Baturday, April 30, 1901,

THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC

™

Oamplata Biary.

Pamela’s Mistakes.

By BEATRICE HERON-MAXWELL.

i

uWe all of us make mistakes—even
the youngest of us" said Bob_by,r mak-
ing his yuotation as ae_nl.entmusly E1
though it were an nrig'ma! remark.

»(Juite true, Bobby,” Baid ‘I‘amel_a:
4gnd the worst is, we don't realise
them until it is too late.”

w] should think you hadn’t m?de
many,” said Bobby generously, “al-
thongh you. are young enough,
Pameia.” .

For, ense-hardened middy es be is
in respect of feminine wilea, he had
fallen a victim, like all the rest of us,
{o the charm of this fresh-faced, fresh-
nntured American girl, whom Frovi-
dence had sent down to enliven the
rather dull Christmas-tide of a coun-
try rector's family.

Moily, our show-daughter—and
really very decent-looking, though I,
her eldest brother, say it “as shonld-
n't"—had met I'amela DBroughton in
a brief visit to London, had been
pmitten with herocine-worship im its
most acnte form, and had never reaft-
ed until she induced the pretty Bosto-
nian te come down and dazzle the eyes
and hearts of Wycester. }

It had been a case of “she came,
she was seen, and she conquered.”
We were a trifle supercilious about
Mollie’s geese-like swans and about
Americans in general before Miss
Broughton arrived, but half an hour
of her first day saw that stage out.

By that time she was Pamela to all
of us, and Pamela spelt perfection.

“Ccnfession is good for the soul,”
continued Bobby., “Tell us the worst
mistnke you ever made in your life,
and we'll tell you how much wiser we
should have been under the same cir-
cumstances. Make it as glaring as
you e¢an, Pamels,”
" “Perhaps Miss Pamela iz not accus-
tomed to public coofession.” inter-
posed old Sorby. .

1t had been u brilliant idea of mine
to have old Sorby down at the sume
time as Pamela.

“The governor says he must come
to stay sconer or later,” I observed,
when the question of old Sorby wae

mooted, “because their fathers were
school friends. - Sorly is American,
so is Miss Droughton. Let's have

them together, and get it over.”

So, after indignant protest from
Molly, it was arranged; and old Sorhy
certainly made as pood # foil to Pa-
mela ns she could possibly desire.

“1 can't gay I have tried it often,”
eaid Pamela gaily; “but if you’ll help
me, Mr Sorby, I'll make the altempt
in the pullic interest.”

“Fire away,”" said Dobby, sudacious-
Iy sitting on the arm of the chalr,
“and do it ‘on your own.' :Mr Borhy
ean have next turn.”

The rivalry between these two
showed itself in a polite difference of
cpinion on every subject.

Iamela leant her head on her hand,
and stared at the fire for a moment,
as though she were forming a picture
in her mind.

She made a very charming picture
hersetf ns she sat in the rector's own
chair, her white dress and her aureole
of bronze hair glesming in the fire-
light against the background of faded
dark green moreen, her dark eyelashes
throwing soft shadowa on thg may
bioszoin of her cheeks.

1f 1 had not felt so certnin—though
T had nothing but {ntuition te go npun
—that Pamela’s heart wae ln swome way
forestulled and not for competition I
rhould have had & try for it; but—
well, anyhow, she was pleasint to look
on ag sghe pat there, her profile turned
towards me, her sweet eyes glancing
aeTeRp to me now and then.

"It wan three years ago,” she began
woftly, “three years, so T wna rather
young, Tlobby, snd you must be lenient
with me. 1 was coming over here
from home, for the first time. I told
father I murt trovel over Europe to
complete my education, o be let me

. with dignity.

come away.” .

“What, all by your lone?" said Bob-
by, in scandalised accenta

“I had propriety with me in the form
of Maria, the most immaculate Iady
help tbat ever crossed the Atlantle.
Maria at least has, I am quite certain,
never made a mistake.”

“Never mind Maria,” esaid Bobby,
zeeing that Pamela was beginning to
goze into the fire unee more. *“She i
tog plain to be interesting. Go on
with yourself.,”

“It was at Geneva that it began,”
said Pamela, “I had been ta see the
junction of the rivers—you koow it's
the proper thing to do—and when I
was walking home I lost my way. Sa
1 asked a nunice looking toorist
kind of man, and he offered to show
me the way, and we walked—well,
quile halt a mile together.”

“H'm!” eaid Hobby, encouragingly,
after a moment's pause. “It wasn't
strictly correct, perhaps, but I don’t
know that you can actually eall it =
mistake.”

“Qb, the mistake was not asking his
name when we parted, at least that
wag the first mistalce™

“1t would be unusual, surely,” pro-
nounced old Sorby, “to ask & young
man's name because he had the civility
ta show you the road, especially if he
were not a gentleman.”™

“But he was = gentleman,”” said
Pamela, *and good looking and—all
that, and if we had never met again
it would not have mattered, of course.”

“Bo you did meet again,” exclaimed
Hohby, “by aceident on purpose. I aup-

ae 7" :

"*Quite by accident,” P*amela replied,
“In fact, he does not
know it %o this day. It was on the
steamer crosging from Calais to Dover.
There had been a storm for two days,
nod the boats bad atopped running.
Then they started again, because of
the mails, but no passengers would
crosg, excepting three—I and the most
unwilling Maria and a man. It
was too dark and blowing too hard
to see his face, and I only knew thaf
he was there by being blown up
against him a few minutes after the
boat started.”

- Bobby muttered xomething under his
breath that sounded like:

“I wich I bud been there!
dag!”

It was an awful storm,” continued
Pameln, “and when at last we reached
INover Maria was an absolute wreck,
I had to look after all the small pack-
ages myself. It was so dark, and the
ship was rolling 80, and there was
such a noise, that [ could not find any-
one to help me; and 1 was staggering

Lucky

. aiwong laden with a dressing bag aund

a hold-all and oll kinde of adds aud
ends, wirven the boat gave a violeut
lerch and everything went Hying. 1
called out in dismay and someone came
to my assistance, collected my belong-
ings aud curried them across the gung-
wuy for me, I was very grateful, and
I did not trouble to notice who it was.
In fact, I made sure it wus a porter,
or & sailor, and 1 held out a florin to
him. He did not seem to ree it and
turned away, =0 I ealled out rather im-
patiently to him and he came back
slowly. The light of the lamp fell
full on his face and I recognised him
jurt an I pushed the florin intg his
hand., He said 'No, thank you,’ and
I never ankwered a word or took the
cain, but just ran up the steps to the
trnin. Maria atumbling after me,

“We were half way to Lomdon be-
fore I noticed something glinting jusl
inside the steap of the hold-ull, ond
when ] picked it out it wos— It
feteh it and show it to vou." she con-
cluded, starting up audidenly and going
aut of the room.

“0dd caineiilence,” anld Bobhy, with
an nir of prafound wisdom, s 'amely
returned, “that chnp turning up agnin
on the boat. Looks queer. I expect
he recognired you.”

“Dan’t say po!” mhe exclaimed. *1
hove nlways hoped he dirdn’t. Look!”

Bhe held out a Rusalun leather eard-

case with silver corners,

“Anything inside?™ 1 asked, and
atopped, surprised at the expresaion on
old Sorby's face. e was staring ab
the canl-case intently.

“That is the worst of
FPameks,
wide™

She drew out a note for 100 dollors,
wrapped inside a slip of paper and read
the words inscribed thereon:

It!”  maid
“There is sorwthing in-

“A parting gift to my graceless
nephew. 1f you return at the end of
the year with this doubied 1 will ndd
5w0 dollare to it. 1f you squander it
and come hack peoniless you sholl
never have another dollar from me as
long as you live.”

I thought old Sorby’s eyes would
have storted out of his head while
I'amela was reading.

“[t is the young man's whole for-
tune, past, present and future,” said
Pninela, wretchedly, “and I, in my
seifishness, have ruined bis career. 1f
I had asked his name the first time I
met him—if I had not been too ab-
sorbed to recognise him on the boat,
or too stupid and ungrateful to run

after him and then apologise
for my mistake, everything would
huve been all right. None of

you can possibly blome me more than
I blame myselt!™

There was a gleam of tears in her
eyes, and she wns genuinely distress-
ed. 1f anyone had attempled to
blame her, the others would have rent
that person, metaphorically. limb
from limb.

wThat 100-dollar bill has cost me,”
anid Pamela, her voice sinking to
tragedy, “about £300. I employed
deteclives for a year to trace that
young man; I advertised in almoest
every English and American paper;
T even went back to Geneva, and tried
to pet on his track there by inquiring
at every hotel for a tourist answering
te his description, I have followed
up no endt of false trails; I have cor-
responded with innumerable claim-
ants, who turned out to be friends;
and T have been obliged at last 1o
own myself beaten, fur not a single
trace have I ever found of the man
whose life 1 have wrecked.™

There was a murmur of sympathy
from .everyvone excepl old Sorby,
whose condition now attracted uni-
versal attention. He seemed to bhe
suffering from a severe mental shock,
and Pomela turned gquite pale when
she looked at him.

“What's the matter, Mr Sorby?"
she demnanded. “Don’t tell me there's
a new misfortune tarked on to this
wretched cardcase!™

He had streteched out a shaking
hane for it, and when che handed it
to him be nodded "his head speech-
lessly as though words were Leyond
him.

“You know the owner?”
excitedly. “Quick!

w2

she cried
tell me who he

He =till stared stonily at her; bar
his lips uttered two words, and they
fell amongst us like a hombshell:

“My nephew!™

“Your nephew!™ echoed Pamela.
“And it was you who wrote that—that
deploruble measage!™

She wns stammering with emotion,
and old S8orby was khrinking for very
shame before her.

“1 don't believe he was graceless,™

continued Pamela. “I don't believe
he would heve squandered. 1 believe
be wus just & kind-heartwl, open-hand-
ed feltow; and I expect he felt be
would mther be independent and poor
than take what you grudged him,
Do you know where he ix?™

0ld Sorby was quite crushed. An
American womun can take the atarch
out of anything or anyone if she
choosen to.

“I'm not sure,” he said slowly. “I
hoven't seen him for two yevars. He
came back with 100 daollars in his
pocket at the end of the year, and I
asked him when the secand 100 was,
*This is the secoml,’ he aaid. 'l bave
lost the first.'™

“Well, that was guite true,” inler-
rupted Pamela.

“lost it! Spent it, you mean!' |

said,” went an old BSorhy. *No," he
apswered, ‘lost it, amd in o gowml
cauge, 100" ‘Then you have lost

#3000 with it," 1 answered, ‘and your
place in my will besides. 1 don't be-
lieve you, and 1'll have no mare ta do
with you! You enn go!” 5o he went,”

“And you had the heart to send him
away like that!"” said Ianela steenly,

“Had he anyone to gu to—an
friends—anywhere 7" & ’
“No one.

He snd I are the last of
our race.”™

“Is his name Sorby?" asked Pameln
—a_little wisttully, I thought.

“No; his name is Gervoise Lam-
bart. He is my nister’s boy!”

There wae a dead silence for a ma-
ment. The suddenness of this stroange
sequel had deprived even LobLy of
speech.

He was the first, however, to re-
cover himself.

“I tell you what it is,” he sanid,
“Gervoise Lambert has got to be
fownd. We don't want him, auny of
us; we could get oo Dbetter without
him, in fact; but she does, and that's
enough.”

*1 heard,” said ocld Sorby mildly,
“that he had gone back to New
York.”

“We'll have him out of it!™ said
Dobby., “T'll guarantee to produee
him by -let's see., What's to-night?
Two days to Christmaa. Well, by
KNew Year's Day. DBut on one cond:-
tion"”—he looked solemnly at Sorby—
“that you apologise to him and put
him back In your will, sir!"

. “It's the least you can do,” I put
in, “after doubting his word aod
treating him so badly all round.”

“(h, Bobby!” gaid Pamela, ““how
can you possibly find him? I'm afroid
it’s too good to be true. I &hould feel
as it I had & new lease of lite if the
weight of this card-cuse were taken
off me. I'll give you anything you
ask il you keep your word,”

Robby extended his hand.

“Shake on that!™ he said.
going through with this"”

Hir plan was very simple, really.
Bobby never troubled his head with
eluborate details. He sent a cnhle
addressed Gervoise TLambart, New
York, or elsewhere, aud containing
this messsge:

“I mean

“Fouud card-case.  Apply person-
ally, this yenr, to Bobby Chisholme,
Rectory, Wycester, England.”

Hix method deserved succesas, and it
seemedd as though it were going lo
meet with it merits; Lut Fate had
not quite finished with Mr Gervuise
Laombart, It had another mischance
for him up its sleeve,

When the anewer to the cable ar-

o

without any tedious delay.
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“Delicions,” “Delicate,” “Dainty,”

are words which are constantly being used at the tea-
table when the tempting litile scones, light cakes and
delicious pastry, made at home with Brown & Polson’s
Paisley Flour, are set before the delighted guests, Paisley
Flour dispences with the use of yeast and baking powder,
and makes beautifully light and digestible pan-bread

Brown & Polson’s Paisley Flour
makes Home-Baking a Pleasure.
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