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RESUME.

Peter Ruthberford, a wealtby youn%'Montrealer, visitsan aunit in a small Ontario town. A business communi-
cation takes him to, the pyost office on a night when ahblizzard sweeps tbe town and, conftused by the violenceof the storm, he turns by mistake into the home ofMargaret Manners, whose acquaintance he bas an op-tunity of improving before be'r brother arrives to showhim his way. By a chance circumstance, Peter neglectsto mail a letter of proposai, written to a girl in Mont-real, and later drops it in the, Manners home, where itcornes into Margaret's bands.

CHAPTER Ill.
A COUIJNER-IRRITANT.P ETER ANTHONY RUTHERFORD was the

oldest and only surviving son of Hannibal
Rutherford, the millionaire jeweller, of
Montreal . His father liad been one of the

best type of self-made men, rising by dint of a busi-
ness faculty, littIe short of genîus, from the position
of a subordinate clerk in the employ of Graham &
Wills to -be partner and finally sole owner of the
largest jewellery concern in the 'British Colonies.

Until welI on in middle' life his business career
liad absorbed ail his energies, lie 'had no desire and
no interest apart from it and it is lIîkely tbat this
would bave continued to be the case had lie not, at
a psychological moment met Miss Julie Lacelles, the
daughter of an impoverished French family. Julie
Lacelles had known better things and found the
dead level of tlieir p6verty bard to bear, so that
when the ricli Mr. Rutherford came a-wooing Julie
saw in him the way of escane from the daily
drudgery of the life she bated. They were married,
an~d contrary to many prognostications, the marriage
turned out weil, for Hannibal Rutberford's love was
deep and Julie was hiappy and content. 0f this
prosaic but satisfactory union two sons and one
daugliter were born, the younger boy dying in in-fancy, the older living to becomne bis father's idol,
and, in the course of tiine, bis heir.

So it was that at the age of five-and-twenty Peter
Anthony Rutherford lield no unenviable position.
The responsibility of wealth lay but lightly upon bisshoulders, for, though he had inherited a fairly
large portion of his father's business ability, he-was far from suspecting the fact, his ambition being
to win lame as a writer of books. While still at-
tending bis classes at McGill University the' inevit-
able bappened and the pursuit of literature gave
way for a time to the pursuit of love-Peter becomn-ing madly enamoured of Miss Edythe Blythe, a
young persan of considerable attractions. Had Miss
Blythe been conscious of Pettr'q ftý nf 1--~+

not like Miss Sayles and did 'not want anyo
to like lier, Ieast of aIl bis running-mate, and
explained afterward, it was partly in order to
Peter's mmnd that lie had induced him to *try
stimulating speculation. Speculation, provid
stake were large enough, was certain in Gr
mînd to provide a ýpowerful counter-ii
Graham' (the son of Hannibal Rutherford
partner) was a born speculator as his fath
been before him and was neyer quite happy
he was promnoting "a good thing." Let it 1
that, unlike many promoters, lie always bliee
bis good thing and if the thing belied its,
Graham's narne %vas always to lie found in t
of the seriously injured.

A few weeçs before Rlutherford had jou:
to Banbridge to, arrange bis sister's marriage
ment Graham and lie had embarked in an
prise which promised wellboth as an inve*
and as a mind-distractor. Sa rosy had bie(
promise that Rutherford liad plunged som
heavily and had been sobusily engaged in
to recover himself that lie had left Montreal
out havinig definitely proposed to. Miss Sayle
had required the two days of comparative I
and the constant companionship of Mr. Lev<
to bring 'him to the state of mmid necessary I
composing of the letter which, owing ta th
reasonable interference of fate, had neyer beer

When the banging of the door had sht
Margaret's face, and Peter, conducted safeTom Manners, tacked and scudded and f
heavily forward throuigh the snlow, he asked hifruitlessly why lie had not posted that.letter.
aims and ambuitions could surely not have clii
in ýthe few hours which liad elapsed since lie s(
for the post office. The letter from Graham,
shadawing probable large financial loss, could
ly have been a determining factor, for even g
ing the very worst, he was still the proprietor
large and prosperous business wliose profits v
provide bis wife with everything the soul of wi
miglit want. Besides, lie thouglit taa highly of
Sayles to believe that she would ever have
sidered marrying him for bis money alone.
then, had 'lie dropped the letter back again int
overcoat pocket?

The problem was stiil unsolved when, alor
bis roorn. that niglit, lie turned the pockets o:
overcoat inside out and felt fruitlessly arounÉ
lining. The letter was not there! Perhaps it
the coîd thrill of dismay caused by this disco,
and the natural inference that after ail lie must
sîipped it in the post-box with the rest of lis i
which gave the chue to the solution lie was seel
Wlien lie believed that the letter of proposai
actuallv on its wàv ta -NInf-i 1-, L.,-,

ne else Peter supped bis coffee and remember(
as lie wisdom which lie liad thouglit out in the niglit

divert "You're awfuîly kind, Aunt Tane," lie saii
a little 1 think-I'm almost sure ll have ta go to-mo
,ed the is tone, full of genuine regret, pleased Mrs.
aharn's sege but caused lier slirewder husband ta 1h
rritant. quickly. He was quite well aware thiat the's old was not caused by tbe pain of parting from tEr had "Cet the letter you were expecting, Iast: n
unless lie *asked. casually.
)e said "Yes." Peter's tone was uninterested.
ved in "Bad news ?"
epithet "Oh, so-sa."
lie list "'Petler," Mr. Leversege becamne suddenlý

derous with the wi'sdomn of the years, "I bol
rneyed do not alloW .that chap Grahiam ta draw ya
settîe- any of bis wild speculations?"
enter- Peter raised a mild and innocent face.
3trnent "I have no taste for speculation," lie said
-n the ing questioningly, "why sliouldT speculate ?'
ewliat "You sbouldn't," said Leversege coolly. "
trying wliy I was afraid you miglit have been doir
witli- Peter latighed. "By the' way," lie asked,ýs. It chap wlio brouglit me home last niglit seer

eisure good fellow. You know him, don't you ?"
~rse ."Oh yes, we know him." Mrs. Leversege

to the aged toi impart a certain curious empliasis te un- verb which gave the bearer quite clearly ta c, sent, stand that she did nat boast of the knowledge.
[t out e ep;anatin case in point," said ber husha:
ly by e ntoorged "W'lat point?" asked 'Peter vaguely.ms;elf "He is atspeculator. 1 don't know, but 1His ie that lie lias corne somewhat to grief ofinged 1I really don't see, Peter," said Mrs. Leve
!t ont Pîaintively, "liow you' could possibly mistake
fore- bouse for ours. The verandali bas flot been pâ
bard- for years; they have no hardwood floors and
ýrant- woodwork is not oiled. They haven't a fire
of a in the bouse and their furniture is poôr. The r

vould are the same size as ours but I thirlk the appeai
:)mari of a roorn depends so much iupon what is in it,

Misyou ?",
con- Before the eye of Peter's mind the picture

XVby,, of a softly-l1iglited room, a tea-table and a gra
o bis figure pouring tea.

«'I think," hie said gravely, «that the appeai
le in of a room dep)ends entirely upon what it conta
f bis "Now somne people like an almost empty ro
Ithe said Mrs. Leversege. "But 1 don't agree with t
was Empty rooms are Ionly, in my opinion."

very, They are," agreed Peter fervently.
have IJ suppose" (Mrs. Leversege liad no idea,il, she was being apropos) "I suppose you
<ing. Margaret ?"
was How maddenin-. it is ta have a trick of blssh
any Peter glanced'guiîtily at Leversege, wlio was

îain- lookznrg.
ihy? "I met a Miss Manners," lie admitted carele
rlish "Margaret is a nice girl. I like lier and
that sorry for bier. I don't think lier brothçr is

of a comfort."
:'A brother," said Peter, "ouglit to bie a coaf~'And if slie marries that Mr. Klein it's iny

a was


