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(Contnued from page 14)

Hfe ignored ber sarcasm.
"Let's go back to tbe lake, will you ?"
"I was just going there to read," she

affirmed, brushing some tangled locks
away f rom bier face. "But you may

"lTankýs, awfully," .said Kendall, "I
do lik."1

And he Led the way to tbe margin of
the lake, wbere tbey sat down together
on a buge boulder. Then for the first
time he noticed the book is companion
had been carrying.

It was a recent work of criticism on
the early Italian masters. Tbe young
rnan's head alrnost swam. He began to
have a faint suspicion that the dairy-
rnaid hypothesis was incorrect.

"Are you interested in paiting ?" heasked, examining the volume.
She nodded. "Especially the work of

Giorgione."
I prefer, Del Sarto," he declaredobstinately, more to elicit ber comments

on a subi ect of which he thought ber
ignorant, than for any other reason.

Thereupon they entered into a beated
discussion on the relative merits of the
Venetian and Florentine schools. When
it was over, Kendall f elt thoroughly
convinced that the girl understood art,
whatever else she migbt or might not
know.

"Sec," she cried suddenly, "the sun-
set on the water! Doesn't it remind
you of the Lady of tbe Lake? Wouldn't
you like to see a buntsman in Lincoln
green emerge f rom the gooids, and wind
bis bora?"

"No," he replied gallantly, "I would
rather see a certain lady in white with
a hunch of daisies at ber belt."

She glanced at the flowers as be spoke.
"You're exceedingly fond of daisies,1

aren't you ?" he asked, wth a strange.
serions look creeping into bis eyes.
."Exceedingly. They're my narnei
fowers."

Hearing bis step in the hall, both wo-
men looked around. The younger

>laughed,' trying to bide ber blushes and
;appear quite unconcerned.
r Kendall was deligbted. His oppor-
tunity had corne. He turned to the

1landlady with a look whicb said only
one tbing: 'lntroduce me." And she
did, seeing there was no way out of it.
7 "Now, Miss Bradshaw," said Kendall,

trelieved, "surely you'll not deny me the
ipleasure of a ittie chat with you."

"A truly conventionâl chat ?" she
asked, remembering tbose former ones.

"Yes, in the garden summer-bouse."
And thither be escorted ber. Wben the
girl bad seated herseif he began:

"I say, do you mind telling wby you
avoided me and didn't want me to
know your name?"

She bad tbe air of a child who had
been naugbty, but a miscbievous gleam
twinkled in ber çyes.
i"For tbe landlady's sake, Mr. Kendali,
I avoided you."'

"Tbe landlady's1 I don't. understand."
"Well, you wrote, saying you boped

she had no feminine lodgers as you were
tired of society and dçsired a complete
change. Sbe wanted your patronage,
but I was bere, booked for tbe season,
and what could she'do? Wben I saw
the question spelled pounds to ber-for
the village is so quiet no one ever cornes
bere-I arranged to take rooms at the
opposite end of the inn, eat my meals
at the rectory, and keep out of your way
as much as possible. You were flot to
knowý of my existence but of course
you bad to corne biundering along and
spoil the play just when it was getting
interesting. And," she continued, "had
you known my namne the villagers could
have told you wbere I live. Then you
would have gone away."

"To think," uttered Kendall, in amaze-
ment, "you have been living under the
sarne roof with me for six weeks, and I
all unconscious of it. Well," witb
vehemence, "I'm not going away, and
the landlady will not lose ber precious
pounds 1"

"Do you know," dernanded Miss Brad-
sbaw, leaning ber chin in ber palms, "do
you know a bird told me you beartily
detest women?

"If I ever get hold of that bird," cried
Kendall,"l-'l wring bis neck! He's
tbe bîggest prevaricator in tbe king-
dom."

Botb lauighed, and f rom that moment
a friendsbip was establisbed wbich lasted
the remainder of the summer.

In their conversations the man and
woman often spoke of London, Liver-
pool, Oxford, Windsor, the Isle of
Wight, with aIl of wbkbh Miss Brad-
sbaw was thorougbly farniliar. Some-
times, too, she spoke of Paris, Romie,
New York, and Kendall soon learned'
that she had traveled even more ex-
tensively than bc. One thing lie noted,
she neyer mentioned ber borne or ber
relatives.

"There t" she cried. "What a mess!
1[might have known I'd drop it"

They were sitting ini the ingie-nook
beside a blazlng pile of iogs one rainy
evening in late August, and Miss Brad-
shaw was stitcbing away on a tbing she
called a "jabot," while Kendall read to
lier from Carlyle. The "it" referred to
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