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is mercenary. He is no weakling either, and could at any time
make his own way. It has been my will and not by his that he is
in the position he is. You will find him as eager in this search
as if he were my own son.”

The detective snapped his notebook shut again. “Well, T'll
take your word for him, and you’ll excuse my questions. I don’t
come across many such disinterested young men—not in my busi-
ness. Let me know when he arrives and we’ll keep him busy.
And don’t you worry—er—more than you can help. You know,”
he added awkwardly, “I don’t believe that there is anything in
that—er—threat, you know. If the young lady is alive it is quite
possible that she may be—er—supporting herself. But, bless me,
there’s no disgrace in that. Lots of young ladies do it. Doesn’t
hurt them at all; does them good. You can take it from me that
there’s nothing in the other—er—suggestion.”

Adam Torrance shuddered. “How do we know?” he asked.
“How can we be sure? Such things have happened. If she is
alone and helpless—"

“Now, don’t think of it. Such things have happened. But
they don’t happen anything like they might. If you were in my
business you'd be surprised. Yes, sir, you'd be surprised how
seldom such things do happen—everything considered. And blood
tells. Don’t you ever believe but that good blood tells. Yes, sir,
T've seen it too often not to know.”

The miserable man looked at him gratefully. “Yes, I have
thought of that. It is my best hope. Her mother’s daughter—
surely her mother’s daughter—”

“Don’t you ever doubt her mother’s daughter,” said the detec-
tive cheerfully. “Wherever she is, she’ll pull through.”

But as he left the house behind him he looked very grave.

CHAPTER XXIL

HE sun, which in these autumn days was getting lazier each
morning, was well up and shining cheerily through the cur-
tains of the House of Windows when Celia woke upon the

day which was to see Christine return to the Stores. They had
told her about it the night before, and it had seemed to Celia,
then, that somehow life had cheated her. Ada and Christine and
Tommy had urged, explained, and entreated. They were all
against her and, perforce, she had given in. Their victory had
been the more easy in that Celia herself had few arguments to
support her opposition. She did not herself understand the reason
for the stand she had taken, she only knew that she had fought
for it, given herself for it, lavished on it every energy of heart
and brain. To be defeated at last was bitter. She looked back
slowly, heavily, through her sixteen years of struggle and realized
how impossible they would have been had it not been for the
hope which had upheld her. To give Christine what she had
missed herself, to hold back with frail hands the Juggernaut which
had crushed her own youth, and to see Christine free, healthful
and beautiful. This had been the one sustaining purpose of her
life. She had lost all sense of proportion, of course; and when
they explained to her that Christine’s work at the Stores was but
a temporary expedient, she had no real sense of their meaning.
She could not realize the calamity as a partial one. To her the
fact of Christine’s entering the Stores at all was defeat open
and avowed.

Yes, life had cheated her. Tt had whispered to her to work
on and on, and then, when the goal was within sight, it had
allowed her to be stricken down, drained of strength, a helpless,
useless being, too weak to raise a hand to avert the overthrow of
her one hope. They had all been so kind, she felt no resentment
against anyone, but not one of them had understood. She knew
that they considered her unconquerable opposition stubbornly un-
reasonable—lacking in common sense.

She awoke, to find the autumn sun bright upon the wall and
Christine standing before the mirror pinning her pretty hat over
her bright hair. Celia could see the face in the mirror thought-
fully smiling. The hat was being adjusted very carefully, with a
slow sliding in of the long pins. .

Christine gave the hat a last adjusting pat and turned to her.

“Oh, you are awake, dear!” she said, slipping her round young

arm under Celia’s head, in order to kiss her more thoroughly.
“Tsn't it a scrumptious morning? I am starting early, so that I
may walk all the way. I don’t believe they ever have weather
like this anywhere else in the world.”

Celia managed to smile faintly, but Christine’s eyes were
sharp enough to see the effort. Immediately she abandoned her
idea of walking to the Stores and sat down comfortably upon
the bed.

“Cissy,” she said, using the old baby name which had been
the first word she had ever said. “I don’t believe you are a bit
resigned in spite of all,our efforts. You do not look resigned,
so I am going to tell you the other part of my plan., Tommy
and T have been talking it over. When you are quite well and
have had a good holiday and are strong again, I am going to
leave the Stores at once and take a special business course.
Tommy is going to lend me the money. I think I am just as
proud as you are, dear, and you can trust me that it will be a
strictly business proposition. The amount needed will not be
large, and Mr. Brindley has guaranteed me a good position as
soon as I can take it. Then I can pay Tommy back. We won’t
insult him by offering him interest, and of course no one could
ever pay back his kindness, but, otherwise, we shall be business-
like to the last degree. You know, he wants to give me the
money to go to the university, but T couldn’t take that. The time
is too long and the risks too great; but the other proposition
seems reasonable. What do you think?”

“Yes,” said Celia vaguely . There was no use in disagreeing.
But she had no faith in the plan. It would never be carried out.
The Stores would see to that. They would never let her go,
this ignorant young thing, sitting there so confidently, planning
impossible things with level brows and smiling lips.

“Christine,” called Ada’s voice from the sitting room. “You
will be late—"

Celia turned her face away, and Christine, thinking that she
wished to sleep, drew the blind quietly and went out.

“Vou'll have to take the car now, dear,” said Ada. (She had
a1l the wonderful time-sense of the blind). “But before you go
look at the letter behind the clock. It came yesterday when you
were out. It is only a circular, I suppose.”

“From the directory, I suppose,” said Christine. Her cheeks
were flushed and her hand was trembling. The letter had come
then, after all.

“Ts it a bill?” asked Ada anxiously.

“No, dear,—it's—oh, nothing. Tl take it with me.
run. Good-bye.”

“T must tell her,” thought Christine, as she sped down the
steps. “I feel like a conspirator. I'll—I'll get Tommy to tell
her. .No, that would be cowardly. Tll tell her myself. T’ll read
her the letters, She will enjoy them. There’s nothing in them
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