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observed she was she remained silent and up-

right as an Indian while the canoe slipped

gently toward the shore. Presently it cush-

ioned its nose in the velvety sand. She rose

silently from her seat, and stole on moccasined

tip-toes along the stones until she could have

touched his hair with her fingers. But her

eyes fell over his shoulder on the papers before

him.
"Always at your studies," she cried, as he

sprang eagerly to his feet. "You must be .seek-

ing a professorship. But I suppose you have

to be always brushing up," she continued,

banteringly. "Your oldest pupil must be—let

me see—not less than eight.''"

He smothered her banter with his affection,

but she stole the map from his fingers.

"I declare, if it isn't Manitoba ! What next?

Siberia or Patagonia ? I thought you were still

in the Eastern Townships."

"So I am—in school. But out of school I

am spending a good deal of my time in Mani-

toba, Mary."
She caught a grave note in his voice as he

said her name. Seizing his cheeks between her

hands she turned his face to her. "Answer me,

John Harris. You are not thinking of going

to Manitoba !"

"Suppose I say I am.''"

"Then I am going too
!"

"Mary!"
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