them!" and then re-
membered that forget-me-nots had no scent and realised that the scent
was that of the wallflowers growing in her own garden; and suddenly all
the spirit went out of her, for she did not care for what she could reach,
but only for the unattainable; and the oars dropped out of her hands, and
the diamonds no longer tapped against the boat, for the boat was still,
and Mona sat in it disappointed and sullen. The sun went in too, and
nothing was the same but the scent of the flowers. And then, through her
sullen thoughts, the sound of her father's voice came to her.

"Mona! Mona! It's eight o'clock. Ain't you getting up yet? I want you to
see about the breakfast. Your mother isn't well."

Mona jumped up with a start, and felt rather cross in consequence.
"All right, father," she called back. "T'll come as soon as I can," but to her-
self she added, in an injured tone, "I s'pose this is what I've been had
home for! Hard lines, I call it, to have to get up and light the fire the very
first morning."

Her father called through the door again. "The fire's lighted, and burn-
ing nicely, and I've put the kettle on. I lighted it before I went out. I
didn't call 'ee then, because I thought I heard you moving."

Then her father had been up and dressed for an hour or two, and at
work already! A faint sense of shame crossed Mona's mind. "All right,
father," she called back more amiably, "I'll dress as quick as I can. I won't
be more than a few minutes."

"That's a good maid," with a note of relief in his voice, and then she
heard him go softly down the stairs.

It always takes one a little longer than usual to dress in a strange place,
but it took Mona longer than it need have done, for instead of unpacking
her box the night before, and hanging up her frocks, and putting her be-
longings neatly away in their places, she had just tumbled everything
over anyhow, to get at her nightdress, and so had left them. It had taken
her quite as long to find the nightdress as it would have to lift the things
out and put them in their proper places, for the garment was almost at

21



the bottom of the box, but Mona did not think of that. Now, though,
when she wanted to find her morning frock and apron, she grew impa-
tient and irritable. "Perhaps if I tip everything out on the floor I'll find the
old things that way!" she snapped crossly. "I s'pose I shan't find them un-
til they've given me all the trouble they can,” and she had actually
thrown a few things in every direction, when she suddenly stopped and
sat back on her heels.

"I've half a mind to put on my best dress again, then I can come and
look for the old one when I ain't in such a hurry." The dress—her best
one— was lying temptingly on a chair close beside her. She hesitated,
looked at it again, and picked it up. As she did so, something fell out of
the pocket. It was her purse, the little blue one her granny had bought
for her at Christmas. She picked it up and opened it, and as she did so
the colour rushed over her face. In one of the pockets was the eighteen-
pence which had been given to her to pay John Darbie with. "I—I sup-
pose I ought to have given it to mother, but it went right out of my
head." She completed her dressing in a thoughtful mood, but she did
find, and put on, her old morning dress. "I suppose I had better tell
her—about the money." She put the blue purse in a drawer, however,
and tossed in a lot of things on top of it.

When at last she got downstairs it was already past half-past eight,
and the fire was burning low again. "Oh, dear," she cried, irritably, "how
ever am I going to get breakfast with a fire like that and how am I to
know what to get or where anything is kept. I think I might have had a
day or two given me to settle down in. I s'pose I'd better get some sticks
first and make the fire up. Bother the old thing, it only went out just to
vex me!"

She was feeling hungry and impatient, and out of tune with
everything. At Hillside she would have been just sitting down to a com-
fortable meal which had cost her no trouble to get. For the moment she
wished she was back there again.

As she returned to the kitchen with her hands full of wood, her mother
came down the stairs. She looked very white and ill, and very fragile, but
she was fully dressed.

"I thought you were too bad to get up," said Mona, unsmilingly. "I was
going to bring you up some breakfast as soon as I could, but the silly old
fire was gone down X

"l was afraid it would. That was why I got up. I couldn't be still, I was
so fidgeted about your father's breakfast. He'll be home for it in a few
minutes. He's had a busy morning, and must want something."
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Mona looked glummer than ever. "I never had to get up early at
granny's," she said in a reproachful voice. "I ain't accustomed to it. I
s'pose I shall have to get so."

"Did you let your grandmother—did your grandmother come down
first and get things ready for you?" asked Lucy, surprised; and
something in her voice, or words, made Mona feel ashamed, instead of
proud of the fact.

"Granny liked getting up early," she said, excusingly. Lucy did not
make any comment, and Mona felt more ashamed than if she had.

"Hasn't father had his breakfast yet?" she asked presently. "He always
used to come home for it at eight."

"He did to-day, but you see there wasn't any. The fire wasn't lighted
even. He thought you were dressing, and he wouldn't let me get up.
When he'd lighted the fire he went off to work again. He's painting his
boat, and he said he'd finish giving her her first coat before he'd stop
again; then she could be drying. I'll manage better another morning. I
daresay I'll feel better to-morrow."

Lucy did look very unwell, and Mona's heart was touched. "I wish
father had told me earlier," she said in a less grumbling tone. "I was
awake at seven, and got up and looked out of the window. I never
thought of dressing then, it seemed so early, and I didn't hear father
moving."

"Never mind, dear, we will manage better another time. It's nice hav-
ing you home, Mona; the house seems so much more cheerful. You will
be a great comfort to us, I know."

Mona's ill-temper vanished. "I do want to be," she said shyly, "and I
am glad to be home. Oh, mother, it was lovely to see the sea again. I
felt—oh, I can't tell you how I felt when I first caught a glimpse of it. I
don't know how ever I stayed away so long."

Lucy laughed ruefully. "I wish I loved it like that," she said, "but I can't
make myself like it even. It always makes me feel miserable."

A heavy step was heard on the cobbled path outside, and for a mo-
ment a big body cut off the flood of sunshine pouring in at the doorway.
"Is breakfast ready?" demanded Peter Carne's loud, good-tempered
voice. "Hullo, Lucy! Then you got up, after all! Well—of all the obstinate
women!"

Lucy smiled up at him bravely. "Yes, I've got down to breakfast. I
thought I'd rather have it down here with company than upstairs alone.
Isn't it nice having Mona home, father?"
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Peter laughed. "I ain't going to begin by spoiling the little maid with
flattery, but yet, 'tis very,” and he beamed good-naturedly on both.
"Now, then, let's begin. I'm as hungry as a hunter."

By that time the cloth was laid, a dish of fried bacon and bread was
keeping hot in the oven, and smelling most appetisingly to hungry folk,
and the kettle was about to boil over. Through the open doorway the
sunshine and the scent of wallflowers poured in.

"Them there wallflowers beat anything I ever came across for smell,"
remarked Peter as he finished his second cup of tea.

"l dreamed about wallflowers," said Mona, "and I seemed to smell
them quite strong," and she told them her dream—at least a part of it.
She left out about the forget-me-nots that she rowed and rowed to try
and get. She could not have told why she left out that part, but already a
vague thought had come to her—one that she was ashamed of, even
though it was so vague, and it had to do with forget-me-nots.

All the time she had been helping about the breakfast, and all the time
after, when she and her stepmother were alone again, she kept saying to
herself, "Shall I give her the money, shall I keep it?" and her heart would
thrill, and then sink, and inside her she kept saying, "There is no harm in
it?—It is all the same in the end." And then, almost before she knew what
she was doing, she had taken the easy, crooked, downhill path, with its
rocks and thorns so cleverly hidden.

"Mona, haven't you got any print frocks for mornings, and nice
aprons?"

Mona's thoughts came back suddenly from "Shall I? Shall I not?" and
the eyes with which she looked at her mother were half shamed, half
frightened. "Any—any what?" she stuttered.

"Nice morning aprons and washing frocks? I don't like to see shabby,
soiled ones, even for only doing work in."

"I hadn't thought about it," said Mona, with more interest. "What else
can one wear? I nearly put on my best one, but I thought I hadn't better."

"Oh, no, not your best."

"Well, what else is there to wear? Do you always have a print one like
you've got on now?"

"Yes, and big aprons, and sleeves. Then one can tell when they are
dirty."

"Oh, I thought you put on that 'cause you were wearing out what
you'd got left over. You were in service, weren't you, before you married
father?"

"Yes."
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"l haven't got any print dresses. I haven't even got a white one. I've
two aprons like this," holding out a fanciful thing trimmed with lace.
"That's all, and I never saw any sleeves; I don't know what they are like."

"T'll have to get you some as soon as father has his next big haul. You'd
like to wear nice clean prints, if you'd got them, wouldn't you?"

"Oh, yes!" eagerly. But after a moment she added: "I do want a sum-
mer hat, though, and I don't s'pose I could have both?" Her eyes sought
her mother's face anxiously. Lucy looked grave and a little troubled.
"Wasn't that your summer hat that you had on yesterday? It was a very
pretty one. I'm so fond of wreaths of daisies and grasses, aren't you?"

"Yes—] was—I'm tired of them now. I wore that hat a lot last
summer."

"Did you? Well, you kept it very nicely. I thought it was a new one, it
looked so fresh and pretty."

"I'd like to have one trimmed with forget-me-nots this year," Mona
went on hurriedly, paying no heed to her mother's last remarks.

"They are very pretty," agreed Lucy, absently. In her mind she was
wondering how she could find the money for all these different things.

"T've got eighteenpence," broke in Mona, and the plunge was taken.
She was keeping the eighteen-pence, though she knew it belonged either
to her granny or to Lucy. As soon as the words were spoken she almost
wished them back again, but it was too late, and she went on her down-
hill way.

"Mother, if you'll get me the hat, I'll buy the wreath myself. They've
got some lovely ones down at Tamlin's for one and five three. There are
some at one and 'leven three, but that's sixpence more, and I haven't got
enough."

"Very well, dear, we'll think about it. It's early yet for summer hats."
She was trying to think of things she could do without, that Mona might
have her hat. If she had been her own child, she would have told her
plainly that she did not need, and could not have a new one, but it was
not easy—as things were—to do that.

Mona's heart leaped with joy. Though she had known Lucy such a
little while, she somehow felt that she could trust her not to forget. That
when she said she would think about a thing, she would think about it,
and already she saw with her mind's eye, the longed-for hat, the blue
wreath, and the bow of ribbon, and her face beamed with happiness.

"I can do without the aprons and the print frocks," she said, in the gen-
erosity of her heart, though it gave her a wrench. But Lucy would not
hear of that. She had her own opinion about the grubby-looking blue
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serge, and the fancy apron, which were considered 'good enough' for
mornings.

"No, dear, you need them more than you need the hat. If ever anyone
should be clean it's when one is making beds, and cooking, and doing all
that sort of thing, I think, don't you?"

Mona had never given the subject a thought before. In fact, she had
done so little work while with her grandmother, and when she 'kept
house' herself had cared so little about appearance or cleanliness, or any-
thing, that it had never occurred to her that such things mattered. But
now that her stepmother appealed to her in this way she felt suddenly a
sense of importance and a glow of interest.

"Oh, yes! and I'll put my hair up, and always have on a nice white ap-
ron and a collar; they do look so pretty over pink frocks, don't they?"

"Yes, and I must teach you how to wash and get them up."

"Oh!" Mona's interest grew suddenly lukewarm. "I hate washing and
ironing, don't you, mother?"

"I like other kinds of work better, perhaps. I think I should like the
washing if I didn't get so tired with it. I don't seem to have the strength
to do it as I want it done. It is lovely, though, to see things growing clean
under one's hand, isn't it?"

But Mona had never learnt to take pride in her work. "I don't know,"
she answered indifferently. "I should never have things that were always
wanting washing."

Lucy rose to go about her morning's work. "Oh, come now," she said,
smiling, "I can't believe that. Don't you think your little room looks pret-
tier with the white vallance and quilt and the frill across the window
than it would without?"

"Oh, yes!" Mona agreed enthusiastically. "But then I didn't have to
wash them and iron them."

"Well, I had to, and I enjoyed it, because I was thinking how nice they
would make your room look, and how pleased you would be."

"I don't see that. If you were doing them for yourself, of course, you'd
be pleased, but I can't see why anyone should be pleased about what
other people may like."

"Oh, Mona! can't you?" Lucy looked amazed. "Haven't you ever heard
the saying, 'there is more pleasure in giving than in receiving'?"

"Yes, I think I've heard it," said Mona, flippantly, "but I never saw any
sense in it. There's lots of things said that ain't a bit true."

"This is true enough," said Lucy quietly, "and I hope you'll find it so
for yourself, or you will miss half the pleasure in life."
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"Well, I don't believe in any of those old sayings," retorted Mona,
rising too. "Anyway, receiving's good enough for me!" and she laughed
boisterously, thinking she had said something new and funny.

A little cloud rested for a moment on Lucy's face, but only for a mo-
ment. "It isn't nice to hear you speak like that, Mona," she said quietly, a
note of pain in her voice, "but I can't make myself believe yet that you are
as selfish as you make out. I believe," looking across at her stepdaughter
with kindly, smiling eyes, "that you've got as warm a heart as anybody,
really."

And at the words and the look all the flippant, silly don't-careishness
died out of Mona's thoughts and manner.

Yet, presently, when in her own little room again, she opened her little
blue purse and looked in it, a painful doubt arose in her mind. It was
nice to be considered good-hearted, but was she really so? And un-
selfish? "If I was, wouldn't I make my last year's hat do? Wouldn't I give
back the eighteenpence?" What tiresome questions they were to come
poking and pushing forward so persistently. Anyhow, her mother knew
now that she wanted a hat, and she knew that she had the money, and
that she was going to spend it on herself—and yet she had called her
unselfish!

And downstairs, Lucy, with an anxious face, and a weight at her heart,
was thinking to herself, "If Mona had lived much longer the idle, selfish
life she has been living, her character would have been ruined, and there
is so much that is good in her! Poor child, poor Mona! She has never had
a fair chance yet to learn to show the best side of her, and I doubt if I'm
the one to teach her. I couldn't be hard with her if I tried, and being her
stepmother will make things more difficult for me than for most. I
couldn't live in the house with strife. I must try other means, and," she
added softly, "ask God to help me."
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4

Chapter

For a while, after that talk with her mother, Mona worked with a will.
She swept, and scrubbed, and polished the stove and the windows and
helped with the washing and ironing, until Lucy laughingly declared
there would soon be nothing left for her to do.

"That's just what I want," declared Mona. "I want you not to have any-
thing to do. Perhaps I can't manage the cooking yet, but I'll learn to in
time." Excited by the novelty and change, and buoyed up by the prospect
of her new hat, and new frocks and aprons too, she felt she could do any-
thing, and could not do enough in return for all that was to be done for
her, and, when Mona made up her mind to work, there were few who
could outdo her. She would go on until she was ready to drop.

As the spring days grew warmer, she would get so exhausted that
Lucy sometimes had to interfere peremptorily, and make her stop. "Now
you sit right down there, out of the draught, and don't you move a foot
till I give you leave. I will get you a nice cup of tea, and one of my new
tarts; they're just this minute ready to come out of the oven."

A straight screen, reaching from floor to ceiling, stood at one side of
the door, to keep off some of the draught and to give some little privacy
to those who used the kitchen. Mona dried her hands and slipped grate-
fully into the chair that stood between the screen and the end of the
table.

"Oh, mother, this is nice," she sighed, her face radiant, though her
shoulders drooped a little with tiredness.

"Isn't it beautiful? I love these sunny, quiet afternoons, when
everything is peaceful, and the sea quite calm." Her eyes looked beyond
the little kitchen to the steep, sunny street outside, and beyond that again
to where the blue sea heaved and glittered in the distance. The little win-
dow, as well as the door, stood wide open, letting in the scent of the sun-
warmed wallflowers, and box, and boy's love. The bees buzzed conten-
tedly over the beds. One made his way in to Lucy's plants in the
window.
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"l seem to smell the sea even through the scent of the flowers," said
Lucy.

"I am sure I do. I can't think how people can choose to live inland, can
you, mother?"

"l don't suppose they choose, they just live where God has seen fit to
place them—where their work lies."

"Well, I hope my work will always be in some place near the sea," said
Mona decidedly. "I don't think I could live away from it."

Lucy smiled. "I think you could, dear, if you made up your mind to it!
I am sure you are not a coward."

"I don't see that it has got anything to do with being a coward or not,"
objected Mona.

"But indeed it has. If people can't face things they don't like without
grumbling all the time they are cowards. It is as cruel and cowardly to
keep on grumbling and complaining about what you don't like as it is
brave to face it and act so that people never guess what your real feelings
are. Think of my mother now. She loved living in a town, with all that
there is to see and hear and interest one, and, above all, she loved Lon-
don. It was home to her, and every other place was exile. Yet when, after
they had been married a couple of years, her husband made up his mind
to live right away in the country, she never grumbled, though she must
have felt lonely and miserable many a time. Her mother, and all belong-
ing to her, lived in London, and I know she had a perfect dread of the
country. She was afraid of the loneliness. Then my father tried his hand
at farming and lost all his savings, and after that there was never a penny
for anything but the barest of food and clothing, and sometimes not
enough even for that. Well, I am quite sure that no one ever heard a
word of complaint from mother's lips, and when poor father reproached
himself, as he did very often, with having brought ruin on her, she'd say,
'Tom, I married you for better or worse, for richer or poorer. I didn't
marry you on condition you stayed always in one place and earned so
much a week."

"Mother didn't think she was being brave by always keeping a cheer-
ful face and a happy heart—but father did, and I do, now. I understand
things better than I did. I can see there's ever so much more bravery in
denying yourself day after day what you want, and bearing willingly
what you don't like, than there is in doing some big deed that you carry
through on the spur of the moment."

Mona sat silent, gazing out across the flowers in the window to the sky
beyond. "There's ever so much more bravery in denying yourself what
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you want." The words rang in her head most annoyingly. Could Lucy
have spoken them on purpose? No, Mona honestly did not think that,
but she wished she had not uttered them. She tried to think of something
else, and, unconsciously, her mother helped her.

"l want to go to see mother on Monday or Tuesday, if I can. Do you
think you'll mind being left here alone for a few hours?"

Mona looked round at her with a smile. "Why, of course not! I used to
spend hours here alone. I'll find plenty to do while you're gone. I'll write
to granny, for one thing. I promised I would. I could take up some of the
weeds in the garden, too."

She was eager to do something for her stepmother, so that she herself
would feel more easy in her mind about the one thing she could not
summon up courage to do.

"Yes, if you'll do a little weeding it'll be fine. I'm ashamed to see our
path, and the wallflowers are nearly choked, but I daren't do it. I can't
stoop so long."

On Sunday Mona went to Sunday school for the first time, and was
not a little pleased to find that her last year's hat, with the daisy wreath,
was prettier than any other hat there. With every admiring glance she
caught directed at it her spirits rose. She loved to feel that she was ad-
mired and envied. It never entered her head that she made some of the
children feel mortified and discontented with their own things.

"If they think such a lot of this one, I wonder what they'll think of me
having another new one soon!" To conceal the elation in her face, she
bent over her books, pretending to be absorbed in the lesson. Miss
Lester, the teacher, looked at her now and again with grave, questioning
eyes. She was wondering anxiously if this little stranger was going to
bring to an end the peace and contentment of the class. "Is she going to
make my poor children realise how poor and shabby their clothes are,
and fill their heads with thoughts of dress?" She said nothing aloud,
however. She was only a little kinder, perhaps, to the most shabby of
them all.

Mona, who had been quite conscious of her teacher's glances, never
doubted but that they were glances of admiration, and was, in con-
sequence, extremely pleased. She returned home quite elated by her
Sunday afternoon's experiences.

The next day, at about eleven, Lucy started on her three mile walk to
her mother's.

"Isn't it too far for you?" asked Mona, struck anew by her stepmother's
fragile appearance. "Hadn't you better put it off till you're stronger?"
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But Lucy shook her head. "Oh, no, I shall manage it. If I go to-day I
shall be able to have a lift home in Mr. Lobb's cart. It's his day. So I shall
only have three miles to walk, and I do want to see mother. She has been
so bad again."

Mona did not try any more to stop her, but bustled around helping her
to get ready. "If you hadn't been going to drive back, I'd have come to
meet you. Never mind, I expect I'll be very busy," and she smiled to her-
self at the thought of all she was going to do, and of the nice clean kit-
chen and tempting meal she would have ready by the time Mr. Lobb's
cart deposited Lucy at the door again.

"Now, don't do too much, and tire yourself out, dear," said Lucy,
warningly. "There isn't really much that needs doing," but Mona smiled
knowingly.

As soon as Lucy had really started and was out of sight, she washed
and put away the few cups and plates, and swept up the hearth. Then,
getting a little garden fork and an old mat, she sallied forth to the
garden. There certainly were a good many weeds in the path, and, as the
ground was trodden hard, they were not easy to remove. Those in the
flower beds were much easier.

"T'll do the beds first," thought Mona. "After all, that's the right way to
begin." So she dug away busily for some time, taking great care to dig
deep, and lift the roots right out. "While I am about it, I may as well turn
all the earth over to make it nice and soft for the flowers. I don't know
how they ever manage to grow in such hard, caked old stuff, poor little
things."

Here and there a "poor little thing' came up root and all, as well as the
weed, or instead of it, but Mona quickly put it back again, and here and
there one had its roots torn away and loosened. In fact, most of Lucy's
plants found themselves wrenched from the cool, moist earth they loved,
and their hold on life gone. Presently Mona came to a large patch of
forget-me-nots. The flowers were not yet out, but there was plenty of
promise for by and by. It was not, though, the promise of buds, nor the
plant itself which caused Mona to cease her work suddenly, and sit back
on her heels, lost in thought.

"I've a good mind to go down now this minute and get it," she ex-
claimed eagerly, "while mother's away. Buying a hat won't seem much if
she hasn't got to buy the trimmings. And—and if—if I don't get the
wreath, Mr. Tamlin may—may sell it before mother goes there."

This fear made her spring from her knees. Without any further hesita-
tion, she rushed, into the house, washed and tidied herself, got her blue
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purse from the drawer in which it was still hidden, and in ten minutes
from the moment the thought first struck her she was hurrying down the
street, leaving the mat and the fork where she had been using them. But
she could think of nothing. Indeed, she could scarcely breathe for excite-
ment until she reached Tamlin's shop, and, to her enormous relief, saw
the blue wreaths still hanging there.

"Of course, it is much the best way to buy it now and take it home,"
Mona argued with herself. "It will only get dirty and faded where it is."

She felt a little nervous at entering the big shop by herself, especially
as she seemed to be the only customer, and the attendants had no one
else at whom to stare. She went up to the one who had the pleasantest
smile and looked the least grand of them all.

"Forget-me-nots? Oh, yes, dear, we have some lovely flowers this sea-
son, all new in. Perhaps you'd prefer roses. We have some beautiful
roses, pink, red, yellow, and white ones—and wreaths, we have some
sweet wreaths, moss and rose buds, and sweet peas and grasses." She
proceeded to drag out great boxes full of roses of all shapes and kinds.
Mona looked at them without interest. "No, thank you I want forget-me-
nots."

"Oh, well, there's no harm in looking at the others, is there? I've got
some sweet marg'rites too. I'll show you. P'raps you'll change your mind
when you see them. Blue ties you so, doesn't it?"

"I've got daisies on a hat already. I'm tired of them. I want something
different."

"Of course, we all like a change, don't we? I'll show you a wreath—
perfectly sweet it is, apple-blossom and leaves; it might be real, it's so
perfect." And away she went again for another box.

Mona felt as though her eighteenpence was shrivelling smaller and
smaller. It seemed such a ridiculously small sum to have come shopping
with, and she wished she had never done so. The girl dropped a huge
box on the counter, and whipped the cover off. She was panting a little
from the weight of it. Mona longed to sink out of sight, she was so
ashamed of the trouble s