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contract, as if the memory still were too keen for

her to bear calmly.

"You have certainly atoned a hundred times
over," he said gently, "for any carelessness in the
past. How could you know how she was feeling?

And she was insane, Miss Stockton said."

"f- :e insane than I am now—simply des-

pen th weariness and failure. And I should
have seen; I did see. I just - lidn't care. I was
busy tr>'ing on a box of new frocks from a French
dressmaker, frocks of silk and lace—of si'k and lace,

Jordan King, while she hadn't clothes enough to

keep her warm! And I couldn't spare the time to
look at the girl's book I Well, I learned what it was
to have people turn me from their doors—I, with
plenty of money at my command, no matter how I

elected to dress cheaply and go to cheap boarding
places, and—insist on cheap beds at hospitals."

Her tone was full of scorn. "After all, did I ever
really suffer anything of what she suffered ? Never,
-or always I knew that at any minute I could turn
from a poor girl into a rich one, throw my book in

the faces of those who refused to buy 'r and tele-

phone my anxious family. They did coiiie on r d
try to get me away—once. I went with them— ior

the day. It was the day you met me. And always
there was the interest of the adventure. It was an
adventure, you know, a big one."


