
The Canftdian Courier

"Did you like my verses?" lie inquired, glancing at
lier furtively from under the fringe of hair.

"0 yes, I neyer liad verses addressed to me before.
That is," with a furious blusli, "if tliey were intended to
be addressed to me."

"0 sure," replied tlieir autlior, complacently. "Whio
else could be described by tliese Ues ? Listen

"A fairly fasliioned fiower
0f tender liue,

Was sown 'neath Fastern, skies,
And tliere it grew."

"But I don't quite see wliat made you tliink you
found me witliering in tlie street, and took me liome to
bloom at your lieartli."

"That's to come," lie said, mysteriously. "I'm
afraid you are not poetic, or you would know thie value
of being ini toucli witli a truly imaginative mimd. By
blooming at my lieartlistone, dear littie flower, you
would know tlie true joys of imagination and propliecy.
1 do flot offer you., sordid silver and gold, to satisfy the
base desires of tlie body. I offer you joys ethereal,
spiritual."

S"I fear this is an honour unto wliicli I was not
boru," cried slie, mnimicking lis mood of poesy.

"You wiil grow into, it," lie said, catching lier liands,
and cornering lier in tlie window-seat. "Do you promise?"

"Wliàt does lie mean ? Promise ? I promise no-
thing," slie cried liotly, wrencliing lierseif free.

Re gylared at lier stupidlv.
"Slie doesn't understand," lie said, excusing lier to

himisell.
."It 18 you wlio do not understand," slie retorted, re-gauhing lier composure. "UJnderstand women, I mean.

If I were you I would study tlim more before I proplie-
sied about wliat tliey would do."

"tYou reject mue!" lie muttered, as if his miouti liadbeen Paralyzed by a slap.
"I didn't sayso."
"What tlieuTl,
"Give me time."
"Tirne ? Hasn't the girl lad a day ?"
"I want a week."1
"Very weil-if we are alive then. A week it is."1
As lie walked away, nursing lis wounded pride, alie

faxicied lie was a sadder and a wiser man.
"Episode numnber one. Not mucli fun. -Hardly wortli

telling Jack, for it wouldn't mnake hinm jealous. I want
soine startling romance. And yet I like the poet-I
thin< I do. Iî neyer knew a real live one before. 0
dear, l'mn perplexed. Maybe by the end of the week, ll
be glad to lave hin pick mne up and bld me bloomn for
him alone."1

That afternoon, as she was doing Winnipeg in the
automobile, Clubs put the question abruptly to lier :
"lias thie poet sent you any verses yet?" She admiitted
that lie liad.

"Rie tells me tliat, at different timnes, lie lias composed
tWelve unpassioned poemns to womien."

"I'mn just thinking."1
"You come from a country of thouglit," lie inocked.

"I am tlie product of action. Ali, well, I don't want to
hurry you ini sucli an important matter. I arn a busy
man and probably shahl not think of this for a week. If
you make up your mind by Sunday, remind me of it.
Beieve me, I shail be pleased."

A great weiglit rolled from lier breast as she refiected
that he would only be displeased if she rejected liim.
She liated to liurt bis feelings ; lie liad so many nice
things.

Little Pork Sausage was not a man of words. H1e
had neyer addressed a remark to tlie lady of bis dreams,
and yet tliere were tliose who tliouglit lis dreams con-
tained a feminine element. Like ail Westerners, lie be-
lieved in action, and cast about for a way to show bis
feelings more potently tlian by empty words.

One day, when the lady boarder was rusliing upstairs
to make lier toilet, slie stumbled upon a buge box of
violets, at the season wlien violets were the impossible
flower in Winnipeg. "So kind of you," slie smiled to
Clubs, when lie admired a few of them in lier dress.
Clubs looked blank, but 'little Pork Sausage looked
radiant ; so by Swift intuition slie ruslied to a conclu-
sion. Thie little meat man's heart was afire ! How tlie
dollars that that box of violets represented, mus *t have
squealed, as lie pulled tiem, tlirough tlie narrow neck of
bis wallet, wliicli neyer before lad opened to sucli trifies.

"You know wliat violets mean?" lie inquired, wlien
she found a cliance to tlianç in.

Slie sliook lier liead,
H1e whisked a little memorandum out of bis pocket,

one page of whicli was devoted to, thie language of
flowers. HIe poiuted and slie read: "Violets-true love."

"Now would you tliink lie was tliat-tlint-tiat
musliy?" slie said, in retailing tlie story to Auntie Per-
kins and the landlady.

Sucli a feeling of exultation liad taken possession of
Hilda Hurd tliat she began to set an exceedingly higli
price upon lier cliarms, as prices run up wlien a formerly
useless article comes into demnand. It piqued lier there-
fore, somnewliat, tliat the telegrapli-pole reimained stolid-
ly indiflerent. Slie liad even condescended to coquette
witli himn, but no ray of mneaning gleamied fromi lis deep
eyes. H1e was very nice ; in fact, she iimagiued fromn
lis meek and quiet spirit tliat lie liad not been long
fromn tlie East. Wlien lie mieutioned a business difficulty,slie sirnply could not resist tlie desire to help hîmn out.

"Won't tlie books balance ?" slie inquired respectfuily,
one niglit, as lie leaned de.jectedly against the mantel.
H1e raised his lids slowly, with a look that said, more
plainly than words, "Flow can sliallow womnan compre-

" But I can lielp you," slie persisted. "I1 arn quick at
figures. "

H1e smiled superciliously. "I've got a liard nut to
crack."

"Well," slie said turnÎig slowly, "I suppose it's no-
thing to me."

is buirnitg eyes detained lier. "Myv problem is
simnply this : How eau two persous be kept on an in-
corne that barely suffices for one?"

"0h !" she cried, witli a look of influite comiprelien-
sion. "There's a womnan in it. Won't slie bave you be-
cause you are not-not ridli? Tlie monkey. l liate


