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bearing age starnped on thern, cld ivory,
and here and there a pieoe of Sevre chinà.

She had been told that the ôwner of
the shop was no ordihisry pawnbroker;
he only deait ini antiquities; an artist, a
passionate lover of cld thinge. She looke4t
up at the naine "J. Cohen", pushed open
the door and walked in.

It was a littie dark and very old, this
shop peopled with shadows, but full of
chrh e treasures. One saw they were
treasures, one feit that theywerecherished.

"What can I do for ycu rnadam?"
She started and lookecI up from the

frail Dresden china shephordes she had
been exarnining. CHow exqumstel" sho
murrnured invioiumtarily.

"'It is one cf the first things made i the
Copenhagen factory. It illustrates Hans
Handersen's stcry of the sweep and the
china shepherdess. See, there is the
sweep. I put them close together in
syrnpathy.

Little Helen Smythe who was rcucued from the ses
when the Lusitania was torpedoeii, by Ernest
Cowper, a journalist of Toronto. She is un-
aware of the fate of her father, mother, ister
brother and aunt who were aboard tue zi-fatec

uhpwith her, when torpedoed.

She locked at hlm sbarply. A tail,
curiously virile, attractive young man,
very keen, very wide awa4ke, with crisp
curly black haïr and blue pleasant eyes.

"I-1 want to-te pawn this ring."
Ho teck it from ber, neting her embar-

rassment and she wondered at the strength
and beauty cf bis hands, as ho oxamined
it.

"I understand yeu wish me te tel yeu,
what I would advance on it madan."

She leant-,-a lit tie wearily against the
counter; ber smaîl oval face was pale, and
ber hair benoath ber shabby bat was the
warmest brow-n; ber eyes and pretty littie
mouth were weary and saddened.

Then suddenly the Dresden china figure
pioetted te meet ber, the grandfatber

pok swavcd down upon ber-thon restful
velvety darkness.

She came tei on an eld divan hefore a
roaring log fine. Here toc she wws con-
scieus of absolute peace; tIen she looked
up into the keen, wonnic(l blue eycs of
J. Cohen.

''I'm-lI'm-How foolish of(ifre!" she
su id.

On a silver salver 1w-w as holding a
beautiful long sierimieiI glasq o'f arrber
colored liquid, :ýn iqle ide it biscuits on an
old Sevres plate.
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"4Pleae," he cornranded. "Oh but 1insistl IL is to be taken as medicine."
She obeyed meekly, and the refreshinent

put new strength into her, and she
struggled te bher foot. "It is very good
of you," she said. "I expect it was the
cold and j

She paused, a growing aniazement in
ber large brown eyes, for this back parler
was assuredly the loveliest room site had
ever been in. The walls plain sapphire
blue, and against them old furniture of
the Queen Anne period. A Queen Anne
dresser filled with old blue china, thero
was a wonderful desk,' and the low divan
upen which she bad been lying covered
with exquisite fuchsia and sapphire
tapestry of woird design.

"HoW beautiful!" sho said involuntarily.
«I did flot think -1--

His gentie, aniused blue eyes betrayed
no resentinent.

" You did not expeet it in a pawnbroker's
back parlor?" ho said plossantly.

"Oh I didn't mean thati" Sho turnod
ber pretty distressed eyes on hum i ros
dismay.

"I1 don't rosent it," he srniled. "1 arn
a pawnbroker but I love beautiful things."
Then ho became the courteous salosman.

"I can advanoe you twenty pounds on
your ring, madain."

Ho held open the door, and.she passed
into the shop again.

She gave a littie gasp.
"I-I don't think after ail that I will-"ý
She glanced out of the glass doors into

the street. It was sleeting and miserable.
"Thank you!" she Bad with a littie

gulp, and-took the money
The memory of J. Cohen went with her

out into the rain. There camne back too
with curicus persistenco the mnemory of bis
perfect rcem, bis pleasant, cultivated voico
'You did flot expect it in a pawnbroker's
back parlor?"

And when she had gono, J. Cohen
smiled and slipped the ring on bis finger.
It fitted exactly.

The shcp door opened and his partner
carne in from lunch.

" Hello, cld chap 1 Got yeur ring back?"
'Yes."ý
'Quick work. How znuch did thc

finder sting you for it?"
'I aidtwetypounds."

Cohen looked down at bis bond and
smiled. "It was cheap," ho said.

It may have been that the pendulurn of
Fate neoded but a touch to restore the
balance, for from now on Ivy's luck
changed.

She sold four pictures for five pounds
each, secured illustrating work froin an
impressionable young Irish editor, who
drew ber protty face veryassably onbis
blotting pad to the joy ol>his office boy

Then sho got twenty pounds for a badly
drawn but effective poster, advertising
some special brand of soap.

The caretaker once more toucbed bis
cap. She was once more decently fod and
clothed, and a respectable member of
Society-outwardly.

Rer personal opinion of the matter was
adequately expressod in long sleeplesa
nights, i force fights witb the accueing
mcmory of those straight honest ancestors
of hors. She grow to reverence thom.

Sho called herseif "thief" out loud, and
winced and quivered at the sound cf it.

By irony of fate she went i for a draw-
ing competition and won a thirty-pound
prizo.

Thon Sally Warner mercifully returned
and came to see ber. Sally had a studio
on the next floor to Ivy. They had been
at the schools together, and SalIy had dono
things. Rer people were largc dycrs, and
nothing would cure Sally of the loyal
unswerving conviction that trade was the
whole thing.

" I can't se0 it, girls. Trado's the thing.
Where would our art ho if it wasn't for
the canvas, paint and brushes? Who
cares about art or bocks if it cemes to a
strike? Who would care if the picture
galleries were looted, if the food supply
gave out? Dairies and greceries are the
things that count. As for dyeing it's a
greater mission than art. It restores the
joy cf good celer to the genteel littie
bouse -"

And how thoy had ail latîghcd!
Sally came te sec lier, full of Italy, but

found time te ask: "Know the man at
Number three-Juliiis Cowan?"

"No! Oh ne."
"Ris grandfather on bis mother's side

was a Jew. Bis father called him!,elf
Cowan, se does Julius of course Ho waas
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