
THE WORLD SHE LIVED IN

vilegedý,, talk, but Christina wondered > at Sophy's silence,
.t next', for she had been unusually merry while the
it was young men were present.

cr maii-ý11i Now she sat quiet on the door step, clasping
,onver- lier left 'knee with little white hands that had

and his",ý, no sign of labour on them, but the mark of the
walked nêedle on the left forefinger. At lier side, Chris-

in the tina stood, lier tall straight figure fittingly clad
chairs, in a striped blue and white linsey petticoat, and
quently' a little josey of lilac print, cut low enough to

herself,.' show the whÏte, firm. throat above it. Her fine
got to "" face radiated thought and feeling; she was on

the verge of that experience which glorifies the
be a simplest'lifé. The exquisite glooming, the ten-

-ew and àer sky, the full heaving sea, were all in sweetest
ind the, sympathy; they were sufficient; and Sophy's

Dss the'11ý thin, fretful voice broke the charm and almost
out tO1-ý offended her.
:)ack to. it is a wcgry life, Christina. How do you

Binnie thole it?
at with You are- just tal-ing, Sophy'. You were

happy enough half an hour since."
butà, " I was n't happy at all."

a littl.- " You let on like you were. I should think
)US, b you would be as féar'd to act a lie, as to tell
- beart', one.j)

,ad she 49 Pll be going away from Pittendurie in the.
happy morning."

ned t 44 What for?
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