
er sets, so he did not meet her so-

cially until the charity entertain-
ment a hristmas in which all
the young people of the town par-
ticipated. There was a program
made up of local talent and after-
ward a dancing party. Bart, who
was very popular, danced with
the various belles of the place,
but began to notice that Daisy
did not seem to be asked, and so
he inquired of his partner why so
pretty a girl as she seemed to be
neglected.

"Oh, I don't know. She just
doesn't seem to take, I suppose,
and then since the talk about her
ring I guess people think they
had better know just who she is
going with before they are seen
with her."

"What talk?" Bart gasped,
skillfully guiding his partner into
a recess as the music ended, so
she could continue her conversa-
tion.

"Why, she has a ring that she
says was given her by someone
who cares a great deal for her,
and who knows her better than
anyone else. She won't tell who
that someone is, and people are
talking," and the girl threw up
her head.

Bart looked serious, but said
nothing, and, excusing himself,
started to cross the floor, intend-
ing to ask Daisy to dance with
him. He saw several of the older
girls go up fo the little figure and
evidently say something to her
that was not kind in its nature,
for Daisy sprung to her feet, her
eyes blazing. Then her head
drooped and she seemed to wilt

as she resumed her seat deject-
edly.

In a moment the young man
was by her side,, asking gently:

"What is it, Daisy?"
The girl turned, her sweet

young face changing from white
to crimson, and then paling again,
but she said nothing.

He turned to the tormentors.
"Perhaps you will tell me the
trouble."

"A mysterious person has giv-
en her a ring, and she won't tell
who-- it is," said the elder of the
young women. "We're just curi-

ous that's all.'"
"Suppose she doesn't tell her

secrets," Bart said coldly, "what
of it? We all have affairs that we
do not tell to the public."

"She can have all she wants to,
but she must keep away from the
rest of us if she wears things she
is ashamed to talk about," said
the other young-woma- "and Bart
wondered to himself that a hu-

man countenance could be so dis-

agreeable. He looked at the little
shrinking figure and knew that it
was a crisis in tHe life. In-

nocent of any wrong, she would
be branded by these two, jealous
of her beauty, in a way that might
spoil her whole future. With this
realization came the knowledge
that into his own wounded heart
this gentle, clinging child-wom-

had crept, and he felt a fierce de-

termination to protect her, even
though afterward she disclaim his
statement. Calmly he took
Daisy's little hand, on which ap-

peared the offending ring, and,
drawing it through his arm, said
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