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^'"^ "'"«teen—going on twenty," retorted the Shaup-Voiccd One, unexpectedly. "How old are you?"

"Twenty-five," said Marjorie at once.

For some reason Jane asked no more questions that day. The
other girls had heard her cross-questioning of pretty Miss Hunt with
less surprise than amusement; they knew the Sharp-Voiced One.
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'^^* Marjorie's during the lesson. It

took^ail the young teacher's courage to meet their unwinking chal-

Later, when Sunday School was over, Marjorie had had a

S"you"?p'lease."'"''
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And so their friendship had begun.

When Marjorie had told Mr. Crawford of her tih with theSharp-Voiced One, he had smiled back reassuringly at her.
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^'^''^y °?^ •' ""^^^y t° s""b her. Perhaps they

S" consciously ungrammatical, "when she tested

"th.m "'^S'i!'' u^A ^^7J^aPPy over the implication in the emphaticthem. She had not, by the way, told Mr. Crawford her age.
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'^^^"•fs.&'ving morning, Jane lingered at the door of the
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"ShelaJ tte%etid.*'
Shan>.Voiced One. enigmatically.
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•^^tor .was a tall man, perhaps forty, perhaps less. The

f^h °r ' '" ^'' '^''''' ^'^^^"^^ ^ ""l*^ under Jane's keen gaze!but the fine gray eyes were wonderfully kind as he looked down at

"Who is sher he asked, with a merry look.


