
BLACKSHEEP! BLACKSHEEP!

"What would you call a good walk?" he asked

a little tartly.

"Oh, ten, twenty, thirty! I've done fifteen and

gone to a dance at the end of the tramp."

"But you haven't my handicap," he protested

defensively. "You can't be very gay about walking

when you're warned that excessive fatigue may have

disastrous consequences!"

She was not wholly without feeling for her face

grew grave for a moment and she met his eyes

searchingly, with something of the professional

scrutiny to which he had long been accustomed.

"Eyes clear; color very good ; voice a trifle weak

and suggesting timidity and feeble initiative. In-

trospective ; a little self-conscious, and unimportant

nervous symptoms indicated by the rolling of bread

crumbs."
"I've paid doctors la -" ^--^s for telling me the

same things," he said, 1.--.. hiding the bread

crumbs under the edge of his piate. " I wish you'd

write those items down for me. I'm in earnest

about that."

"When did you say you were leaving town ?"

"Tomorrow evening. If you'll write out your

diagnosis and any suggestions you may have as to

my habits, diet and general course of life, I promise

to put them into practice."

"Your case interests me and I'll consider this

mr.tter of advising you."

"I shall expect the document tomorrow after-

noon !"

"I should want to be very sure," she laughed, "that

you were really leaving town and that I shouldn't

see you for a long time— perhaps never again !"
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