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- than the first one. S0 if Mary had nor chosen really 1o want to know how to
. .'i.i'"'l"l,l-d books, she would never have learned her letrers ar all.

g One frightfully hot moming, when she was about nine years old, she
awakened fﬂ]mg VETY CTOss, and she became crosser sull when she saw that
the servant who stousd lr:r her bedsde was not her .r\].'.ﬂ'l-

“Why did you comei” she said 1o the strange woman. ™1 will nor ler you
stay. Send my Ayah ro me.”

The woman looked fnghtened, but she only stammered thar the Ayah
could not come, and when Mary threw hersell into a passion and bear and
kicked her. she looked only more fghtened and repeated that it was not
possible for the Ayah 10 come 10 Missie Sahib,

There was something mystenous in the air that mormung. Nothing was
done tn its regular order and several of the narive servants seemed mussing,
while those whom Mary saw slunk or hurried abour with ashy and scared
faces. But no one would tell her anything, and her Avah did not come. She
was acnally left alone as the moming went on, and at Last wandered out
into the garden and began to play by herself under a tree near the veranda
She pretended that she was making a flower-bed, and she stuck big scarler
hubtscus blossoms into Listle heaps of earth, all the nme growing more and
more angry and muttering to herselll the things she would say and the
narnes she would call Saidie when she returned.

“Pig! Pig! Daughter of Pigs!”™ she said, because to call a native a pig is the
worst insult of all
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him, but she stared most 3t her mother. She always did this when she had
chance to see her, because the Memsahib — Mary used 1o call her that
oftener than anything else — was such a rall, shim, pretry person and wore
such lovely clothes. Her hair was like curly silk and she had a delicate
Lirtle nose which seemed to be disdsming things, and she had large laughing
eves. All her clothes were thin and floating, and Mary sad they were “full
of lace™. They looked fuller of lice than ever this moming, but her eyes
were not Laughing at all. They were large and scared and lifted mplonngly
to the fair boy otficer’s face.

“Is it so very bad? Oh, is 112”™ Mary heard her say.

“Awfully,” the young man answered m a orembling vowce, “Awfully, Mrs
Lennox. You ought o have gone ro the hills two weeks ago.”

The Memsahib wrung her hands.

“Oh, I knaw | ought!™ she eried. *1 only saayed 1o go to that slly dinner-
party. What a fool | was!™

At that very moment such a loud sound of wailing broke out from the
servants’ quarters that she chutched the young man's arm, and Mary stood
shavering from head to foot The wailing grew wilder and wilder.

“What is it Whar is 17" Mn Lennox gasped.

“Someone has died,” answered the boy officer. *You did not say it had
broken out among your servants,”

*I did not know!" the Memsahib cried. “Come with me! Come with
me!” and she turned and ran into the house.

After that. appalling things happened, and the mysteniousness of the
nﬂmilg-:iuphimdmh{w.ﬂtchﬂ:ﬂhdhmhnmininm
fatal form and people were dying like flics. The Ayah had been taken ill in
the night. and it was because she had pust died that the servants had wailed
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