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CHAPTER VII,

One the following morning, as Shell
s carefully folding In tissue-paper the
superfluous tea-spoons brought Into
use on the previous evening, Ruby once
mora bureth in upon her solitude,

“l have brought over one of Meg's
dresses as a guide; and I think this
merino ought to make up pretilly,”
she says, unfolding a parcel which she
carries, and displaying with some
triumph a tiny cotton frock and &
plece of some light blue material,

Shell pauses in the act of rubbing an
fmaginary spot from one of the spoons
and stares at the articles produced
with wondering eyes.

“What are you talking about?’ she
asks, with bewlldered stress on the
word “are."”

“Why, I am golng to make a dress
for poor little Meg,” explaing Ruby in
a rathor Impatient and (njured tone.
“You must have noticed how badly the
poor child's things fit her?”

Shell turns perfectly crimson,

“You can’t mean what you say,
Ruby?" ghe cries In a voice of horror.
“You have surely not been offering to
make clothes for Robert Champley's
children?”

“Why not?” demands Ruby, with &
faint flush. *I consider It only a com-
mon act of charity to help the poor
man when he is In such dire need of
help.”

“Oh, then, he asked you to see about
it?" queries Shell, looking relleved.

. “Well, not exactly, We were talk-
ing about the children, and I remark-
ed that the nurse seemed to have no
idea how to dress them properly. Of
courde he objected to my taking any
trouble In the matter, but I could see
that he was distressed by what I told
him, S0 this morning I went over
and caught the nurse just about to cut
out another monstrosity, so 1 Jjust
marched off her stuff, and one of Meg's
dresser for a pattern.”

“$/asn't the nurge a trifle sur-
prised?’ asks Shell, in dry sarcastic
Lone,

“8Bhe did seem a little put out,” ad-
mits Ruby, with a quick flush, “I
shall warn Robert Champley agalnst
that woman. I think he must be mis-
taken In her—she has most shocking
manners,”

“Do you get up as being a judge of
manners?’ asks Shell, still sneering.

“I et up for knowing when people
are rude and disagreeable,” answers
Ruby shortly,

Shell, having carefully disposed of
her last spoon, Is turningly silently
from the room, when Ruby calls her
back.

“Where are you golng?"' she asks
crogily.

“I am golng to lock up the silver,”
replies Shell, without retracing her

“When you have done that I wish
you would help me to cut out Meg's
dress—you are so much more used to
that kind of thing than I am,” says
Ruby, gazing despondently at the little
dress, which she has been turning in-
side out to see how it is fashioned.

“I am really very sorry,” answers
8hell coldly; “but I can’t possibly help
you. I never cut out a child's dress in
n' u’a.il

“Nonsense—don't be 80 cross—you
must do It for me!” cries Ruby, be-
ginning to look alarmed. “Of course
I quite reckoned on you, or 1 should
nevér have undertaken such a task.”

“f am very sorry,” repeats Shell, in
a hard, unfeeling volce; “but I don't
in the least understand children's
things, [ should advise you to send
for patterns or put it out—you will get
no help from me.” And then she
Lurries from the room, nearly upset-
ting Violet, whom she meets in the
passage.

“Would you beileve it, Vi?—that
wreteh of a 8hell has turned sulky,”
griiables Ruby, as her cousin enters
the room. “She vows she won't help
me with Meg's dress, or even cut {t
out. lsn't it disagreeable of her?™

“What on earth will you do? 1
know you can't manage it yourself,”
laugha Violet—Instead of sympathilz-
fng she seems only amused at her
cougin's dilemma.

“l am sure I don't know, Do yon
think you could cut one out?™ asks
Ruby hopelessly.

Vielet turas the little dress all round
about, then holds It out at arm's
length by both sleeves,

“Not if hanging were the alterna-
tive,” ahe laughs; “it s quite beyond
-.‘ll

But for Ruby it 1a no laughing mat-
ter—tears of mortifleation and vexa-
tion foree themselves Into her eyes,

“Bah! Don't take 1t 1o heart,”
eries Violet lightly—"we'll send for
psome patterns, and then make an os-
tentatious show of eutting It out In
Bhell's presence. She won't be able

withstand that, 1 know, for she
o see good etull wasted ™

And Violet's ruse proves sucesssiul.
Yor when, & fow davs later, having
obtalned some patterns from London,
Ruby deliberately begius lo arrange
of the wlult,

once taken possesslon of
felds them 10 the end
the dresa, she soon de-
elden 1o make I abo laa good work:

dainty, enticlng bit of work come [n
her way, She feels perfectly safe In
her undertaking. Ruby s wscarcely
likely to blazon forth her own Incom-
petence,

One afterncon, as she eits at the
open window smiling over her work,
Robert Champley comes sauntering
thoughtfully up the short avenue of
the Wilderness. Suddenly Shell, all
unconsclous of his close proximity,
breaks {nto wsong. It Is a bright,
cheery little ditty that bursts from her
lips, and her unseen llstener pauses
amidst the shrubs and walts for the
end, Leaning idly against a strong
young lllae, he not only llstens to the
words with an amused smile, but
watches the busy needle flashing in
and out of her work. She makes n
vivid pleture reen between the breaks
of greenery, with her brilllant halr,
snow-white skin, and the patch of
blue on her lap. This ls tha second
time he has come upon SBhell unnwares,
and somehow he takes keen delight In
B0 surprising her—her quick chunge
of munner when ghe |y discovered, al-
though he cannot understand It,
amuses him,

“A very good song, and very well
sung! Bravo, Miss Shell—and pleass
forgive me for listening!” he says,
stepping up to the window hat In
hand, when the last note has died
away.

“Oh!" cries Shell, becoming furlous-
Iy red; and then she throws her work
upon the floor and concenls it with her
dress,

The sudden disappearance of the
patch of blue attracts his atltention far
more than If she had left It on her
knee, and a somewhat contemptuous
look steals into his eyes ns he comes to
the concluaion that Shell is ashamed
of being caught dressmaking. It sets
him Into a teasing mood.

“Miss Shell, It you ever get an offer
of jewelry, I advise you to choose tur-
quols,” he says, with his keen eyen
fixed steadlly upon the girl’s burnlong
cheeks,

“Turquole-——~why? [ am not going to
get any jewelry!" stammers Shell, too
confuged and surprised to find a ready
answer,

“Because pale blue sults you to per-
fection,” answers Mr., Champley with
A meanlpg nod; and then, Intcasely
amusged at her bewlldered look, he
proceeds on his way,

“Could he have seen my work?”
muses Shell, az she 'withdrawa it from
its hiding place and carefully shakes
out the delleato laee trimming, which
has become a little crushed from hes
summary treatment. “I don't imagine
he could—and yet what made him talk
about pale blue?"”

In the meantime Mr. Champley has
proceeded round to the hall door, and
heen shown by the trim housemald
into the cool and alry drawing-room,
where he finds Violet Flower buried in
the depths of a low, cozy chalr and
engrossed with a novel,

“Tell Miss Wilden that Mr, Champ-
ley 18 here,” she says to the mald, as
she half rises from her chalr and
stretches out a lazy white hand In
greeting,

“Pray don’t trouble to rise,” laughs
Robert, as he hastens to her side,
“You lookod so exquizitely happy when
I came in that I should be sorry to
disturb you."

“l am always happy when I am do-
ing nothing,” answers Violet nalvely,
“This hot weather |s so frightfully
enervating that no one in the house
has a spark of energy left excepting
Shell.”

“You are not altogether lazy-—-you
were reading,'” says Mr. Champley po-
litely.

“Yes—1 have just life enough left to
take in ldeas as they are put before
me,"” responds Vi, with a lazy little
yawn, “though I find It n great ex-
ertion holding up a book."”

“You should get one of those won-
derful )iterary machines which one
soes advertised,” laughs Robert
Champley, turning to greet Ruby, who
has just entered the room., *1 came
over, Mlss Wilden, expressly to thank
you for all your kindness to my chil-
dren,” he begins In a formel tone as
he reseats himself,

“Oh, please don't mention it!" an-
swers Ruby, casting down her oyes.
“1 asaure you their coming over so fre.
quently has been a great pleasure to
me."

“It Is vory good of you to eay so."
returns Robert, in o tone which does
not coavey any great amount of bellef
In her statement; “and 1 intend to send
over the little ones tomorrow morning
to thank you themselves '

“1 am sure | feel thanked more than
enough already."” murmurs Ruby

“1 have been fortunate enough to
secure very comfortable rooms In o
farm house on Oakmoor,” pursues

porsistently upon the carpe!
sooma pure and bracing, and 1 hope
that & couple of months spent there
will beuefit them wonderfully

CHAFTER VI
“Are you going with them®
Ruby sweelly.
“Yeaob, yea'!" assents the goutle
man with gusio.  He cannat vonceal
hia feeling of deilght st the coming

Reka

woman, and sever wiure has such o

ohange; lndesd, of Mo Ruby's lnter

Robert Champley, with his eyes fHued |
he alr |

ferenca respecting his children has be-
come almost unbearakble—and change
which takes him from her lmmedlate
nelghborhocd eannot fall to be greeted
with enthusinsm,

“It seems such g pity to leave
Champley House just when the flow-
ors are go beautiful,” sighs Ruby sentl-
mentally.

“I will tell the gardener to send over
A basketful twice a week,'” returns
Robert qulckly,

“Thanks; you are too—too kind"”
gushes Muby; whilst VI, leaning back
In her chalr, smiles lazlly at the little
comedy belng enacted befora her,
“Oakmnioor,” muses Ruby aloud, after
a rhort pause, It pounds so rural and
wlee, only Just a lttle vague, What
part of Oakmoor are you golng to?"

“Our farm house {s about a quarter
of a mlle from the village of Oakford.”

"Oahford—Oakford?” repeats Ruby.
"I wuppose It 1n a very healthy spot?”

"I should think so. Oakford stands
nearly elght hundred feet above the
#en, and there s remarkably good fish-
ing In the neighborhood.”

“Oh, how I wish 1 conld {nduce
mamma to go there for a time—I am
sure the change would do her good!"”
slghs Ruby.

“I am really afrald you wonldn't iike
it erles Robert, looking alarmed,
“There s only the most primitive ace
commodations to be had, and-—and
ladies are not ueged to roughing it."”

“That is just llke you-—always so
thoughtful,” says Ruby In rather an
absent tone; "but [ don’'t think we
should mind roughing it a little, since
the alr s wo Invigorating.”

“I know I should mind!" interposcs
Vielet quickly. I bate Invigorating
alr—it glves one no excuse for being
lazy; am for out-of-the-way places, I
abominate them-—-no soclety, no ll-
Lrary, perbaps even no plano!”

“l don't Imagine that there is ary
hope of our golng,'” says Ruby, laui-
ing blankly at her cousin,

“There I8 no need to regrec that
fact—you would be tired of the place
in less than a week,” laughs Robert
confidentially; “as for Ted and me, it
Is otherwlse—we ghall have our fish-
ing."”

“Yes, of courae, Well, I am sure 1
wish you may enjoy It says Ruby,
trying to look in earnest; and then,
when thelr visittor has taken his de-
parture, she falls Into a meditative
mood, from which Vi's bantering re-
marks are powerless to rouse her.

On the following morning Bob and
Meg arrive with the nurse Ien thelr
little donkey-trap, looking very I{m-
portant and well pleased with them-
salves,

“Please, Miss Wilden, we have come
to wish you good-by, and please taks
this with our love,” says Dob, striding
first into the room and repeating the
words that have been drilled into him
with a slight frown,

“How handeome—how lovely! Oh,
how kind!"” she crles; then, unfolding
& wmall scrap of paper contalned in
the case, she reads the scmewhat
stiMy-worded note enclosed:

“Dear Miss Wilden.—Please accept
the watch from Rob and Meg as &
small token of thelr regard and gratl-
tude. Yours truly,

“ROBERT CHAMPLEY.”

Whilst Mrs, Wilden and Violet are
admiring the watch, and Ruby I8
perusing the note with a feeling of
disappointment, notwithstanding the
costliness of her present, Meg makes
her way to Bhell, and, thrusting a
parcel into her lap, cries triumphant.
ly—

“Dat is for oo, dear Bell!™

“Dear Sell” looks anything but de-
lighted at the Informatlon,

“Nonsense, Meg—you have made a
mistake!" she says, so coldly that Meg
begins to pout her under llp prepara-
tory to a cry.

““Me haven't!" ghe saya stoutly., Dat
s for co—pa sald so."”

Hearing that her parcel is of no in-
trinsic value, Shell condescends to
open it, Having done so, a handsome-
ly bound copy of Tennyson's poems
lles exposed to view,

(To be Continued,)

MEN ARE NOT THC MOTIVE.

Women Do Not Don Thelr Prettlest
Frocks to Win Muscallne Smlles.

There ls a fallacy-—confined, though,
to the masculine half of soclety—and
that {8 that women dress for men, Of
coursge all women know better than
that and laugh at it in thelr sloeves as
the most ridiculous of Ideas, Most of
them would llke, though, to let men
{ 80 on thinking so, but | don't care, so
| I'm golng to tell, says o woman in the
Bt. Louls Globe-Democrat, [ think any
L ereature who belongs to such a stupld
sex ought aot to be allowed—Iif there
I8 any way of enlightening him--to go
on thinking that any woman wculd
throw away time and material to dress
for him, Let me tell you, pleage, what
I heard onee, It was this: A woman

CHAPTER VIIL—(Continued,)

Ehell flushes erimson; the one wish
of her girlhood hag been to possess i
volume of Tennyson all her own, Yet,
now that she stands with the treasufe
In  her hand, g strange perversity
makes her feel more than half inelined
to thrust it back upon the donor,

“It Is very kind of you, Bob and
Meg," she says, In a tone of angry im-
patience; “but | cannot think of ac-
cepting your present. Take it home
and keep it until you are grown up—
then you will be able to understand
"

“"Don't you like it, then?” queries
Bob, looking anxfous and distressed,
“Pa thought you would rather have a
book; but I'll tell him to send you a
wiatch Instead.”

This threatened alternative sounds
#0 very alarming that Shell hastens to
explain to the children her detestation
of watches In general and her un-
Lbounded admiration of poetas,

“What are you making such a chat-
ter and fuss about, Shell?”’ Interposes
Ruby, crossing to her sister's side and
taking up the volume in dispute. “Oh,
only a copy of Tennyson'" with a con-
temptuous eurl of her lip at the plain
though handsome binding, I wonder
what {nduced Robert Champley to gend
you that? You have pot been devot-
Ing yourself to his children,”

“No, I should hope not,” answers
Shell, with emphasis, “Neither do I
want any present-—1 shall return it.”

“Return 1t? What conceited non-
sense!"” pcoffs Ruby. 1 guppose he
thought some glight acknowledgment
was due to you for playing with the
children nccaslonally, If you want to
make yourself absurd and consplcuous,
of course you will return it.”

On the next morning the Champley
household take thelr departure for the
moor. Ruby chances to be near the
deserted lodge of the Wilderness when
the wagonetie-—contalping the two
brothers, the children and the nurse—
drives by,

She makes a dainty pleture, stand-
Ing In the shade of the chestnut tree
In her pale-blue morning dress, and
waving her handkerchlef in token of
adlen. The gentlemen ralse thelr hats
and smile, the children shout, the
nurée gives a deflant snort, and the
next moment they are out of sight.

“Two months of freedom!” thinks
Robert Champley to himself, “On my
return home | must make other ar-
rangements,”

CHAPTER IX,

“Mamma, there |8 a most enticing
cottage to be let at Oakford,” cries
Ruby, glancing up excitedly from the
paper in her hand, “Listen! ‘Oakford.
To be let, furnished, charming cottage
resldence—five rooms, large garden,
every convenlence, rent moderate, alr
bracing, close to moor,'"

“Yes, my dear,” responds Mrs, Wil
den In mild eurprise, “Well, what
about it? Do you know of any one
wanting a cottage?"

“1 thought it might sult us,"” replies
Ruby, a little crestfallen,

“It certainly might if we wanted to
go there,” asserts Mrs, Wilden with a
good-tempered laugh; “but, as you
know, Ruby, I have a great dislike to
icaving home."

“But, mamma, | think you require
change of alr,” persists Ruby with un-
wonted affection, “You have been suf-
fering =o frightfully from neuralgia all
gpring. 1 am sure your uerves want
bracing. Why not take this cottage
for & month or so? Change is good
for everybody.”

Mrs Wilden shakes her head, but
not after a very determined fashion.

“What do you say, VI?" she asks,
turning to her nlece.

“Well, I really don’t think I care
two atraws elther way,” answers Miss
Flower lazily, “If somebody will pack
my things 1 am willing to go, but 1
couldn't undertake to pack them my-
self.”

“Now that just shows how much
yvou need change,” eries Ruby eagerly,
“Your whole system wants stirring up

before we had been a week on the
moor you would be as brisk as a
bea."

“Should 17" says Violet, with a
dublons laugh. 1 very much doubt
it; but 1 am willing to try the experi-

of my acqualntance was clothed In a |
new and most beautiful dinner wsult, |

| Bhe wore 1t for the first time with an
julr of u queen—ah, me, who couldn't

buve worn It so®-and looked as If!

she had just stepped down out of the
l!ulni Parisian fashion sheet, A man
| looked st her—a nan who had reached
{ an sge when he ought to have had dis-
eretion and who was still not in his
looked st her and sald:

dotage

pot ™ 1 don't think | need to tell you
| more, but 1 will, Another human aduly
of the same sex told me onve that my
gown wWas very beautiful, It was &
(el cont lawn that | mysalf had made
te, of course, all women save up thelr
best clothes fur people who caiy ape
‘ preciate them, and those peaple sie W04
[LUL

|

Why lan't & wodding 1a the drawiag
| room & parior maleh?

which had cost hundreds of dollare, |

That's your lsat winter's sult, is It |

ment.”’

Truth to tell, if Violet Flower con-
sulted her own feelings, she would far
rather remanin in her present comfort-
able quarters; but Ruby having con-
fided to her a scheme for viving the
moor it possible, she has ,comised
not to appose the plan,

There 5 & falr amount of resistance
un Mrs. Wilden's part, but her ener-
getle daughter overrules each and
every obstacle as It Is presented to her,
Her eloguence s so great In advoeatl
ing & change that one would wonded,
to hear her talk, how they have man-
aged 0 exist s mARY sumMmers
through at the Wilderness without ae-
quiring all the maladies to which fesh
s heir :
| Hhell 15 not present when the dis
ll'Mtﬂl takes place, but her indigna-

tion when the plan s unfolded 10 her

is unbounded
| “You don't mean to say, Ruby, that
you are actually thinking of follhvwing
1he Uhampleys 10 the mour ' she says,

i i i i i e e i e i i
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In & volee of guech infinite scorn that
Ruby fushes uneaslly,

“What nonsense you talk, Shell!”
she returns angrily. “You seem to
have the Champleys on the brain, We
| are going to the moor because mamina
I In need of bracing air. Is there any-
thing so very extraorvdinary in that?”

“There Is something extraordinary
In your having selected the same vil-
lage,” answers Bhell decidedly. “If
mamma wants bracing alr why not
take her to the North of Devon?’

“"Because rooms there would he
frightfully expensive; whereas the cot-
tage on the moor s o mere trifle,” re-
sponds Ruby loftily.

This argument ls unanswerable, for
¥no one knows better than Shell that
thelr Income 18 not equal to any great
additional strain, Feeling that any
reslstance she can offer will be futile,
Bhell shrugs her ghoulders and leaves
the room, Nothing romains to her now
but to strike out a separate line of
action for herself, She s fully de-
termined about one thing—wild horses
shall not drag her to Oakford,

When everything is fully arranged
and packing is at f{ts helght, Shell
startles the household,

“It will be very awkard having only
three bed-rooms,” VI remarks fn a
grumbling tone, for the more she con-
templates glx weeks spent away from
clvilization the less ghe lkes the pros-
pect,  "Of course the servants must
have one; and then we musgt all cram
Into the two others.”

“Not at all, dear,” Ruby hastens to
explain, “Mamma and Shell can have
the big room, and you and I a little
one each; as for Mary, she can do quite
well with a chalr-bedstead in the
kitehen,"

"How delightful for Mary!" laughs

Shell. "It is to be hoped she has a
#rong liking for cockroaches and
crickets,”

“Now, please, 8hell, don't go setting
Mary agalnet the arrungement,” gays
Ruby imploringly. “Mamma, do ask
her not?"

“Don’'t be alarmed,” answers Shell,
with a curfous lttle laugh. “I have
not the slightest Intention of interfer-
ring with any of the arrangements at
the cottage. They dom’t concern me
in the least, since I sha'n't be there,”

“Not be there—what do you mean?
Of course you will be there!" declares
Ruby, looking very much astonlshed.

“Not unless mamma Insists upon it;
and 1 am sure she won't,” laughs
&hell, “As yon know, 1 have been set
agalnst the idea from the commence-
ment, 8o | mean to remain here—
‘monarch of all | survey'-—and have
a right down jolly time of It all to
myself."”

“What rubbish!" ¢-rl'au Ruby impa-
tiently. “Susan l& going to be put on
board-wages; and she is to give the
house a thorough cleaning during our
absence,”

“Well, I can be put on board-wages
too; and [ certainly won't prevent
Buzan from cleaning the house. | shaM
be out all day long,” responds Shell.

“Mamma, please make her go. It
“would seem o odd her not going,"
urges Ruby, Eo

But Mrs, Wilden fa too easy-golng
to oppoge actively any of her children.

Truth to tell, she rather envies Shell
her coming solitude, and even ex-
presses it as her opinlon that it s a
pity that dreadful cottage was ever
taken, This rebelllon on her Indulgent
mother's part is quickly talked down
by Ruby, whose constant fear from
the beginning has been that her
scheme wlll ultimately fall through.
She knows that her mother wounld
rather stay at home; she is fully aware
that Violet i& groaning in spirit over
what she is pleased to term her “com-
ing exile;:” so she thinks it wiser on
the whole to leave Shell to her own
devices, lest enlarging on the theme
should stir up revolt In other and
more important quartors,

Then there comes a triumphant
morning when, backed up by a vast
amount of unnecessary luggage, Ruby
carries off her three vietims—for Mary
can truthfully be reckoned in that eate-
gory-—to enjoy the bracing alr and
scant accommodation of Oukmoor.

Shell, ag she stands on the doorstep
and waves them a smiling adieu, looks
the impersountion of mischievous coh-
tentment,

“Be sure to change the Hhrary hooks
the moment you get them, and don't
delay u single post In sending them
off,” entreats Vielel earnestly.

“And any grocerles we can't  get
there you must send by Parcels Post,”
ndds Ruby,

“How the Oakmoor postman will
blegs you'!"™ laughs Shell as she nods
assent; and then, springing on tw the
step of the cab, she imprints o dosen
hasty kisses on her mother's troubled
vheek.

Why does she heave a sigh, not
withstanding the brightuess of the
morning, as she turns to reenter the
house ?

CHAPTER X

A week hag passed, Bhell haae grows
tired of her wlf imposed solitude: the
big. bare, echolng rooms have be-
come hateful o her, Even the grounds
seem changed and unfamillar.  The
cortaluly that there a8 no chanee of
interruption 10 her lonely musings, at

firet so delightful, now seems to fill
her usually cheerful spirit with a sense
of depression, Until robbed of all goms-
panlonehlp she never guessed what &
soclable creature she was, Happy
would she be If even the most inane
and common-place caller would come
to break the monotony of her endless
days! But It s understood In the
nelghberhood that the family at the
Wilderness are away; so from morn
till night Bhell wanders almlessly
about, with only the gray cat to bear
her company.

It is evening. Bhell Is even more
desolate than her wont. Susan has
asked permisgion to go into Mudford to
make a few purchases, and already
she has been absent over three hours.
It I8 now seven o'clock, and the empty
house geems to Bhell's excited Imagl-
nation llke a haunted place, BShe
fancles she hears hurrying through the
pasgages. A door slams, and her heart
stands still with fear. 8hell however
I8 not one to glve way to morbid feel-
ings, and, rousing herself from her
book, she starts on a tour of Inspec-
tion through the houge, shutting all
windows and securely barring all
doors on her way; then, with a re-
newed sense of securlty, she returns
to the drawing-room and determines
to while away the time with musie.

Bhell is one of those sensitive folk
who never play so well as when alone
~ghe cannot pour her whole heart into
her musgle when she has listeners,
Now, with the house to herself, she
soon becomes lost to her surroundings,

the room echoes to guch heart-
'lns strains as It rarely falls to
s lot to hLear,

Buddenly however her musle comes
to an end, and her heart throbs with
terror, for through the empty hall
echoes the sonorous thunder of the
big fron knocker.

Shell's first Impulse |8 to take no
potice—to hide herself or to make her
escape by some back window; then
her natural good sense returns, and
she laughs In a nervous manner at her
fears and with fast-beating heart ad-
vances into the hall,

“Is that you, Busan?" she asks, but
without unfastening the heavy chaln,

There comes no answer save a vig-
orous ring at the bell,

“Who s there?” demands Shell, this
time fn a firmer tone and one more
likely to penetrate the thick oak
panels,

“A messenger from Mrs. Wilden,"”
answers a volce which (s somehow
familiar to SBhell's ears.

With trembling hands she ghoots
back the heavy holts, and, taking down
the chain, opens the door. There she
stands—mpale, blg-eyed, and geared-
looking, before—Robert Champley,

“Oh, what a fright you gave me!" |s
her first Involuntary exclamation,

“A fright! How #0? What have |
done?’ querles her visitor, looking
much surprised,

“Oh, nothing!" answers Shell, whilst
the ghost of a emile flickers round her
stlll ecolorless lips, "It was my own
foolishness; but | was not expecting
#ny one excepting Susan, and your
knock frightened me. | «suppose [
must be getting nervous”—with a self-
depreciating little laugh,

“Nervous? I should think sgo!" cries
Robert wonderingly,. He has taken
her hand in greeting, and feels it cold
and trembling In his warm grasp, "But
surely you are not alone In the house?”

“Only for a short time; I am expect-
ing Busan back every minute,” ex-
plains  Bhell, who feelg heartily
ashamed of her late weakness,

Her visitor looks grave,

“You ought not to be left alone In
a house like this,” he says very de-
cldedly, “Why, you are trembling
stin!"

His words remind Shell that he still
has possession of her hand—with &
little impatient movement she withe
draws it.

(To be Continued.)

INDIANS AS RUNNERS.

Instances of Thelr Remarkable Fowers
of Endurance,

General Cook I8 quoted by Edward 8,
Ellls as having &een an Apache lope
for 1,500 feet up the slde of a mountaln
without showing the first signs of fa-
tlgue, there belng no perceptible slgn
of increase of respiration Captain H.
l.. Scott, of the Seventh Cavalry, has
related some astonlshing feats pes-
formed by the Chiracahua Apaches
forming Troop L of hls regiment, He
tella how nine of these Indians, after
# hard day's work, by way of recrea-
tlon pursued a coyote for two hours,
captured the nimble brute and brought
it Into camp; how, on another occasion,
the scouts gave chase to a deer, ran it
down some nine miles from camp and
Tetched it In allve. Hence | see no
good reason for doubting the word of
an old-timer | met in the Rocky moun-
taing, who told me that, in the days
before the Atlantic and Pacific rall-
rond was bullt, the Plma Indiang of
Arizona wonld recover setilers’ stray
horses, nlong the overland wrall, by
walking them down in the course of
two or three days, After this one may
begin to belleve that “lLylng  Jim™
Beckwourth, whose remarkable adven-
tures early In this century are pre-
sorved In book form, was o much-ma-
Hgned man and that he spoke no more
than the truth when he sald he had
known instances of Indlan runners ac-
vomplishing upward of 110 miles in ona
day.  Lippineott's Magarine,

e KWavw the Laily.

Wite (with » determined air)—"\
wanl o see thiat letter.” Husbaad
Waat letter?™  Wile—"The one you
just opaped. | know by the handwrit.
ing It Is from a woman, and you turn.
ed pale when you read it | will ses
It Give It o me, sir!™  Mushand -
“Here 04 e I8 your milliner's bl

it Bits,
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