
CHAPTER I

WHAT happened!

thc'idgc7/pitp£.'*^'"« *' '*>« '-'^-1- w»>« you are nearing

I

All her life long Christian Fordham had expected
something to happen.

expected

Even when she was a mere mite of a child, with acurly head just level with the table, her baby p;ecidt;

r^LXT'^'t ^'' "''''^''- '^' wonderi^^ she hadremarked .n her small chirping voice.-' me wonderswha happenmgs baby's dot to-day/ Baby's ' happen-
•ngs became quite a household proverb at the Vicarage

l;.g part"^^^
°'''' ''' '^^'"^^ 'y '°"^ -^ -d^-

thr.??!!*"
^'^^^a'-ds confessed to a friend that all

never^on^LT**'
'"^ undeveloped girlhood she hadnever opened her eyes on a new day without a secrethope that something wonderful and unexpected mTghhappen, and when evening closed in an? everyZg

her omow^.r^ ''r°"" "*^'^P*^ confidentially toher P.110W
:

It has only been a stupid common sort of

wa^a foohsh, dreamy l.ttle soul, and being an only


