
II.

SUMMER.

"Ark .voii warm?" I :ai(t to Mary in greeting,
by way of bcins pli'asinjTlv orisinal.

It was one of tliose singeing days to wliich the
Canadian snninii'r treats us—when tb<' hot-tem-
pered old sun Imd dispensed with the services of
the winds and elimds and raindrops, and w.as
attending to things himself witlunit anv m<-d-
dling assistant—and doubtless taking great
eredit to himself (ml-faeed old monster!) for
the way be was doing things nj) brown.
"Are you warm, Jfary?" again inquired I,

blandly (upon whose morals the devilsomeness
of the day bad had sufh an etlect that I deliber-
ately intended to stir my friend up and goad
her to ill-eonsidered remarks). " Because if
.vou feel chilly we might go out and sit in the
sun, or go through a little brisk exercise, or even
t- uch up the kitchen tire. Would you care for
a cup of hot ( hocolate or a little ginger wine?"
Then ilary said things that pleased me—

wicked things about the temperature, violent
things reganling the superfluous garments civil-
ization compels us to wear, intentionally insult-
ing words with reference to those contemptible
persons who fancy themselves smart when they
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