
CHAPTER Il

CHRISTINA AND ANDREW

THIS confidence greatly troubled Christina;
and as Sophy crossed the sands and vanished
into the shadows beyond, a strange, sad pre-
sentiment of calamity oppressed her heart.

Being herself in the enthusiasm of a first love,
she could not conceive such treachery possible

as Sophys word seemed to imply. The girl
had always been petted, and yet discontented
with her situation; and had often made com-

plaints which had no real foundation, and which
in brighter moods she was likely to, repudiate.
And this night Andrew, înstead of her Aunt
Kilgour, was the object of her dissatisfaction. -

that would be all. To-morrow she would be
complaining to, Andrew of her aunt's hard treat-
ment of her, and Andrewwould be whispering
of future happiness in her ears.

Upon the whole, therefore, Christina thought
it would be cruel and foolish to-tell her brother
a word of what Sophy had saià. . Why should

she disturb his serene faith in -the girl so dear
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