
"Why. Zella, dear. God never made any-
thing,more lovely than you, nor anything
more Impressively mysterious than yonder
mightly lake. Oh, if He had only given
us a ship equipped for some peacefu,
port"— . ~ .. -

"Where the wicked rease from troubling
and the weary are at rest." she said oncemore breaking In upon his fine speechea
"That's the only really peaceful port, they
say', and we are not bound for that silent
harbor at present, Itrust." -.."Wherever you are bound my sailing
orders are the same," he said, "wh^heryou will or no. Zella; yes, by heavens'
whether you willor no!" -. •

"They say all girls love a bold wooer
but you have the assurance of a free-bornYankee, 11pushing a book agency."

"Zella!,It's true, then, you do not loveme?" he said, despondlngly.'
¦"The Yankee, pushing the book agencynever, desponds. Ifear you don't possess'

his persistence; you wilt and sigh, and—er-give up although you say Iam to beyours, whether Iwill or no/'
"You are Incomprehensible, Zella, Youmake my heart ache."

"Ned! Ned!" she exclaimed,' and trled'to
stop the flow of- hia exaggerated eulogium
with her hand upon hla mouth. But heonly kissed Itand spoke 1with' still rising
enthusiasm. -¦

"You willnever hear Jt on mine. ''God-
forsaken?'

—
rather -ray -'God-created.*

Why, Zella, IfIknew nothing of the great
good side of Chicago, only knew her at
her worst, Iwould love the city for your
sake and respect her In honor of .Amos
Storey! They, were disappointed, speculat-
ors, those Englishmen you 'speak of

—
or,

what la worse, things we call cads in Lon-
don."

"Thank you, Ned, Columbia curtsies to
you." v ¦

i
"God-forsaken!"- he went. on. "IfItwas

as base as England when the Pilgrims fled
from Ityou would lift the scale of Hope
and Virtue and Beauty until"—

asKea.
- • . ¦ ?

"What Ihave been trying to be here,"
he answered.

"A 'space reporter* they call ItIn Chi-cago," she said. "Don't get mad. ;You
have put me into a practical mood, and I
•want to know, you know,', as the inventor
did In the book by Dickens."
"Ihad a regular and not unimportant

engagement InLondon; but Ilost it;and,
though Ihave not quite mastered, the jour-;
nallstlc methods of—of—

"
. "Of this ¦ God-forsaken •' country," she:
said. "You-need not protest, Ned,- I've
heard the expression on the lips of more
than one Englishman."- .

there's a kink in your mind about some-
thing."

"You called me Hiram."
"Ioften do; but you invariably call me

Storey."
"Oh! well. let Itstand at Storey, then.",
"What has gone wrong, my friend?"
"Oh! nothing."
"Ithought you liked this English fellow;

said you did. and even wanted to make his
fortune,"

"So 1do still," said Dexter with a sud-
den change of manner. "In proof of
which. Fend him. to Platts Valley and I'll
put a ten thousand dollar share to his
cr««1it in the new mine."

"Vou will?"
"Yet-, and you can make whatever ar-

rangements you please about the paper."
"I can always do that. Dexter," said

Storey somewhat sharply.
"But Iam your bipgest stockholder.".
"In this game of the Mail money does

not sneak in the management. And by
God, Hiram D^xtrr, ifyou throw that in
my teeth a^um I'll buy you out to-mor-
row:"

"Why Storey, we seem to be quarreling;
how is it?"

"You know best. But understand me,"
Eatd Storey, towering up above his partner
six feet cf bone and brawn and a noble
head with flowing Rray hair. "I am the
Iiofs in this building; you came In with
money as a friend. By VIf you as-
Fume any other position, Ifyou were my

good—everything a man fancies a woman
whom he thinks he loves."

'/Thinks he loves!" said Glover,' appeal-
lngly. , . ¦

"Well, loves, then! But, you see, Iam
ambitious: Idon't want to be controlled;
Iwould like to. travel, and mean to when
Ihave saved morrey enough. Iintend to
go to Europe and to do all manner of
things that—cr—well, that a husband
might object to. Idon't think Iam whatthey call a marrying girl, and I.don't
know that you ought to be considered a
marrying; man.".

"Not rich enough, eh?"
"

"Too poor, certainly, to realize what you
would want to do for me."
"IfIhad all the wealth In the world,

Zella,. it would not be too much for me to
lavish upon you."

"Now that's silly. Iwouldn't be very
rich ifImight be. Everybody knows thatas a rule •millionaire' spells 'misery.'
Look at Mr. Dexter! He used to seem
quite happy, but ever since he tapped
Platts Valley he has become more serious
with every big report: it's not generally
known, but he's got a bonanza there. He
has been drifting from anxletyto despair
about his pile,until latterly he goes about
as ifhalf his money might be tied around
his neck and. the other half were mulehoppers about his feet.""Nevertheless, Zella, Imean to be rich
for your sake."

"Don't be anything of the kind; espe-

"While Dlgges and Dexter were con-
ferring; on various questions that might
be to their mutual advantage— one the
capitalist and the other the miner, who
has staked his claim and worked it with
hi. own hands, Ned Glover and Zella
Brunnen were sailing Zella's boat off a
pleasant point on the lake, whence they
could see the rooftops and the budding
trees of their Parkslde home.

Ned. in a suit of navy blue serge, was
sitting in thfi stern of the tiny yacht, a
white silk wrap about hia neck. The wind
having dropped, he had been rowing, and
had Just dropped anchor In the little cove,
where Zella was often in the habit of
reading a book or casting a lino before
Koing to her duties in a morning, or after
the labors of the day, for the springtime
had come, and the lake had dreamy
hours, a3 she had

—
dreamy hours of sunny

rest fulness.
"A wonderful lake," Glover wa» saying,

as she reclined amidships, among a pile of
cushions. "Has its quiet, hopeful days, as
we have, and Its storms of doubt and dis-
appointment."

"Not a good simile. Ned." the girl re-
plied. "Ithas no doubts and fears; it is
as unimpassloned as a snake, as cruel as
a tiger; takes a mariner by the throat and
chokes him. and the next moment smiles
as if nothing had happened. Don't let tis
get sentimental, Ned.

"As Ifone could possibly help It, Zella,

minder of the nature of my occupation
would only stimulate me to a higher am-
bition. ... And. Zella, talking of the
past in a man's life,Imust tell you some-
thing of mine. . . . Let me tell you
now. . . . There can be no better time.

"Iguess there can, Ned." she said quick-
ly. "They are lighting the lamps; let us
go ashore," shaking off her wraps and
steadying herself against the mast.

"Now Ihave made you unhappy," said
Ned.

"Oh, no!" she replied. "Haul up the an-
chor."

- • •

"A breeze Is springing up; there'll be a
moon," he said. "Let's set the sail and
land by the harbor."

"Bridget will be anxious about us; we
had better go home. You shall talk to me
as we walk."

"And shall we go around by Prairie ave-
nue?"

"Yes."
As she leaped ashore she 1 took from her

waist belt a whistle, which she sounded
three times. Ina few minutes It was an-
swered by an old boatman.

"Pull her round to the quay. Ralph;
moor her for the night and bring her
round here by 6 In the morning."

"Yes, Miss Zella," said the man, climb-
inginto the cutter and pushing It off.

Ned took Zella's hand. She did not re-
sist. He drew her arm within his own.

"What were you in England, Ned?" she

"I'm real sorry," she said.
"What tree.is this with Its leaves com-

ing out so quickly?" V^vi*
She paused in the shade of Itand looked

"Ithink it's a plana tree." he said, won-
docingly.

She looked around to see If any on«
might be near.

"Then kiss the plain young woman un-
der it." she said; "and heal your broken
heart!"

CHAPTER XI.

SHE LOVES HIM.BUTIS NOT A MAR-
RYINQ GIRL!

Of course Glover was at the trysting-
place long before 6 in the morning. He
and the old boatman had everything ship-
shape by the time Zella put Inan appear-
ance. She looked freah and bright as the
morning. Naturally she expressed sur-
prise at seeing Glover there. She had not
invited him Nevertheless, when
he looked disappointed at thfc» salutation,
she was fain to confess that she was glad

to see him.
There wtas a breeze that carried them,

with a lively motion, out to the north.. . . Ned was in heaven. He felt the
had never lived until now. . . -

While
.the cutter bent her sails to the breeze,

there was a ripple of conversation; tha
talk that lovers make, punctuated with
notes of Interrogation. . • . Zella, how-
ever, came down now and then ¦was a
prosaic check upon Ned's eloquent pro-

testations of devotion and his jubilant
hopes of the future.

"They say you could drop England Into
Lake Michigan and lose her."

"Just as a fellow loses himself In the
blue depths of your eyes, Zella."

"Why certainly." she replied, laughing,
"what are your English lakes like?"
"Iremember meeting a countryman of

yours who was making a tour of our Eng-
lish lakes, and he called them ponds.

"Too bad," said Zella. sympathetically.
"But we do shake the Hag,Ibelieve, when
we travel in Europe."

"He admitted, however, that he had
never seen more beautiful ponds In all
his travels."

"Come, now, that was better, and Iex-
pect they are Just lovely, eh?"

"One day we will sail over them to-
gether, and I'll show you where Words-
worth lived a"nd Coleridge and

"

"The lake 'poets! Oh. Iknow, and
Southey, and 'Mary tne Maid of the Inn,'
and 'We Are Seven.' and 'The Ancient
Mariner;' Iguess that's where. you beat
us Inyour durn'd old country, as some of
our folks affectionately call it; nary a
poet that Iknow of ever lived on Lake
Michigan

"
"Too big for any poet," said Ned, laugh-

Ins. "Iguess he'd get lost; yet It might
Inspire large Ideas."

"You should have seen Itat the World's
Fair! It gave one a kind of idea what
Venice and Florence and Rome and Greece
and all the loveliest cities and sunniest
lagoons one had ever read about or seen
in pictures! And. oh, what a crowd! Talk
of Babel and London and the great city
of Japan; my, you can't imagine such a
mixingup of the antique and the modern,
the classic and the otherwise; ItJust made
your h*»ad swim!"
"I should think so," said Ned. en-

chanted with the girl's lively enthusiasm.
"Zella, you are a picture."

"Don't be foolish. Ned."
"You are. by Jove! You'd make the for-

tune of a painter who could realize you at
this moment."

"You talk as ifIwere n. bale of goods.
Realize me, indeed! What price. Zella,
eh?"

"What Indeed! A lite's devotion?"
"Not negotiable," she replied. And now

Bhe was leaning against trie tiller.sway-
Ing with Itas she kept the cutter's head
to windward, her yachting cap pushed
back upon her head, her face aglow, the
pose of the body showing off Its graceful
lines. Ned might well exclaim upon the
beauty of the picture.

"And do you know the Lake of Como?"
•he asked, reclining once more upon her
cushions.

"Are you thinking of the play?"
"Iguess Iwas. Don't know that Ihareseen the right kind of Melnotte; don't

know that Iadmire him.either; but seems
to me that Iknow that Lake of Como."

"Don't say It comes from Sheffield,"
said Ned, laughing In his turn.
"I won't. But It didn't require muchImagination to see that marble palace lift-Ing to eternal summer after sailing on a

Sunday afternoon by the water buildings
of the fair. Iguess it taught us quite a
good deal, that fairy city, with its treas-ures from ever>' corner of the world."
"Imight have described It for a Londondally, but Ididn't want to leave London

lust then. Only fancy, Imight have seenyou! Think of the time Ihave lost!"''Not much. Iguess: you wouldn't belikely to have taken notice of a green girl
In short skirts—Just a mere schoolgirl."

"Shouldn't I!"
"Why didn't you want to leave London

Just then?"
"Mymother was living,Zella. and shewas very fond of me."
"Oh." said Zella giving the tiller a twistthat headed the boat for her homewardpoint.
"She would have liked you. Zella. Next

to my mother my t,est, Indeed, my onlyfriend was Dick Lorrimer. Some day you
will meet him. v.'hat a delight that willbe! Such a good fellow! An extraordinary
fellow In many respects."

Ned's reference to the death of hismother clouded Zella's spirits. She satwatching the din of the cutter's bows aathe .little vessel sped onward before arising wind blowing landward, andGlover 3 eyes rested upon her withdreamy solicitude. Love has many and
varied moods.

Home for breakfast, their bright andcheery faces were a rebuke to their fellow
boarders.
: "Faith, we've got the feathers of thebed in our eyes, and the dust of the nlchtIn our ears, compared with the livelinessof these airly rolsers," said Mrs. O'Hacanpresiding over the morning meal. "I'm*ould-fashloned. and luv the mornln'scramps.

| "Iperfectly agree with you, Mrs. O'Ha-gan,
'

said old Glencoe. smothering his
dish of porridge with cream and falling to,wlth a will.
I "And Iwonder at ye. takln* cream withyour parritch," remarked Mrs. Ferguson
:"A pinch of salt la Scotch and healthful 1I "There's many things ye maun recko'nhealthful that's nae sae agreeable as tak
In' a wee bit risk wi' a dish that jri'es
pleasure to the palate," replied Glencoe-making a second attack upon the cream

'
1 Glover, at his end of the table, was telling Mrs. O'Hagan of the delights of seeinethe morning when it Is freshest and MrsO'Hagan was helping Zella to the daintiestof the menu.

"
l

Ej "It'e the notice to quit I'llbe serving onye," «ho said, addressing Ned quietly "be-fore ye bring desolation upon me. What'llIdo if ye rob me of Zella?^ at
"

"Iwillnever rob you of Zella," said N«d
"You shall live with us; or we with you*1

"What:s that?" asked Zella. pricking unher ears. "You may well say the Enrlish have the impudence of the Old One*"'•And the greed av him!" exclaimed MrsO'Hagan. "Here's this globe-trotter not
contlnt wid sharln* yer companionship widme, but Is lntraygin' to carry ye off. andwants to bribe me wid a promise that I'll
be wan av the company!"

"Don't tgke any notice of him Bridgetdear; he s only romancing."
* •

/'Faith! and it's no wonder, whin v« incourage him to lave his bed to go neram"bulatin' av the deep before the sun's wHion it. And It's a scandal we'll be havln 5
at Parkside."

*
1U

"Ifour lady skipper does not accept thehand of her infatuated passenger," said

"Infatuated nonsense 1" said Zella
"Help yourself to the scrambled eras amiassist r Mrs. Ferguson to the buckwheat

"Mrs. Ferguson is talking to her neigh-

"And your neighbor Is listening to every
word you say," whispered Zella

'
"She may." Ned. "The wholehouse already knows my secret

"

t "*Then iABuess you are Just sillier thanIthought you." Zella replied. "I'm offnoiv.
She turned her face towards the com-

rct"red°r & moment ' bowed to them, and
girl's mad wid ye," said MmO'Hagan., "Ifshe loves sentiment In h?rheart she's not wan that cares fer it wid

breakfast."
BSS *"**Party >atlns ««•?

# iT.m an a'9« Mrs
-

O'Hagan," said Nedfolding up his napkin.. •.«¦»" -^ea.
• "Shure and ye are that mama -ht-

Glover." said Mrs. O'Hagan; "but onlyunder the provocation av a romantic dis-
POsHio^and the misfortune av yer birth."

"Ye'irdo nothing av the kind. Let heralone. Whist, ye blatherskite! would ye
make the wlmmln at the table understandye've had a tiffand set the men laughil?at yer onaisiness? Are ye so bllnf ye

•id
*" would have ye sthay

So Ned sat at the table until the lasti

and then went IntoMrs. O^Hagan's private
parlor, where to his lnnnitu delight he
found Zella. t She was not, however,
dressed for walking.
"Ihave a day oti." she said. "Mr.Dex-

ter has gone to Su l»uls and given me
a holiday." £J „

"Then I'lltake one, too," Bald Ned.
"And phwat's to become av me'.'" Mrs.

O'Hagan asked. *

"We'll go and spend the day at Lake
Forest: or I'lltake you to a matinee; or
we'll hire a buggy, and drive to a jolly

restaurant Ikn»w at Edgeworth. wnere
we can dine and there is a garden; or we
might go somewhere further away on the
cars; or

"
"Avcoorse. av coorse." broke In Mrs.

O'Hagan. "and we might come back to
Parkside and* find there's been the divvia
to pay inme abslnce: ccok quarrelin" w!d
the kitchin girl, both with the waitretj.
and all av 'em wid Ould Glencoe. ana
Glencoe wid the Senator from Kentucky,

and the place all out av the winders. Havo
ye no engagement at the offices av tha
Chicago L>aUy Mail. Mlather tilover?"

"There's only one engagement I'm look-
Ing for. Mistress O'Hagan, and that is
with your Miss Zella Brunnen; which be-
ing concluded, I'm off to the auriferous
regions they call Platta Valley and Platts
Ridge, to pick;up a fortune tha.t i3 awa.il-

ing me, wnich said fortune Is my wife."
Zella was rocking herself, with v.eii-

acted indifference.
"Youdo go on." she said.
"He talks shtralght," said Mrs. O'lla-

gan. "It's natural I'lllose ye some day;
you're young, I'm ould. It's not many
years Ican be carryln' on at Parkside;
and who's to look afther ye when I'm
gone? .... It's hateful to have ar.y
wan before me In yer affections
But, when the tpime come3, Iwant him
to have money enough to kape ye. It's a
mere thrifle Ican be leavin" ye."

"Biddy, dear," said Zella. bringing her
rocking-chair to a. stand still, "don't make
me wretched. It would break me heart
to lose you; and you have no right to
speak of leaving me anything. You can
leave me nothing I'llcherish half so much
as the sweet memory of your kindness to
me."

She rose as sho spoke and flung herself
Into Mrs. O'Hagan's anna. When they
had kissed each other and shed a few
tears Airs. O'llagan said: "We're jlst a
pack av fools, that we are; and I'm the
worst, to begin the mornin' wid lnvokin'
the shadows av the night, and makln'
each other miserable. It'B all your fault.
ye base and brutal Saxon!"

Half crying, half laughing, the old
woman glowered at Glover and whisked
out of the room, pulling the door to with
a Jerk of the snack; and Zella resumed
her rocker.

"You have brought ructions and anxiety
Into the once peaceful home of Parkside,"
she said with affected seriousness. "Until
you appeared Iwas the pet of the carav-
anserai and the envied and beloved of
Mistre?s Bridget O'Hagan'a paying
guests."

"And now," said Glover, dragging hi3
chair in close proximity to her rocker,
"you are the admired and beloved of an
infatuated stranger, who ¦would lay dowa
his life to please you."

"Just as they all propose to do In the
Sunday Mail romances ar.d the dime
novels. It's Just wonderful how they all
want to do it. What for? "Whether a
fdrl loves a fellow or not she don't want
him to lay his life down. Not that he
wants to do it in reality. Not he; ain't
such a goose; thinks It pleases the girls.
Iis Just hlgh-falutln'stuff and f.zzle."

"You are Ina dialetlc mood thi3 mom-Ing. Zella." ,
"Am I? Talking slang, ain't It?"
"Idon't mind it. dear."
"Don't call me dear."
""What then, love?"
"You think that's smart, eh? "Well, behappy: make yourself at home."
"Iwill try to do so. Zella."
"Think 'high-falutln's' slang don't

you?"
"Ithink It's very expressive."
"Mr. Glencce says ail our p'ang is Just

simply depraved English."
"And what's his kail-yard talk, thatpounds like the bagpipes in convulsions'*

Is that depraved Scotch. Iwonder?"
"Idinna ken." she answered, laugh'r"-

"Imean. Idon't know.""Zella, you're a witch."
"Calling me names now! Don't yon

think you had better go and atrer.d toyour business?"
"Iam attending to It," said Ned. "It'smy business to ask you

"
"IfIlove you." she said. Interrupting

him. with a merry twinkle in her eyes
"Very well, that's good business. Do

you?"
He leaned over her chair and seized her

hand. She did not withdraw it. A pa'r
of daintily slippered feet were swingirs
from beneath her white petticoat: a blua
ribbon was fluttering from her full whitethroat; her red lips were parted with a
smile that threatened to become a laugh,
and a sunbeam was reddening- a bunch ofrosrs in a vase on the table. Ned thought
he should go mad; but he kept his head.

"Do you love me?" he said, raising herhand to his lips. "Oh, Zella!'
"\'e»—oh. Edmund!" she said, looking up

at him with a coquettish lightin her eyes
"But

"

He smothered the "but" with a Caring
assault on her lips that brought her to herfeet, flushed, and bent on running away

"No, you don't." he said, his back to thedoor.
"Very well, then." she answered, •'you

are not to do that again without an Invi-
tation. Now, sit down, and let me sit
down.

"My dear Zella! Oh, ItIwas rich, foryour sake!"
*

"Rich! And so you are, if you are theman Ithink you; rich in a generous
heart, rich In an earnest hope; rich Inaworthy ambition, rich Intalent, backed br
education. Material prosperity follows."

She spoke with flashing eyes and a glowof enthusiasm on her handsome face thatset Ned's heart beating at a furious rate"IfIam the man you think me!" he
said presently, as she once more assumed
her customary self-possession and swayed
backwards and forwards on tha rocker
"IfIam the man you think me! And if
Iam not?"

"Oh! well, when a girl takes an Inter-
est in a man—as. It seems, she has to
whether she willor no

—
whyIguess sh«

constructs her own ideal of him; Just, ofcourse, as he does of his girl."
"Iam not what any one would call anideal man."
"How can you be?" she said, with amischievous emll». "Youare a Britisher:""Yes; with all a Britisher's faults."
And how many they are you may knowby £nterviewln* Mrs. 6'Hagan on theTub-

"There are Britishers and Britishers"he said, with a sigh and a tug athiimustache. "Iam not a bad sort. Zella:indeed, Ithink Iam more than ordinarilydecent, as men go; butIhave been cuiltrof one eravo fault."
*

"Only oner* sho said, pausing In herrocking. "You are almost as good asGeorge Washington— 'First in lova. first In
™.first In the hearts of his countrymen:—I think that's how th« Jingle goes?'

"You won't be serious, Zella/'
"Idon't want to be; but. Ifyou InsistIguess Ihad better pulla long face and"have done with It."

*

Glover seemed to have his story on hiamind as unconquerably as the AncientMariner, who buttonholed the Wedding

?
t,"1 have mastered that grave fault thatthreatened to become a habit; mastered!H buJ n°t without a bitter punishment,nor without later temptation " '
"Oh! Don't tell me!" Zella cried re-sponding with keen sympathy to' thepained expression that had taken ths colorout of the young. man's cheeks.
"Imust tell you. dear. Icould not askyou to be my- wife without letting yoS

know what kind of a man you would b«marrying.
"IdonYt want you to ask me anything

Sfarr^InTfel."119 ***''"*"**
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hpe S1TSn?r?c^? IS.t2Sd. o5S?heeding her protesting declaration. "Ihave always shirked the question

"
"Don't tell me!" she said again. "Weare petting too serious; and Ithought we

would go somewhere to-day and have agood time, a drive or a bike ride; some-thing pleasant"
"So we will,dear. But when two peo-

ple are going to become partners for llf»they should know all about each other."• "Idon't know that the peopia you referto,are going to become partners for life.Xed. As for me. Ihave not said so. I
havo po wish to marry, and Idon't think
Iam the sort of girl to make a good
wife."

"You are the sort of girl that God de-
signs for the best man on his wide earth,"
said Glover. "Iam not that man; but
your love has lifted me Into a path of
ambition and virtue and hope that is
heavenly. Nevertheless, you must know
who and what Iam before Iask you
finally to link your life with mine."

THE SUNDAY CALL..

(Continued next week.)

Synopsis.

ZELLA BRUNNEN. a n-.enjfctr of the Chl-
c*go •WcznrrVi Athletic Club and typ«-

wrller to Hiram Dexter, pillllonalrc. !¦
in*?ultc<i on h**r Tray liom# by & ruffianly

Tr.!cer, Atrier DlrE^s. Ned Glover, an Entlith-
ra*n ar.fi writer for the Daily Mall. Interferes.
ly.ggeu drav.-s e. knife ar.d iunges «t Oirv«?r.
but it knocked down by a. blow from Zetla.

Joe Winiair-s. a detfetive. arrests Dirtrt*. but

I& case is <".:grr.!esfd with a light *ent?nce.
D!pse« invears vengeance en Glcver. Amen
Stor«r, proprietor and efiHor of th« Dally

Mall, is a ;-.er*onal IrlerwS of Hiram Dextfr.

Storey rer.ds Glover to r<*t iin article on the

I'.'e of t^e isilior.a'.re. Dfster takfs a fancy
to the younj n-.an and prcposes to rive him an
lrterest in some inir.lr.? venture?. Glover Snde

that he 1* living: above his mfanr, and u|>on

tr.entlcnint tl-.e mattrr to etrrey is advised to
take a room at a <crtaia boarJ!ng-house. which
turn? out to Ije t!i*fame or.f where Zella Brun-

n«-n Ji\-w>. H» there meets the plrl who savert
his "ife ar.d wihom he ha* eoupht for in vain.

It '.f u ca?e cf leve at first sight.
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CHAPTER IX—Continued.

tiff S for Zella, love cair.e to her with
1/ \\ a curious sense of elation, accom-

Ji U pasted ly a. passion of secrecy.

The l!grht cf her love did n«;t

hreal: in.on her "tiimlv, ur as in a si'.-
ver nrsi. bet hot and plowing, and the
more the fire consumed her the more she
tried to hi-ie it. She -was woman enough
to Bee at ence that the Englishman was
madi;. ia love with h>n ¦; otherwise she
inirMhave given him a lender encourage-
ment. At- it w;is, she pkiyed with his pas-
elon. Mrs. O"Ha^ai:. In her Irish way,

mii the pirl "jot made a cock-shy av It,
ps the Mioys r.iuut tarcits av heads at
Doraytj-ooU!"* Cct £c!la only lauphed.
and r-rolcs sr-<i nil the more to make light

cf "the Cbicaso Mail m^n," as «he called
him. in jcm. There were odd moments,
however, when t-V.e turned upon Ned a
pair of cyrj thut seemed to say. "Don't
you p;e that iicvo you, without making
xr.e confers it?" And there weie partings,
rov: and thm. when j^ho- allowed her hand
to rest in li'x: *md once he might have
k!ss?d her. liUe Ju«d had the courage.

Gl-jver xvus never happier, never more
misorab'.' . He a>\\ In Mr. Better's kind-
Ktesif to Z-ila a far more Forious obstruc-
liov, and '^r.pc- to h:s own hopes than he
dared ev«-.-i wiu.-fer to Zella. Nevertheless,
he was continually1. referring to Zella's
position as on,> that was not altogether
desirab'.e in a young, unprotected woman..
In the very word "unprotected" there was
a. rir.R ef reminiscence that was like pleas-
fcnt inysic "Tlien let a foreigner protect
you." This maot her bear with patlpnce
hints that ceemed to border on question-
Ings that she wjuld have deeply resented
coming frr.m any other j-erson. She knew
Mr. l>exter was fond of her; so was Mrs.
trHas>»; so w'is old Glrncoe; so were the
two professors a; the athletic club. What
cf it? But «ho had not heard Dexter's
confession to Storey ami Glover, nor seen
the passion In his face nor the agony of
cisappoiniment inbis eye.

Nevertheless, Zella perceived a change
In Mr. Dexur'a manner toward her when
the told him that Mr. Edmund Glover,
¦who had written a certain charming
sketch of a visit to his olflce. had come to
live at Parksiue. . . . "Don't you like
Mr. Glover any more?" she had asked; "1
Thought you quite admired him—or. at
any rate, considered his work very clev-
er*"' I>extrr had replied. "Oh. yes. I
puess he's a white man, as Britishers go;
tnd he's right smart as a reporter." Zella
did not fall to note Debtor's sneer on tlie
word "reporter." This, however, she kept
to herself. She had seen sufficient of the
worid to know how to b« her own con-
fidante. Without meaning it.Dexter had
betrayed to the girls quick apprehension
that he had ceased to care for Glover
from the moment he had gone to live In
the house nhere ehe. too. boarded. . . .
The discovery troubled her. 6he did not
betray anything more than an ordinary
surprise at Dexttr¦change of feeling; but
Itlet in a. flood of light upon many seem-
ingly trivia! things, that had hitherto
passed comparatively unnoticed. . .
It occurred to her, all In a moment, that
Mr. Dexter had often locked at her with
something more than a curious interest
when he had asked her questions concern-
Ing her girlish life, her hopes and her
ambitions. He had once or twice dwelt
upon the advantages of riches: and itnow
occurred to ber that in one of his letters
to a poor relative in California he had ad-
vised the young girl to marry the gentle-
man who could lift her above miserable
turroundinss. It waf Dextcr's habit to dic-
tate- all his letters, private or public,social
or political; huJ <>f late he had written
several to his "sweet young cousin" at
Bar. Francisco who had. itavpeared. been
lellan orphan Inpoor circumstances, and
who had declined the hand of a very pros-
perous and wealthy citizen, simply be-'
cat:se he was twenty years older than her-
self. . . . Now It fame Into Zella's
mind to doubt l! ih!s young lady ever ex-
isted. She felt the blood mount to her
temples, as she sat down at her desk with
thi^ though* In her mind, and wondered
that it had never occurred to her before

—
a!i the mere po, as Mr. Dexter Invariably
posted th'-se letters to his "sweet young
cou.<:n" hirr.se!f. . . . Eut a woman's
perf-eptJon of thir.c:?. and her outlook gen-
erally, underjro a keen »;harpentng the
moment !-er wit feels the first touch of• Cupid's MTOW.

Notwithstanding Dexier'3 unmistakable
chance of feeling. h*» gave no Indication
of It to Glover; and he endeavored to re-
pair ihf mistake he had made in letting
jlitsBrunnen into his secret by making a
great pretense of cntoruur.inffa great in-
terest in Glover's career. . . Dexter was
a shrewd, capable man In business, knew
every rope of the Hoard of Trade at Chi-
rajeo an«l every current cf the tides In
Wall street; but it was strangely new
cteerine firhim in th« turbulent seas of
the supreme passion that m^y come to n
man late in life. Until the advent of Ned
Olcvr. he bad hoped to hold Zella by the
ellccted tics of a fatherly interest. Once
he hr.d rpprocohed her with an expression
of his real feolins; but only to excite such
a panic in the young girls mind as had
made him promptly modify his attack,
and confers for her a "genuine fatherly
sentiment

"
She was an orphan. He was

alone in the world. Why should he not
try and act a father's part toward her?
She had replied that no one could ever
take her father's place; that being dead
h« still lived In her heart, and his spirit
watched over her. Dexter had thereupon
dropped every suggestion of a closer con-
nection than that of employer. To keep
this tie taut and strong, he had paid herno more than a moderate ware, and had
•mployed her the lull hours that he was
entitled to. Thus, gradually, he had won
the girl's rood will,and a eense of grati-
tude for the unvarying kindness with
which he had treated her. ... So
Glover caiied now and then on Mr. Dex-
tor. and received for the Mall much val-
uable Information about miningand other
Interest*: and, whenever opportunity
arose, Dexter offered Glover a drink
made Sam bring out his little silver trav.
with its champagne, its Angostura bit-
ters. Its bowl of cracked Ice, and its snips
of lemon peel nn<2 basin of snow-iike
sugar Just; but G!ov«r was always proof,
against the temptation. Dexter knew that
it was a temptation; though Glovr cred-
ited him with the moFt generous of hospl-
tr.hle intentions.

The boarding-house, as one man and one
¦woman, soon came to the conclusion that
the Englishman was o\rr head and ears
in love with Zolla; and that the young
lady herself. Ifshe did not as cordially re-spond, was flattered by his attentions for
Glover was good looking, dressed well,
talked wit. tang: a prood scng. looked well
in the saddle on a horse or bicycle, and
wae already beg-inninp to make' a name,
not only ae a bricht miscellaneous ¦writer
for th«» press, but as a contributor to theliterary column? of the Sunday Mail
which counted sraonc Its authors cele-
brated names, both Enjrllsh and Ameri-can, ar.d was Illustrated by artists of dis-
tlnctSo'.i. Olover had created some sur-
prise hy his varied knowledge, more
especially in pure science, as well as prac-
tical entrireerirg. "The beggar can write
about anything, and with kiiow!**dpf\"
Btorey had said to Dexter, and Dexter
had replied. "He's a. devilish deal too
riever. That's what's the matter with
Edmund Glover!**

The remark vrns made with an animus
that 8*ton1r,hfMJ Storey: who. after a pause
replied. "Oh? that's what's the matter
with Glover, eh? Too devilish clever.
How lor.g 1b It sin^e you have made thatdiscovery. Hiram?*'
"It don't matter. Amos." said Dexter

•with colrt courtesy. "That's my ODlnlon."
"Oh! Very well. Iguess itain't going

to make any difference between us?"
"Not that Iimagine. Amos."
"But when you call iko Amos Iknow

And so the time rolltd on. Dexter dis-
sembled his chagrin at the progress Glo-
ver had made In the affections of Zella
Brunnen. but in private he suffered tor-
ments. He had only now begun to really
appreciate how fiercely he loved her. Joe
Williams contemplated the action of the
amatory drama with no more than a pass-
Ing curiosity. Storey and Dexter had en-
tirely made up their qnarrel that had
broken out like a sudden 6torm In a blue
sky-and subsided quickiy. as such storms
will. Mrs. O'Hagan was, in her heart, al-
most as jealous of Glover as Dexter was;
but ehe loved the srirl too well to cross her
in anything. Glover was the life and soul
of the table whenever he was present;
but his work often look him away fordays together.

Dlgges had served his month at thehouse of correction, and Itboded no good
to Glover that .he had met Hiram
Dexter by appointment at the PalmerHouse, after the usual hours at which
Dexter was in the habit of receiving call-ers. Not that there might have been anv-thing Inimical to Glover Insuch a meet-ing, seeing that Dlgces was the boss of a
mining camp in the neighborhood of
Platts Valley, where Dexter owned a vast
property. Dlgges might have the appear-
ance of a terrible rufllan drunk andbrawling; In the streets of Chicago; but
away in the wilds of Colorado, a Chicago
reporter would have described him as apicturesque type of the frontiersman andmining: adventurer.

THE MASKED BATTERY OF A
WOMAN'S HEART.

CHAPTER X.

"Then kiss tbe plain, young
woroan," she said.

twin brother, I'd chuck you Into th«
street, and your money bags, too!"

Storey was rarely roused Into passion,
but when he showed fight he was a very
devil.

Dexter knew his man. Moreover, the
mention of Glover in connection with
Platts Valley had set up a new idea Inhis
mind that had acted as an instantaneous
solace to his chagrin at the sudden inter-
est Miss Brunnen had taken in Mr3.
O'Hap.ui's new boarder.

"Storey, you are losing your temper,"
he said "qul'ckly.

"It's a devilish good thing for you, Hi-
ram, that you have r.ot lost yours at the
same time." Do you know how Iand my
wile pet on so well? We never lose our
tenners at the sam;jlime. You provoked
me Dexter. Don't ilo It again." .
"Iwill not." saitl Dexter, "but don't

think I'm afraid of you. Storey. Ithink I
wa* in the wrong."

"Say r.o more about It. Come and dine
ar.«l k*o to the theater to-r.lght. will you?"
"Idon't mind ifIdo," said Dexter.
"Dinner at 7. I'lla.-k my wife's cousin

to ioin up. She has just returned from
Europe. You'll like iier. She'll amuse
you."

And £0 they made their quarrel up. It
was the first time Dexter had seen Sto-
rey was greatly moved. When he was alone
he sat and wondered how the trouble had
arisen. It had come about through Ned
Glover. He was out of humor when he
called upon Storey. Storey had made him
worse bv praising Glover. Since the morn-
ing he hated Glover. Miss Brunnen had
mentioned him twice. It was easy to see
that phe liked the beggar. Any fool could
gather that from the expression of her
fare when she mentioned him. Of course
the designing sneak had taken rooms at
Parkslde to be near her. to pester her
with his attentions. He must be got out
of the way before he had time to make
any definite impression. It was strange,
even to Dexter himself, to find how bit-
terly he could feel against a man who had
done him no intentional wrong, and who,
at their first intercourse, had excited In
him an interest 3r.d a likingthat no oth-
er individual had ever succeeded In
achieving. Hut for the shndow of Zella
Brunnen falling between them Ned Glo-
ver might have become Hiram Dexter's
ri£ht hand

- _

"Allhands on deck!" said Zella, with
?mock command, and beginning to rise
from her cushions; like' Venus from the
sea, thought Glover, who at once pre-
pared to restrain her.

"Peccavl!" he cried. "Avast! All hands
below, and everything else that denotes
'sit still. Zella,' and Iwill be as prosaic
as the slummiest slum of Chicago, and
as practical as a nigger In a henroost!"

"From sweet voices and the sun in love
with a typewriter girl to a nigger In a
henroost brings us down to life's realltlc-i.
Now we shall get on." «

"Why do you call yourself a typewriter
girl?"

"Why do they call you a space re-
porter?"
"Iam something more than a apace re-

porter." ,
• "Iam only a typewriter girl." •

"Nonsense! You are. the daughter of a
great soldier, you are a.child of the na-
tion, an honored pensioner of the Govern-ment, an accomplished woman, a—"

"Stop! Stop, before you say Iam Ve-nus and Diana, and all the rest of them
Iknow you think me beautiful, clever,

tho music of your dear voice making a
concert with the rippling of the waters,
and the sun just dwelling on your face,
as though It loved you as Ido.

"Now, look here, Ned. Ifyou go on talk-
ing in that way Ishall order all hands
on deck, up anchor and make for port."

She snowed her white teeth, with a
laugh, and leaned back among, her
cushions. Ina manner quite the opposite
of her threat. A picture of health, and
physical beauty, she loorted a nautical
heroine, with flannel jacket and skirt and
her navy blue yachting cap. her fair hair
bound tightlyabout the back of her head.
Her hands were bare and brown; not the
hands that the society lady endeavors to
mold into shape and whiteness with medi-
cated gloves worn through the night, but
strong hands with strong knuckles, broad
<hands that could grip an oar, or deal a
blow In the face of a rufllan, as we have
seen. Yet they were shapely hands, anil,
to the . palmist, eloquent of virtuous
resource, enterprising, adventurous ami
Indicative at the same time of stronjj
common-sense. "Glover was not looking at
her. hands; he had lost himself in her
eyes. There never were such, eyes, so
liquid, with such a depth of feeling, yet
capable of flashing angry lightnings.

"You shouldn't have such beautiful
eyes. Zella, so sweet a voice, and be in
such perfect harmony with the time, the
hour, the sunset and the dreamy lake."

"Ibegan life' as a mining,engineer. I
hope to turn my knowledge tp account In
that-very Platts Valley. You know that
Mr. Dexter has made me proposals?"

"Yes, yes; but, ohl would you Quit Chi-
cago?" •

"To make a fortune and rl«e above the
mean estate of a—space reporter."

"You know you are a great deal more
than that; you know how . ¦highly •Mr.
Storey values your work."... . >*

"You said Iwas what they call a space
reporter."
. '.'Ned, dear, Idid not mean to' wound
your pride." • -

"The wound- is healed with that sweet
adjective.

'
If*it were otherwise yourre-

¦ "What a sigh was there," «he said. "Dear
Ned. you mustn't 'take on so/ as the
housemaid say a to the buttons In that
English novel in last Sunday's paper."

"Zella. you are making me wretched.
For God's sake don't talk about the Mail!
Imay leave itas soon as you say. you will
be my wife."

"Leave It?" she said, half-ri«lng from
her cushions.

~ '^flfr£fS&Bt&Stil&&SMItffl

"What do you mean by a past, Cella?"
Ned asked with an anxious thought about
his one serious shortcoming. . ¦ ','..
"Idon't know; but the man with a past

and the woman with a past are continu-
ally-thrown In one's face.- Ifone reads the
.stories in the Sunday Mail."

"Oh, damn the Sunday Mall!",exclaimed
Glover, with an -immediate and penitent
apology. "Ibeg your pardon, Zella." r

-
,

"Oh, Iforgive you," she said, laughing.
"But just reflect, now; If we had been
married when you said 'damn the Sunday
Mail," you would ,v«»ry likely have flung
the boathook at me."

"Zella!" he exclaimed, with a sigh that
went to her heart.

dallyas it mignt not maxe any cuaerenco
whether you were rich or not."

"Youdon't love me, Zella," he said, with
a sigh. ; . ¦

"How do you know?" she replied.
"Because you are so Impatient with me

when Iwant to talk to you of my love
for you, and urge you to promise that you
willbe my wife." :

¦
¦

•'' '
His words thrilled her, but she repressed

any exhibition of real feelings.
"Why, we have only known each other

some forty days or so, and you may have
a past, as the Sunday novelists talk so
much about, and Imay.have a past. And
then according to the 'society novelists,
let alone the dime story tellers, ItIs awfuj
when tw/> people are married to find they
have each had a past the other knows
nothing of;" . . •
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