
DAVID KENDALL'HOLIDAY
How a Girl Made an Unexpected Ending to Ris Vacation

By MILDRED A. BOTSFORD

T HE littie town of Guilford, in Kent, is probablythe last place that was ever made. At least
David Kendall thought so, and for that very

reason he slected it on the map as bis surmner resort
wlile y et the trees were bare and icy blasts raged
around bis club in St. James' Street. Months ahead
lie engaged the best roomn to be had at the White
Rabbit, the one and only hostelry Guilford can boast
of, with the intention of going tbere as soon as tbe
flrst spring days arrived. But unforseen business
transactions kept Mr. Kendall, very impatient and
altogether testy, in the city through April, through
May, tbrough june; and it was the first of July when
he alighted f rom the railway train at Saybrook and
hired a trap to drive over the hilis to Guilford.

It was a good hour's ride through country unus-
ually dry, so that when Mr. Kendall reacbed the village
lie was a sight to behold. The dust had sifted through
bis travelline coat on the dark suit beneath. His
siioes were hiterally powdered, and his collar looked
dejected. As the trap bowled down the green and
drew up before the White Rabbit it must be adritted
that the new-comner did not present a very prepossess-
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it the White Rabbit, and having a brass knocker, and
other alluring liait for Yankee fisb. They don't seemn
to have nîppéd î it yet. "Anyway," lie chuckled, "ýI
wage, it's good for one season of quiet, undisturbed
by youir everlasting peaches and crearn summer Lgirl"1

The foilowing day Kendall's luggage atrived;
the next hie was busy getting settled in bis new quai ters;
but the tbird afternoon saw bim seated on the ground
beneath an old oak, busily occupied witb bruali and
canvas. He was trying to rrproduce a bit of woods
wtb a gnarled hemalock in the foreground. But it was
dreamy and bot that afternoon. Kendall did not feel
lice working. He leaned back against the oak, idly
toyîng with the grasp and leaves about him.

AUl at once bis fingers toucbed somnething bard,
something that was not a last year's acorn. Tbe
young man, ail attention now,.sat up and examlined
tbelittle object. It was a semi-precious Cte, evid-
ently a lapis lazuli, and must have been set ini a ring.

"I wonder," be. mused curiously,,"wbo its owner
was, and how long it bas been'lying buried amnong the
leaves."

Just then a ray frointlie setting sun flashed in bis
face, reminding hîlm of bis neglected landscape; where-
upon tbe little blue stone was deposited in the deptbs
of its flnder's pocicet, there to repose unthouglit of'
ior many a day.

Kendall liked bis new surroundings-tbere was no
denying that fact. The long listless days offered
plenty of tino for sketching deligbtful bits of sceriery,
for enjoying a favorite book while stretched at ful
length on the sward, or for taking long cross-country
tramps and 'reconnoitring oxpeditions," as ho called
them. These asat proved bis chief amusement.

Early one fine mornirig when be had sojourned
about a week at the inn lie set out on a jaunt throuhb
felds and over low-browed hilîs. The ýlorious air,
the dewy fragrance of the grass made lin feel like
a light-heartod boy once more. Ho leaped the flrst
hodgo that obstructed bis path. Then, remnembering
himself, he turned sheepishly to see if an y one was
lookin,. No one was. The coast lay c3Tar ahead
and Kendall, plunging both bands in bis pocicts and
pulling bis bat down to èlade bis eyes, tramped on
and on, and almost directly into somebcdy in white.

81* had stooped to pick some flowers, but she
straikhtened up as ho bruslied against lier. Instantly
Kendsl's hat was in his hand.

I begyourpardon," lie said gra.vely. "Like
an id t Ier nt ook where I was going'"

"Rater uconentinalmeeting, wasn't i?
she smiled. "But I not take advantage of it; you
may proceed in your recidess course unmolested, sir."
And turning round she began picklng flowers again.
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to try a more favorable spot wben somewbere behindtb ittle peninsula be beard a wonian's voice singingsoftly.
He put down bis pole and listened. The only

words lie could catch now and then sounded like
"Boola. boola."

"Wbatever cn it lie?" lie queried. "Obinese?
indu? "

To put tlie question lieyond ail doubt be weigbed
anchr and rowed round the p ointaof land.- There
to his amazement, seated ini a bat and enjoying the
samnepastime as bimself, was the dairymnaid.

She was leaning forward intent on thie cork wbicb
bobbed up and down w,,ith the ripples. Hearing tbe
dip of Kendall's oara she looked up te find hlm scrutini-
zing ber attentively.

"Do you prefer a profile or full view?" sbe de-
manded playfully. H1e was non-ccmmnittal.

"You look very coinfortalile as you are." Tben
witb a sportsman's disregard of formalities:

"Hlad any luck?"
"No, oly a nibble or two'"
"Neither have 1. Was just about te give up,

but maybo lPU have lietter succes bre." And lie
re-cast bis lune.

1The gilient over ber pole once more and Kendall
forgot bis fisbijng te watch li face.- After a long
intçrval. of silence lie began:

"I hope you didn't mind my intiusion. I beard
a voice in this desolate spot, and 1 wanted to know
the ow-ner of that voice if 1 migbt have the gcod fortune.
My naine is Kendall-David Kendall of Lon-"

Here she held out awarning hand.1'SI. Ho's wondering 'ahether te bite or notl"
Thero was a vory perceptible tug on the cork,

and the young womnan, quick as a flash, swung the lino
aloft disclosing a good-sized. trout floundering about

and la ng wtelon its captor.
and l igwatdyoumust have dbaxioed hlm, Circet"

cried Kendallwvithadmnirationi.
The &irl cauglit the flali in ber hand.
"lIt îsn't burt, thank goodnessl" ahe replied;

and unfastoning the hcok from its gifla she slippod it
into the lake.

111 hate te sec thon struggle so," she oxplainod.
lt was a fine one, though," deplorod Kendall.

".It must bave been the one that bit on my bock just
now.".

"O0h, no."
1 Why not?"
'The one you NEARLY caught was Over s50 mucbi

larger than this, you know." she hantered.
,KendalIl augbed.
"GCoing to try for another?"
She glanced at the clouds.
"No, 1 think l'il go back now. Look, we're

goin g te have a rousing thunder-storin directly."
They rowed ashore, and as Kondall hdlped lier

beach ber boat lie felt a raindrop on bis check.
"Coino, wo mnust hurry!"
"WE mnust hurry?"
" Yea. Hore, take iny rulboer coat,"
"No." She pushed hon away laughing nervously.

"I'm going te the-'n going te run bome-alone,
and I want you te stay hero tili I've beonl gone five
minutes."

"Bocatîse 1 asic it."
"Well thon, good-bye, Circe,"' offeiing bis hand.
She would not take it, thougl slie smniled.
"Good-bye, Mr. David Kendal-of London!"

she cailed over ber shouldor as she darted fro ihm
and was soon loat te sight amnong the trees.
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