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A DAUGHTER OF TO-DAY
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CHAPTER T. o0

Miss KiMPSEY dropped into an arm-chair in Mrs.
Leslie Bell’s drawing-room and crossed her small
_ dusty feet before her while she waited for Mrs.
Leslie Bell. Sitting there, thinking a little of how
+ tired she was and a greaf deal of what she bad
come to say, Miss Kimpsey enjoyed a sense of con-
sideration that came through the ceiling with the
‘muffled sound of rapid footsteps in the chamber
above. Mrs. Bell would be “down in a minute,”-
" the maid had said. Miss Kimpsey was inelined to
forgive a greatér delay, with this evidence of haste-
ful pre on going on overhead. The longer she
had to pon her mission the better, and she sat
up nervou: st:rsught pondering it, tracing with her
parasol a sage-green block in the elderly aesthet— '
jeated pattern of the carpet. { o

Miss Kimpsey was thirty-five, with a pale, oblong L
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