Ryders’ week-end when Bob Harmon was
~a member of the party. Everybody knows
that. Bob Harmon was desperately in
love with her, and that he said he never
would give her up until she was married
to Dick. No man wants his girl skylark-
ing with a man like Harmon.”
. ‘Oh, indeed,” said Miss Bennett hotly

‘ .

Well, when people think they know so
well what is good for other people, and
the other people know they are perfectly
competent to take care of themselves,
and the people keep restricting the other
people’s liberty by their silly, offensive,
and unmanly jealousy, and the other peo-
ple are as patient, forbearing, and decent
as th?y can be—and still other people
keep interfering with the people and the
other people—it’s about time, 1 say, for
the people to break their engagement
with the other people.”

With a corrugated brow Mr. Ardsley
considered this for an instant. Then he
roared. ‘“What's the answer?’’ he asked
finally.

She turned from him with a movement
full of the rage that she was trying to
repress. “It's not necessary for me to
say again, I hope, that 1 absolutely de-
cline the honor of your acquaintance.”

His face grew serious. ‘‘Certainly not!”’

e said with emphasis. Lifting his hat

e strode down the car to a seat in the
corner, There, hunched against the win-
dow, he stared out at the approaching
scenery.

E gale had by no means gone down—
rather it had increased. The car was
going at top speed. It bounced up and
own the tracks, jerked around corners,
and seemed occasionally to vault the
Crossings. Doors rattled and windows
Shook_ Miss Bennett and Mr. Ardsley
continued to occupy it in frigid silence
and isolation. Because of his superior
weight, he was able to present a dignified
appearance, but the girl was thrown back
y and forth in her seat. The fresh country
slid by like a moving-picture show. The
trees, mere green blurs, marched with the
flying car. The hills seemed to be playing
a dizzy game that confused the back-
ground,

Suddenly Ardsley jumped. “I think
I Ought to tell you, Miss Bennett,” he
called over the hubbub, “that I'm going
out to the Riverview House in Concord
to meet Dick Yerrington. He came on
unexpectedly for a day or two and he
invited me out for a game of golf. 1
'glought you might wish to avoid him.

Il do my best to keep him away from the
Places t you're going if you'll only
tell me where they are. What's the
matter?”

Miss Bennett was staring at him,
‘?ﬂghted,. her eyes big with excitement
Ol some kind, her soft lips parted. “‘Oh,
h I. Ardsley,” she exclaimed.

.ad, lOSt' all its chill. It was sheerly a
8irl's voice, low, tremulous, appealing.
e left his place in the corner and took
tﬁaseat again at her side. *‘Tell me what's
€ matter,” he commanded.
d Oh, Mr. Ardsley, it's too perfectly
readful for any words. Listen, I am
gomng to the Riverview House, myself, to
meet Rhoda. There was a note from her
tw ?ll'tmg for me when I got back from-town,
: he m% me that she was only going to be
ere for a day and a night and begging
me to come fo her as soon as possible.
. i_we must keep them apart! You can’t
: tﬁa 1ze how embarrassing it would be if
€y met. I know they haven’t laid eyes
on each other for six months.”
- IWhat shall we do?”’ he asked, immedi-
EK sympathetic,
€ considered the question, her lids
0‘(:Wncast, reverie lying like a shadow
- oper her face, “Oh, I'll tell you.” Her
by, d(:ie look bloomed in the smile of her
" and %n triumph. “I'll pretend to be sick
o em{;l make Rhoda stay with me eve
P minute. Not that it will be har,,
anyt ¢ s such a devoled dear when there’s
able tlng wrong. I'll pretend not to be
Ehave ‘;’_ go downstairs to eat, and we'll
room mner and breakfast served in our
o thThen I'll get her home to my
1 vo ke first thing to-morrow morning.
“‘after U keep Mr. Yerrington away all the
est oo, g"lﬁmg_—t.here isn't t,I;Ae slight-

““ v of their 3
-¥ou don’t think it would be desirable

Her voice .

for them to er—er see each other,” he
said tentatively.

She stiffened immediately. “Certainly
not. Nothing but pain for them both
could result from such an encounter. Be-
sides there's no knowing what ideas it
might put into their heads. And they’re
the last people in the world who ought
to be allowed to marry. They're not one
least little atom in the world suited to
each other. Don’t you think so?”

“I—I don’t know—I don’t see why
not,” he stuttered weakly.

She gave him a glance of ineffable scorn.
“It would be spiritual suicide.” She
brought the last words out with appalling
distinctness. “Thank you,” she added.

Somehow he felt dismissed.

He arose forlornly and retreated again
to the corner of the car.

HEY had passed through Lexington

and again they plunged into open
country on their way to Concord. He
looked in her direction once or twice, but
she had turned her head and was resting
it against the arm which extended over
the back of the seat. He could see the
round of one cheek, over which her eye-
lashes hung, long, shadowy. Her upper
lip protruded a little beyond the lower
one, forcing it into ripples that ended
at the corner of her mouth in a pool of
soft shadow. Even as he slyly studied
her, she jumped to an upright position
and her eyes fixed themselves upon him.
“Oh, Mr. Ardsley!"” she called wildly.

Obediently he arose and walked to her
side.

“I've been thinking about it all. It
occurred to me that maybe Dick Yerring-
ton may have heard that Rhoda was in
Concord, and came out to see her. They
may have met. How can we keep them
apart?”

He shook his head. I don't think so.
He’s been up here for two or three days,
but he didn’t mention her in his letter to
me. Perhaps Miss Wrentham heard that
he was here and—" He stopped over-
powered by the blaze in his companion’s
eyes. ‘I think he would have mentioned
it to me if he expected to see her,” he
ended lamely.

Miss Bennett sighed. “Oh, dear, I am
worried,”" she admitted wistfully.

“Don't worry,” he begged, dropping
his voice until it was full of tenderness.
“I don't think there's any need of that.”

“But—"" she bit her lips and did not
go on. 3 i

“We shall reach the Riverview House
in another moment,”” he warned her.

“Oh!” She arose and walked to the
other side of the car. He followed her,
and, together, they stood, looking out.
The tendrils of her feather played a soft
tattoo on his cheek, but he did not mind
it now. : -

The big colonial hotel came into view.
Two figures—a young man and a young
girl—came rushing down to meet the car.

Miss Bennett began to tremble. She
seized her companion’s arm in a grip that
testified to the development of muscles,
unexpected in a girl. “It's an appoint-
ment,”’ she breathed.

The car stopped: He helped her off.

“Barb—dear—oh, Barb,” the girl cried.
“J'ye got such news for you.” She wasa
little brunette creature, slender, sparkling.

“I know,” Miss Bennett said, “you’re
married to Dick. I’'m so glad, dear; it’s
perfectly lovely. I hope you'll be terribly

)

ppy- A
Then she burst into tears.

MISS BENNETT and Mr. Ardsley
were returning to the city over the
same road that they had taken in the
morning. This time they were in a motor-

car.

It had been a long dag full of pleasant
companionship and the beauty o out-of-
doors. Now they had just come from
seeing the bridal pair off to their honey-
moon. ;

The wind had infused Miss Bennett’s
eyes with a soft brilliancy. It had whipped
into her cheeks a velvety flood of color
that ran from her lashes down to the
shadowy pits at the corners of her mouth.
Her hair, a tangled iridescent mesh, was
a swaying background for all this color.

“We shall be in town in another ten

_ (Continued on page 47)
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Kodak Welcomes Winter

There’s a tang to the air and a zest to the oc-
casion that give life and action to the pictures you
make.

Winter prints contribute prized pages to your
album. ' :

And it’s all easy the Kodak way—and all fun.

Autographic Kodaks $6.50 up

Canadian Kodak Co., Limited, Toronto

Tubes—25¢
Jars—25¢ & 50¢
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GO TO HIGH SCHOOL
IN YOUR OWN HOME!

Secure your Matriculation—the gateway to th fessi h
certificate, or take Commercial training ::d ‘;it y:;r:e:k’:;:n;r::e‘s:::il::yf

Short Story Writing brings quick returns, while Civil Service training
?ﬂm the way to _a_permanent Government position.  Ask for a copy of
- E %ffﬁilgl mn%OR‘lv(IEg;’ gﬁgiEeNs the world famous Pelman training.
Beilie TADIAN NCE COLLEGE, Dept. “E.W.” York

“CANADA’S OLDEST CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE”’




