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T O0UGH GI RL

by
Winnifred Reeve

(Onoto Watanna)

Mamie Tobin was a thorn in the side of Magistrate
Emily Jenkins. Thrice she had committed the girl to refornm
institutions. Mamie was not dishonest; no eriminal charge
had been preferred against her, and she could hardly be des-
cribed as vieious or immoral; none the lesi,ﬂagistrate Jenkins
declared she had no hesitation in pronouneing her to be an
ungovernable, impertinent,brazen girl-~in faet, the toughest
girl in Graytown. This was not at all a Judicial or temperate
sta tement; but Magistrate Jenkins had dyspepsia and Mamie was
openlygx sneering and jeering at her in her own little
gourt of law,

When the thoroughly infuriated magistrate
demanded of the 'tough girl what she had to say to this
latest charge, namely, of striking her own mother in the
face, Mamie burst into raucous laughter, and shouted
defiantly that her sweet mother gave her a pain in the neelk,.

For these outrageous words in a solemn court

of ;aw. "amie got a terrifie tongue lashing and twelve



months in Petrola. The sentence appeared not to affeact

bhé tough girl, who declared, as she swaggered from the eourt,
that she'd "he seeinz old Rain.in_the Face again--in hell",
Nor did she trouble to offer the quite legitimate defense

that her mother's blackened eye and bruises were the result

of a struggle"to prevent the drunken old woman from Smashing

Mamie on the head with a heavy gin bottle.

Mamie's adwent into Miss Trehern's gquiet life
was a disastrous one, so far as Miss Trehern's trade wa s
congcerned, She lost some of her high ¢lass ceustomers on the
girl's account. This did not seriously affeot her,
as MWMiss Trehern was not wholly dependent upon her vegetables.
She was known in Graytown as '"the Vegetable lady", some gtress
being laid on the word "lady". She oéefated a vegebable
garden on the edge of the ¢ity, which she planted and ecared
for herself. Ho one knew her intimately in Gragtown, though
she had built up a flourishing trade, and was spoken of with
respect, despite the curiosity exeited by somethihg mysteri-
ous about here. All that was known about her in the town
was that a few years before she had come from Bngland to
Graytown and had bought the old burton'hOmestead. She
had turned the wild gardens into a well ordered and attrac-
tive vegetable and fruit farm. Her vegetables were always
fresher and better than those to be had elsewhere in the
town, and as she never seemed to know thg market price of

things, one easily got stuff at a 1ower‘than elsewhere.




Mamie burst into Miss Trehern's gufet life on
a sunny afternoon in July. She was, in fact, caught red
handed stealing radishes. One of her highly rouged cheeks
was still swelling with the radish within when Miss Trehern
came down the path.

Sinee her sojourn at Petrola, the tough girl had
surprised probation officers and weifare workers, the police
and magistrates by commltting no further act that warranted
her being haled before her mentors. Undoubtedly Petrola had ﬁa
had a salutory effest upon her. Now, as her glance met
Misg Trehern's mild and inquiring one, Mamie's mind leaped
bSck to the ugly ingtitution from whigh she héd reaently
c0mee

There was a 1!.%(of flowering hollyhocks g sunflowers
and golden glow along the s tone walls. Trees, laden with
luseious eherries and plums stood just ingide this wall, their
fruit loaded tops a never fallling temptation to the numerous
small boys of Graytown, who at intervals made devastating raids
upon Miss Trehern's trees.

Mamie, who was_fleet footed and agile as &a young
acrobat, gave one swift glimpse at the approaching 1iiss Trehern,

then leaped for the wall. Her grasp of a wild eueumber
vine broke. She skinned a knee on the stone wall itself,
and turned to the nearest tree. A momeng later, she was
¢limbing up and out along & 1imb that hung above the

fisweripgxfengsex wall. Escape now was merely & matbter

of dropping upon the wall, and from there down to the

street without. Mamie was making elecsrgcally swift pro
gress
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to the end of the limb, when she was halted by a sudden orisp
shout from below.

"Get down from that tree. Come nowl Make it
snappyd"

_ Her first thought was: "The Police?", and it was char-
acteristie of the tough girl to snarl back défiantly:

"Come and make 1£‘you egnl”

The reply was:

"I'11 ecount threes Then I shall be obliged to--
shootl”

Even a tough girl has no desire to be shot.

Mamie expeditiously Jjumped down to the ground below.

She found herself looking direestly at g
strange young man, who was leaning negligently against the
wall, with his arm still held out, as if he were poinking
a guhe There was nothing in his hand but an apple, and the
young man was trying to scowl at the culprit as sternly as
Magis trole Jenkins herwelf.

In deseribing him as "a strange young man", 1t might
be explained that Hamle knew by sight at least (if not by
more intimate aequaintance] most of the young men of Gragtown,
but she had never before seen the man who had foreced her ;o
jump from the tree. Moreover he did not look at all 1like
a Gtraytown residente lor was—hie—speeoh—oi—the—lraytowa
Lyse.

"Ah hahl" said he. "So you're the one who's been
rifling Miss Trehern's fruit trees and bushes".

Itamie gave.him a ¢oo0ol, impudent snéer.

"What about yourself" said she, looking



meaningly at the apple he had been biting on.

At this juneture miss Trehern c¢ame swiftly
along the path, her basket full of vegetables, and her faded
near sighted blue eyes straining toward the girl by the tree.

"What is it, Archie? Who is this girl".

"I just dropped in to buy a few radishes " said
Mamie, "and seeing no one ardund I started to gather some myself,
when this bird----- &

Miss Trehern was guite c¢close to Mamie howe She
was staring at the zirl with a singularly intent and almost
startled expression. It disecomfited Mamie, and she said
roughly after a moment:

"Guess you'll know me when you see me next".

"I did *nt mean to be rude™ said Miss Trehern
gentlye. i : alwﬁya stare at girls like thate. I have to
do it. Theres & reason and---who are you my dear?"

She was fumbling for her glasses.

"®oes'nt matter who I am" said Mamie roughly. "I
told you I just dropped in to buy some radishes”.-

“0h I see. I don't blame you for liking radishes.
I do myself. When I was a little girl I was particularly fond
of them. Theres some fine ones o&er here---see, the white
kind".

Ostentatiously Mamie opened her immitation silver
mesh bage

"Bow mueh for this muoh?" she inquired.

"This much" was the handful still grapped when

she had c¢lambered up the tree,
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"Thats all righte. You're welcome to those'" said
i ss Trehern, smilinge.
The young man, who had eaten his apple right down to
the cofe was grinning too. lamie's pride rose up in arms.
. Her head went up. She had a curious way of tossing her head,

like a young eolt, and Miss Trehern was staring wide eyed at her
againe.
"Listen ladyy said Mamie" I guess I ¢an afford to pay
for what I buy--see'.
"Very well"™ said Miss Trehern. "Three cents'.
llamle extended a five cent blece. 485 she held
out her hand for the change, the vegetable lady went a pace
. hearer to her, and - tared at the girl with that sbrangely_
searching gaze. She said almost breathlessly:'
"I feel as if we'd known each other, I'm sure
we have',
"O¢easionally I pass yoﬁr place” said Mamie. "Spec-
lally when the peaches are ripe“.
She laughed then, and her laughter seemed to startle
Miss Trehern.
"Don't go yet---don't go--" she said. "Wait
a bit.
She had put on her glasses. She put her hand to
her forehead~ and for & moment stood very still, like someone

almost in a trance. Mamie felt uncomfortable. B

e ekt

The young man had quietly ceome to Miss Trehern's

side and without a word he put his arm protectinély around

her thin shoulders.




"Archie, she looks like Jliriap "

"What nonsense. You must not imagine every girl you
see resembles her'.

"I don't; but this girl is uneannily like her".

"How ¢an you say that?" he demanded, his lowered
voice roughly c¢hiding, just as if he were speaking to & ce¢hild.
"Just look at that girl. Don't you see how rididudums the idea
L L |

The hot sun beat down relentlessly on Mamie's
peroxided head, mergilessly accentuated the painted cﬁeaks,
the ©blackened eye lashes, the +vivid red of her lips.

"I am looking at her" said Miss Trehern,"and I see what
you see; but something else too=-let me go Archie. I must speak
to her®e.

Impatiently she shook off the young man's grasp and
apprbached nearer to the scOwling, now panie¢ strieken Mamie.
Mamie did'nt know why she was suddenly afraid of this woman,

She wanted to take to her heels and put a great distance between
theme But, of ecourse, a girl could'nt do that--not with
the eyniecal, almost moeking smile of that fellow bent upon her.

Mies Trehern spoke somewhat breathlesslye. e
€ Tl BBl it i Q@ Gr b 2Dl i@ P p—irird—eVerr—ai-Titariie—wl th
whishthe sp.esizl lsls—dopoi-iror=sonid-no-t-alway T U Nerented-llo0.0.

"I once knew a little girl" she sald, "Who had eeyes
like yours, only they were not blackened, and she had lovely
straight brown hair, amd=——=".

"You mind your own business what I do to my own eyes

and hair" returned Mamie fiercely.



The young man behind miss Trehern frowned, shaking
his head at Mamie. He again took Miss Trehern's arm,
and said with briskness:
. "What say we go to the houses ust be tea
time, what?"

"Do leave me alone™ said Miss Trehern sharplye.
"Can'g I speak to a girl without your interfering”.

She was followjng Mamie now. The tough girl was
walking backward, her pace increasing. Mamie's panie thought
was:

“"The old girl's bughouse”, Withal her alarm she
was invaded b& an immense feeling‘fhat she would have been
ashamed to name as phty. She was so sorry for the little
woman looking at her with that straining poignant gaze, that
Mamie had mueh ado to hold baek the turbulent tears that
threatened to burst through.

"Wal t-—-do wait, just z moment. Please do".

Miss Trehern's voiece was almost pleading.
"What for?" asked Mamie huskily. "I already
paid for the radishes, and I gzot a date. I got to run’.

"But there's no hurry. Is'nt there something elsge
ypu want---do you like cantaloupes?”

Now if there was one thing the fifteen year old tough
girl did love it was canZd&loupe.

"Sure I like them" she admitted rel uctantly, "but

I come on out without mush dough'.

& dimple twinkled for just a moment in Mamie's 1left

¢heek, and the row of strong white teeth showed through
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her vividly reddened lips. An expression that was singularly
mischievous c¢ame to the girl's face.

"0f course, you ¢can charge a c¢antaloupe to my account
if you like".

The tough girl's face looked suddenly like that
of a child's. A spasm twisted like a freak over the features
of the vegetable lady.

"l can't bear 1t? she said in a whisper, and sat
down weakly on the stump of an ivy c¢overed tree, her face
ecupped in her hands. |

Mamie felt uncomfortable. She did not know what to
do or say, and she glared fme the e¢roueching little figure
on the tree stump to the now no longer smiling young Engliesh-
mane His words gave her the c¢lue to what she should do.

"0h = er-- goodbye MMiss---what was the name?"

"Tobin™ said Mamie hoarsely. "Mamie Tobin".

It was very quiet in Miss Trehern's garden. She
could hear the hum of a bea, the flutter of little leaves astir
in the peach tree. Archie Trehern withdrew his two hands
whieh he had plunged into his pockets, and still looking at
his aunt, he found his gipe, struck a mateh and 1lit 1it.

He spoke casually, very gently.

"Tea? What say?"

Miss Trehern lifted her head absently, sighed.

"May as well” she said. She paused, looking
rather wistfully at Archie.

“There was a resemblance Archie. I suppose I did seem

silly--but I could'nt help it. I hope she ¢omes back agahn
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don't you?"

"Yes-=if you would like it".

She brushed her hand across her eyes, sighed again,
then looked up at him somewha t ruefully.

"I'm & nuisance I know, and I'nm spoiling your
visig",

"Wot a bit of 1t" he denied vigorously.
"The main thing is to make Jgou happy'.

"Happy?" she repeated the word wond erbngly, almost
bitterly. The exhilaration she had felt while the tough
girl was there had its reaction, She felth@ervated and tired.

"I feel o0ld" she sald, leaning on his arm heavily

as they moved down the flowering path toward the house,

The Catherwells were highly respeeted ang important
beople of the City of Gragtown. Mrse Catherwell, whose per-
Sonality dominated so many‘gﬁ shcial and welfare c¢lubs of the
eity, was c¢redited with having '™made" her husband., Besides
being an esteemed ornament of the legal profession, Norman
Catherwell was a member of fumerous 1o dges, fraternal societies
and organizations.

They were excellent customers of Miss Trehern's,
and they took a personal interest in that "dear little lonely
old maid". They had even patronized her to the extent of
inva%ing her to tea at the Catherwell mansion (as the newspapers
always referred to the big Catherwell home), and Mrs. C0a therwell

had been quite bpiqued with the little Englishwoman for

refusing to share in the social activities of the town; €specia
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ly éo. as like everyone else in Graytown who knew Miss Trehern,
she was intrigued by those oecasional English rela tives
of the vegetable lady. Anyone c¢ould see they were not ordinar
folke In fact there was a rumor that there was a title in the
familye 'rse Catherwell had very tactfully quiczed Miss
Trehern about her family on several occ¢asions, but always
unsucceésfully, for 1Tiss Trehern had a frick of turning the
conversation alwgys back to vegetables.
When, therefore, about two weeks after the
advent of Mamie Tobin into the Trehern gardens, the Catherwell
sedan stopped in front of the Bmwrton homeskead, and not only
rs. Catherwell, but the distinguished member of the bar
himself stepped out, the Vegebtable lady hastened down the
path smilingly to greet them. She held up a large hubbard
squash in her gloved handse. She was very proud of that
squgsh, the first of the season, and unusually firm and large.
iss Trehern, as we have said, was smiling, and her smile
was(\ eharming thing to see, despite its poignaney.
"How do you do, lirs. Oatherwell"” she greeted
them. "Do you know you are just in time. I've a lovely
lot of freshly pieked Chinese greens. I've been experimenting
with them bpgm all summer, and Chum Lee says mine are
better than his. 1y soil's goodyyy=-really wonderful, and
Oh--I want you to see my vegebable marrows---Mamiel™
Mamie was in the heart of a field of eérly sweet
COrna She had one of riss Trehern's large cretonne aprons
on her. The great pockets in front bulged with the corn

Mamie put into them, as she plucked the ears.
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Thrusting his head from between the staves of corn,
and pausing in his own work Arshie Trehern challenged her.

"Tell you what I'11 do Mamie. Heres & sporting
proposition. I'1l give you ten bob straight, if you'll take
that stuff off your face".

Wamie's reply was a withering look of scorn, Her
peroxided, cheaply permanently waved head tossed back.

"How about it7" demanded Archie pleasantly. "Take
me up"%

Mamie invited Miss Trehern's nephew to sit on a
tacke Unsquelc¢hed, he proceeded with his argument.

“"Look here, llamie, you'd nog be sueh & tough looking
little girl if you took that make up off. What do you put
it‘on for anyway. You don't need it. Makes you look
a fright--hIpmestiyxitxda give you my word it does'”.

This, according to Mamie's way of thinking, was
insultinge. She flung an ear of ¢orn at him, and it neatly
smashed against his face. He retreated precipitatedly.

"Now a pigce girl would'nt have done that™ he
c@lled atuher,

llamde invited him this time to go to a very wmkk

warm place. She had promised Ng&% Treheprn she'd try mot
e

to use bad langugge, 80 she u wWows "H" ins tead

of "Hell" to designate the place where she suggested Archie

should go. It was at this junoture that MMiss i“rehern ecalled

here To Mrs. CGabtherwell she said pleasantly:
"Just a minute and I'1ll have Vdmie bring you some to show

JoUe You know Mamie has been helping me now for some time".




Vrse Catherwell pht up her grey gloved hand expressively.
famle was c¢oming across, her apron bulging in front, and her
arms loaded with eorn; but above her loaded arms Mrs. Cather-
well took note of the faet that the tough gi{iis face was as
brazen as ever. It was evident, that assoc¢iation with
as refined a persbdn as iilss Trehern, the tough girl was still
unregeperate.

"No=-no, dear !'iss Trehern. I've not come for
vegetables todaye I'11l send Anna over in the morning
for some of those nice butter beanse. But to get down
to brass tacks---you know my dear we become quite up to date
in our slang at the Elite culture elub--- well, to get down to
brass tacks~—~="

Her affable expression was undergoing a curious change.
Behind 'iss Trchern's back Mamie Zobin was making a f£rightful
face at her, In point of fact%mie, grasping with her elbows
the e¢orn, had released one hand to make the unmistakable
sign of "bacon" at her nose.

"To put it simply" wontinued I'rs. Catherwell, "we have
called upon you foday as a matter of painful duty. May

we see you alone, 1"iss Trehern"?

Miss Trehern inelined her head politely. 0f course,
she knew just why the Catherwells were there. Others had
been Edfore them to warn Miss Trehern. It was a great

bother and waste of time, but one had to be eivil to ones
customers,

"Mamie, take the corn to the house, and if you like,
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shell some peas forour lunch.'
Mamie did not answers. Her face had darkened and
she moved away sullenly. Not till she was out of sight
did i'rse Catherwell relieve herself. Her husband meanw ile
stepped down between the rows of berry bushes, poking his
stick here and there, snipping off pods of young peas, whigh
he ate raw; sampling ripe gooseberries: also gorging on blacgk
raspberries and red currantse. Thouzgh he had accompanied
his wife upon this righteous expedition, he preferred to remove
himself from the immediate war zone. His had been the dubiomn
bask at one time to a pear in behalf of the frail culprit, now,
to use his wife's term, "hiding behind the respectable skirts
of an innogent and unsuspeeting lady. However, Ca therwell
felt far from comfortable. In faet, as with the dignity
of a young gueen Mamie passed by him a.d cast é look of
withering contempt upon him, the lawyer became irritably
consclious of certain depths of meaness in his system.
His wife was still talking volublp:
"So you see, my dear, we felt we owed it to you
let you know all of the facts and details in the case. Wr.
Catherwell and I have done our very best in the poor ereature's
beha]l £, I myself stood by her side, when the last sentence
was passed upon her. I even accompanied her in the police
¢ar, recelving for thanks only the grossest kind of insult and
impudence,"
Mrs. Catherwell's face purpled in painful recolleo-

tion, She molstened her dry lips.
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"If she were actually trying to lead a decgcent life,
I would be the very last to discourage her; but, my dear, a
"Leopard cannot change its spots” and you cannot make a sow's

purse out of a silk ear -- I mean a silk purse out of a saw's

ear-—-=you know the proverbe. The main thing is, we have before
us a c¢case of hopeless unregenerate---words failx me. I have
come to you, dear !Miss Trehern as a matter of duty. Qur boys--

I have a son myself of a very impressionable age-- should be

protected from girl's of her sort, and from our own personal

experienge-——e-
Mrse Catherwell stopped abruptly, overwhelmned by

the curious act of the Vegetable ladye. Withogpt saying a single

wvord "Miss Trehern suddenly turned her back directly upin

rs. Catherwell, and moved slowly awdy from her down the garden

path to the house.

Inside the house Miss Trehern found Mamie.
The tough girl's head was down, her face hidden on top of
the mass of peas she had been trying to shell. o one had
ever heard the tough girl cry. She was sobbing temestuously
gasping between her sobs oaths and words of fury and rage.
amie's handkerchief was sopping wet, and she used it to
mop up her angry tears fiercely and wildly.

Standing by the door, in incoherent discomfort,
his hands in his coat poekets, his pipe in his mouth was
Miss Trehern's nephew.

"She better look out for her own girls”™ raged Mamie

"She need'nt come tattlingz on me. I know a thing or two

about those two snoots worgse'n they know about me, and as
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for her little squirt of a som, I'1l paste him in the eye
next time I see hime I'llecea-"

miss Trehern's thin little hand smoothed Mamie's
dyed hadr.

"Now Mamie' don't erye. Theres nothing to ery
avout’e.

Jlamie still had her face covered, and her muffled
voiee c¢ame forth stormily.

"They're all damned e¢ats---I mean D cats. I hate
thems I wish they were all dead. Ths ts what we get for
living in a bum town like this.  Everybody lying and hating.
Oh, I wish I had never been born. I wish I was dead. I wish
Ihad the nerve to kill myself. I'm sic¢ck and tired of every-
thing. Theres no fun in living ényway, when everyone's
down On youe I have'nt any friends at all".

"I'm your friend” said Miss Trehern stputly.

"I don't care—what anyone says about you. You remind me
of a little girl I loved with all my hgart. So don't worry
about anything Mamie. We're your friends---are 'nt we Arechief"

Archie c¢leared his throat.

"But they'll take their dirty trade from you.

I'm ruining your business™.

"No you're note We're not dependent on our veget
ables, and we don't have to stay here. I only took up garden-
ing to have something %o oceupy my mind, while we were prosecut
ing a search¢ o™ You know Wamie I was in very great troub
troublw ==Oh most dreadful trouble, and ¥ had to work at

something, or I think I would have lost my mind. 80 I took

rarden
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up gardening. You see flowers and vegetables are like
¢hildren---they have to bé cared for and handled properlye.

I tried to make them take the place of something I had
lost. wars ago, Mamie, I 1@9st the onyy thing I loved
on earth",

"That must've been the year we come out here" said
Mamie, still mopping the vanishing tearse.

'S0 you understand that we're the best of friends,
Mamies. Its because you remind me of the little girl I lost".

Mamie gulped, and a huge tear rolled down her c¢heek,
GaFtahn Trehern tramped up and down restlesslye. He glared
out through the window at the departing Catherwell's.

Mamie said with a gquivering lip:

“"I'm not good enough to be your friende. You don't
knoﬁ all the things I've done. I guess Magistrate Jenkins
was right, and I'm just no good---I'm & bad one. Any one'dl
tell you that in Graytowne. I'n no;notorious-—thats what I am"

"Poof No girl of fifteen is notorious, and it
does'™nt matter what we have been that counts anyway. Its what
We are. Besides we all make mistakes. We all do wrong,
Mamie. Hone of us have a corner on goodnesse When I was
a very young girl --not mueh older than you, Mamie, I was
a very ﬁild girl. Do you know what I did? I ran away from
home with a married man. I did"'nt know it at the time,
and when I found out that he had a wife ;lready -=it was too
lates I was afraid to go home. I haé&%erribly stern father,
I had to hide among strangers --anyone-;anyhow -=and then my

little baby came, and I went back to my fa ther. But I did'at
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dare to take my baby with me, and first thing I knew they--
the- terrible people I had left my baby with--found out, and
they began to blaekmail mee. I used to give them every cent
I could lay my hand on. I sold my things--1 begged--I even
stole from my father, but they wanted more and more, and then-
to frighten me, they took the baby away ~---she was not qui te

then, Mamie-=-just a little darlbng thing---and they

said if I did"nt get them a ¢ertain amount of money I wauld nev
er see her again. S0 then, because I was desperate, I told
my father---I confessed everything. And what do you think
he did? He called in the police. Think of thatl He
set the police on those terrible people--—and--that was the
last I ever saw of éhem ---and I never saw my baby again. XNow
you know all about me Mamie'.

The words had poured from the vegetable lady
in a fevered torrent. Cap tain Trehern could not bear
the scenee He wé nt out on to the verandah, tramppd
up and down, and c¢ame back again into the kitchen and stood
his Dback against the wall, wateching his aunt and JWamle,

Miss Trehern was sitting on the chair opposite
Tamies The latter was gulping noisily.

"I'm awfly sorry for you" said the tough girl.
"I wish I could do something to please you=-—can't I, Miss
Trehern?"

iss Trehern smiled brightly. An idea came to her,

"Yee indeed you can, Mamie. Take all that make
up off your face--won't you, and let your hair come back to

its right color. I know 1ts brown, is'nt it".




'fee 1t is, WMiss Trehern-~-dark brown, and 1its
gstraight. See the roots with the dark hair is growing in",

Mamie was holding back khe fringfof hair from
her forehead. Miss Trehern was looking at her fixedly
steadlily. her eyes widenwd and bulging. The tearsk&fl
washed away the blagk from Mamie's mascaroed eyes. The tears
had washed away mueh of the makeup and rouge from Mamie's
cheeks. Where the hair was pushed back, on the left side
of Mamie's foreheid an odd little cowlick curled above a
emall brown mole. Something in the expression of the
girl 's deep blue eyez; something in the motion of her
pleading lips-~that whiteforehead, the cowliek and the small
mole in c¢conjunetion --these held the woman spellbound. She
put out her hands wildly, ceaught the girl's face between them
and Bazed long and deeply. Then HMuddenly lMiss Trehern
‘¢ried out violently:

"Oh my Godl"

Iamie broﬁe away from her, frightened, apprehen=
sive. Captain Trehern tried to eaome between them, but
I1iss Trehern blindly pushed him aside.

"Miriaml" she c¢ried. "I'm your pother--- you're
my little girl. I kxnow you. I know youl"

| Trehern's thought was: "Good Goﬁl she's gone out
of her mind"”, and Mamie expressed the same ide, in her rough
slang .

"Say--have yougone bugs" ? she sadd hoarsely.

"No===but I've been blind---s tone blind" sald Miss
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Irehern. "How sould I have had you with me day in and day
and not have known you for my very own'.
Chills and shivers were running up Mamle's back.

Her mind was working with lightning swiftness. Suppose it

were true. Suppose this dear woman was her own mother,
Suppose she had been stolen as a c¢child. Her supposings
brought elements of forboding and terrors. dhe, Mamie

Tpbin , had been reared ih the mudl She was unfit to be the
¢hild of this gentle woman. A gregst gulf lay between them -
a gulf filled to the bfim with poor Mamie's sihs. Slowly she
backed to the wall and faced the woman who ¢laimed her as her
childe Her head went back with that chaybeteristis motion of
the young savage c¢olte.

"4hat do yountake me for anyway? My own mother's
good enough for me and I'm the dead spitting image of her'.

As if she had not spoken at all Miss Trehern eontin-

uede.

"Miriam, I've been all over the world looking for
youe We :-pared nothing in money or efforte. Then my agents
traced you to A~eri¢g-~=-to this very town. I ¢ame out here.

I used to look into the face of every girl I met, and the
first time you looked at me directly, something happened to
meé-—~roge up in me just like a tidal wave. Oh I feit =-=I
knew=—--"

"You keep away from me"xcaid Mmie roughly. "Get
out of my way 1 say. I'm going homel”

"This is your homel ™

"Like fun it is" shouted the girl wildly, and head

down, she plunged toward the door.
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Onc¢ce in the street, the tough girl ran as if she
were pursued; as in faet she was. Captain Trehern was
trailing the fleeing girl.

Mamie c¢ould not have analysed the tumul tuous
'stirrings of her heart. She had but one blind instinet., To
save Miss Trehern from herself. On and she went;
past rowdy boys and girls with whom she onceiconsorbed 50
dangerously; down wide tree-ed streets, where girls of her
own age, but not her own kind, in c¢oo0l summer brgandies
or sports elothes were on the verandahs of the "swell” houses,
or sprang back and forth over the tennis courts; girls whko
glanced at the tough girl askance and then looked away;
girls whispering and laugkeng with the s~artly dressed youths
who knew Mamie well enough to hug her in some dark lane or on

- noeturnal joy rides, but were ashamed to tip their hatsn to
her before their girl friends. . On and on went Mamie, till
presently she came to narrow, dingy streets--the streets of
the slum sec¢tion of Graytown, and at last the one roomed
shack, unpainted and bleak that was the toughgirl 's "home'.
Muddy curtains stirred slothfully in t&tters from their eords
in the feeble breeze. 4 fetid raneid breath smote her as
she entered, and the groaning flight of flies hummed angrily
above and about herg Mamie looked about her, mechanically
moving hef hand to brush away the flies that ¢rawled up the
sides and stuck to the cork of the bottle of gin that was
propped in the loose lap of the @rear eyed drowsing woman.

The hot air, the suffocating atmosphere of the £ilt

thy place nauseated her., She turned despera tely back to the
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to the door and jerked it open. On the steps stood Captahn
Trehern. Mamie ¢ried harshly:

"What d'you want here? Spying on my folks are
you?" ()\ﬂéSVu-\qﬁ‘Lk

"Yegten Mamie"” said Trehern. "I'm your friend.
I know=-I understand exactly why you ran away. You thought
you were not good enough for Miss Trehern--that was 16, was'nt

ig~ And you are, Mamie. That aet marked you as g thorough-

bred. low look here---no use bludfing, Mamies It won't
Z0 e We know who you are. I've suspected for some time,
ags a matter of fact. Now look here, Mamie =--I ¢ame here to

Graytown, aiz;the way from Kent--thats in England--especlally
to look for and to find you."

He reached out, caught Mamie's funtile little
{ist in his and held on to 1t firmidy.

"Ih, your friend, understand. We're related--
distant cousins, and I want you to look upon me as a sort
of brother, will you Mamie. Why youngster, you can
say anything to me--=you c¢an even e¢ry if you wantl There=—-—
blubber all you want, little girl. You can't carry a eup

brimful .

Yiss Trehern stood on the s treet corner, turni ng
her head from side to side. An automobile c¢ame purring down
the wide asphalt éaved avenues. Miss Trehern stuped out in
front of it, held up her hand. The car came Lo a stop.

"Whats the trouble? " asked the driver.

"Would you give me a lift" asked the bareheaded
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littke woman standing at the curb. Her cheeks were as red
as apples and her eyes were shining.

"Sure thing. Get aboard”'.

He made room for her bebide him.

“"Where you want to go, Wiss Trewhern? You're j7iss
Irehern, are'nt youl™

"Yes, thats my namee. I want to go =--" 1Iriss
Trehern was c¢hoosing her words slowly -=-"I want to go
to Police headguarters. I want to go to the office
of the Chief of Poliee™ she said.

The driver whistled and peered down at her strangely
lighted face.

9Anything wrong?"

“Oh no " said lMiss Trehern softly. "Everything's
guite all right. A smile irradiated her thin features. She
salid impulsively to the startled man beside her:

"Is'™nt it a perfectly beautiful daygl"




