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least oiict' ii week. Sho is advertising lierself unceasiiij^ly,

just like Iloljl)}-. She even turns her j^ood works into advortise-

iiii-nts."

" Well, hut she inav liavc a ^ooil heart for all tliat," i)Icadri'

Allan.

" Kthcl Lloyd !
" Maud hiUf;lied a<;ain. Then slio suddenly

looked Allan straiiiht in the eves, <;ri[)piuLj ti;,'ht the niekel

hatidle of the motor as she did so. " Is she really so very
ht-autiful, Mae f

" she asked.

"She is certuirdy heautiful, hut Heaven knows why she
puts such a lot of powder on !

"

.\'iud's facr heeanie j^rave. " Have you lost your heart to

lier, Mae. like all the others i
"

Allan lau<,'hed and drew her to him. " You are a little

donkey, Maud," he cried, and pressed her faee up agamst
his chef'k.

Maud was now entirely herself ayain. Hf>w was it that
every trifle had manaj^ed to annoy her all that day i What
did Ethel Lloyd matter to her i

She remained silent a while. Then she said quite sincerely :

" Very hkely Ethel has a good heart, after all ; in fact,

1 believe she has.

She had no sooner uttered the words than she realised

that she did not really believe in the goodness of Ethel Lloyd's
heart. Decidedly, nothing seemed to go right to-day.

After supper, which they had so- ofj to t'>em in a private

sitting-room, Maud went straight to oed, while Allan remained
writing letters. But Maud could not get of! to sleep. She
had been on the move all day, and was over-tired. The dry,
hot atmosphere of the bedroom seemed to make her feverish.

All the excitements of the day—the railway journey, the
concert, the crowded audience, Ethel Lloyd—kept coming
back to her overtaxed brain. The music and the buzzing of

voices w^ere still in her ears. Outside in the streets motor-cars
rushed past, blowing their horns. In the distance she could
hear the trains. Just as at last she began to doze, a crack
iii me oteam-ueating appaiaiua awoke iier. Sue couici hear
the humming sound of the lift as it went up. Light still

shone in through the chink of the door.


