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aIl." Rer face reddened perceptibly as
slîe spoke.*

"You are botb of you a year olden and
wiser," said the widow, tboughtfully;
"I hope you bave Içarned how wrouîg it
is to irritate a man needlessly. M,V
I neyer irritated Cutler in ahl my life.
Men don't understand it, and it just
inakes trouble."

'Here cornes Mn. Clovertop. l'Il ask
bin. 1He always knows about aIl the
iîewcomres?"

"For pity's sake don't ask liminî i,"
said Mrs. Cutler, picking up ber letters
and going upstairs. "H1e is for even
chattering about notbing."1

"The top of the rnorning to you, Misst
Alice," carne the greeting frorn Mr. Clov-e

ertop effusii-ely. "IIlow fresh you lok
after your morning dip. Did you cver
see such a fine mornmng? 1 neyer saw
a place I liked 80 much as t bis. So
fashioliable afready, and only been on
the go three or four years at that. Why,
one meets such a gay crowd. Wbo do
you suppose bas blown along this morn-
ing? But there, you don't know bun.
H1e bas been gone since before you were
born I should think.ý Most cbarrning
mnan I ever met, and very ricb at that.
Made bis'money in the tea trade 1 tbink;
or, liold on, I believe it was at some big
silver mines. Anyway it don't matter
about tbat. He bas traveiled abroad for
years; been to Africa and Australia,
and they say be bad charge in some
diplomatie affair in China onc. You
really must meet birn, Miss Alice. l'Il
manage an introduction. Likely be wil.
be bere ail summer. Oh you'll becbarrn-
ed with him, I'm sure you will."

\litdoes lie look iikt, " asked Miiss

-0là. perfeetlv elegant, yoit k,-îow," re-
plied~ Mr. Clovertop. iRather above
niddle hieight, and a highter weight man
t han 1 arn, but graceful as a greyhound.
Wears a heav-y beard, liair a littie gray,
eyes hitie. Looked like an English armýy
officer somewbat. You understand--
cool, but pleasant mannered. There be
goes now-tbat man over there just
lîghting a cigar. That's Harold Dalton.
Fli introduce ýyou to hirn on the sands
this afternoon. How ià your aunt to-
day! So sory flot to have seen ber.
Give ber my regards, won't you? Good-
bye, 1 must be off. See you again this
afternoon. Tra la."

"Ras that fool gone?" dernanded a
voice from within.

"Yes, Auntie," the girl repiied.
"Then corne ini and eat your dinner,"

and Alie beard ber aunt draw a chair
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Whom Didi She Love
Written for The Western Home Monthly by 'Brenda E. Dow

H AT a very attractive young
iLW ilady!" said Mr. Harold Dalton
ILYIto bimself; "and wbat a wn

derfl reemblnceto
Se sddely topedstroked bis

chîn tnougbtfully, and gazed out toward
the sea as if for inspiration or instruc-
tion.

Resuming bis soliloquy, "These Ameni-
can scenes are full of suggestions of tbe
past, thougb there are great differences.

" Perhaps tbe cbange bas been more in
myself tban in my surroundings. Why,
it is nearly-ycs, quite, nineteen years
since I last stood on tbis spot and

gzed at tbe waves gently breaking oni

bhat headland yonder. A change doeskome over a man during nineteen years
of travel in foreign lands, rubbing

against foreign men. Yes, nineteen
years of adventure, business, pleasure.
The time bas not seemed long, but I
realize tbat I bave changed greatly
Nineteen and twenty are tbirty-nine.
Wby, to a young lady like the one over
there, tripping gaily along, with ligbt
and innocent heurt, I must seem to be
rather well-preserved man of sixty-
sixty years old at 'tbe very least.

Tbat's the way she would describe me
to the man sbe bas given bier beart to.
Well, what matters it bow old 1 arn?
Wben a man bas passed the time of
life whien cupid darts may enter bis
heart, hie rigbt be Metbuselab so far as;
the girls go. But wbile tbe season of
love lasts, tbe love-fines burn sometbing
out of thîe soul tbat neyer grows again.
It is well tbat it sbould be so. t would
be extremely troublesorne to carry a
susceptible beart round the world witb
one for ever. t is not like me to be
even thinking of sucb things; but I sup-
pose tbe memonies tbat dling to tbis
spot are responsible. t was bere tbat
we met, and bere that we panted. Wbat
a diffenent place this was then! A love-
ly cape, srnooth near tbe sea, but rising
into deep nestful woods fartber back;
a few rocky beaillands round wbicb
circled coots and gulîs in great numbers;
and one old farmbouse, standing all
alone, whiere now stands tbat grand new
summer hotel, with its balconies and
'vide verandahs, and elegant ponticos.
What a fine array of cettages and ce-
nient walks and bridges, and bathing
lîouses and pleasure bouts! And wbat
an admirable concourse of well-dnessed

-and pleasantly inclined men and wo-
men! After aIl is said and done, it is
bard to flnd a finer looking crowd aiiy-
where else than eau be found in my own
eountry. I believe 1 would like to live
here for the rest of my days. Yes, lIl
buy a nice little cottage hene at Tbe
Point, and spend my time between bere
and New York. I wonder whetber Alice
is still alive? Perbapa she i%, the
niotiier of a dozenf children by this
tinie." And so biis thougbts ran on, while
lie watelhed the crowded summer resort.
the people at whicb gave bim no concern.

As M.\iss (rover and lier aunt neacbed
the '%terandaIî of their cotlbage aften
tlîeir îîîorniiug walk, Miss Grover asked
lier aiit who Oihe gentleman wvas wvbo
liaitl]ooked at then.

Wliat~lo?". asked Mrs. Cutler

-l~ entleman in the liglît gray suit
and Panaiaîa at; suîely you saw hirn.
He w as ratîjer taîl and thin, very dis-
tiiîgîîisled looking and yet quite simple
and pea.,ait apparently. His eyes and
rhl, iw ere extraordinarily handsome, and
lie wn a heavy beard. Auntie, why in
thle Nw rl-d do y'ou uever look at people.

i1îliink that meni of fonty or flfty
are r t)> mnei nicer than younger

M-1Th lis on1e looks as if lie would be
alî .\ \Itlîiuîk lie niust be somebody.
1lol~ :- sucli an air of nefinement about
hilp.'îid lie is so graceful and manly

i -*--tlat I couldn't belp noticing
liii ire than anvone else this morîî-
îîî%Vho can lie be, Auintie ?"

Wlîat were you saying,
lr "and Aunt Cutler looked up

Il ltter sue had just opened while
i! eelattered on. "Sarah writes

ýi;iîîl red Ferîîton is to saîl on the
'lie won't be here for over a

A Fernion," said tlhe girl quickly.
I amn sure wlîen lie ent awav

r ,xp)eeted him to corne back at
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