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CHAPTER VIIl—Continued

She went to the servants’ en-
trance of the apartment, rang the
bell. A middle-aged man in a aouse-
man's coat opened the dvor. *“Oh,
the new maid,” he said. ‘‘Mr.
Cayne said you'd be coming. This
way."”

Rachel followed him into a large
hot kitchen where a stout woman
was arranging an elaborate tea
tray. “This is Lena, my wife,” he
said. “My name's Towers. What's
yours?"

“My name's Rachel,” she said
meekly, adding still more meekly, |
“pleased to meet you both.”

“I'll show you your room,” said
Mrs. Towers, giving Rachel a cold |
prolonged stare. “And you get |
along witl this tray, Bert, th. ma-
dame’s rung twice. You're to go in |
and see her as soon as ou've taken
off your coat and hat, Rachel. Come |
right along.” .

Down a back hall was her room— |
no smaller than the one she had at
Pink's, Rachel noticed—with white
iron bed, unmade, a bureau with
wavy mirror, a chair and table, a
stationary stand

“Bedding and towels is in the bu- |
reau,’” said Mrs. Towers, ‘“‘but don't |

There's the closet, |
put your hat and coat in Lthere. Mr
Towers and me have a rocm two
doors dowu, the bathroom's be-
tween. Come ahead.”

With a strong sense of :nasquer
ade and warning herself to be very
careful, Rachel followed Mrs. Tow-

dame’'s waiting

ers again through the back hall,
then at the Fitcher door y turned
into another hall which led to the |
front. At a mirrored door Mrs. |
Towers paused and tapped, t?tor:!
opening it, announced in sugary |
tones: ‘‘Here's the new girl, ma-
Bas ]

hel found herself in a long, too-
ted. too-crowded, too-colorful |
ng room. Direetly befocre her

against the light were a smallish
woman dressed in fluttery pastci]
chiffons and a very young man, |
lounging in one chair, his feet on |
another. And for the first time in
her life she waited to hear her

own mother’'s voice.

“Now where on earth,” said Mrs.

Ca fretfully, ‘‘did Peter pick up |
such a great overgrown gawky
creature? —she’s sure to be clum-

sy."’
The shock ot the unfeeling com-
ng to Ra-

ment sent the blood
chel’s face. p
Then the very
“Look, she’s b
to laugh.

His laughter

ck
chel's composure. She comprehend-

brought Ra-

Da

ed that this was her half-brother,
Peter Cayne’s and Elinor’s son, and
she remembered that she must play
her part. ‘Good afternoon, ma-
dame,”” she stammered, ‘1 hope—Il
hope 1--will be able ‘o do the work
satisfactorily.”

“l suppo=e you haven't a
form? Not even an apron?”
Mrs. Cayne

“No, madame."”

“There, you see, Holbrook.” Eli-
nor Cayne turned to her son. “Your
sather leaves everything to me. He
would hove it that I needed a maid [
and he sencs one who hasn’'t so|
much as an apron.”

“What color uniforms are you go-
ing to get for her? Why 1on’t you
try something interesting-—soft blue
or violet or bright ping?"" Holbrook
Cayne's voice was not boyish and
he seemed older than his seve-teen
years, though he was slender a .d
not very tall.

“Your father would have a brain
storm!” Mrs. Cayne laughed now.
Then she spoke again to Rachel.
““What’'s your name?"

“Rachel.” As she said it Rachel
wondered if her mother would ask
her last name, but Mrs. Tayne
seemed satisfied and as she was
busy with the teapot Rachel could
look at her closely for the first time,
the blue eyes Anne had descrited,
the dark hair, th. fair white skin,
the general loveliness and an amaz-
ing you ‘fuir ¢s: of outline and man-
ner. ‘‘Youthful,” thought Rachel,
“‘but obviousiy not young. And this
is my own mother! How strange,
how strange this i~."" Mres. Cayne's
many rings, the bracelets clinking
down her arm as she lifted the cup,
the twisted bar of diamonds in the
chiffon at her breast recalled Ra
chel to the reason she had been
sent there. ‘1 must be careful, |
must be awfully careful,” she
thought. Alovd she said: “If you
don’t nee«. me to do anything right
away. madame. I'll unpack mv suit-

uni-
said

| carefully

| of

start

| 5

case. |
go out and buy an apron to use to- |
night.”

Or if you'd like me to I could | It was plain that she enjoyed the

process and she did it skillfully.
Rachel watched her with an obscure

“But I do need you to do some- | painful resentment, which she could

thing.” Rachel followed the small |
fluttering figure down the hall again |
and into an astonishing bedroom, |
rococo pink and blue with endless
mirrors. ‘‘There, look in that closet
and vou'll .ind some evening dresses
that need pressing, 1 don't know
which one I'll wear tonight, so you
can press them all. That closet's
for evening clothes alone. This one
over here is for day things."

The evening dress closet was wide
and deep, with so many gowns of

every color, every material, that
Rachel paused in surprise.

Mrs. Cayne was impatient. “Take
the first row and get them done
before dinner, I'll wear one of
them. You can do the others to-
night.”

“It's a tryout for me,"” thought
| Rachel. She took an armful of
dresses and went back to Mrs. Tow-

ers, who indicated a small laundry
beyond the kitchen with an iron and
pressing board.

The dresses were expensive and

| elaborate, too elaborate, too showy. |

worked at them carefully,
surprised to find herself almost

it feeling. She wasn't
ted, she was simply numb

shal
Rachel

*“The

Towers called her.

Mrs.
madame’s ringing for you."

“I'm not half done,” said Rachel

“Take 'em all back and don't say
nothing. She won't look 'em over,"”
advised the cook with a
not unfriendly glance. ‘‘She don't
know good work from bad. She just
likes to think she's making people
step.”’

Thus warned,
dresses back to the

Rachel carried the
bedroom. Mrs.

| Cayne was sitting before her dress-

ing table taking off her bracelets.

“I'll wear that blue crepe, 1
think,” she said, and Rachel laid it
on the bed. ‘“Silver san-
dals—on the rack in the eve g
dress closet. And I want my bath

even |

shrewd, |

quite w but not hot. Heaps of
scent.”

Rachel brought the slippers and |
was sent for fresh stockings and |

| underwear from one of the tall in-
here seemed |

laid French chests. TI
to be no end to Mrs. Cayne's ward-
robe. The bathroom was an exotic
arrangement of colored marbles,
mirrors, plate glass, silver.
started the water, added quantities
gardenia bath salts and was
led to see how somber and
y she looked in her old knitted

g
s
ar

S,

She fetched a negligee of
pink velvet, pink velvet
mules bordered with white fur,
helped Mrs. Cayne to take off her
chiffons and to slip out of her girdle.

“Press every dress before you
hang it up, that's most important,”
said Mrs. Cayne absently. She was
absorbed in watching her reflection

luxury.
crushed

from every possible angle with
open pleasure

Rachel put the room in order
while Elinor bathed. The door

opened and Mr. Cayne looked in.
He recognized Rachel with satisfac-
tion. ‘“Here you are then,” he said,
nodding. *‘““Where's Mrs. Cayne?”
“Taking her bath, sir.”
““Oh Elinor,” called her husband,

| “want to see a show tonight?”

“I can’t tonight. Holbrook and I
are going to the movies.”

Mr. Cayne came into the room,
his keen glance ran over the brace-
lets and rings on the dressing ta-
ble, he put out a cautious finger,
moved them, counting. “I'll go with
you,” be said.

Mrs. Cayne's voice was sweet, but
faintly mocking. ‘‘Dear, you won’t
like it, I'm chaperoning a party of
Holbrook's friends.”

‘““No, 1 couldn’t stand that.” He
looked round at Rachel with a sly
twinkle. ““How do you like your new
maid?" he called.

“‘She’'s terribly overgrown and
gawky and rather dumb. [ don’t
see why you couldn’t get me some-
one experienced."”

“Oh pooh, nobody ever suits you.”
Rachel realized that this remark
was in the nature of explanation and
apology to her. She seized another
armful of dresses and escaped to
the laundry. When she came back
Mr. Cayne had gone to his own
room and Mrs. Cayne was waiting
to be dressed She was in much
better humor. Rachel tried to seem
accustomed to her work, buckled
the sandals deftly, manipulated the

Rachel |

the middle of the glitter and |

not reason away.

When Elinor's face was tinted to |
her pleasure she stepped into the |

dress she had selected, a blue crepe

exactly the color of her eyes, and |

Rachel drew it up over the slim
hips, adjusted the intricate shoulder

| tered crumbs

straps and buttoned 25 tiny buttons |

down the back. Then Elinor again
put on her rings and bracelets gnd
brooch, reshaped her lips, touched
perfume to each wrist and behind
each ear and finally, directing Ra-
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filled with massive silver and red
and gold French china and Lena

was making fresh toast, draining |

artichokes and stirring golden Hol- |

landaise sauce all apparently at the
same time,
his dress suit, had just carried in
boned stuffed squabs, ho

Towers, impressive in |

brought |

out the platter, seized tne tray with |

wild grape jelly and but-
in
and disappeared agali..
Lena had the

gravy,

He and

| systematized, it was fascinating to

| was ready fo
| needed

)
chel to move the long mirrors so
that they would offer her entire re- |

flection, she walked back and forth

the length of the room, observing her |

effect intently.

When she was quite satisfied, she
had more orders for Rachel. *“TI'll
want my mink coat and muf! and
that little hat of blue velvet flowers
and a blue velvet bag. Have every-
thing ready as soon as dinner’s over,
and you might as well open the beds

“I'll Wear That Blue Crepe, |

Think,"” She Said.

Towers will show you, you'll have
to do that regularly. But you don’t
need to wait up until I come in to-
night.”

Rachel went back to the kitchen
and asked if there was anything she
could do to help Mrs. Towers, an
offer which pleased the woman
““No, you go on and unpack your
bag and make your bed,’” she said.
“She may think up something for
you to do tonight."

“I have the rest of those dresses
to press,” said Rachel.

“You take them out of the closet

and shake them and put them back. |
Is she going out |

She won’t notice.
tonight?”’

| looking

watch, every one of the many dishes
him exactly as he
it. Lena glance. up only
once as she spooned and garnished
and turned from the stove to
serving table: "“You could set our
table if you want, Rachel,"” she
said “"on the sice there, the dishes
in the ~upboard up above, see?"

So Rachel prepared the table for
her first meal under her mother's
roof in the kitchen with the cook
and the butler She did it care-
fully, anxious to win Lena’s approv-
al, but it took only a few moments,
she had it finisheu before the salad
was serve It was a marvelous-
salad, white ceadive
wr.athad with green 5, and It
chilled from the icebox with
T'he sight and smell of
the food ...ade Rachel very hungry
and Lena guessed it She ladled
out a bow' of soup and handed it to
her: "‘They their time,”" she
said "bu* that's no reason why you
should starve.”

cami
its plates

take

Towers nas'erned in. “They're go
ing to have coffee at the table on
| account of her and the boy going
out.”” He looked at Rachel: “You

better L » r ady to jump.’
Rachel slipped down the hall past

the dining room door to Mrs
Cayne’'s bedroom and took out the
| coat, hat and gloves, but she could
not find a blue bag aud was wary
|l of rummaging Presently Mrs
Cayne came 1, head in the air,
bright with triumph. *‘“The bl
l_'.l_': 81 hest, top urawe no
no, the bag with the lapis
top's the one 1 want!

g that direction «t Rache!

vise hardly roticed her,

again intent on herself

But wken she was
ready, the little blue velvet hat set
exquisitely on her exquisite little
head, her slim body wrapped in the
softnes f{ her furs, she Fad one
thing more to say and she said 1t
with thoughtle cruelty: *‘Borirow
an ap'on from Lena before | see
you again, you're too d-pressing in
that dreadful old rag.’

The atmosphere in the kitchen
| had greatly chinged when Rachel
went back for the rest of her din
ner. Towers had talen off his coat
and he and Lena were leisurs and
| thoroughly eating their way through
the ger.erous remainders of the fam
ily's meal I'hey piled Rachel's
plate. but she had lost her hunger
“I'm tired,"” she told them, wish
ing they wouldn't chew so audibly

“She and-——and—young Mr. Cayne |

are going to the movies with some
of his friends."

“You better call himi Mr
brook, that's what they like.
Cayne not going?”

Rachel reported the conversation
on that subject and Mrs. Towers

Hol-
Mr.

| smiled grim'y.

| can’t
{ Cayne’s along.

“‘She likes to run around and pre-
tend Mr. Holbrook’s he: beau. She
get away with it when Mr.
Go ahead now, fix
your bed, we don’t begin our dinner
till the de«sert’s gone into the dining
room."’

“I'm awfully obliged ' you for
helping me cut, Mrs. Towers,"’ said
BRachel. “Aprv time you want me to
do anything here please say so."”

“Thai’'s all right. 1 guess we'll
get along. You can call me Lena if
you want.’

Lena liked her. Yachel knew that
was an asset. She hurried into her
tiny room and made haste to unpack
and put .he bedclothes on the bed,
then scrubbed her face and hands
and smoothed her hair flat again

! for her curls were perking up—ev-

honks and snaps with concentrated |

attention Just before the gown
went on Mrs Cayne settled nerself
to the prolonged labor of make-up

erything at top speed to be ready if
Mrs. Cayne rang for her ancd to
keep h~~ thoughts off the display of
vanity and uselessness she had just
It had disturbed and hu.t her

seen
i a way she covld not explain nor
forgive; <he was sh .ken with dis
appointment which she must not—
not yvet--admit

When Rachel went back tn the
| kitchen dinner was -oingf into the
dining room. e =serving tabl- was

and visibly
“Got to w~it up for aer?’
Towers. taking another ~quaou

asked

‘No, she said not to, tonight. But
| she said 1 was to open the beds,
that you'd -how me how she likes
it done and then I'm to do it regu-
larly.”

Towers and Mrs. To ‘ers ex-
changed meaningful looks. ‘‘She

don't want Mr. Cayne to know what
time she gets in. She wouldn't take
the car she knew Yates would keep
tabs on ‘em.” This wa: Towers'
explanation.

“What was she nagging him for
tonight?" asked l.ena.

“Wants an ermine cape and some
jewelry, pair o' clips, I hink. They

| only cost seven thousand.”

““She’s got enough jewelry now to
stock a shop,” said Lena to Rachel,
“a.d she takes no more care of it
than if it came from the five-and-
ten. Did you see wher? she keeps
4

““No, 1 didn't.” Rachel
now stimulated interert

“It's all in a little wall safe be-
hind her dressing table and ialf the
time she don't remember to lock 1t.
If Mr. Cayne didn't look after it
she wouldn't know what she's got,
nor where she'd put it "

““She don’'t keep trac¥
thing," added Towers.

“T don’'t sce how she can,” said
Rachel. "I reve suw a p'ace so
full of ornaments.’

hid her

of any

Towers wagged his head “It's a
j tuk shop, thats what it w« Mr

Cayne used to have the nicest neat.

est bachelor apartment befrre he
got married! Sut she likes things
fancy, 2vervthing
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individual dishes |

serving beautifully |

the |
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Uncle

Laws Are a Retreat

It isn't laws that Americans
need to enable them to get along
together, but a decent regard for
each other,

You cannot often communicate
the lesson you have learned by
experience.

One way to learn patriotism to-
ward your country is to have to
live in a foreign land.

The hardy pioneer, rest his soul,
cut down so many trees thst his
descendants, bless their souls,
now have to restore them for their
descendants,

It's Considered Eccentricity

In a village, as elsewhere, gen-
jus is usually not encouraged. But
few know that is what it is.

Logie, In time, conquers all, Be-
cause logie is distilled common
sense.

Truth 1S stranger than fiction,
but most of the facts about truth
never come out,

READY TO BRING
YOU RELIEF
IN MINUTES

Tue Reason
BAYER ASPIRIN WORKS SO FAST

Drop a Bayer Aspirin tablet into @ tum-
bler of water.

By the time it hits ihe bettom of the
glass it ls disintegrating.

This speed of disintegration enables
genvine BAYER Aspirin tablets to ster!
“taking hold” of headache and simi
lar pain a few minutes after taking.

OU can pay as high as you

want for remedies claimed to
relieve the pain of Headache,
Rheumatism, Neurilis, Sciatica,
ete. But the medicine so many
doctors generally approve — the
one used by thousands of families
daily — is Bayer Aspirin — 15¢ #
dozen tablets — about 1¢ apilece

Simply take 2 Bayer Aspinp
tablets with a half glass of water.
Repeat, if necessary, according to
directions. A

Usually this will ease such pain
in a remarkably short time.

For quick relief from such pain
which exhausts you and keeps
you awake at night — ask for
genuine Bayer Aspirin,

virtually l cent a tablet

Daring Hides Fear
Fear is often concealed by a
show of daring.—Lucan.

Beware Coughs

from common colds

That Hang On

No matter how many medicines
you have tried for your cough, chest
cold, or bronchial irritation, you can

t relief now with Creom

rious trouble may be brewing ana
you cannot afford to take a chance
with any remedy less potent than
Creomulsion, which goes right to
the seat of the trouble and aids na=-
ture to soothe and heal the inflamed
mucous membranes and to loosen
and expel the germ-laden phle

Even if other remedies have fuiled,
don’t be discouraged, try Creomul-
slon. Your druggist is authorized to
refund ﬂour money if you are not
thoroughly satisfied with the bene-
fits obtained from the very first
bottle. Creomulsion is one word—not
two, and it has no hyphen in it.
Ask for it plainly, see that the name
on the bottle is Creomulsion, and

yil Fet the genuine product and

e rellef you want, (Adv.)
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ARTHRITIS and
RHEUMATISM!

Good news for sufferers. Amazing bene-

fits can be yours. Learn the true facta.
We are anxious to help those who suffer.
Write for free information
AMES PHARMACY

3701 Sacramento St.  San Francisco, Calif.




