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mnd by Bateson thrusting a picture
postcard under my nose..la a neat wo-
Îman sband was written this somewhat
cryptic message:

"Hemlock Cove, Juiy Mt.
"Cousin Charlie-The person alluded

te arrived yesterday and took aut'
first floor front. He doesn't even know
of my existence yet,' though we sit at
the samne table. Going to b. difficuit
work 1 feer. Madge."1

"She was game 1" ehuckled-Batoson in
explanation. "'Thought it would b.
heaps of fun. She'. going te send me a
dadly report."

And the next day there was another
card. It said: "Very littie progress. I
dropped my handicerchief right in front
of him and the brute pretended not te,
notice, se I had te retrieve it myseif. I
think he's horrid."1

1The next message was almost as dis-
eoiaing. It read: "Wcnt eut boating

intebay alone last evening and drop-
ped an oar-purpesely. Tien I called
'help, help!' at tihe top of my lungs, but
that ereature (wlio Sas sitting on a log
on the- shore) merci y rose and walked
on a few paces. I caldaan He stop-

pelookëdl listcned, -and 'passed by on
theother si4e!' On. of the boys towcd
me in. H.' has nice eyes-Mr. J. I
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mean. Too bad lie aiways weares ucli
a gloomy expression."

A. day or two intervened and then
Charlie received another message:

"We have made a start!l Mr. J. asked
me to pass the 'butter this morning at
breakfast."

"Therre coming along like a house
on ire,' 1 remarked sarcastically.

'«Oh, leave it te Madge," rejoined
Bateson, chcerflily. "Whati that girl
can't do isn't 'wrth doing."

And, as if to reward and justify hie
faith, the next report ran thus:

"Mr. J. remarked to me-on bis own
initiative, mind you !- that this was
going to b. a beautiful day. 1 agreed.
Then he ivent fishing with a copy of
Piutarch'a Lives and a can of fishworms.
1 took my sketching materials and 'wan-
dered up te the bluffs.- We met acci-
dentaily.on.purpose just at sunset and
he told me that his luck had been poor.
Nevertheiess, lie did not look greatiy
cast down. 1 wonder why!"

"Poor Janes!" sighed Charlie, in mock
pity. "He's knee.deep already and does-
»*t knew it."

Mali(Id's next card said: '<Rained te-
day. Mr. J. read Browning's Ring and
Book to me ail morning on the piazza.
In the afternoon lie askcd me to play
chess with him ini the living- room Iby
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the fire. He became se profoundiy en-
grossed lie forgot the tea hour.. So did
1. P.S.-Hpe certainly lias nice eyes."

"Look out, Bateson," 1 said. shaking
my liead. "This affair may get beyond
you and your cousin. You'd better
wrife and tell lier not te let it go tee
far. Thc ire ef love when once
lighted

"Tee far ? With Iiim 9I'd like te sco
that salamander in se far 'he'd forget
lis own name! I owe it te Min for tho~
times he's sneered at Me and my 'sus-
ceptibiity, ' as lie ealls it. Ne sir! Let
the good verk go oit."

The next report did net serve to case
my mind either: '*Mr. J. U~ writing 4o
asic for another wveek or tci: days. $avs
the air up here is doing him 'iorlds of
good. I tried to propose last niglit but
my tongue clove te the roof of miy
mouth. Somehiow-well I don't think
l'Il ever be able te! 1)o put iu a good
werd for him with the chef, Charlie
dear."

The chef, who liked old wvorkhorse
Janes immensely, readily granted 1dm
extra leave, and then, niost iiniaccount-
abiy, Madge's posteard message,; abrupt-
ly ccased. Charlie bewailcd lber fiekie-
fiess and lack of interest, while I felt re-
Iieved, and the days passed until niy
own hoi ays came due. 1 decided te

take a run up te Hcmlock Ceve myseif.
I am very fend ef canoeing.

As we docked on a warm Juiy alter-
noon, 1 cast a giance about among -the
assembied campers and touriste who liad.
corne down te the littie wliarf for the
only real excitement the day provided.-
the steamcr's arrivai. I don?'knew just
what I expected te sec. Perhaps in the
back of my mind there had been a no-
tien that Janes and Madgc wouid lic
there. But they were flot.

I found Mrs. Bradley's luxurieus littie
sumimer liotel and teok a room. Then I
strollcd deovn te the bbach,-and wandcred
aionig the fringe of pine ivoodA for a dis-
tance of severai hundrcd yards. I was
in searcli of a good canoe an4 finally,
after a short negotiation wvith f lie oid
man: up at the 'Point,' I secuired onle and
Nvas about, to pusli out luto the bay
irblen a. girl ini a white skirt and a redj
and black stripcd blazer rounded the
cliff. One glance at lier convinced me
that it %vas none offlier than Miss
Allison. Hadn't Clharlie called lier a
pippin? And Charles was a connoisseur
%vliere feminine lov'eliness i. concerned!

1 sprang out of the canoe and pro-
ceeded across the strip of sand to meet
lier.

"Miss Allison ?" 1 queried, doffing my
panama.

She looked at nie and smiled, but in a
puzzled way. "I'm in the saine bank as
your cousin Charlie Bateson," 1 cx-
J)lained. "My name is Bert Living-
stone."

"Oh!" she exclaimed, "I've heard
('barlie spcak of yeu." We shook
bands.

"Er-I say, you know, wlbat have yen
<loue with poor old Janes? Ras lie
gone the limit ?" 1 enquired, as we pur.
Siued the path up the hli.

She stopped, looked sharply at me,
and lauglbed ini a wvay that -%vas good
to sec.

"So ye know? Charlie teld you ?"
"edid. H1e lias shown. me ahl these

daily reports, andi we've enjoyed the
littie farce immeuselv, thougli I confess
I became somewvhat uueasy after yeu
had' twice mentioned Janes' eyes. 1
thiought-er-that is-"

"You thouglit I was in danger of -
CI'ell you see," I hastened to explain,

"the joke i-as te bc on him, net you!
And I was afraid perlhaps it miglit turn
out tIe other ivay. Pardon myblunt-
iness."

"Oh I pardon everytlîing. Fnm feeling
a"wfuliy like a guardian angel thesedays. y heart i. brmming over mith
satiactionn peace and pride. You
sec 've just consummated a great coup.
-anýd idn't know it!"I

I loeod at lier, thoroughly mystified.
"You know," she resumed, "Mr. Janes

and I were getting along together about
as rapîdly as a pair of lifelong enemies.
Tien eue day I liappened te mention-
a name."

"A name'?" 1 ,'echoed, as she pauscd.
"Whose name ?"'

"The name of my best girl fricnd,
Isobel Emerson. I just happened te re-
mark that she îvould be here in a day
or two. It wnas at Iunýheen., Mr. Janes
«lauced sharply and ~rly >at me. A
duli red climbed up bis cheekEý and lie
looked as though lie wanted to say some-
thing. But lic closed lis lips tighly
and looked downv at biis plate."

"And îvho is this Miss Emerson?" 1
asked.

"She's a girl lie met in the West five
years age. Thiey loved and quarrelled
and separated. She gave him back li.
ring and lie w-ent to anether town and
eventually came East. But don't imag-
ine I learned aIl this at once. I con-
tri-ed te mention bier name again in lis
presence. It-was the day lie liad gene
fishing and cauglit nothing. You will
receileet fIat it was just after this lie
ivrote for an extension of holiday.."

"I sbouild biave imaginied he'd want te
lice," 1 said. "fle's suél a woman-hater."

'l think these years must have tauglit
him a fe-w thiugs. A't any rate, hie
stayed rigbt oit, and stuck te me closer
than a bî'otlier. AnYwav ftle quarrel
tbey had ivas stieb a ,ilyvone. 1sob)
told me sometlîing of it. You see 1'M
engaged te' lier birotlier Tom."

Miss Allison bhîihed clîarmingly, and
stooped te pluck, a daisv.

"Ali!" 1 observed. ."And didn't yeu
f ccl a prick of conîscience ?"

"Oh Tom îven't care. I'm. gei ta
make him a full confession wlcn I see
him. He's comingr next weck."«
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