:u'ing moral Jiscontent, Bertha began
ask herself whether scquiescence in
this sordid tyranny was not & culpable
woakness, and one day early in the
ytar—a wretched day of east wimd—~
when ahe saw Martha perched on sn
* guter winduwaill, cleaning panes, she
dound courage to ubler resolute disap-
roval. -

*1 don’t nnderstand yoo, Bertha,” re-
phed Mrs Croes, the muscles of her
Jage quiveriung o8 they did when sghe felt
her dignity outraged. “What do we
enguge m scrvant for?  Are the win-
dows to get no dirty we u't sce
throvgh themT”

“They were eleancd not wany daya
ago,” said her daughter, “and T think
we could munage to pes till the wea-
ther’s lesn terrible.”

“My dear, if we manngzed so nz to
give the servant wo trouble et ail, the
house would soon be in & pretty siate,
Be so good s not to interfere, Its
senlly an extraordinmy thing that, as
soon aa I find a girl who nlmost suits
me, you begin to try bto spoil her. Oma
wonld think you tock
mwaking my life miserable—"

Uverwhelmed with fioods of reproach,
Bertha had either to oombut or Telreat.
Again her nerves failed her, opad she
left the room.

.. At dinner that day there was & Toast
leg of mutton, and, 4 her labit was,
Mry Cross carved the portien which
Martha was to take away for hersell
Oue very small and thiu stice, topether
with one unwholesowne little potata, rep-
yesented the servant’s meal. Aa soon a3
the door hagd elosed, Bertha spoke In an
ominously quiet voive:

“Mother, this won't do. T am very
porTy to annoy you, but il you call thak
» dioner for a girl who worka havd ten
-or twelve hours a day, I don't. Ilow
uive supporta life, 1 can'l understaml.
You have only to look into her face to
sea ghe’s starving., I can bear the sight
ot it no longer.” 3

Thia time she held firm. The conflict
Fasted for balf an Lour, during which
Mra Cross twice threatened to foiut.
Neither of them mte anything, and in
the end Bertha eaw herself, if not de:
Jeated, at ail events no better of than at
the beginniug, for her mother chungy
ficrcely ta nuthority, and would cbvicuy-

Yive in perpetuml strife rather than
yield an inch. For the next iwo days,
domestic Jife was very unpleasant in-

dced; mother and daughter cxchanged °

few words; meanwhile Martha was tusk-
ed, if possible, more vigoronsly than
ever, and fed mysteriously, meals no
Jonger doled out tu her under Bertha’s
eyes. 'The third mnorning brought an-
other crisia. ) :

“J have a letter from Emily.” poid
Pertha ot breakfast, naming a frisnd of
ters who lived in the far north of Lon-
don. “I'm going to see her to-day.”

“Yery well,” answered Mrs Cross, he-

ecn igid lipe.

'w"lihn lgn:a tl.!m-t, in the house where
sha Jives, there’s a bed-sitting-room to
Jet. ¥ think, mather, it might be Dbetter
for me to take it.”

uyou will do just as you please,
Bertha.” .

] will have dinner {o-day with Emily,
and Lo back about tea-time.””

“J have no doubt,” replied Mrs Cross,
#ihat Martha will be ro obliging aa to
Bave tea ready for you. Ii she doesn't
fesl strong envugh, of couree, 1 will seo
to it myself”

CHAPTER XLIL

On the evening before, Martha had
peceived her month’s wages, and had
been promised the usual afternoen of
Hberty to-day; but, as sogn as Bertha
Brd Ieft the house, Mrs Cross summoned
the domestle, and informed her bluntly
4lnt the holiday must be postponed.

“I'm very sorry, mum,” replied Martha,
with an odd, half-frightened look in her
watery ryes. “1'd promiscd to go and
sce my brother as has just loat his wife;
but course, if it isn’t comvenient,
Rum—"

“It reslly is not, Martha. Miss Berithn

11 be cut all doy, and I don’t like beinyg

it alone. You sball go tomurrew iu-
atead.” .

Jialf an hour Taler, Mrs Cross went
ni shopping, and was sway till noon,
Ln returning, she foepd the house full
af the odour of something burnt.

“What's this wmell, Martha?? she

ked “.. the kitchen door, “what fs

ruing?

=0k, 1t°s only & dish eloth as was dry-

g and caught fire, mum,” acswcred

sarvank. T
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#Only! What do you meant™ eried the
mintress. angrily.. "o you wish to burn
the house duwn?

Martha stood with her arms akimbo,
ox her thin, dough-pale face the most
insolent of grins, Ler iecth gleaming,
and her eyes wide-

“What do you mean?" exied Mra Crosa.
“Show me the burnt eloth at ounce.”

“Flere you are, mum!” )

And Martha, with a kick, pointed to
someihing on the flear. aml
wrathiul, Mys Crose saw » long roller-
towel half a yard of it burnt to tinder,
nor could sny seatisfactory explanation
of the aceident be drawn irom Martha,
who laughed, sohbed, and sniggered by
turna as if sha was Semented.

‘4 course you will pay for it ex-
claimed Mrs Cross for the twentieth
time, “Go on with Your work at once,
and gon't let me have ary more of this
extraordinary Ueheviour.
what has eome to you”

But Martha seemed incapable of re-
suming her ordinary calnn.  Whilst serv-
ing the one o'clock dinner—which was
very badly esoked—she wept und sighed,
and when her nmistreas lad risen from
the talle, she stood for a long tinme star-
ing vacantly before she could bestir her-
felf Lo clear away. About threa o’clock,
having several times vainly rung the
sitting-room bell, Mys Cross went to
the kitchen. ‘The door was shut, and.
ou trying to apen it, she found it lock-
ed. Bhe ecalled “Mavtha,”” aguin and
again, and had no reply, until, all of a
suidden, a ahrill voice ¢ried froin within
—*(1o away! go away!” Beside herself
with wrath and amazement, the mistress
demanded admission; for answer, thera
ecame a violent thwmping on the door af
the otier sile, and again  the voice
sereamed—"Go away! (o away!™

“What’s the wwntter with you
Martha?' asked Mrs Cross, beginuning
o fecl alarmed. -

"o nwuy!” replied the voice Eereely.

“Either you epen the door thin me-
ment, or T call & policemant™

This threat hed an immediate effeet,
though not quite of the kind that Mrs
Cross hoped. The key turned with a
snap, the door was fiung open, and there
stood Martha, in a Corybantic attitude,
branitishing a dinnerplate in one hand,
& poker in the other; her hair wan dis-
hevelled, lier face red, and fury blassd
in her eyes.

“You won't go away?' she screamed.

“I'here, then—ihere goes one of your
platest”

Bhe dashert it to the floor.

“You won't go awav?There goes ona
of your dishes|—and there goes a basin?
—And there goek a tea-cup!”

One after another, the things she
named perislied upon the floor. Mrs
Cross stoad paralvsed, horvor-stricken.

“You think youw'lt make me pay for
them ¥ eried Martha frantically. “Not
me—not me! I8 you 88 owes e
maney—mouey fur all the work I've done
ar wasn't in my wages, and for the food
as ¥ haven't had, when I'd ought te.
What do you eall thatt' She pointed
Lo a plite of sonselhing om the kitchen
l.n!.ule. “Is ihat & dinner for a Juman
being, or ia it » dinner for & Leeile?
D'you think Pd eat it, and me with
nioncy in my pocket to buy befter? You
want o make ¢ walkin® gkeleton of me.
do yout—hut FIt have it oul of you, ¥
wilk—Tlere goes another &sh]  And
there goes o sugnr-basinl  And herg goes
Your tea-pot!™

‘With a shriek of dismay, Mra Cross
sprang forward. BShe was tos late to
save the cherished object, and her ag-
gressive mwovement excvited Martha to
Fet more alnrming behavionr,

“You’d hit me, wonld you?! ‘Thwo can
play at that game—you "old skinftint,
you! Come another step nearcer, and Flt
bring thia poker on yonr head! Yom
thoughit you'd got somebody you eonld
dn ag you liked with, didn’t yen? Yon
thought because T was willing, and tried
{0 do wy beat, a8 I could Be put upen to
any extent, did you? It’s about time
¥ou learnt your mistake, you old
cheese-parer! You and me has an ae-
eount 1o setile. Let me get at you—
let me get at you—" -

#he brandizshed the poker so menane-
Ingly that Mrs Cross turned and fled.
Martha pursued, yelling abuse and
threais.  The misiress vainly tried to
shut the witting-room door sgainat ber;
ju lroke the furions maid, and for g mo-
ment o handled her weapon that Mra
Cross with diflicully escaped a danger-
ous blaw. Round ard round the table
ihey went, until, the ¢loth having been
dragged off, Martha's feet eaught in it,
and she fell heavily to the floor. To en-
eape from the room, tho terrified lady

I ecan't think

“What I have just gone through!

must have stepped over her. For a mo-
ment, there was milence. Then Mariba
made an attempt to rise, fell again, again
struggled to her knees, and finally col-
lapeed, lying quite still and mute,
‘Trembling, ponting, Mrs Cross moved
enutiously nearer, until she could see the
girPs face, Martha was asicep, unmis-
takably asleep; ghe had even begun fo
anore, Avoiding her contect with an
much disguat as fear, Mrs Cross got
out of the room, snd opeéned the front
door of tho house. TFhis way and tbat
she looked along the street, searching
for a policeman, but none was in sight.
At this monent approached s familiar
figure, Mr Jollyman's errand boy. basket
on arm; he had parcels to deliver here.
“Are you going back to the shop at

once?™ anked Mrs Crosa, after hurriediy -

petling down her groceries In the par-
sape,
“Straight back, mum.”

“Then run as quickly as ever you eamn,.

ang tell Mr Jollyman that 1 wish to ses
him  immediately—immedintely.
BPon't lose 8 moment.”

Afrgid to shut. hersel in with the
sleeping fury, Mrs Cross remained stand-
Ing near the front door, which every now
and then slic opened to look for o police-
man, The day was coll; she shivered,
she felt week, wrelched, ready to solbr
in her squalid distress., Beme iwenty
minules presed, then, just as che opencd
the door to look abont again, a rTapid
ntep sounded on the pavement, and there
appeared her grocer. -

“Dh, Mr Jollyman!” she exelaimed.
#irl has gouve raving mad—sho hag Liro-
ken aluozt everyihing in the house,
nnd tried to kill me with the poker. Oh,
T'm =m0 plad. you've come!l ©Of couvise,
there’'s never & policeman when they're
wanted. Do please come in.”

Warburten did not at onece under-
stand who was meant by “that girl” but
when Mrs Cross threw open the sitting-
roonl door, and exhibited her domentic
ywrostrate o disgraceful slumber, tihe
facta of the situstion broke upon him.
This was tha girl so satrongly recom-
mended by Mra Hopper. .

“But I thought ehe hzd been doing
very well—-"

- her a good eburacter.

Run!

That,

*So she had, so she had, Mr Jollyman
—tacept for a few little thiugs—though
there was always something strange
about her. It's only to-day that ahe
broke out. Ehe is mad, 1 sssure youy
raving mad}’” .

Another eiplanation suggested itself
to Warburten.

“Donr't you notice a suspicioun odour ™%
he saked aignificantly,

*You think it’s that!'” said Mrs. Croes,
in a horrified whisper. *“Oh, I daresay
you're right. Fm too agitated {6 notice
anything, ©Oh, Mr Jollyman! Do, da
help me to get the creatura out of the
house. How shameful that people gare
But everybody de-
ceives me—everybody treats ma cruelly,
heartleasly. Don't leave me alone with!
that creature, Mr Jollyman! Oh, if you
knew what I have been through withf
servanta! Put never anylhing so bad as
thin—mever!  Oh, I feel quite ilI—k
muat sit down—" - -

Feaful that his situation might be=
come more embarrassing than it was,
Warburton supported Mrs Crosa into the
dining-room, and by dint of loud cheer~
ful talk in part eomposed Ler. She eon-
sented to sit wiih the door locked, whilst
Tiex Tescuer hurried in peaych of o police-
man. DBefore long, & constable’s tread’
scunded 1n the hall; Mrs Crosa told hex
story, exhibited the ruing of her ercckery,
on the kitchen flcor, and demanded in-
stant ‘expulsion of the dangerous rebel
Between them, Wurburton apd the man
in autlority “whook Martha into com-
seionaness, made her pack her box, put
her into a cab, and sent her off to the
house where she had lived when cut ol
service; she oll the time weeping co-
picusly and protesting that there was
no one in the world s0 dear to her ag
her oulraged mistress. About an hour
was ihus comsumed. When at lengthl
the policeman had withdrawn, and sud- |
den quiet reigned in the houne, Mrs
Cross seemed again onm the point of
fainling. St

“How can 1 ever thank you, Mr
Jollyman)” she exclaimed, half hys-
terically, as she Jef. herself sink intd
the armchair. “Without you, whah
would bhave become of me! Oh, 1 feel

-
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