
[1 Fl El Il

The Canadian Home Journalfor June, 1912

"You tliok she will consent?"
"Con sent ?1 And the prof essor raised bis bushy

eyebrows iu surprise. "WVliy, of course. Yau can
tell bier wc bave settled the matter between us."

David lef t the old man to his books and went off
in searcli of Eve. In spite of the assurance e li àd
received, he was by no mneans certain of the recep-
tion lie wvld get. Eve bad aiways been friendly
and pleasant and bonspitabie, but lie was very doubt-
fi if she had-ever thoughit of himi in the liglit of a
lover. Hle had given her quite a number of hints,
but brigbt and ciever as she was genierally, she
seemued a littie obtuse in samec things. IIad she lived
more in the world she wouild bave discovered bis
intentions weeks ago, but ber secluded life hall
renidered lier quite unlsuispicious of ulterior motives.

Ife found hier in the drawing-roam busy witli
somte ineedlework. Shie rose at once and extended
bier band to liim, She looked very sweet ani win-
somie in lier simple suimmner gowni, and lier greeting
lacked nothing i cordiality.

"it's ail riglit," lie reflected. "I've nothing to
(Io but go alicad and wini."

CHAPTER IL.

TTETs.

BART and Geof decided before taking any defi-B pite action ta pay aniother visit to Rose Villa.
Geoif miglit be wronig in lis diagnosis. 'Bart

couild nat bring himiself to believe that a girl of Eve's
sweetniess and refinemnent would accept a bounder of
the type of David Wiggs. They discuissed tlie matter
again as they ruade their way througli the park in
the direction of Dr. Marsdeni's residenice. Geof
badl received a sbock f rom whicli lie had not quite
recovered, when lis pretty cousin Ethel married an
old rake of sixty-five for a title and a liouse in
Park Lane. If Ethel thouiglt sa littie of herself in
comparisan with position, wliat reason had he for
assuming that Eve would cberish a loftier concep-
tion of thc dignity of ber sex? Geoif talked like a
man of forty who had biad a wide and disappointing
experielice.

"I tell you wliat, Bart," lie said as tbey strolled
slowly aloog under the trees. "Girls don't look at
things as we do. We idealize tliem. 1 don't know
'why we sbouild, but we do; but girls neyer idealize
tbcmiselves;. They look uipon marriage as-well-as
a professon, shahI say. I don't say tliey ail do,
but a good nmany of themn do. Tliey wanit to get
settled, ta bave a liouse of thieir own; and the miost
eligible man-that is the man who lias the Most

istincts. I tell yau, I don't le-
ymare chance than we wonld

hink so.'> Geoif answered. And

"She may. Good beavens! it wiil be a burning
shame if she does."

"I've told you ail along tbat unless Wiggs is
headed off, be'll marry lier as safe as bouses,"

It was on the following morning that Bart
broached tbe subject again. He feit that if he did
not, Geoif would not.' Geuf bad delivered lis ulti-
matum, as it were, and wonld n0w let the, matter
rest. Bart was pouring ont tea. Tbey took it in
turns to preside at the breakfast table.

"Have you tbonglit anything more about the sug-
gestion you made tbe other day, Geof?" lie ques-
tioned, witbout taking is eyes off tbe teapot.

"To wbat suggestion do you refer ?" Geoif ques-
tioned after lie lad emptied lis moutli of toast.

"Really, aid man, I did not know yon were so0
prolific in ideas," Bart laughed.

"You doni't koow me, my friend; ideas and sug-
gestions flow f rom me withont effort and without
end."

"Do lie serions, Geof, for a moment. Il admit
I scouted yonr suggestion tbe otbe.r day, but, rcally
and trnly, I can't think of anytbing better."

"I quite believe you, old man."
"The point is, are you still prepared ta carry it

ont? After aur experience ycsterday 1 scent serions
danger. Mind you, I doni't believe Eve cares for him
an ounce; but wbat excuse bas she for rejecting hlm?
I mean, wbat excuse lias she that wonld weigli witli
ber father?"

"But suppose yn should propose ta lier and she.
sbould accept yon ?"

"That is a proposition that won't hlid water for
a moment, as you know ?"

"I mnean if sIc were willing ta wait."
"It's no use discnssing that. Our business is

to side-track Wiggs, if possible. Are you stili wilI-
ing to carry out yanr own suggestion ?"

"Quite willinig. Mind you, I'm not very hopeful
of results, particuiarly after yesterday's visit to Rose
Villa. But I agrec with yau-we ouglit ta do aur
lest. We shall blame ourselves afterwards if wve
doni't."

"TIen we are agreed at ast. Now let us discuss
details. My own feeling is, there is rio timie ta le
lost. WilI you propose first, or shallI1?"

"Suppose we tass for it?'>
"Agreed." And a penny was spun in the air,

witliout oss of tinie.
The lot feilIta Geoif, and lie pocketed the penny

in silence.
"Wiil yen cail round this afternoon ?" Bart
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lie, but then Geoif regarded Eve witb different f cci-
ings. He did not know that, of course; nobody
know, and be-intended ta keep the secret ta the end,
or until sucli time-

His face briglitened as hope pictured a possible
day when this sweet dream of bis youtli slould bc
realized.

There was a step on the stair at length, the door
was pushed open and Geof, flushed and excited,
came înto the room. Bart ghanced at hlmi witli a
look of apprehension.

"I've done, it," Geof said, flinging bis gloves ino
a corner of tbesofa.

"Yes ?"
*"Sit down, aId man ,and l'Il teil you ail about it."

CHAPTER 111.

TwisTED LavEs

G EOFF took a cigarette from bis case and strudli
a match. It's a qucer world, this, Bart," lie
said with a liard augli.

"Why qucer ?"
"Becanse it's nearhy aiways the unexpectcd that

bappens."
"'TIen you were too late?"
'No, I was just in time."
«'I don't quite nnderstand t"
«I don't quite nndcrstand myseif. t will take

me some time ta sort things out. Anyhow, sbe's
accepted me. Behold in me an engaged mnan."

"Wliat nonsense, Geof 1" And Bart f cît ail the
biood leaving bis face.

"It's the saler truth, anyliaw. Unless I'm drcam-
ing-nnless we bath are. I proposed ta Eve Mars-
den an bour ago, and she accepted me."

"Accepted yon ?" And Bart walkcd across ta thewindow and looked down ino the street. Was it
passible?, Perhaps they were bath dreaming, after
ail. He turoed an his licel suddenly and f aced bis
friend. Geof hgd droppcd ino an easy chair and
was biowing smoke-rings ino the air.

"I cao hardly realise it yet," lie said withont
tnrnîng bis bead, and speaking in iaw, passioniess
tanes. "Lt ail came about so suddeniy. She 13 pretty,
tliongh, Bart, awfnlly pretty. I did flot know that
she cared for mie a bit. 1 don't think fellows ever
properly understand girls; but, rcaily, aid man, she
is ane in a tbousand, she-is indeed. Yon can't ima-
gine liow sweet she is, bow sliy, liow trnsting. I'm
going ta try ta make myscîf worthy of lier, I feit
a brute for a moment or two. You sec, 1 was not
quite prepared for ber confidence. But it is aht
riglit 00W, I feel s-ure it is. A girl like tbat caulid
inake a statue lave lier."

Bart dropped slowiy îioaua easy chair and
rested bis chin îin the boilow of bis hand. The roamr
seemed ta be spinning like a merry-go-rouind at a
fair. Geoff's voice sounded indistinct and f ar away;
lis brain refused ta grasp tbe rcality of ihings; a
niumlness liad crept over hlm f rom liead to foot.

"Then Wiggs had not proposed ta lier ?" lie
fonnd himself asking at length, thougli lie lardiy
recognized his own voice.

s- "WelI, le bad, in a sense, but sIc lad put hm af.id She's în a ratIer tigît place, paar girl, The pro-
te fessor 15 quite gone on Wiggs. I nnderstand there

was somectbing of a scene yestcrday after we ieft.
SIc seemed awfnily grateful ta-day for a way ont
of it."

if "But you can't mnarry her," Bart .erked ont
abruptly.

"She doesn't want ta marry-at ieast, for y cars
ta came. She's awfuliy sensible, is Eve. Pretiy
girls as a mile have not much brains, but she is an
exception. You've no idea how clever she 1."

"Then you think she would not have accepted
iandthefly
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