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HAT hername wasn’treally Dorothy
Crusoe was proved by the D. L. on
the trunk which was tumbled out

- of the baggage car at the same
time that the young lady was ceremon-
lously assisted down the train steps by an
obsequious porter. '

She had never been in Maplewood
before, but the bustle about the little
station seemed to indicate a flourishing
and wide-awake, if small community.

[here were several traps and auto-
mobiles waiting at the platform,  and

Dorothy looked at them eagerly in
secarch of the friends who were to
meet her on her arrival.

But she saw none of the Glenns, and

.and only opened them to find herself

with [some sur-
prise and a little
.annoyance she
. tirned to the
station-master for help.

f“lgm ;m te’ll me if any
ol 8. Glenn’s people are
about ?*’ she said.

‘*They are not, Ma'’am.
Did you expect them to
meet you?”’

‘““Yes. But they will
probably come soon. I'll
wait.”’

“The train was twenty
minutes late, Miss. If they
are coming they should be
here by now.”
£ “Is their house far?

. How could I get there?”

= It's a good

three miles out in

the country. But

cu could take a
”

‘“1 think
I will.
There
musthave
beensome
mistake.
And then
I ma,
m e et
them on
on the road. May I leave
my trunk here, and I'll
send for it later?”
“Very well, Miss. I'll
have it put in the baggage-
room till called for—"
The hack, though not
much to look at, was
comfortable enough and
Dorothy, after an almost sleepless
night on the train, was willing to close
her eyes to the three miles of scenery,

under the porte-cochére of a large

country house. : .
]umging out, she paid the driver and

dismissed him, and then paused a mo-
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. The hackman drove off,
little sigh of Qelulfh _De
from the beautiful lands
the bell. Her ring was
iately answered, and she r
This, also, brought no ;
Dorothy began to feel decidedly puz-
led. ‘The Glenns were expectin r
and had written that they would meet
her at the station. i
Since they hadn’t done so, certainly
the right thing to do was to get
self up to the house as best she mig!
which she had done, and now, appar-
ently, there was no one at home.

silence became oppressive.

a pretty state of things! But evenif
servants or somebody around.”

went around the house, knocking at
the side veranda door, and again at
the kitchen entrance,

When this brought no result, she
tried to open the back door, but it
was locked. ; i

“Oh!” she exclaimed aloud in her
exasperation, “I never heard of any-
thing so queer. I'll go back to the
front door and ring that again, and
then, if nobody comes, fasl—i'll—l
don’t know what I'll do!’

But though the front door-bell was
willing to ring as long as she pushed
the electric button, the door remained
obstinately shut. :

Impulsively Dorothy seized the
Jdoor-knob and turned it, when to her
surprise the door opened readily.

“Well of all the things!” she cried.
“But, at least there must be some-
body at home, or the front door would
have been locked.”

She stood in the hall, listening, but
heard no sound of any kind.

“Helen!” she called at last, “Helen,
where are you?”

Still no answer, and she was forced

ment on the veranda before ringing
the door-bell. -

The wview was of the very kind that
suited her best, She had an innate |
love of pure color, and the morning |
sky was true cobalt, the trees a clear, |
bright green, and across the smooth
gray of the river she could see the dis- |
tant purple hills.

to the conclusion that the house was
empty of any human beings save
herself.

Her curiosity being arounsed, and
having, moreover, a practical mind,
she concluded to make a systematic
search. She closed the front door, and
went through the parlors, library,
dining-room, and even kitchen, with-

Again she rang—sgeveral times more.
—but still no one appeared ,and the |

“Welll" said she to hercelf, “this is
they're all away, there must be some &

Acting on this possibility, Dorothy | y

girl, thot :
is, is horrid. She likes perfumery,
e crown it o ence. ,
found in Fred Glenn’s room. i :
Here the_daily calender. was torn off
to Friday, June 17th, “which is i
announced Dorothy, with great
faction, “and which proves conclusively
that the whole family decam?e(t
morning. I know Fred Glenn's meths
odical habits, and he tore off yesterday’s
calendar slip either this momning or
very late last night. Now I've tg:t clues
enough, but I can’t puzzle thing
out.
“They expected me to-day, and even
if any thing occurred to make them fly
off suddenly somewhere, I can’t see wh
the servants should go, too. And :
they did, I can’t see why they didn't
look the front door. 1It’s mighty Vi
queer any way you look at it. I feel
‘ike Robinson Crusoe, stranded on a
desert island. I never before appre-




