
TH-E INDEPENDENT FORESTER.

chair, or languidly sauntered about the romr.
She took up a book only ta throw it down
again. Her pencil fared no bettcr. Ennui
gave to lier fair young face the expression of
one who had trie(' the world for a cerury and
found it wanting.

She wvas leaning hier elbow an the window-
sill, gazin& vacantly into the street, When
Ernst appeared.

'ljanette," she said suddznly, "ldo you set
that boy ? He is employed at the store; go
bring him up here, 1 want him," and with
more animation than she had shown that day,
she got out materials for a sketch.

IlI must get that boy's face," she said,
"before good Fving destroys ail his artistic

merit."
Ernst ivas unwilling to corne, but the inaid

almost draged him up..
IlWhat have you gof there? " asked Miss

Ludolph with a reassuringsmile.
" Something for Miss Ludolph," stam-

nnered the boy, looking very ernbarrassed.
Cýhristine carefully opencd the parcel and

then exclainied with delight :
"Strawberries, as I live! the very amn-

1,rosia of the gods. l'a sent them, did hie

"o"saidthe bo:, hanging his hecad.
XVhodid -en?" saiLl Christine looking

He shuffledllineasily but nmade no answer.
"Corne, 1 insist on I<nowing," she cried,

hier wilful spirit and curiosity both aroused.
The boy wvas pale and frighitened, and she

w'as unentally taking notes of bis face.
But hie said doggedly, III can't tel]."
"lBut 1 say you rnust. Don't you know

that 1 arn Miss Ludolph?"»
I don't care what you do to me," said

the littie fellow, beginning to cry, " I won't
tell."

IlWhy Nvon't you tell, my boy?" said Chris-
tine cunningly in a wheedling tone of voice.

Before hie knewv it, the frightened, bewild-
ered boy fell into the trap, and hie sobbed:

IlBecause Mr. Fleet told ne not to, and I
wouldn't disobey him. to save xny life."

A look of surprise, and then a broad smile
at the whole thing, stole over the young girl's
face,-at the gift, the mnessenger, and at him
who sent it. It wvas indeed a fresh and un-
expected little episode, breaking the nionot-
ony cf the day-as fresh and plcasing ta her
as one of the luscious berrnes so grateful to
hier parched inouth.

"lYou need flot tell me,"she sakýsoothingly,
"if Mr. Fleet told vou not ta."

The boy saw the smile, and in a moment

realized that hie Iiad been tricked out of the
forbiddtn knowiedge.

His liatti face glowved with honest indig-
nation, and looking straighit at Miss Ludoipli
with bis great eyes fiashing through the tears,
hie said:

IlYou stole that from me."
E ven she colored a littie and 'bit ber lip

under the merited charge. But ail this made
him ail the more interesting as an art study,
and she was now sketching away rapidly.

She caolly replied, however: IlYou don't
know the wvorld very wvell, yet, my hale man."

The boy said nothing. but stood regarding
bier xvith, his unnaturally large eyes filled
with ange-, reproach, and wonder.

"lOh," thought Christine, '-if 1 could only
paint that expressf1on 1"

" Xrau seemn a great friend of Mr. Fleet,"
she said, studying and sketching hirn as if
hie hadl been an inanirnate object.

The boy made no answer.
'-Perhaps you do flot know that 1 am a.

friend-friendly," she added, correcting lier-
self, "lta Mr. Lîleet also."

"lMr. Fleet neyer likes ta have his friends
do wrong," said the boy doubtingly.

Again she colored a littie, for Ernst's pure
and reproachful face made hier feel that she
bad donc a mean thing, but she ]auglied and
said:

IlYou see I amn not in his mission ciass,
and have neyer had th, instruction that you
have. But after aIl, Nwýîy do you think Mr.
Fleet better thai other people?"

"By what lie does."
"That is a fair test; 'vhat has hie dontc?"
"He saved us ail from starving, and worse

than starving."
Then -xith feminine tact she drew froni

him bis story, and it was told withi the natural
pathos of childhood and dleep feeling, and
bis gratitude causcd hini ta dweil on the part
Dennis had taken with a simple eloquence,
w'hile bis rich and ioved Germa n accent made
ii ail the more interesting ta Christine. She
dropppd lier pencil, an2d wben hie closed hier
eyes, that %vere seldonin moistened by the dew
of sympathy, were wet.

IlGaod-bye, my child," she said in a voice
sa kind and sweet that it seerned as if another
persan had spoken. "V ou shall come again,
and then I shaîl finish rny sketch. When I
get well 1 shall go ta sec your father's picturè.
Do not be afraid ; neither you non Mr. Fleet
will be the wvorse for the strawberries, and
you mnay tell hirn that they have dont. me
much good."

WVhen Dennis, wondering at Ernst' long


