
I bave my doubts. You have been in the city for a
wbole week.'

',Yes, by jove, I bave ! How the days fly. Well,
is't it time I came to see you ? "

"If you had wanted to come."
"I should bave corne sooner. Naturally, and I

would have corne sooner, only I couldn't, yon see.
The governor bas just kept me on the dead tear. It's
been awfnl ! Fact."

"Was part of the dead tear dancing attendance on
Alice Van Slyke ?" polittly.

" Why, yes. You know-don't you ?"
Tbis engmatic phrase seemed so full of hidden

meaning that the old lady could not, for prîde's sake,
repudiate the knowledge. She nodded sagely. "Ah,
tlumt ! Well, Alice Van Slyke is a fine girl."

"Yes. Bully !" absently. Mark's dark eyes
bad already searcbed every corner of the room in vain.
" Yes, she is a very fine girl. She says she comes over
to see you often. Old people get so lonely ! '

",Do tbey ?"witb asperity. "I did not know it."
"Oh, you're not old, Auntie. I told Alice so. And

of course you won't be lonely now that you have that
nice young girl staying wth you, Miss-er-what's-
ber-naine ? " (Mark considered this remarkably
clever).

" Oh 1!" The olà lady's tone was dry. "And was
it Miss Van Slyke wbo told you that I bad Miss-er-
what's-ber-name staying witb me?"

"No-oh no!1 I just happened to see hier comne in
at the gate."

The old lady put down hier glasses. " I sec, " she
said. "Martha give me myits Mark, your visit
to me this morning, your soliitd, is quite tonchingI
But you know I am an invalid. I cannot bear much
excitement. You must excuse me. Incidentally,
you have rnade a mistake. Miss-er-what's-her-name
is not staying here. Matha, ring for jane to show Mr.
Warebarn out."

For a moment Mark Wareham's bandsome face
fiushed angrily, and then suddenly lie laughed. His
Aunt smiled grirnly. "You see I know you, Mark,"
she said.

" Looks like it. But Auntie, aren't you going to let
me see bier ? "

" I have no one staylug witb me, nepbew."
"Aunt, it'snfot like you to telfibs. I saw ber."
" Then you have the advantage of me. I bave

not seen ber."
"She is the most perfectly lovely cbild. Really,

Aunt, I only want to look at ber. You know how an
artist delights in beauty."

"I know. But you have made a mistake this time,
Mark. Must I call in the servants taProtest that I
have no visitor of any kind at presenit ?

" Oh, forgive me, Aunt!1 I must bave mistaken
the bouse. keally, if you bad seen bier you would flot
blame me for wanting suother look!"

',It is alrigt," magnanimously. "And 1I may say
that if I bad a lovely cbild staying with me I would trot
bie afraid to let you sec bier. Tbank Heaven for that,
Mark ! "

He went over to bier and kissed bier wrinkled fore-
head. For an instant bis face was serions. "Yes,
thank beaven for that !" he sad. At the door he
paused. "Sa y Auntie, you've seen a lot of life in
yrnr day. Tell re-is there anythlug îm-i that
kind of thing ? "

1 ar n&no a mlund reader, nephew 1"
"Weil, I rnean ln seeing somecone, yon know, and

knowing ail at once that yon neyer saw anyone just
like them-her, I mean, and feelng-

"I uxiderstand. Why, yes. TIhereé is probably
sornething lu it. It bas happened to you once or
twice already, basn't it ? "

"Bey Jove, no! notbing like it. Girls," with a coin-prbnsive gestnre, " there are so msuy girls. Tbey're
ail alike! Except, Auntie, I reaily thouglit I saw bier
core ne u ere."

"You miust have been istaken, Mark."
When he bad gone the old lady looked after hum

with a softened face. "Not a bit like bis father !
she thongbt. " Not a bit, but a good lad-be wil!
settle down some day .I wonder whom be tbought hie
saw."

"Send in the reading-womnar now, Martha," she
said aloud.

CHAPTER IX.

'T HE " readin&-woman " followed the maid down tbeAcorridor wth courageous mien. It would neyer
do to give way te nervousness now that the goal

wns in sigbt. Only let ber be brave for another few
moments and snccess would be bers.

" What did you say your name was ? " asked the
rnaid.

" Christine Brown."
The maid opened the door. "Miss Brown tessce

you, Main," she announced, sud ta Christine, lu a
whisper, "Go rigbt in. Neyer mind the dark. Her
eyes are't strong. Don't talk loud, it burta ber head."

"Don't stand there, corne rigbt lu P' The voice
frorn the inva2id's roorn was so robust that Christine
junne. "Don't bang the door!1 Gracious ! I
tbought I sed you flot te bang the door. Martba,

àltri ! Please corne nearer, Miss Brown. Sit
It was the luvalid berself who spoke, sud -soarnazing

was the effect of so large a voice f rom so smail aperson
that Christine obeyed lu bewildered silence. Se had
intended te be very acute sud observing, but she found
berself unable to observe anytblug save the odd figure
in the luvalid's chair. Indeed Miss Torrance was
enough ta engage anyone's wbole attention. She was
sa little, soizened, that bier apperance was posi..
tively startling. And ber voice! when sbe spoke
Miss Torrance appeared ta be ail voice.

" Don't stare!ý boomed the voice, irritably.
Christinie dropped ber eyes.

"If there is anything 1 dislike it is a person who
stares," continued Miss Torrance, staring very bard

1 herself. "Why, you are a perfect child ! How old
are you ? "

'Going on seventeen."
'Far too young!1 I didn't advertise for a baby.

Wbat is yonr mother tbinking of? "
"I have no mother, Miss Torance."
"I tbougbt not. Dead, I suppose, or you would

lot be here. Well, I never judge from appearsuces.
You may read a little fromn that book on the table, the
gren oe I am quite sure that you will flot do. But

I am always fair. I neyer formn conclusions withoutgood reasons. Begin where you find the book-marker."
The invalid closed bier eyes with a resigned expression.

Christine picked up the book. She knew that she
was a good reader sud the knowledge brought back
some of bier confidence. Her clear low voice was very
pleasant to bear.

"Not bad, not bad at ail," admitted the invalid.
"But I don't su ppose you could keep it up. I arn not
pessîmistic, but 1 always dîstrust good begrnnings."4

"Oh, I thînk I could keep it upP" said Christine
quickly. "Really I do." As she leaned forward bier
face came fully into the light, looking so lovely in its
young eagerncss that the invaifid started involuntarily
and put up ber glasses.

"My dear 1 " she said lu a different tone, did you
meet a young man as you came in bere t

"No," said Christine, truthfully.
"Did you ste a young man?""No-yes. One got out of an automobile a littiefarther down the street. I tbink lie bad lost sornetbing."

"Was lie tail, dark, sud quite too good-booking for
any usef ul purpose ? "

"Fi afraid I did not notice," faltered Christine.
She could see no reason for the questions, but the littie
old lady was evidently excited.

" Dîd le speak to y ou, niy dear ?
"I1thinkble said " By love,"' said the girl dernurely.
" Un, very likely. Well, this is a nice state of

affairs. Lost sornething, had lie, the scampI! And
no wonder lie thongbt was lying-" She cbecked
berself. 11cr sharp old eye rested more kludly on the
girl's wondering face, n b ler determination was
iimnediately taken.

" Ail this is esde thep oint," she saîd briskly.
'My dear, you read very wel], but I amnafraid tbat you

would flot suit me. 1 arn a very cranky old woman
sud you are to young te bie patient. Von't protest.
I believe lu being fair sud lu giving people a chance,
but I know that the young are lever patient with the
old. And Iwould always feel guilty if I kept you in
this close roorn wbeu y ou ougbt te b e ont in the suni-
sbine. I inherit tbe Torrance conscience, sud it iî, a
great trouble te me 1 "

There was a kixidness in lier voice wbich largcly
took the sting froin the rejection. Christine felt an
impulse of likmng, sud raising ber eyes said fraxildy,"I thînk I could be patient, Miss Torrance, but if it
would worry you to have me, of course-"

The old lady noddcd. She bad noticed at once
Christine's neat dress sud good shoes, sud decided that
this was not a case of urgent need, so that " the trouble-
some Torrance conscience " could flot accuse bier of
harshness.

"Then we will consider it settled," she said. "And
if you will flot mind a word of advîce fromn an old
wornan, 1 would tell you to go home sud try te bie use-
fuI there. You are rnuch too young sud too, prett Y,to work for yonrsclf, unless it is absolutely necessary.*

Christine flushed. "It is absolntely necessary,"
she said, rising. Then, proudly fearfnl tbat she might
seern to appeal for pity, she added a quick, rather stiff
"Good mornmng," sud lef t the rcom.

The old lady watched the closing door ruefully
"Most unfortunate," sbe mnrmured. "But it woul
never 4ve donc. Martha," to the maid, "you
could see it would neyer have donc to have bier here.
Pretty ? The cbild is lovely 1 Mark would bave
been wild over ber la a week. Wbat did you say bier
naine was ? Brown ? Migbt just as well have been
Smith. Do yon know wborn aie looked like ? She
looked for ail the world like my yonngest sister, Mona.j
She was a belle wben I was already passe. How I
used te envy bier. Adamni smply adored ber-be used
to cail bier honcy-bee on account of bier baîr. Tbis
child's hair is just like it. Poor Mona, she died very
youngz. Likexiesses are strange things 1"

The maîd smiled grimly. " Likenesses or no, she'lli
have sorte trouble getting suytbing respectable witb
that face," she rernarked. "In bier wak of life I
always say tbat bcauty is a drawbac as often as not."
She gsuced cornplacently at bier own prîm, features lu
the mîrror. 11cr mistress, observing the glance, srniled.i

"And what would you say Miss Brown's walk in i
life mght be, Martba ? "1

The rnaid shook bier head, slowly. "Oh, she'sz
got airs and graces enougb! But you neyer can
teil. Sboptgirls are etting very dressy these days,e
what with tei falseair sud al! And ladies don't
go about looking for work."

"The cild said it was absolutely necessary."
The rnaid's prim îlips camne together tharply. Iti

was evident that she bad bier own opinion about whatt
"the child " migbt have saîd.

Miss Torrance sigied. "Well, I could flot have
taken bier ! Tbougb if Mark hadx't corne lu I rigbt
have. I liked the child. Sbe bad a voice like music.s
It was most selfisb of Mark, Mnost luconsiderate!1

wonder if be was going te cail on Aice van Slyke
wben bie saw bier ? I t looks as if Adamn were 9nJmratber a polut of Alice. Weil, it can't be belped-
Martba, il sec no more applicants te-day."1

"There are threc waiting, Ma'am"y
"Send thein away. That girl bas spoiled me ford

anytbing more ordinary. It would not be fair to bearc
tbem now, and I always try te lie absolutely fair."

It was of this "fairness" of Miss Torrance thatv
Cbrisrlue was tbinkiug as she walked cityward with ea beavy beart. Why had she, Who belieyed in belug sso fair, refused te give a trial te one mn cninently s
fitted as Christine ? On accoait of ber yout ? s

CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL

1Christine had read in books that invaiid ladies liked
Youtb. In the proper,,order. of things Miss Torrance
ought to have engaged her at once. Soon she would
have made herseif indispensable; the old lady would
have loved ber like a daughter, and finaily havedecor-
ously faded away leavmng Christine her blessing and,1incidentally, lier beautiful home and plenty of money!1Here Christîue's sense of bumor saved the situation.She laugbed beartily, and laughter is a good clearingbouse for gloom. After ail, wbat was one checkiOne must flot expect to succeed the very first time!Pausing for a moment, she drew out the second news-paper chpping.

WANTED--Cheerftu1 companion for lady living
alone. No housework. Good wages.

This sounded promising. " I should -thjnk shewould want someone youngIl mused Christineé. "Youngpeople are more cheerful.' Probably al ber peopleare dead. Poor tbing, it must be awf ul to be lonelylike that.",
The address, this time, was in another part of thecity, distant, but easily reacbed by car. Christinewas mucb too, innocent to know that the street men-tioned was in somewbat questionable quarters. Sheonly knew that she had neyer been iu that directionbefore, so that the sauce of novelty was added to theadventure. As the car wbirled on sbe gave berseif upoicé'rmore to dreains. This lady to whom she wasgoing was surely in great need. She pictured bier inblack witb a sad face. It was too bad that she liveds, f ar from Brook Street ! Christine peered out ofthe window of the car to fihid out just wbere sbe was,but the street was a strange one. As she did so shenoticed a young man lu a motor wbose face seemedvaguely famîliar. The motor wasgoing very slowly-for a motor. It seemed indeed to keep just abreast ofthe car!1 but bere the girl's înterest was distractedby tbe crowing of a pretty baby on the opposite seatand bier eyes ceased to foilow the slowly moving motor.At the corner of Iladly Street, she aligbted, and,af ter consulting lber slip of paper for the proper nuxuber,she set off gaily in tbe direction indxcated. It didnot look like a pleasant street, yet the girl feit no dis-znay. She only felt sorry that a bereaved lady sbouldbe compelled to yve xi such an ugl.y part of the cityBut if ber surrouxielings lef t bristine undisturbed.the saine cannot be said of the Young manxinutbe motorcar. Wben he saw ber turn uxto Hadly Street, blankdismay seized upon Mark Warebam. The car slowedirresolutely, turnied, stopped entirely, and then started

etgain witb new decision. It, too, turned into Hadly
When Mark bad left bis Auxit's bouse bie had fnllybelieved tbat the old lady was not deceiving bini. Shebad evidently nýo guest at presenit, and be must havebeen mistaken in thinking tbat the lady he sougbt forhad gone in at ber gate. On tbe other band, therewas the evidence of bis eyes, anid bis eyes were flot badas eyes go. If sbehad not gone lu there she haddisappeared somewbere lu that neighborbood, and lberdisappearance bad added the spice of mystery to anintereat already keen enougb.
The only tbing to do was to wait, and Mark waited,The chauffeur be sent borne, and, drivlug the car him-self, be patrolled Arnberley Avenue witb sucb efficiencythat; be soon saw Christine coming out--and out ofbis Auxit's gate 1
Had Auxit Miriamn fibbed, after ail?He did flot care to settle tbe question xiow. Themain tbing was flot to lose sight; of the lady a secondtime. Effacing bimself as far as possible in a bigPanhbard be watcbed ber take a slip of paper from berpocket, read it and board a down.town car at tbecorner, evidently she was searcbing for an address,;lie would, searcb too, and the blanie for sucb seeminglydishonorable action miigbt be laid at the door of Aunt

Miriain, wbo had made sucli procedure necessary.

Christine sat by tbe car window, once in a while sheglanced out, but as she neyer seemed to notice bu bhispresence could not offend ber ; besides a rat may lookat a king.
Where was she goingi? As the better portions ofthe city were left behindh wondered more and more,and watcbed tbe unconscious face at the window withno little concern. Whea be saw ber aliglit at HadlyStreet he gasped witb dismay. That lovely cbild-bere!
Quite happyand witb no idea of causiug distressin ayone, Ustne walked on, lookingcarefuly atthe bouse numbers. The bouses, she tougbt, werenot nice-looking bouses, but the one she souglht lookedrather nicer thaxi the others. It seemed COmfoi.tableand bad a sinail garden. But it certainly did ap rto be lonely. Christine wondered bow it coaidlo<dýso lonely lu tbe xidst of a long city street, but longtrts are very lonely sometirnes- ýaily wbenthe bouses are so mucli aUie. Cbxistine thougbt thata lady living bere would need a very cheerful com anionindeed. She felt ber own spirits sink a little. eyer-tbeless, she rang the bell wxtb resolute hand. As shedid so an automobile passed down the street. Aftera shght delay the door was opened by an untidy maid."I have corne in answer to this advertisement~said ChrÎstine,detemine thii tirne to have no nils

understading But this bouse bad no side door asdte mai=towd ber in at once.
*"l'il tell ber," she said, eyelug Christine curîousiy.

"1Just sit down."
The room luto whicb Christine was shown wasevidently the parlor, arnd bore its state in life withdignity. It nxgbt have been its boast that no onecould. ever bave mistaken it for anytbing but aoaror.It bad a "suite,"I a piano,' a palm, a polisheçtablewith the poets nicely laid out lu padded leather, sudeach wall ffisplayed exactly two pîctures hung at thesaineheigbt sund at regular intervals. Chrstnsbvrd. "But she can't possibly live lu here ! "she comforted berself, and, witb a glance at the precise


