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sash for a back width,” Judith said ina
monologuosort of wuy, und with tragedy
in tho very auwr with wWhich gho held the
scissors, *and even now, Gert, the skirt
13 ot nearly full enough. I shall have

She broke off as the postman’s knock
sounded through tho housn, amdl Ann
tho old servant who had been with the
family when both girls wero babies,
biought in a lotter,

It was for Gertrude. Shoread it, and,
as she read, involuntarily mado a quick
sound of disapproval.

Judith looked up sharply from her
litter of silk and tissue pnrcr.

A photograph had fallen from tho
envelope to the floor. Sho picked it up.
It was tho photograph of & bride. Mev
Liandsomo face grew hard,

Gertrudo sprang up and put her arms
about her, crymp—

**How caretess of mo! Oh! my poor,
dear old Judy ! 1 did not mean you to
sco. Pollio Whecler sent it—tho mon-
ster! She did it to stab you. She knew
that—that="

*‘ o threw mo over for a rich girl—
yes," completed Judith, calimly  *Do I
care? Do Ilookasif I dil?” What an
idiot you are, Gert. Anyono would
think You wero in love w.th the man
yourself.”

*Caro? Ot course youdonot,"”sobbed
tho younger sister. * Ho was not half

ood enough. I always hated him.

What do wo want with marnage? Wo
will hivo here together al\\'n?'s, and bo as
lml"i‘}y agthodavsarelong ™

S Umph!™  Tho beauty disengaged
herself and took a long, critical Jook at
tho photograph. * I'shonld never have
thought that even sho could have looked
sucha guy,” sho s3id dispassionately.

‘Then sho turned her back on her work
and knelt on the rug beside her sister.

* Wo have enough moncy to rub along
with,” Gertrude_ went on with much

hilo,x;ophy, “*and raen are 8 nuisanco at

**Enough money to starve on,” the
other corrected, scomfully. *I'm sick
of turning old gowns and scraping and
screwing. Just Jook at that skirt, for
example. A couploof yands morasilk—"

**You shall havo them, and I'll wear
my blnck Jace.” .

*As brown as o berry. Ympossible,
As_for men—Gert, lstenl” = Judsth
spoko very fast. * I've—I'vo accepted
Afr, Robson. Ho's rich, and not bad.
Wo could never pig on heroalone; and I
should liko to show those Wheelers, and
him—why, what's—Good gracious!”

Gertrude had fallen back in a dead

aint.

Tt was—tho cold—the fire, T mean,”
sho said weakly, when they brought her
to, and sho lay on the couch starin,
vagucly from Ann’s face to Judith's an

back ngain. ** And I Lhad no dinner but

n meat o and a cup of coffea. Oh!

Judy, send— "Sho was off agan, Bo

tween th‘cm they :arncd her up to bed.
. .

“Ten years later—on Chuiistinas Eve,
o, i3 it happened —Gertrudvand Judich
sat together in tho tiny Putney dinwing
room. lll a corner_two children Wweto
Pln)‘mz-n richlydressed girl and &
ragile-looking boy.

Judith had grown massive ; shoscemed
to filt thoroom, Gertiude was thin and
pale and fair—haidly changed. There
the advantago of axlam. insig:niﬁcant
woman comrs in. At thirty-thice she
who had never been pretty or stnhing
loaked & good five years younger than
Lig Mrs. Robson, coarsened by pros-
perity.

*¢ Of course you knew it would coine,”
Judith was saying. **Sooner or latn
all theso stuffy olh houses aro pulled
down. Land ig so valuable, oven at
Putney.”

**Stufly:! Oh! Juldy, wo lovoitso!”

“Youdo. Inever went in for senti-
ment. What will you do when they
tnze vou out? Beiter get rid of that
child’ —she glanced cold i/ at the boy—
“and livo with us, Mr. R
, and you would bo useful with

lady Hero she glanced morowarm-
ly at thoother child—herown. ** Inever
could think,” she went on, ‘‘what in-
duced you to advertiso for the care of a
motherless child,”

*I'm fond of chuldren,” Gertrudo told
her, a Littlo valorously , " and then there
was tho money. You foigot, Judith,
how poor I am.”

Mrs. Robson let hereyerovoround the
room. How shabby and out of date it
all was

*“You'veregularly * botehed’ your life,”
tho sail, with a sister s candor. **You
might have married, like other women,
if you'd como to us at Lancaster Gate
instead ol roping here.”

**1 shall never marry—for private
reasons of my own,” the spinswer said,
with gentlo dignity.

As sho .poke a littlo spasm of pain
twisted her placid faco for a second.

*“Why, years ago,” Judith went on
unheed'ng, *‘thers was Charlio Smith
You might have married him and been a
millionaire’s wife. Ho has_come home
to England, He'smado an immnenso for-
tuno ous of South African—somethings.
Mr. Robson did say what, but I'm so
stupid at business matters.  And now 1
naust be oft.”

Sho rose, Qertrude said ncrvous{f'.
‘*Oh!do stay and seo him—tho child’s
father, you know. He sent o telegram
% s3y ho'd come this afternoon, 1'sa
never met the man in my life. Hes
never _been before, although I've had
htle Charlie two years.”
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