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vain, but that made no difference to lier
heart; that would have its way.

Almost trenîbling with exciternent, she en-
tered the Art Building the next day, and
glanced around with a timidity that was in
marked contrast ta her usual cold and critical
-glance. But, as the reader knows, Derinis
Fleet was not ta be seen. From. time to
time she went again, but neither he nor
Ernst appeared. She feared that for some
.reason hie had left, and determined to learn
the truth. Throwing off the strange timidity
antd restraint that ever embarrassed her where
he ivas concerned, she said to Mr. Schwartz
-one day:

"I1 don't like the way that picture is hung.
Where is Mr. Fleet? 1 believe he has charge
-of that department."
Z C Why, btess you! Miss Ludolph," re[>lied
Mr. Schwartz, wit'n a look of surprise, "Mr.
Ludolph discharged hima over two months
-aga."p

CIDiscbarg,,ed him 1what for?>"
"IFor being away too much, 1 heard,>' said

*old Schwartz with a shrug indicattngf that
.that might be the reason and might flot.

Christine came to the store but rarely
thereafter, for it had lost its chi.ef element of
*mnterest. That evening she said ta lier father:

"You have discharged Mr. Fleet ?
"lYes>' was the brief answer.
" May I ask the reason?'-
"CHe ivas away too much."
Il That is flot the real reason," she said,

-tur-tiing suddenly upon him. " Father, what
is the use of treating me as a child ? WThat
is t:he use of trying to lock things up and
kePD them from. me?ý 1 intend to go ta
Germany with youi this fall, and that is suffi-
-dient."

With a courily smtile Mr. Ludolph replied:
"And I have lived long enough, my daugh-

ter, to know that wvhat people intezzd and
what they do are twa very different things."

She flushed angrily and said :
CIIt was most ùnjust ta discharge him as

you did. Do you flot remember that hie
affered bis mother's services as nurse, when
1 was dreading the small pox?»"

cc"You are astonishingyly grateful in this
-case," said ber father with a meaning that
Christinie understood toa we]l, "'but if you
will read the records of the Ludolph race,
you will find that its representatives have
often been compelled ta do, things somnewhat
arbitrarily. Since you have been gone, I
have received letters announcini the death
of nîy brother and his wife. 1 amn now Baron
Ludolph !"

But Christine was too angry and toa deep-
Iy wounded to note this information, which
at one time would have elated hier beyond
measure, and she coldly said :

IlIt is a pity that noblemnen are compelled
to aught but noble deeds," and, with this
parting arrow, left hlm.

Even her father winced, and then with a
heavy frown said, "lIt is weli that this Yankee
youth has vanished; stili the utmiost vigilance
is required."

Again hie saw the treacherous maid, and
promised increased reward if she wvould be
watchtul, and inform hlm of every movement
of Christine.

In the unobtrusive wvays that hier sensitive
pride permitted, Christine tried ta find out
what had become of Dennis, but vainly. She
offered lier maid a large reward if she would
discover him, but she had been promised a
larger suni not to find hirn, and s: did flot.
The impression was given that lie left the
city, and Christirne feared; îvith a bickening
dread, shew~ould neyer fee him again. But
one evening Mr. Consoor stated a fact, in a
casual way, that startled both Mr. and Miss
Ludolph.

He was calling at their bouse, and they
ivere discussing the coming exhibition of the
pictures of those wvho wculd compete for the
prize.

" By the way, your former clerk and porter
is arnong the conîpetitors; at Ieast hie enter-
ed the lists lasÈ spring, but 1 have lost sight
of him since. I imagine he bas given it up,
and betaken himself to tasks more wio-hin the
range of bis ability.>

The eyes of father and daughtcr met, but
she turned ta Mr. Consoor, and said, coolly,
though with a face somewhat flushed;

"And bas Chicago Sa much artistic talent
that a real genius lias na chance here?"

"Iwas not aware that Mr. Fleet ýwas a
geniusJ" answered Mr. Consoor.

'Il think lie wvIll satisfy you on that point,
and that you ;'ill hear fromn hlm betore the
exhibition takes place."

Mr. Ludalph hastily changed the subject,
but hie had fc':ebodings as ta the future.

Christine went ta ber roan, and thought
for a long time; suddenly she sprang upj ex-
clainuing:

4C He told me bis story once, on canvas, 1
will now tell him mine.>'

She at once stretched the canvas on a
frame for a small picture, and placed it on
an easel, that sbe inight commence with the
dawn of day.

During the folloivirig weeks slie worked
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