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knees. He was, after all, just the same, she decided—
only more so. His Dickie-ness had increased a hun-
dredfold. There was still that quaint look of having
come in from the fairy doings of a midsummer night.

Only, now that his color had come back and the h'ght

of her lamp shone on him, he had a firmer and more
vital look. His sickly pallor had gone, and the blue
marks under his eyco— the eyes were fuller, deeper,
more brilliant. He was steadier, firmer. He had defi-

nitely shed the pitifuhiess of his childhood. And Sheila
did not remember that his mouth had so sweet a
firm line from sensitive end to end of the lips.

Her impatience was driving her heart faster at
every beat.

"You musty please, tell me everything now,
Dickie," she pleaded, sitting on the arm of Hilliard's

second chair. Her cheeks burned; her hair, grown to
an awkward length, had come loose from a ribbon and
fallen about her face and shoulders. She had made
herself a frock of orange-colored cotton stuff— some-
thing that Hilliard had bought for curtains. It was
a startling color enough, but it could not dim her
gypsy beauty of wild dark hair and browaed skin
with which the misty and spiritual eyes and the
slightly straightened and saddened lips made exqui-
site disharmony.

Dickie looked up at her a minute. He put down his
cup and got to his feet. He went to stand by the shelf,

half-turned from her.


