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'Never ahopped befouz, 1" echoe! lier
companion, 'Ilb*uit yoià niast -iave gotten
neiv clothe!"

"No, .1 made ',ver the oId ones aiul
once in a whiie bought sornetbing nem
but neve ' more than one thing et a
tin.'-

IIAnd I suippose yoii just Went lflti
a store and ad, 'Madam, give me a
waiaft,' and she broiigbt out aniy old
thing she liked."

I suppose no," Joys' voici was
woary again."

"You mustut do thât," cried the
girl, sharply.

IIYou 'Il bie with me to helpi me," re-
plied Joy, but Winifred ehook bier
head. "II didn't meu the wadats," ahe
said, '"I meant the enthummaum. 1 have
never, in ail the t2wo years I have
boarded bore, San you no enthuaiastic
as you wore when you came into my

room juat now, and thon, suddeniy, it
ban ail gone. You muetn 't let it go, you
must keep on bemng enrthuaiautic, and
happy, and Young. Y- un if you try."1

Joy leaned forwai'd, "Do you reaily
believe that?" abe amked. "You won-
der why I love the gardon no-"

"It is a beautiful gardon," inter-
posed the girl.

"Yes, but that in not ail I have
corne to think of it an a gardon vib.
rant witb sunuhine, flansng with glad-
nous, eVery flower seeme no gay, so-
no, young. Ah, I hope you are not too
Young to undomvtand m~et"

'Iamrnfot too yung," Winifred 's
voie waa very gen 'e.

"And yet, in +!.,o gardon, there are
sof t sbadows, and deep, dark onea at
night. They ane the, ohadowu of the
zngh4rW bave.. and I eil the gardon
the Kingdoen of Lest Youth."

"The Kmngdom of Lont Youth 1 Why
how poetie," breatbed Winifred. "But,
why of bot youth, Joy t"1

II B'lecause that is juet what it ie,
,loY's voiice wua bard, jolie was afraid
to show ber, hidden self and WinifredV

1 (livllOd tbîa.
iI have boarded bere mince my

miother die'd." ebe continued. III was
thirteen thon and I bad to support rny-
self. 1-1 have worked mince tben-"1
lier voice grew husky, '"I @pont ail rny
ile hours in tbat garden-aleono--al

aioîîe wbile my youth pasod-and no,
you aoe," and once more ahe waa the
matter-of-fact w<anan with the bitter
rnouth. "It la the Kingdoxn of Loat
Youth--of my lost youth."1

Winifred looked away a moment,
tben, "Péor Joy Thurman," qhp whia-.
p&mrd, "We must find your youth
agamn."I

MIondaY thoy ahoPPed. Winifred bail
epent an aternooun teaching Joy bow
to properly drem ber hair and, witli
the toueb of colour waiking 1usd
brought to bier cheeka, ahe waa ratier
an attractive littie figure. Re'kleal]y
abc bought every pretty and becomnqu
thing se saw and ber land]ady waa no
atartled whu the parela were doliver-
ed that ahe oould not reniât running
up the "tau to aoir Joy if thére were
any mistake.

Wben Winifred m,% bier in tbe pale
blue matin evening dr'e tbey liad

ithosen she oried out in deligh%, Ilmw
I wiah 1 oould bc there, too, to ce
you."'

" How 1 wiah you oould, " uighed
Joy, and thon, "WI'y not, diert"

"Il bave no mmuey. I muat marri My
living."'

"Thiat's what 1 had te do at your
age, 'but you led, a for better time than
1 had."

"Becana. I don 't put My money ini
the batik."

"Well, I wa saving fer à good tirne
and then-'
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