
Winnheg, 'July, 1914. The western H m1 onthly
«Or sny1where," he said ero hatically. When she stumbled down the rocks
"'Ay, and she wull be lt adlawted by again, looking first along the shore, shie

lafî. He'. richt daft ower them a', for- saw hinm, drenched, cling te the outer..
Iyethe bairns, the ducks and chiekens." most rock, knee-deep in water, bis eyes
àjm~ost unconsciously she had fallen into flxed steadily on a bwk object rising an&
)&W Camebell's way of speech . falling with the frothy wae.

"6You have the 'gif t of tongues, Beat- li agtt~p rmbr iu.
doe% d > bsnl. removmg hie gaze. She could' look no

'q3ein~ a Latin teacher-why lot?" more; but cevered hier face and heard
llediâ not start, a s s wialied hii te hlm throw the rope again and again

do; only leaned forward with an unbe- shouting above the waves, in GaeUc an
Ileving smile. h in English, "Rop- there--catch!"

"YuaLatin teacher!"le scoffed. Presently, with av'erted face, she helped
"Yes, Mr. John," she cried, with a hixn pull ashore thée body of a fisherman.

touch of temper, "Oh, 1 haven't degrees He had managed te, twist and knot the
and letters and thingB like yourg; but you rope about himself, but now Iay motion-
neyer se much as asked me whether I leus on the shijgle.
knew Latin!" ."Io he-?" she asked.

"cNo,"* said he, slowly, 'II didn't thinlc "Stunned-cut a bit on the head;,
jt an important or mnterStmg question." rock perhap-or mn the wreck. It's the

"cIt is te vou,"l she flashed. Precentor,"1 said Hrig
"That's differýent." "A-hi" she beahd And then they
iOý-hi" eue exclaimed in heipless anger. ored toether until the fisherinan was
"1111 reconstruct my ideas, and bn able, with their assstance, te saRrte

te look upen- you as veryr wse-" e the house. Oiily ônce did they e='
tegan speech while she was helpmng hlmi bind -

,'Don't tease" she said. bis handkerchicf about theocut bead. 1
"Anm I teasLig?" He laid bis hand "'How did you get se. wet? Did you1

rtly on ber .wrist, looking down into swim oub?"A
Hec glance wavered away, and fel

upon bis forehead. Foolishly she.began
te mark how the flpe, brown hair was
wearing thin and gray at the temples;
and se domng, fergot te, answer.,

% ydi&-you cerne over here thie'
summer?" hie demanded, irrelevantly.'

"I111was dre&Ifully bored, and Mrs.
Campbeli's miece, whom I knew ini New
York, told me about this place. I wanted
te get away from everybodyl"

"Exactly. Se did I. ndw fon
"sl other. What a pity1" aaid he

gravely; and she had ne reply.
,You are going back?"

'Cvery."
"To teaci' Latin?"
"Ini a boarding-scheol.".
'Tou like it?"
"H11ate it!",
"Then why-?"
"One must live, said she, and devel-

oped littie limes about the meuti'.
"If things were different," said hie, Hie nodded, "No use."

quietly, "and I intended te marry--as I Later, Beatrice peeped through the
do nt-I might telYo11 about a certain half-epen ball-door into the lighted -itting-
heuse in Lendon, whlch bas only begun room~. She saw the precentoxbadaed
lately te think that it needs a mistresa." and swathed in blneèt, bu h o-

"What foolery!" she exclaimed, trying sephical; saw goed Mrs., Campbell busy
te withdraw hier wrist. with botties and glassea and a steamin

"0f course. That is why I didn't say kettie; saw, in front of the fire, Hardin
t. tenAt1P (ishelPPle(l cheerful. rA mqiD o

'Tour point of view is," said she with
a slight quaver, "that nothing in life
amounts to mucli, except Latin editions"
She would net let him interrupt, but con-
tinued, " If they are se all-abserbing and
a'l-important, I think I shail go in for
tem myef-if I know eneugh.""qll 1eek yeu up seme nicç, dry chroji-ides. h!il1 ?"ý said he, with a chucide.
"Thank you-I may get te be a pro-

fesser myseif, seme dar,' said she, risingl.
"That wiil be jolly,'ý he assented; and

as she reached the deor he spoke her

"Do you suppose the precentor and
bis wif e speculate about what is worth
while?"

"No. They only quarrel-when he's
bad a drappie-and she's just home, wet
from the cockle-gathering, and the fiai'
are ne cooked-whateffer," said she,
grimly, and went eut into the twilight,
new clear but windy.

Rie came eut at once, and stood by ber
on the step. Mer hnir and cape blew
fiercelv about lier. "I'm geing te the
shore" said she.

"Sieady! 1*11 have te cerne te keep
yeu f rom keeling over.",

No more was said until they found
shelter beneati' an overhanging rock.
The breakers thundered just below, with
an eccasional swish of spray past them.

"Dear," said lie, suddenly, "we don't
know how te live-you and IV"

"Does anybody?" she began; but he
sprang te lis feet, his whole attention
gîven te the sea.

She, t.urning with him, saw a fishing-
boat I'ounding the peint of rock opposite
thein in a lit tie bay. It was driving
swiftly shorewvard; and the next moment
Beatrice elosed her eyes, faint, for the
disaster had happened.

Hlarding clutched ber arm.
" Mrs. Camphell-a rope-run t" said

he, 8hàrply, tearing off bis ceat.

conversation. came eut te bher.
"This one ef your 'fine days,' Peter?"

Harding aaked.
"Dear, dear," said the fishermian, the

weather's no se bad, whateffer; ii wull
be the rope-ahe wllbc getting away
from the sail."

'Tou were a foel te set eut," saad the
other bluntly.

«h;storm it was ofer when I set
eut, and my wumman-eahe wull be
gretig aye-" lie stopped and pulled
bis beard distreeafully; and at this point
Beatrice. slipped away.

Harding, going upatairs a littie later te
change bis clehes, feimd lier in a heap
on the dusky landing.

"Wbat are yeu doing here?" he de-
manded.

t«Wsiting for you," she maid, humbly.ci was 'wron.Thne precentor knows."y
gHow te Jve? Other people meglt

leart-if they tried," he obeierved.
"Do you knmow yeur bit tesson?" she

asked, smiing a litie. "Say it, and Fil

"llatin i. good, Beatrice, 'but;Iovè?"
better-anud best is-is you!"

She sipped away te, a second landin,'
and leanmng ever-he could sSe ber hair
soi tly outlined againat the light of an open
door-caled down, balf under lier breath.

"You are wrong, John. lâatin je only
incidentai and lv-oe-oei. very

weil but test isn't I-it&s--it'a o!
Ithis way began a new chapter in the

lives of John and Beatrice Harding; evea
though, as te, wooing-yeu see, there waas
none.

FeIIow 8uffearm

As the commuter who- élws&ts boqide d
~,the train at Paradise is seâted himeel,
he was cousclous that the young mpro next
bii looked at him with Ome curiosty as
.Ahey, exchanged .good-morings. 'Fethe

firat few minutes neither one spoke. Then.
the yeung man broiçe the ice. 'Tou have
a délicte throi~, I se e," he uaid commis-
eratixig ly." used to, be bothered that
~,e emue hesitated. There wua

pomethingta 'ut hies eatriàte whieh W.
vited confidee.

"«Haveeyu béëùi marrleW lng" i
aaked w happent irrelevarice.

",Not snoer,»admitted the. Young.

The commuter cautiouly looesWIthe baidagew i hie: tbroaetda<t
toward hi.cam -aon, displayedan

lokn polka-dotted tie.
Ilevebeen maniedhu.thmn

he muttered, "and ahi gave me m

hIe hand of bis, aeatmate graqmed hà
in a cordil, sympethe Ip.'I thougbi se,' ho aaid. -t..'m -s4y
yeer since I had My attak cfd,ýbi)e
trouble."

Anew socialmanor a1%an eld one lias heen inveu$ed l>y,
se fthe. Waingtiéý

'a'

IT1'S GREAT
IO0c. per uni lOc.


