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CHAPTER XXVI.

The Finest Thingas.

Endurance, Francols' own negro boy,
brought a note to Roanoke house on i
morning five days after. 11 road:
"My Dear Miss Hampton:

“The doctor has given me permls
klon to ride tomorrow and I wish to
ride to Roanoke house before all oth.
or places, Wil mademolselle seo me?
Will mademolgells permit me to see
her for a short time alone? | awnlt
anxlously a word from you, and I um
Jyour servant,

“FRANCOIS BEAUPRE."

’ Mademolselle gent a falr sheet of
paper with a few unsteady seratches
across It, and sat down to live over
it was accomplished, The colonel had
ridden to Norfolk for the dmy—had
Francols known of that, one wonders?
Lucy, walting In that smal] stately
study with the dim portraits and the
wide vague view across the fields of
the James river, heard the gay hoof
beats of Aquarelle pound down the
gravel under the window, heard Fran-
cols’ deep gentle volee as he gave the
horse to S8ambo, and waited one min-
ute more, the hardest minute of all.
Then the door had opened and he stood
there—the miracle, as it seems at fuch
moments to a woman, possibly to a
muan—of all the gifts and qualities
worth loving.

He had made his precise bow, and
she had heard his volee snying gently:
“Good mornlng, mademoisells, and
the door was cloged: and they were
ilone together. In a flash she felt that
It could not be endured, that she must
escape. She rose hastily

“I'm sorry I must go; 1
slay—"

But Franesls had luughed and taken
her hand and was holding it with «a
tender forem which theilled her. Hoe

cannot

| antire selfishness and entire selflogs-

aching heart and hor nching pride and
conld be --.\k!h w puinful sick effort
ut yer could be, uttorly generous,
There Is no midwny in 0 cuge betweon
ness, The young southern girl, wound.
ed, shamed, cruelly hurt in vanity and
in love, wus uble to choosn the lurger
way, and taking It, felt that sharp Joy
of renunciation which Is a8 keen and
difficult to breathe and na sweet in the
breathing us the alr of & mountain
top. ‘Trembling, she put her other lit-
tle hand on Francols' hands.

“I see," she sald, and her volee shook
and she smilod mistily, but very kind:
Iy. "You could not love anyone but
that beautiful Allxe. I—1 would not
have vou”

And Francoig bent hastily, with
tears In his eyes, and kissed the warm
little hands. The uncertain sliding
voleg went on:

“T am not
that—to you,

ashamed-—that 1 pald
I would not have said
it—not for worlds. I—thought vou
were killed. I1—dldn't know what 1
giald. But I am not ashamed, [ am
glad that I—am enough of a parson to
have known—the flnest things—and”

her volee sank and she whispered
the next words over the dark head
bent on her hands—"and to have loved
them. But don’t bother, 1 shall- ~-got
over it"

The liquid tones choked a bit on
that and Francois lfted his head
quickly and his eyes Mamed at her.
"Of course you will, my dear llttle
girl, my brave mademoisells, It I8 not
a8 you think; it is not serlous, mon
amle. It 1s only that your soul s full
ol kindness and enthusiasm and eagar
nesa to stand by the unlucky., | am
alone and expatriated: I have had a
little of mlul‘urtum- und you are sorry
for me, It is that. Ah, I know. I am
very old and wise, me, It would never
do," he went on. “The noblesse of
Virginia would rise In a revolution if
It should be that the princess of Roa-
noke house gave her heart to a French
peasant. | am come to be a man of

understood. 8he knew he undorstood
the shame end fear of u woman who
has given luve unnsked; she was salo
in bis hands: she knew that. With »
sigh she lot her fingers rest in his and |
sat down sgaln and walted.

“Dear Medemoiselle Luey,” said the
deep kind volee, “my first Iriend
Virginla, my comrade, my
scholar—"

Why did Lucy grow cold and quiet
at these words of gentleness? Fran-
«ols was sltling beside her, holding
“wer hand In both hls, gazing at lhver
t“h the clearest affection in his look
et she braced hersel( agalnst she did |
not know what. The volce went on
with its winning forelgn Inflections, its
slip of English now and then, and its
neverto-be-described powor of  rewclh
Ing the heart*

"See, mndemoiselle,” sald Francolis,
“we are too real friends, vou and I, to
have deception between us. We will
nhot pretend, you and I, to each other
I it pot, mademolselle? Therefore |
shall not try to hide from vou that |
beard that day those words so wonder-
ful which you spoke to me &0 unwor
thy. 1 have thought of those words |
ever since, mademolsells, an 1 lay (1
Wilh this troublesome arm; sver since |
~<all the time. My heart has bhoen full
of a—gratifieation to you which cannot
be told. 1 shall remember all my life;
1 shall be honored ng no king could |
honor me, by those worde. Anpd be
: have so touched me, and
have 8o lald that lttle hand on the
heart of me, 1 am golug o tell you, my
dear comrade and scholar, what in
mont gecret and most suered to me "

In as few words as might be, he told
her of the peasant child who had been
Jifted out of hig poverty-bound life
with such large kindliness that no

In |
little |

dear life had been broken; who had

I Kunowledgs

| smiling & lttle, an alr of daring in his

1 Alies Lucy, thers s a falry prinee who

courage an Henry 7"

“You are very loyal to your friends,"”
Lucy suld, half pleased, hall stabbed
1o the soul.

"Cortainly. What for is gratification
worth, otherwise?” Francols threw at
her earnestly. Thero wore a few Eng
lHeh words much for him still;
‘Eratituda’™ #nemed to be one. He stood
up and his great eves glowed down sl
her. "Mademolsalle,” he esaid,
women of earth, my mother and Alixe,
iwre for me the Madonnas, the erown of

Lo

"two

women,” and hig glanca lifted to the
cetling as If to heaven, withont pose,
unconecious—un  look no Amerfean
tould ever have worn., “And, volla,
mademolaslle, my Hetie seholar will al
ways atand next to gnd close 1o them."
He bent over her haod and his ltps
touched it long and tenderly Is jt
Aght between ur, mon amie? Are we
friends nlways? Tt Ig Indeed so for
lifo with me”

And little Luey felt a healing peoace

settling on her bruised feolings

of friendship which healed nlso ae she

spake them

Then, “I must lnd that pavage hoy
Henry, and beseech him to BpAre my
life," gpoke Francois at last, “Slv life
@ of more value todny, that it pos.
Bopsea a sutre Iriend o Mademolselle
Luey,” he eald and smiled radlantly
And was gone,

“He sald—that Harry loved ie!
What nongense!” Lucy whispered to
hersell, And the broken-hearted one

was smiling
CHAPTER XXVII.

Once More at Home,
In fewer words, with less told, Fran
Ccois straightforwardness metamor-
phosed the angry lad Harry Hampton
into a follower more devoted than he
had been even in the fisst Aush of en- |

thusinem for hix rescued prigsoner
Agaln the boy dogged his fooisieps
und ndored him frankly. And Francois,

enchanted to be friends again  with
his friend, wondered at the gooduess
and generosity of the people of this
world. It Is roughly true that one finds
Iife in general like a mirror: that If
one looks into It with a smile and n
cordial hand held out one meets smiles
and oulstretched hands o return.
Through all his days it had happened
80 with this child of a French village.
So that when the day came at lasi
when he stood once more on the deck
of the Lovely Lucy, loaded with her
cargo of tobacco for foreign poris,
Francois felt as if he were leaving
home and family, The long green car-
pet of the rolling lawn of Roanoke was
crowded with people come to tell him
good-by. All of hia soldier boye were
there, the lads trained by him, one and
all ready to swear by him or to dle for
him. Lucy and Harry stood together,
and the servants were gathered to do
hilm honor, and people had ridden from
all over the county for the farewell.
His eyes dimmed with toars of griate
fulness, he watched them as the gang-
plank was drawn up and the sails
caught the wind and the ship swung
slowly out into the stroam.

“Come back again—come back
agnin,” they callod from the shore.
Francols heard the deep tones of
the lads and the rich volees of the ne-
gross and he knew that some there
could not speak, even as he could not.
50 he waved his hat ellently, and the
ship moved faster and the faces on
the lawn seemed smaller farther AVAY,
and yet he heard those following
volces calling to him, more faintly:
“Come back agnin—oh, come back

again!"

And with that the negroes had
broken lilo a melody, and the ship
moved on to the wild sweet music,

Way Down Upon de S'wanee Ribber,
the nogroes sang, and the ship was at
the turn of the river. The stataly walls
of Hoanoke house, the green slope
crowded with figures of his friends,
the sparkling water front—the current
had swept away all of the pieture and
he could only hear that wailing musie
of the negroes' volees, lower, more fit-
ful; and now it was gone. Ho had left
Virginia; he was on his way to friends
And for all his joy of going, he was
heavy-hearied for the leaving,

The weeks went nlowly at sea, but
imfter & while he had Ianded, was in
France, was at Vicques. He had seen
his mother, with her hair whitened by
those yoars of his prison life—a happy

He Bent

Over Her Hand,

And be shook hig Lhead
with us worldly wise un expremsion as
If one of Gulde Renl’s dark angels
should talk polities, He weut on nEal,
manner

"Moreover Mudemolsalls

awalls only the smallest sign from
you,
Lucy smiledy “No," she sald  And

then, “A rfairy princee—in Virginin ?"

“Ah, yes, Mudemolselle Miss Lucy
OF the true noblesse, that one. A ue,
blg, handeome prince, the right sort.’

"Who? demanded
wtill,

‘Of such u right sort ludeed that it
I8 no matter-—ah, no, but perhonps just
the thing to make one love him more,
that he le lame."

“Harfy!" Lucy's smile faded

“But yes, Indeed, mon amle," and
Fruncols patted the Hitle hand with

Lutey, smiling

his blg one. “lenry, Indeed. Heury,

woman now, full of business and re
sponsibility, yel always with a rapt
look in her face as of one who lived in
A deap Inner quiet, e had talked long
talks with his prosperous father nnd
slipped Into his old place among his
brothers and slsters, utterly refusing
to be made a stranger or a Ereat man
And over and over again ha had told
the story of his capture and the story
of his oecape

AL the castle the returned wanderer
pleked up no less the thread dropped
H0 Auddenly seven yoars before. The
general, to whom the boy seemoed his
boy risen from the dead, would ha rdly
lot him from his sight: Allxe Kept him
In i tngling atmosphere of tenderness

and |
hefird herself saylug generous words

thut possant bhoy

AR BoOn an you are a little strong
er,” they sald, “there much work
for you to do," and the general would
come In at that point with a grow! like

L]

distant thunder
“"He 18 to rest,"” the general wonld
order. “He Is to reat (0 he I8 well

Hea hag done enough; let the bhoy alone,
vou others,’
Iut the time
er his return
to viait
thought

fix monihe aft-
Francois must be
of certain
be  secretls
Donapartiat;, when he, It was belaeved,
eaounld get into touch with and
tell them enough and not too much of
s of the party. and find out
they stood and how much one
count on them, Bo, againsgt the
wikh, Francois went off on a
mission

ceme,
when
gent the olficnrs
o

regiments

them

plans

" i"'.’"
might
goneral's
nolitionl it proved more ¢com
| phicated than had seemed probable: he
| wink gone a long time: he had to travel
Land endure exhausting experiences for
whiczh he was not fit, that

when le

velt =0

o the
parent
of

fater, he was white and trans
And there

s moen at the chntenn

and il Were soms

the myster]

His Voica Was

Full of Passion and

Pleading.
to meet him, delighted, pitiless. De-
Hghted with the work he had done,

with his daring and finesse and suc-
cess, without pity for his weakness,
begging him to go at once on another
misslon. The general was firm as to
that; hig boy should not be hounded:
he should stay at home In the quiet old
chateau and get well. But the boy
was restless; a fever of enthusiasm
was on him and he wanted to do more
and yet more for the prince's work

At this point two things happened
Platro came from London, and Fran-
cols, on the point of leaving for anoth-
er anpcret errand, broke dowp and was
ill. He lay in his bed in his room at
the farmhouse, the low upper chamber
lookihg ont—through wide-open case-
ment windows, their old leaded little
panes of glass glittering from every
unaven angle—looking out at broad
fields and bouquets of chestnut trees,
and far off, five miles away, at the
high red roofs of the chauteau of Vie-
nues. And gazing go, he saw Pietro on
old Capitaine, turn from the shady ave-
nue of the chestnuta and ride slowly
to the house. With that he heard his
mother greeting Pletro below in the
greal Kitchen, then the two voloes
the deep one and the goft one- -talking,
talking, a long time. What could his
mother and Pletro have (o talk abont
s0 long? And then Pietro's step was
coming up the narrow slair, and he
wos there, in the room.

“Francols,” Pletro began in his di-
roct fashion, “I think you must go
back to Virginia.” )

Francois regarded him with startled
ayes, saying nothing There was a
chill and an ache In his heart at the
thought of yet another parting,

Platro went out, | have a letter
from Hurry Hampton. The place needs
you; the people want you; and Harry
and Miss Hampton say they will not be
married unless you come to be hest
man at the wedding.” Francois smiled
Pietro went on again. “"Moreover, hoy
Francols—vou are not doing well here
You are too useful; they want to usge
you constantly and you are ready; but
you are not fit You must gel away
for another year or two Then you
will be well and perbaps by then the
prince will have real work for you
And you must have strength for (hat
tfime. Your mother sava | am right"
With that his mother good thi
doorway, regarding hm with her calm
eves, and nodded to Pletro's words, So
it ¢ams wbout that Francois went back
shortly to Virglnla

Omn the day befors he went he sat In
the garden of the chatenu with Alixe,
on the stone seat by the sun-dial where
they had sat years before when the
goueral had seen him kiss the girl's
hand, *n that unbrotherly way which
had so surprised him,

“Alxe,” sald Francols, "1
to the end of the world ™

"Not for the Arst thine,"
swered chearfully

nm golng

Allxa an

and mockery und slaterly devotion
which thrilled him and ehilled him and |

made him Dbllsstul and wretched In
turns. The puzele of Alixe was mur.-l
unreadable than the puzzle of !]ID‘]

sphinx to the three men who loved har,
to her father and Francols and Pletro, |
The general and Francols apoke of It
guardedly, In few words. once In i
long thge, but Pletro never spoke.
Pletro was there often, vet more often
away In London, where the exiled Maz
glni, at the head of one wing of Ital

Perhaps for the last,
threw back dramatically
to have one's best-beloved discount
one'S tragedion And Alixe laughead
and lifted a long stem of a spring flow
o which she held in her hand, and
brushed his forehead dellcately with
the distant tip of it

"Smooth out the wrinkles, do not
frows; do not look solemn: vou al
ways come back, Monsieur the Bad
Penny; you will this time. Do not be

Francols

It 15 hard

came home to Vieques, two |

I rather fast

melodramatic, Francols,"”

!
I “No.
|
|
|

passion and pleading, “Do not be
heartless and cold today, Alixe, dear
Alixe, 1 am golng so far, and my very
soul is torn with leaving vou—all,”

It takes no more than a eyllable, an
Infection At thmes, (o turn the course

of a life It Fruncois had left his sen
tenece wlone before that  last  little
word, if he had told the girl that his

soul was torn with leaving her, then

it Is hard to say what might have hap-
pened Bil—"you all"—he did not
wish then 1o have her think that it

IMeant mors
the others

to leave her than to leave
Allxe readjusted the guard

{ which had almost slipped from her,
| and Btood again defenajve,

“I won't be cruel’ Francols: yon
know how we—all—-are broken-hearted
to have you- go."

Francols
word “all

caught that fatal little
repaated, and dimly sow It

|
| Blgnifleance, and his own responsibil-
ity. Alixe went on.
|1 wonder If 1 do not know what it
| Is—that sou have wanted all your
Jife 7™

Eagerly Francois onught at  her
words, “May I tell vou Allxe, Alixn?"

Alixe spoke quickly. "“No, let

me guess, [ ig—it 18" —and Francols,
catching his breath, tried to take the
ward from her, but she stopped him.
tell It You have wished
Allxe was breathing

I should care for—

"‘No, 1 must
all your lfe'
“that

| PMletro

A cold ehill at hearing that thing
#hid 1o that volee seized him. Very
sUIL his eyes down, he did not speak

“lg—is that i7"

There i8 an angel of perversity who
possesses our souls at  times. He
makes us sny the unkind thing when

we wish not to; he tangles our feet 8o
that we fall and trip and bhurt our-
aclves and our dearest—and behold
long after we know that all the same
It wae an angel; that without that
troubie we should hiave gone forever
down the easy wrong way., We know
that the perverse angel was sent to
warn us off the pleasant grass which
was none of oure, and by making
things dizagreeable at the peycho-
logleal moment, save our souls allve
for right things to come. Some such
crosswise heavenly messenger grilpned
the mind of Alixe, and she said what
she hated herself for saying, and saw
the gulck result in  the downcast
misery of poor Francois' face. And
then the same eruel, wise angel turned
hig atlention to Francols. “If she
thinks that, let her,” whispered the
perverse one., “Let it go at that; say
ves."

And Francols lifted mournful eyes
and repeated, “That you should love
Pietro—yes—that Is what | have
wished for all my life,

CHAPTER XXVIII.
Summoned,

On the morning of May 9, 1840, the
sun shone gaily in London. It filtered
in intricate patterns through the cur-
tains which shaded the upper windows
of a house in Carlton gardens, and the
breeze lifted the lace, and sunlight
and breeze together touched the bent

head of a voung man who sat at a
writing-tuble. A lock of hair had es.
caped on his forehend and the alr

rouched it, lifted it, as if to say: “He-
hold the Napoleonie curl! See how he
is like his unecle!"

flut the pen ran busily, regardless of
the garrulous breeze; there was much
to do for a hard-working prince who
found time to be tHe hero of ball-
rooms, the center of a London geason,
nnd yet could manipulate his agents
throughout the garrisons of France,
and plan and eaxecute a revolution. It
was the year when the body of Napole-
on the Firet was brought from St,
Helena to Paris, and Louls Bonuparte
had resolved, In that steady mind
which never lost Its grip on the reason
of being of his exlstence, that with
the ashés of the emperor his family
should come back to France. For |
months the network had been spread,
wiih tightening, and now the memory
which held Its friendships securely al
ways, took thought of a Frenchman
living in Virginlia. As goon as hig let
ter was finlshed to his father the pen
New across the lines

“The sword of Austerlitz musr not |
be n an enemy’s hands,” he wrote o
hie father. “It muat stay where It
may again be 1fted o the day of dan-

: e : e R e E L
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¢ who In walting to kill me for love of |ian patriots, lived and conspired, And Francols, listening to these sans [‘_-r to give full Hght. So, mon aml, Join
you; Henry, the best truest fellow, the |othar men appeared suddenly and dis | sentiments, was hurt, and not at all | me here at the earliest, that the em-
. manliest bravest fellow, Who rides |appeared at the chateau, and held con- ingpired with cheerfulness. “Allxe,” | peror's words may come true,
J like Henry? Who has read all the |ferences with the general and Fran- | he said —and knew that he should not “LOUIS BONAPARTR"

books In all the libraries like Henry? |cois In that large dim Hbrary where | say It—"there |8 something | have |« . . . . . -~
' i i Who Is respected by the old men, the |the lttie peasant bhoy had sat with his | wanted wall my lfe—all my life” Across the waler, In Virginia, two
6 - m preat men, for his knowledge and his | thin ankles twisted about the logs of ‘I8 there?" fnquired Alixe In com- | yegrs had made few changes, On the
i (S/ \S thinking and hie ptatecraft almost his high chair, and copied the history monplace topes “A horse, per ex-| June dny when the prince's letter lny
! y 1 ko Henry? Who has such o great |of Napoleon. Theee men pald great | emple?”  He caught her hand, disre- | in the post office of Norfolk the last of

P\AD\ DAYNOIND FSI‘H)MAN ANDDEW_S heart and brain and such fearless | attention nowadays to the words of | garding her tone: his volee was full of

the roses wore showing pink and red
over the gardens Iin a sudden breocze.
The leaves of the trees that arched the
rond that led o Reancke house were
Buppy greon, just lately fully spread,
and glorious with freshness. Their
shadows, dancing on the white pike,
were sharp cut against the brightness
And through the lght-plerced cave of
shade a man traveled on horseback
from one plantation (¢ another, & man
who rode as a Virginian rides, yet with
& military alr for all that. He patted
the beast's neck with s soothing word
and smiled as Aguarelle plunged at the
waving of a bough., at a fox that ran
the road Hut if an observer
hnd been there he wight have seen
that the man's thought wns not with
horye or journey. Francols Beaupre,
ridivg out to give a French lesson to
Mi=q¢ Hampton at Romnoke house, as
he had been dolng for four years, all
upnconsclons as he was of the letter
awaiting for him at the moment in
Norfolk, was thinking of the event to
come to which that letter called him,

“"Luey! Oh, Luey!” A volce called
from the lawn, and in A moment more
the colonel was upon them., “Lucy,”
he began, "somebody must arrange
abont the new barpesses; my time s
too valuable to be taken up with de-
tails, Ubelo Zack says they are need-
ad at once. It bas been neglected. 1
flo not understand why things are
neglected."”

“I have seen to It father. They will
be ready o o week,” Lucy answered.

Then the colonel noticed Francoie,
“"Guod day, chevaller,” he spoke con-
“Ah—by the way"'—he
put a hand into one pocket and then
another of his linen coat. “They zave
me a letter for you, chevalier, knowing
that you would be at Roanoke house
today., Here It 8"—and Lucy saw a
light leap Iuto Francols' eves ns they
fell on the English postmark.

And Luey spoke quietly again. “1
did nsk you, father, but vou did not
see to it, and they were necessary, So
I did 1t.,” And then, “chevalier, read
your lettar. [ see It {5 a forelgn one.”
“Will mademolselle pardon?”

Al that moment an uneven step
cama2 down the slops and Francois
flashed a smile at Harry Hampton and
retreated to the other side of the sum-
mer-house with his letter; while the
colonel, murmuring complaints about
barnesses, went setyolling up the
shadowy, bird-haunted lawn.

Harry Hampton stood by his sweet-
heart with a boyish air of proprietor-
ship, radiant, as he had been through
these two years of his engagement. “J
have it,” he announced. “Don't you
want to see it?"

“Walit, Harry;" the girl glanced at
Francois. But the lad caught her
walst. “Look,” he sald, and opened
his free hand and a plain gold ring
glittered from it, With a quick move-
ment he glipped It over the llttle third
finger. “There," he said, “that will be
on to stay pretty soon, and then Uncle
Henry shall not badger you about har-
nesses. He has made me walt two
years because he needed you, but I
won't walt much longer, will I, Lucy?
Next Wednesday—that Is the wedding
day, Luey."
With that
Hig face
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Francois turned around.
shone with an excitement

“You Have News—What
Girl Cried,

It

the

which eould not
pird lovers

S50y aven preacou-

ger for the glory of France” Hisg let
tors were apt to be slightly oratorical;
it was moreover the fashion of the dayv
lo write so

He raised his head and stared into
the gireel It was enough to deelde
hig expedition for this summer that
General Bettrand, wellmeaning, and
il-judeglng, bad given to Louls Phil
lipe the wrms of the cmperor, to be
placed o the Invalides, Every mem I
ber of  the Honuwparte famlly was

aroused, and to the helr it was a trom
pet ecall. 1le could hurdly wait to go to
France, to reclalm that insulted sword,
He wrote on, finished the letter to the |
exiled king, his Tather, a gloomy and
lopely old man whom the son did not
forgel through yYears spent awsd from
him
Then
paper

he drew out a fresh sheet of
and bhis faint smile gleamed;
for the thought of this adherent In
Virginin was plegasant to him
“"Chevalier Francols Beaupre,” he
headed the letter, and began below,
“My friend and Marshal of Some Day,"
He conslderad n moment and wrote
quickly as If the words bolled to the
pen.  “The baton awalla you. Come.
I make an expedition within three
months, and I need you and your faith

In me. Our stars must shine togeth-

“What is It, chevaller? You hava
news-—what I8 it?" the girl eried

For & moment ho eould not spenk
Then "Yes, mademolselle, Trogt
news,” he sald “The prines has sent
for me, And I am well gnd fit to G, 1
have lved for this time; yet 1 am
grieved to leave you and Harry, my

{ two old friends.”

“But, Francols, you cannot go befora
Wednsday, Harry Hampton cried
ot We cannot be married without
I\{\Ii

And "No,
before Wedneaday,” he agreed,

That lust French lesson in the sum-
mer-house on the banks of the smooth
flowing James river was on a Satuj
day, On Monday the Chevaller Beau
pre rode over from Carnliax and asked
Misg Hampton
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Francols considered not

o see

Women and Exerciae,

Mosl women, whether they be fleahy
or thin, walk far too little. The wom-
an who tends to be fleshy should walk
for at least wn hour every day, and
do It regularly and systematically. As
she gets nccustomed to the exercise
she should Increase the number of
miles she walks a day until she 18 do-
ing five miles,




