The Widow’s Lodger '

CITAPTER X.
AN UNSPOKEN RECOGNITION,

Mr. M. P. Parker, watehing from the
Window to sce his enemy re-enter the |
rab which had been waiting for him, !
was eleetrified by seeing the old gentle- |
man turn and give him quite a friendly, |
if mischievous grin. Ile was not mis-
taken, though he could havdly eredit |
the evidence of his own senses. e was
still more surprised, tive minutes later,
when Mary entered.

*Good morning, Mrs. Allenby.” he
said, offering her a chair. Do sit down,
if you have a minute to spare. [Ifind it
quite impossible to study just yet. Do
you know, just now. when that old
gentleman went away he smiled at me
in quite a {riendly manner, asif he
thought throwing arm-chairsat people’s
doors rather an agreeable mode of ask-
ing for an introduction?™

“He is very sorry, Mr. Parker,” said |
Mary, with a smile in her softly-bril-
liant eyes: “he would have come to
apologize, but he thought you would
not think itthe worse if it came through
me."’

My dear lady, he might throw the
house at me, if he liked, on those con-
ditions.”” Mr. Parker knew what he
meant to convey, and Mary understood
him. *Of course if you wish me to for-
give him, and not resent it, you know

1

“TI do, Mr. Parker. You see, he is sin-
cere in his regret; he requested me to
give you these, as a kind of peace-offer-
ing—a pipe. I think, and some Latakia
tobacco. And he is coming to smoke a |
pipe with you some day. I was to tell
you particularly not to make yourself ill
by smoking cigarettes.”

“Good gracious me! My dear lady,
did you ever seesuch a magnificent
pipe? Quite a work of art! Look at the
delicate tracery of those minaret spires,
or whatever they are meant for! I
should not be disposed to accept this,
but since vou hring it, and I am not to
smoke cigarettes. I dare say he is right;
there is a burnt-papery flavor about
them, and they may be bad for the
nerves—he ought to know. Perhaps it
is smoking such pipes as this that have
made him so strong: and the Germans
smoke big ppies, and they do not know
what nerves are. Now, you know. this
is very kind of him. Age has its pe-
culiarities—"’

*And they should be respected. or at
least endured,” said Mary, gravely; “*but
not when they o too far. I am very
glad you spoke to him as you did.”

“Did he hear me?”’

*Not distinetly: but he conld tell that
you were very angry, and it seemed to
make an impression upon him. He
rather likes a man who can defend him-
self.”

*Well, really, you know, Mrs. Allen-
by, it was time to speak, and 1 should
have come upstairsbut I knew you were
there, and a scene between two such
men might have upset you.”

“It would indeed, Mr. Parker. You
were very kind to think of that. Will
you take tea with us this afternoon? I
expect Miss Allenby here.”

*I shall only be too delighted, if you
are quite sure I shall notbein the way.™

*Quite sure.”

*An angel.”

he said. when she was
gone—"two ancels. What a marniti-
cent pipe. T will try it now. It may be
what I have wanted tosoothe my nerves.
I never thought the cigarettes might be
injurious.™

It really was & magnificent pipe: the
bowl finely carved, and just colored at
the base tq a level biscuit-brown: the
stem. with an amber mouthpiece of six
inches. was nearly thirteeninches long.
Mr. Parker removed the wadding., -ad-
Justed the plug, and filled it carefully.
It held nearly halt-an-ounce, and he
found it very soothing, sohe tilled it
again.

About the time he got to the end of
this he began to think he was on board
a channel steamer with a rouch sea run-
ning: the carpet rose in waves and the
couch he took refuge on swayed and
swung with him. Putting his pipe safe-
Iy in its case. with a last ¢xpiring effort
he felt his way along the wall into the
next room, and fell on the bed with an
indistinet idea that the end of the world
had come for him. That day he smoked
no more.

But he slept so long that Miss Allen-
by had been in the Lhouse some time be-
fore he awoke, and the pleasant clink
of the tea things going past his door
was the first sound he heard. Ile look-
ed at his watch, it was four: he put his
head into the basin and emptied the
water over it. dressed with an unhappy
consciousness of feeling and looking as
if he had been very drunk, and waited
to be sent for. Ile had to waita long
time, it seemed, when he was dying for
a cup of tea,

Much as they liked him, he would
have been in the way, for the two girls
had a great deal to say. Mary had al-
ready answered the letter from Arthur’s
mother, but it had not arrived when
Margaret left home, and Mary had to
tell her the contents.

“Itis very curious.” Marzaret said.
“but Unecle Michael. who had heen out !
since quite early this morning—he is a
very early riser—came home no' long
since. and  said he siould very aueh
lilke to see the hoyv this evening as he
s coing away for aday ot two. perhaps
for aoweek or two. and  he thought you
would not mind letting him go for an |
Liour or so with me,”

“I made the same  sugwestion in the
letter I sent a little betfore twelve.™ said
Mary, with a smile: “and I will see!
your mother at any time within the
next few days.””

= Did vou say that, too¥”?

: door.

e

“Dearest Mary, I am so glad.
Uncle Michael seemed so much to
wish it.”

! “And you wish it, too,” said Mary, !
! wiping the tears from her friend’s eyes,

and Kissing her; **but it niust make no
difference to us, Margaret. You will

come here just the same, for I shall |

never be at home in your house; my
visits must necessarily be purely formal.
I can aceept the position, and that is
all. My homeis here, and here you

must see me when we want to love each |

other.”

*I know.” Margaret said: “and I
weuld rather come here. Still, I shall
be glad to see you received on a proper
footing at our home.*™*

Mary could have said how little she
cared for that, but she would not pain
ler friend.

*“Another curious thing,” Margaret
said. is that Uncle Michael asks very
few questions about you, though I am
often in his room: he likes me to be
there and talk to him.”

“Perhaps he does not wish to know
much about me.™

*J am sure it is not that, for he speaks
of yon in the kindest manner. Some-
times I think he must have some source
of information; he did, if you remem-
ber, mention a friend who knew Ar-
thur and you.”

**1Tas he mentioned this friend sinee?”

“Never. Mamma found courage to
put the question once as to who this
friend could be, and he simply said, in
his quiet way, ‘simplya very old friend,
madam’—he said ‘madam’ as he does
when he is not quite pleased—and one

whose word I can depend upon.” Iave |

you the least idea?"

*We have known so many people,”
Mary said—*"*Arthur as a doctor, and I
as a lodging-house keeper. It may have
been one of his patients, or my lodger;
it does not matter, Unele Michael will
see me for himself, I daresay, after
your mother and I have met.”

“Another curious thing,” Margaret
said.

“You seem to deal in curiosities to-
day,” Mary interposed.

“Yes, but this is very, very ecurious.
Uncle and George Ilyde have become
inseparable friends. They sit and talk
of Arthur by the hour tozether.”

“There is nothing curious in that,
Margaret; George was always Arthur's
truest friend.”

*Yes, but they are more confidential
than that would make them: and now,
dear, had we not better have tea and
dress baby? I promised to be home
with him before six.”

The tea was rung for and Mr. Parker
sent for in the ten minutes that seemed
such an age to him. Baby was having
a game on his own account with him in
the big room, and was brought in so
tumbled and full of glee that dress-
ing him for a reception scemed to in-
volve some time and consideration. lle
wanted to commence another fracas
with Mr. Parker directly hie saw him.

*And I really am not equal toii,”
Mr. Parker pleaded. *‘I have had too
much tobacco. little man. I filled that
magniticent pipe twice, vou know,™’ and
he addressed both ladies apologetically.
“Toughttohaveremembered that though
one would be very soothing, there would

be too much nicotine in two—the pipe |

Mr. Barker so kindly gave me, you
know.,™

“Bako!™ said the baby on the alert,!
instantly, on thé sound of his friend’s i

name—"Unky Bako!™

i
“Yes, my little man—Unele Bako, as
him, and a very objection-!

you call
able Bako I used to think him. though
we are the best of friends now.”

*Is that your eccentric lodger?”’ Mar-
garet asked.

“Yes, the dear old gentleman who is
so kind to me and baby.
may is an uncle or unky to baby, and

Bako is his attempt at Barker. Ile was'

here this morning, but not for long.*
Much more might have been said con-
cerning Unky DBako, but the time was

Every gentle- |

‘ tieman only folded the little tellow
| closely to him, and looked down very
l fondly at the winsome face,

“Clearly a case of love at first sight,”
| he said, “or else he mistakes me tor
someone else. Who or what is Unky
Bako?”

**Ilis pet name for Mr. Barker, Mary's
lodger,” said Margaret, with a keenand
| quiet grlance at himg “and from what I
i have heard of his appearance, the aen-
| eral points of resemblance would be
i hear enouch to account tor the mistake

|
|
|
|

| on the child’s part.”

“Permit me to feel flattered. I have
heard of him from Mr. Hyde, and al-
| most feel inclined to make his aequaint-

ance. I suppose I ought to be grateful
[ 'to him for such a favorable introduc-
i tion to Arthur's boy.™?

Looking up, he saw Margaret re-
{ garding him with & curious light of in-
| Ile answered

| terrogation in her eyes.
{ her with a smile, and, without a word
being spoken, they seemed to under-
stand each other.

When Mr. IIyde camein, half-an-

| hour later, he found Master ,\rthur’

} playing on the floor withUncle Michael's
| watch-chain and seals, and a handful
I of gold and silver which he had uncere-

moniously fished up out of the old gen-
| tleman’s waistcoat pocket. The little
fellow had made friends with his grand-
| ma, but did not care much for his Aunt
Victoria. Passionately fond of him as
Miss Allenby could have been, she had
unconsciously a manner that repelled
children. She did not like to have a
fold of lace tumbled, or a tress of hair
set awry: and the boy, tinding that he
. was only expected to sit still and be
kissed, declined his share of the bar-
| main, and  strugeled down. Infant as
| he was, she resented it. Mrs. Allenby
| could not satisfy the fierce hunger of

herlove for Arthuar's boy; every time

she looked at him she longed to have
 him all her own. The Dbitterest thing
i in hier mind at present was that in an
! hour or two he would have to leave her
| and go back to that girl who was only
i his mother. To be only his mother
{ counted very little with the lady of Or-
[ thorpe Square when her own son was
i the father. No one could have fought
more resolutely for her maternal rights,
and no one would havebeen less willing
to give them to another.

“Isee he makes himself at home,”
Mr. IIyde said, taking him from the
floor upside down, and swinging him as
high as the chandelier. *What do
you think of him, Uncle Michael?”

“Ieis Arthur over again. (George;
everything I would desire. Be careful
of him.”

*There isnodanger,” laughed (:corge,
“Ife would make his fortune as an
acrobat,” and he took the baby round

he make friends easily?”

Allenby; “*he ran straight past Victoria
and me, and went straight to Mr. Al-
lenby. Anyone would have thought
they had met hefore.”

*Depend upon it. Master Arthur is
wise in his generation.” said George.
| “He has a weakness for elderly gentle-
man who carry large gold watehes and
plenty  of  sovereigns and silver  for
hin to play with. AMr. Barkerhas spoiled
him for the society of ladies. IIe as-
sociates elderly gentleman with a cargo

| of toys. and grey hair and eye-gziasses
with unlimited sweetmeats, including
preserved ginger.”

“Unky Bako.” said the oy, patting
Michael’s cheek,
“Well.” said
Unele Michael had the cout very badly,
wore blue spectacles, and was generally

slovenly ind brusque, he might passata |

distance for Unky Bako, as you call
himi; at present, young man, you are
not so complimentary as yon intend to
be. Unky Bako certainly did not win
your love by the beauty of his personal
appearance.”

“Dut he must be anice old gentle-
man.” Margaret said, “or Mary would

going, and Master Arthur had to be| o be so fond of him.”

dressed. Mr. Parker retired, not quite |
knowing what to do with himself unless !
he took a walk round the square. lle|
cast a longing look at the m:l;;niﬁcentl
pipe and was nearly tempted, hut the |
recollection of his channel journey in!
the morning made him pause, so he f
went for a walk round the square. Ile |
was sure, at least, of seeing Miss Allen- |
by again, and if he judged histime well,|
touching her hand once more. As it i
happened, however, he missed them by |
about a minute; the carriage had called |
for them. Nothing less than the car- |
riage and pair, with a liveried ser\'anli’
by the coachman’s side. was good |
enough for Arthur Allenby’s little son. |

Michael Allenby was ina singular
state of excitement and expectation for
him, while waiting for the carriage; so. !
in truth, were his brother’s widow and !
Viectoria. Ile paced the whole length!
of the drawing-room toand fro. with
hs hands belind him, and did not hear |
the roll of the carriage wheels, heard |
nothing till Mrs. Allenby said—

*They are here.”

Then e sat down at the end of the!
room, while the others stood nearer the
They saw the glorious little fel-
low. with his beautiful Saxon face and
curly hair. and stooped to intercept
him. but he broke from them with a
zlad cry of “Unky Bako!” ran across
the yoom to Michael Allenby. il
climbing cn the oid gentleman’s kuee,
he nestied down wo bl guite oblivions
of the rest.

CHAPTEL NI,
A DAUGIHTER'S MERCY.

Such an unexpected action on the
child’s part took his friends by surprise,
and for the tirst few moments there was
some cmbarvassinent: bt the old aen-

“Ile is just as I have deseribed him,
Maggie, but I suspect he found his way
to her heart through the boy.”

2Or being very rich and very old.”

said Mrs. Allenby, it may be worth |

her while to be fond of Lim. invalid old
gentlemen in the hands of designing
people have made strange wills hetore
this.”

George laughed outright.

“*That never occurred to me.” he said,
*but perhaps yvou have hit it. After all,
why should she not look out for the
main chance, and we have to remember
that the poor girl has no expectations;
she has not a relative in the world ex-
cept by marriage, and whatever may be
done for her boy would scarcely be ex-
tended to her.”

*Your remark is very sensible,” said
Mrs. Allenby.

“It is very ecruel,” said Margaret,
warmly, “and I am ashamed of George;

how could any of us, or anyone be kind |

to the child, make him rich if we had
the means, and neglect his mother?”
*“In legal matters, my dear,” observed
Uncle Michael, *the motherin such &
ase a8 we are supposine, does not en-
ter into the contract: the hoy’s natural
guardians are chosen as the trustees of
his money till he is of age. and mean-
time a small but suflicient aliowance is
made to Ler. No other way would do:
for insumes the hGer may be ayouny
;marery. 1hee

"

Lo

maoi.-s
the hoy o pauper,”

“Mary woull not do that.”
SZired.

“We will wive her
evervthineg that is gool. v dear: bt
stuppose, for insticies, !

of awmillion to leave this hov instend of

riehit ot o o lvay
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the room astride on his shoulders. “Did |

“That was very curious,” said Mrs. |

George, gravely: “if |

Livd o auarier |

! And I so devised it that she had the in-
! terest till he attained his majority. IHave
| You any idea what his income would be,
| at say from four to five per cent?"’

{ “From ten to thirteen thousand a
| year,” said Victoria, quickly.

*I had notthe slightest idea,” said
Margaret.

*No, my dear,” observed the old gen-
{ tleman, shaking his head. “You are
!'sadly remissin matters of business.
Vietoria would be a fortune to 2 pro-
i fessional man; she would look after his
interesc and her own; but do you think
any man in his senses would leave the
control of from ten to thirteen thou-
sand a-year to a girl who would be rich
twice over on as many shillings?"

“Certainly not,” said Mrs. Allenby,
promptly.

*“I do not know," Margaret said, her
heart swelling with indignation. *I do
not know what any man in his senses
or out of them would do; but I am sure
Mary would use her money wisely and
well, whether she counted it by thou-
sands of pence, shillings, or pounds.
People who have been used to plenty of
money are not always the most wise or
generous with it.”

“You forget yourself, my pet,” Mrs.
Allenby said sweetly; “‘we were only
supposing a case.”

And Margaret said no more; her
mother was silent too—she was going
far into the possibilities. Iler brother-
in-law was more likely to be the posses-
sor of a quarter of a million or more
than a few hundreds. So far as careful

inquiry would go, she knew it to be so.
And he was old, hale, and strong, and
with an iron constitution; but he was
Just one of those big, heavy men who,
if they are taken ill, die almost sudden-
1y, or do notlast long; and then, if **that
girl” were not in the way, she herself,
as little Arthur’s natural guardian,
would have control of the child and
perhaps his money.

“Although I think with you,” she
said, turning with unexpeeted kindness
to her younger daughter, “that Mary
would use her income well and wisely,
whatever it might be, it isas you sy
about people who have always been
used to plenty—they are not the most
wise or generous with it. Now Muary
appears to have a great deal of common
sense, and since the boy has been here
I will eall upon her.”

*“When, mamma?”’ c

“To-morrow. You can zo early in the
day. George shall brine me later on.
She must be an excellent mother; we
can see that by the child, baby as he is;
he has splendid health and his manners
are so pretty; I almost begin to think I
shall like her at first sight!”

“If not at first, you will very soon,”
i Margaret said; **Mary is not dificult to
deal with.”

Baby’s visit seemed likely to be attend
ed with the happiest results. All the
rancor Mrs. Allenby had cherished
against her daughter-in-law seemed to
have gone. She spoke of the child
proudly,—his mother’s evident care of
| him,—his pretty manners,—and her ex-
quisite taste in dress.

“And I must have misjudged her!”
she said, with generous candor, when
the boy had gone home with Margaret,
| George Ilyde acting as escort. **Itisa
pity we have not met before.”

“A great pity,” said Michael; “it
would have made things hetter for one,
,at least.”

“For one?” and she
quiry.

“For Arthur.  He was fond of yon,
and it preyed upon his mind; he was
| delicate, and the hard work on foot
| helped to kill him.?

“So I told her the day of the funeral,
| Michael. But we must forgive her
' now.”

i The old man shook his head silently,
| as he left the room.

*You may depend upon it,” Viectoria
said, **he will never leave her a penny.”

“We can depend on nothing," Mrs.
Allenby replied, **unless we make it as
| certain aswecan for ourselves. Michael

has his weak moments, and we do not
' know what that girl may do with hir.”
*Well, it does not matter to us,” said
| the girl, “we are rich enough.”
“Rich enough,” and Mrs. Allenby
| turned upon her with startline bitter-
ness. ‘““Are you fool enough to helieve
(that? Why, when I paid your father’s
debts I had scarcely a thousand pounds
| left, and you know the rate we have
| lived at since. If I had not made it
, well-known that my hushand’s wealthy
; brother was coming home, we should
I have heen swept into the street befcre
| this. The very lease of the house is
| pledged, there is a bill of sale on the
! furniture, the horses belong to the corn
| merchant, and the carriage is a builder’s
'in Long Acre. Our income is just
| enough from one half-year tothe next to
pay the laundress and servants’ wages
land keep off our most pressing trades-
‘men.”’
*Mother!”
*Yes; mother. And if your uncle had
;not come lome I should very likely
have taken a dose of something from
your father’'s medicine case, and left
you to fight through 1t without me.”
*And you have kept this to yourseif
all these yeurs,” Victoria said. slowly,
| “if anyihing goes wrong now, I for one

y

shall never forgive you.”

looked an in-

CHAPTER NII.
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TET S mercy: ler reward 1or keepimg e
trouble to herself.

When Michael first came home, his
sister-in-law had intended to tell him,
and it would have been her wisest
cowrse, but lie was a diflicult man to ap-
proach. Inhis behaviorto her there had
always been an undercurrent of arim,
good-humored irony: he was one of the
very few who knew exactly what she
had been, and her stately imitation—an
almost unconscious imitation—ot the
duchess she had served only amused
him. 1le knew, too, how hard she had
driven his brother along the working
road of his profession, for the sake of
keeping up appearances, till he broke
down under the strain, and he did not
like her the baetter for it; but where his
brother’s children were concerned he
would have been more than kind, more
than generous.

She had, however, let the chance i)
by.
circumstances, and she answered in a
way which led him to infer that they
were just as he saw them. If he took
the trouble to inquire further, she was
not aware of it; but her creditors were
quite satistied; the veritable Michael
Allenby, 50 often spoken of by her, had
arrived and was located in her house.
They saw him in the carriage with her
and her daughters, and they knew that
he was nearly a millionaire. They took
lher orders, and did not trouble her with
accounts. They no longer looked upon
her as a doctor’s widow with a doubtful
income and no ready money; she was
Michael Allenby’s sister-in-law, and to
have asked whe he was would have been
like inquiring as to the monetary status
of a Rothschild.

Mrs. Allenby went to Oranmore
Square next day,and her horses stepped
as if no mercenary consideration had a
lien upon them. George Ilyde rode
with her, curious to sce how she would
meet her son’s neglected widow; he saw
that she was making mental prepara-
tions for it.

Mary and Margaret were in Mary’'s
own sitting-room when they arrived; it
would have been termed an ante-room,
being quite at the back of the house:
but it was long and large, and would
not have let so well as any of the others;
that,—as George told Mrs. Allenby with
quiet mischief,—was only why Mary
kept it for herself.

“But, good Heavens!” said that lady
in dismay, *“you never mean to say she
will receive hier Uncle Michael there??

*ILam afraid she must,” said Gieorge;
“she could not very well ask him to the
kitchen or her bedroom, and all the rest
are let.”

*Oh, this is quite too dreadful. I
never thought of it before. That old
gentleman mustgo; I will tell her so.”

*You had much better tell him so,"
said George.

*Oh, I will; I wonder if heis at home,
Michael would never forgive me it he
saw Arthur’s wife and child, in the
reality of the case, pushed away in a
dull back room such as my butler de-
clined to sleep in. Dear me! the reality
never struck me before.”’

George only smiled. He had spent
many pleasant hours in that dull back

rcom, and could very willingly have :

spent his lifetime there had it been
necessary.

And it was in this dull back room
Mary received her husband’'s mother
with i calin and quiet grace, and a
dignity which took that lady by sur-
prise. Mrs. Allenby, true to the sole
she had set herself to play, put her arms
round the girl’s neck and kissed her
with tearful eyes.

*Itis too late now.” she said, “to
speak of what might have been if we
had met before; Lonly hope it is not too

late for us to learn to love each other.”

*Not so bad,” George said to himself.
“I wonder where she got it from, and
how will Mary answer it?”

Not even as he expected; but with
her sweet voice, low and steady, and no
sign of a tear, she answered so far in
Mrs. Allenby’s own words.

*It is too late to speak of what might
have been if we had met hefore, hut it
is not too late to let the future speak
for itself. I am glad you were pleased
with Artie. Margaret tells me Mr. Al-
lenby was delighted with him.”

Dr. Hyde said to himself this was
well done. She had. in a few words,
accepted the reconciliation without
losing her own dignity or throwing a
shadow of blame on Arthur’s mother.
In a few words more she had led the
conversation intoa safe channel, and
five minutes later the only one not quite
at ease was Mrs. Allenby herself.

She had a smile with every word she
spoke—a smile for every word she list-
ened to; went through the events of
the preceding evening, from baby’s ex-
traordinary instinctin finding out Uncle
Michael to the moment of departure,
and all the time her heart was full of a
deadly, unforgiving rage. She had ex-
pected a different reception—a lowly-
spoken, grateful humility—a recogni-
tion in face, and voice, and drooping
figure of the concession she had made,
and there was nothing of the kind. The
sweet voice was steady, the soft eyes

| proud and thoughtful: the girl’'s man-

ner well-bred and nl‘“‘-]nmw_w:x’z . Mrs,
acknowled:sed  the charm  of
these things, and  hated lier the more
bitterly.

=1 feel.” she thousht. —asif |
not rest antil that givl s dead.”

sspeaking of your Unele Michael.”
siitll, creminds me that he ay
come here at any time. and he must not
see vou like this.” .

“In black.do yormean® asked Mary,
innocently.

cotld

(Tu Ye Cuntin h‘:f’[.)

e had questioned her as to her.




