THE CRITIC. _ 11
#]g you know whero ehe is now1” ,
# Sho is dead.” -‘K;— -‘Kr !
My heart sinks.  ‘Tho child’s face lovks blank, impassive, stupid almost. | TH AN
# You aro quito sure she is dend 1" ;

.« Qh, quite suro! Everybudy knowe sho is dead.”
« ot I happen o know that ghe js alive,”

oauntenance, :

« Nobody knows that," sho says delibratoly. ** How could they know |
HY U :
# Jiveause when a porson is 2ot known v be dead it is genowlly taken 101
for yranted that ho or she is alive.” Ok
i PBut doesn’t everybody know that Mre. Baxter is dead 1"
“1o you knov it1”
The sudden sharp question seems to stagger hor, .

«§ know nothing about it,” she rayg, afler & momont. .
# You wera fond of her—wore you not 7" The black eyes glisten a little
—whether with tears ornot 1 cannot say.  “ You would Yo giad to do her > ]
a sorvice Y .

#You won't bribo me,” the girl says stoutly, “I wouldn't tell you
anything, oven if 1 knew.”

# 1{a3 auybody evlor asked you anything about hoer?”

#No—nover ! Why should thoy nsk me?” } .
aBecause you and sho wero fricnds; yoi might know more than other | Many young men and young women are at a loss for
people.” . . .

1 wasn't thero when it happened,” the girl says, her vyes travolling to
the window, and retting thoro, . O CC TUPrPATIOIN.

« ] am aware of that. DBut if she wanted you, she knew whore to find
'ou." . <
he black eyes como back to mo for an instant, then go to the window
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o They desive to make a

ain,

® « What would she want with me?" .
#«You might be able to holp her, What is your name—your Christian

pmot”  ° : ? STARIT IN IxIF'E:,
“Tottie."” :

R #1oltie, if you cared for any onn, wouldu't you like to do somothing| - N
that would benefit them vesy much 7 -0k _
Sho glances round the poor room, leaning heavily on her crutches.  Lut -

sho makes no answer—does not aftempt Lo mako any answer. . M
«am Lily Baxter's friend. I want vou to believe that” : OUT OF EMPLO g MENT

The child turns her black bright eyes upou me. scrutinizing mo fram ; )
B lcad to foof. Loaning on oue crutch, shoe stretches out her hand, and softly
strokes tho fur on my jacket, as if it were a living thing, and could feel

pleasure at the touch. Then sho takes hold of my dress. they are desirous of obtaining work, but all fear to engage
«Lottie.” T excloim iinpatiently, “you are keeping mo waiting all this ' in an cceupation which is new to them; wnd yet if they

time ! Is thero nothing you want—nothing [ could do foryou! Lam very . Lyt knew hew casily and certainly they micht
§ rich—I havo a great deal of monoy. If you will tell mo where to fidd Lily * ¥ v v °

f Baxter, [ will give you monsy—mioro than you ever had in your lifo 1

It is an ungrateful task to me to offor Lribes to the Jittle creature whose . E g\ B N MZ 0, N E Y‘J 'l
2 loyalty I cannet help admiring, thongh it pats my own patiorce to so severe ’ — — )
atest. But I have a powerful inceutive, a desperate object in view—the 3 .
aring of a life which is more dear to we » thousand times than’ my own. .

#1Well, Lottio 1"

Suddenly, without any premable, she bursts into a passion of tears.

“Go a\my,i' sho sobs \'ohem?nﬂy—-“ go away out of this! I don't want
our money— I don’t want you here—I hato the sizht of you " ; .

d 1 will not go away till you toll me whero Lily ?}axtor)ia hidmng,” 1 say, @EE ch@xg;

with determination. * I came hero o tind out, and I will not go away ull | .
E vou tell me, if you konow.” ~
«1 don't know.”

« I think you do." 'tl.le.y would at once apply for the Agency.  We believe in

“ tell you sho is dead.” : ¢ giving our Agents Liberal Terms, and as in Canvassing for

8  “Sheisnot dead. You uro telling a falsehood, Lettie. [ don’t “"*’“‘!'I'HE CRITIC, they will be recommending a hieh-toned
to hurt her— if sho knew how much I wanted her, she would not thank ! . ° °

vou for not telling ue—you aro doing hor harm and mischief, and telling a !

R sy wicked falsshood besidoes.”

i .
Tho child oyes mo hier small pale face very tronbled, the tears hanging l F I I Y P £5 P E:R Y
thickly on her long oyelashes. 1 am sorry to be obliged to drag her sccretd £L MI =

in Canvassing for a_Newspaper such as

B from her; but thero is no other way to coma at the trutl—that 15 my only !

excuso.” ,
“You may trust me, Lottic. I am Lily Daxter’s friend.” ; e & enunati
I have taken ono of tho small hard hands ju mino ; tho upwand glaucc} . ‘lhey will find the occupation

of the black oyos has both cunning and hardihood in it, doubtless born of I
the ill-usage of the world.

- - L ]
“You won't hurt her if I tell you?' sho saye, at lasl, :
¢ You won't hun her i ell yout: aho sy Both Remunerdtive and Congenial.
$till she hesitates. while I hold my breath in an agony of suspense. . )
“You have a nico face,” sho observes delibmtely.  “ 1 don’t think you
woeld do her any harm. I don't Know whero sho is now ; sho™ wounldn't
tell me, becauso I might Lo asked, you know—but sho isn't dead.” :
g “Havo you no ides whero sho is1” I ask, my heart sinking a little. ﬁ G.E El Ts ‘ N 7 A Il\ll TED
“ {\k}?ow '\vhero you could find her if you went there to-night.”
TR\ \ ere 1\ .
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The child uames a theatre unknown .to mc.

* Sho dances—in the ballet.  Sho has anothier namo you know—1 don't
Enow it—sho didn't tell mo—and shc looks different—her, hair isn't red
v, nor bright.  Sho comes to seo mo sometimes. Oh, [ hope she won't

agry with mo for telling—if sho never forgave mo for telling on her,
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