
is rnercenary. He is no weakling ither, and oould at any time
make bis own way. It lias been my will and not by bis that bc is
in the position lie is. You will find lim as cager in this searcli
as if lie were my own son."

Thec detective snapped bis notebook shut again. "Well, lil
take your word for lim, and you'll excuse my questions. 1 don't
corne across many sucli disinterested young men-not in my busi-
ness. Let me know when lie arrives and we'll keep hum busy.
And don't you worry-er-more tban you can belp. You know,"
lie added awkwardly, "I don't believe that there is anything in
tliat-er-tireat, you know. If the young lady is alive it is quite
possible that she may be-er-supporting berself. But, blcss me,
tbere's no disgrace in that. Lots of young ladies do it. Doesn't
burt then at al; does tbem good. You can take it f rom me that
tbere's nothing in the otlier-er--suggestion."

Adamn Torrance sluddered. "How do we know ?" lie asked.
"How can we bc sure? Sucli tbings bave liappened. If she is
alone and bepless-"

"Now, don't think of it. Sud tbings bave bappened. But
tbey don't happen anything like tbey migît. If you were in ny
business you'd be surprised. Yes, sir, you'd lie surprised liow
seldoin sucli things do liappen-everytbing considered. And blood
tells. Don't you ever believe but that good blood tells. Yes, sir,
V've seen it too often not to know."

The miserable man looked at lin gratefully. "Yes, I bave
thouglit of that. It is my best hope. 1-er mnotber's dauglter-
surely ber mother's dauglter-"ý

"Don't you ever doulit ber motlier's daugliter," said the detec-
tive clieerfully. "Wberever she is, sbe'll pull tbrougli."

But as ble ft the bouse bebind lin lie looked very grave.

CHAPTER XXI.

T-E sun, wbicli in these autumn days was getting lazier eacbTmorninig, was well up and shining cbeerily tlirough the cr
tains of the House of Windows when Celia wokce upon the

day wbicli was to sec Christine return to the Stores. Tliey bad
told ber about it the niglit before, and it liad seemced to Celia,
then, that somebow life lad cbeated ber. Ada and Christine and
Tommy liad urged, explained. and entreated. Tbey were al
again st lier and, perforce, she bad given in. Tîcir victory had
bee the more easy in tînt Celia berself lad few arguments to
support ber opposition. Sbe did not liersel! understand the reason
for thc stand she bad takcen, she only knew that she liad fouglit
for it, given lierself for it, lavisbed on it every energy of beart
and brain. To bc defeated at last was bitter. She looked back
slowly, beavily, tbrougb lier sixteen years of struggle and realîzed
liow impossible tlicy would bave been had it not been for the
hope which bad uplield ber. To give Chiristine what she had

mise erself, to liold back witl f rail hands the Juggernaut which
bad crusb,,ed lier own youtb, and to sec Chiristine f ree, bealtbful
and beautifull. This bad been the one sustaining purpose o! ber
life. She liad lost ail sense of proportion, of course; and when
tbey explained to lier that Clristine's work at the Stores was but
a temporary expedient, she liad no real sense of their meaning.
She could not realize the calanity as a partial ont. To ber the
fact of Cbristine's enitering thie Stores at aIl was defeat open
and avowed.

Yes, life had cheated ber. Tt bad whispered to ber to work
on and on, and then, wben the goal was within sight, it had
allowed lier to bc stricken down, draîned of strengtb, a lielpless,

seesbeing, too weak to raise a liand to avert the overtlirow of
ber onie hope. Tbey had aIl been so kind, she felit no resentinent
against anyone, but not one of thein liad understood. She knew
that they considered lier unconquerable opposition stubbornaly un-
reasonabyle-lacking in cominon sense.

She -iwoke-, to find the autumn sun bruglit upon thie wall and
Christine standing b efore the mirror pinnling lier pretty bat over
ber briglit bair. Celia could sec the face in the mirror thouglit-
fully smiling. Thc bat was being adjusted very carefully, witb a
slow sfiding in o)f the long pins.

Christine gave the bat a last adjusting pat and turned to lier,
"Oh, yout are awake, dear !" she said, slîpping ber round young

arrn uinder Celia's liead, fin order to kiss lier more tlioroughly.
"Isni't it a scrurnptious morninjz? I arn starting early, so that 1
mnay walk ail the way. 1 on t believe tbey ever bave weather
like this anywhere cisc in the world."

Celia mianaged to sinile faintly, but Christine's eyes were
sharp enougli to sec thie effort. Immediately she abandoned lier
idea o! walking to tfie Stores and sat down confortably upon
the bcd.

"Cissy," s;he said, using the old baby naine which had been
tbc first word she bad ever said. "I don't believe you are a bit
resignied in spite o! al.our efforts. You do not look resigned,
so I amngoing to tel] you the other part o! my plan. Tommy
and 1 bave been talkinig it over. When you are quite well and
have had a good holiday and are strong aigaun, 1 an going to
]cave the Stores at once and take a special business course.
TommiiyIs going to end me thie money. 1 think 1 arn just as
proud as you are, dear, and you cani trust me that it will lie a
strictly business proposition. The amountt needed will not lie
large, and Mr. Brîndley las guaranteed ne a good position as
soon as 1 cani take it. Then 1 cant pay Tommy back. We won't
insuit lin by offerîng lim interest, and o! course no one could
ever pay back bis kindness, but, otberwise, we shahllie business-
like to thie last degree. You know, le wants to give me the
montey to go to the university, but 1 couldn't take that. The tinme
is too long and thc risks too great; but the other proposition
scees reasonable. V/bat do you thinic?"

"Yes," said Celia vaguely . There was no use in disagreeing.
But she lad nio faith in the plan. It would neyer lie carried out.
The Stores would sec to that. They would neyer let ber go,
this ignorant youing thing, sitting there so confidently, planning
impossible things with level brows and smiing lips.

Clrsie'called Ada's voice f rom the sitting roorn. "You
will lie late-"

Celia turned lier face away, and Christine, thinling that sIc
wisbed to sleep, drew the blind quietly and went out.

"Youi'll bave to take the car now, dear,» said Ada. (She bad
ail the wonderful time-sense o! the bind). "But before you go
look at the letter behind the cloclc. It came yesterday wben you
were out. It is only a circular, 1 suppose."

"From the directory, 1 suppose," said Christine. lIer checks
were flushed and iber lantI was trembling. The letter lad corne
then, after ail.

"Is it a bill?" asked Ada anxiously.
"No, dear,-it's-oh, nothing. lil take it with me. I must

run. Good-bye."
"I must tel liher," thought Christine, as she sped down the

steps. "I f eel like a conspirator. l'Il-l'il get T]omnmy to tell
ber. No, that would bie cowardly. l'Il tell ber myscîf. 1>11 read
ber the etters. Shc will enjoy then. There's nothing ini thein
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that anyone might flot see-only 1 don't sen to want anyone 'tohave the chance." She laugbed in amusement at herseif. Some-how the world seemed a specially pleasant place this morning.The crowded car was flooded witb autumn sunshine, but she didflot realize that it was sbe herseif who brought some of the glorYwitb it. She only noticed tired faces looked up at lier briglitly,and tliat one f atherly old gentleman beamed upon bier broadly aslie made room for bier in the corner.
And the corner of a crowded street car is as good a place asanother for the reading of a letter. Truly one's toes may bctrodden upon and one's bat crusbed, but there is sometbingdeligbtfully private about a crowd. One may blush and syileat will, quite liidden by tbe broad party wbo bangs upon the strapin f ront of one.
Cliristine's letter was shorter this time. Her correspondent

f rankly confessed a faling off. "I do not seem to be able to -ritefor nuts any more," bie wrote despairingly. "I don't know why.I always thouglit I was ratber a dab at writing. And aIl theturne 1 atb inking such jolly things to say, but wlien I sit downI can't tbink of tbem' 'not if it was ever so.' Tbank goodness Islian't bave to be bere mucb longer. On Monday we start up theCoast. In anotber mnontb l'Il lbe back, and then l'mn coming East,uncle or no uncle. I bave absorbed enougli atmospbere and assi-milated impressions suficient to satisfy a cannibal."Wc start up tbe Coast niext week in a tug called tbe':Sluswap.! According to Macgregor it is a fine naie, and'byordinar' lucky." No one, le assures me, las ever been lostoff a 'Shuswap.' No 'Sbuswap' lias ever been wrecked, but albave corne to a natural end in their beds, or, to be more exact,their scrap-iron lieap. Ail names are eitier Iucky or unlucky, itseins, some mucb more s0. For instance, there are some naineswhich sirnply fly ini the face of Providence and are disciplinedaccordingly. Tbere is ini the barbor, now, a trim looking yachtwitb sbining brass and dainty cabin. Tt isý rumored that she car-ries silver plate and hand.embroidered linen,' but no one will buyber because lier. naine îs 'The Davy Jones. ' Already slie bassent two successive owncrs to join lier narnesake in the qlocker.'Macgregor secins to think tbat it served thein riglit. I suggestedthat the naine becbanged, u i bo i ed 'I doubt iftberc's paint made thc nugb to bide a naine like yon,' lie said.Tben hie told me tales until I declare lie made me wonlder ifthere miglit not be somnetliing in a naine, the immortal Bill to theconitrary notwitbstanding.
"Last Sunday wc took out a picnic party on the 'Sliuswap.'There were Miss iJane and Miss Marian and pretty Miss O'Hara(and don't forget the 0), For men, we bad Mr. Rickman andMr. Macdougal (wbose folks in Scotland bave a real, live piperto assist digestion, and Who is revcrenced accordingly), Mac-gregor and mnyself. 1 liad an instinct that 1 was supposed todevote myself to Miss O'Hara, and I did. I don't tbink it wasmy fauilt that I bappened to be devoting myseif to ber in tbebow wben a big wave caine over and soaked us botli. [t wascntirely Rickman's fault,' for inisisting on steering tbrough thetide-rip in tbe Narrows witbout knowing bis business. Tt alsowas not by any want of devotion on mny part that there were nocurling tongs on board. I scarcely see bow Macgregor and Icould bave foreseen their necessity; but it is certain that MissO'Hara appeared to blamne me for tbe wbole catastrophe,"But this was the only uflpleasant incident of the day, and evenit was flot witliout its good effect. Macgregor, Wbo was gloomnyin spite of bimiself, as he felt uneasy about going 'pleasuring' onthe Sabbatli, quite cbeered up after it. HIe seemned to tbink thatwe liad got wbat was coring to us and could now call quits."Vancouver is very American in taking its Sunday Iiglitly.That rnorning the Narrows were quite gay with bobbing pleasurecraft of ail kinds, launclies, excursion steamers, yachts, and littierowboats witli a single sail. Even the water was unruly. Butwben we liad steaned into Howe Sound, Sunday came upon usunawares. Tt is a wonderful stretcb of water, walled in by moun-tains, dotted witb quiet islands. I don't know wliere ail tbe danc-ing littie pleasure boats went, but in baîf an bour we liad losttlimail. Five minutes more and Macgregor and Macdougallwere arguing predestination, Marian and Mr. Rickinan discussedesoteric Cliristianity as expoundcd by Mrs. Besant, Jane and 1bad agreed that wbicbever died first was to liaunt the other jsto prove tbat it could bie done, and littie Miss O'Harabaaccepted the fact of no curling tongs witli a beautiful and Christianresignation.
Later on, we quoted poetry, thougli, wlien it came to my turn,1 could think of nothing save

"'Far and few, far and few, are tbe lands wbere tlie .umblies live,Their lieads are green and their liands are blue, and tbey wentto sea in a sieve.'
"Miss O'Hara surprised me by quoting Keats. She does notlook like a Keats person. Rickrnan saîd lie-didn't know any butpatriotic pieces, but lie knew so many of tbem tbat lie bad no calto feel sby. He infornîed us in Many different ways and atmucli letitb at ini spite of ail temptations to belong to othernations lie rernains an Englishmn.~ And then Macdougaîî toldus about the flowers o' the forest which are a' weed awa'. (Don'tknow wliat it mnean.)
"By this turne we were ail borribly bungry, so we took the'Sbuswap' in to a place wbere asingle bouse is percbed Vpon thehilîside and partook of soft-hoied eggs and liard-boiled tea witlifixings. 1 neyer saw anytbîng more peaceful than that place. Itliad a beach o! colored pebbles and water as clear as if it weren'tthere, a background o! pine and cedar, up and up-and a sunsets0 gorgeous tbat Magreor shook bis bead at it as being toopronounced for a Sabbath evening. As usual, when every pros-pect pleases, only man was vile. The owner' o! the bouse wasgrurnpy. Ifc did not appreciate the peace of bis suirrouindings atail an opd bitter y tat things were more lively berebefore e losth icense.
"Cçoming borne (there were no waves now) Miss OTHara con-fided in me tbat she would like to spend lier honeymoon on atug boat. Stean, 1slie said, WaS SO Soothing after the eternalchug-chug of the launches. (Rickrnan owns a launcb.) 1 saidthat 1 f cît sure that Macgregor would lban the 'Shlswap' gladlyfor so laudable a purposebhe reply did not seem to pleaseber, for sbe went over ,bu tkto adughebutClpoetry.haeadakdt aduaîaot eli
"Have 1 bored you witl i al this scribbling1 know that atîeast Ihv not said anything that I wantedto say, or that Ireally thoumgt i tatle to say. 1 wanted to tell yois ail that Trealy tougt intha peceful Slrnday amid thie mountais but1could flot do it. Thoughts seemn so pretentious s0 pompoýus, 50affccted wben wrîtten down. Are tbey really so, I Wond~er, or isit a kind of false shame that keeps us alwaYs on thie surface,asbamned to spealc of deep things, so terribly a! raid of provoking asinile?
"V/linI zzrne East again and you anid 1I eet (as you bhaveprounise<J) shah we discuss anything andtI erything save thie

Contlflued 0, âg 5


