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An Unconventional Confidence
Pr.oof That it is, Not Well to Make Rash Vow

SBy L. M. MONT'GOMERY

THE Girl in Black-and-yellow ran rantically
down the grey road under the piv,:ýs. There
was nobady ta see her, but she wauld have
run if ahl Halifax had been laoking au.

For had sbe not on tbe loveliest new bat-a "crea-
tion" in yellow chiffon with big black clioux-and
a dress ta match? And was there flot a shower
caming straight from the bills across the barbour?

Down at the end of the long, resinous avenue the
Girl saw the shore road, with the pavilion shutting
out the view of the barbour's moutb. Below zbe
pavilion, clean-shaven George's Island guarded the
tawn like a sturdy bull-dog, and beyond it were the
wooded hilîs, already lost in a mist of ramn.,

"Oh, I shall be tao late," moaned the girl. But
she beld ber bat steady with one band, and
ran an. Tf she cauld anly reacb the pavilion
ini time! It was a neck-and-neck race between
the ramn and the Girl, but the Girl won. Just
as she flew out upon the shore road, a tail
Young Mani came pelting down the latter, and
tliey bath dashed up thc steps of the pavilian
tagether, as the ramn swoaped down upon tbemn
and blotted George's Island and the smakyý
tawn and the purple banks of the Eastern
Passage fram view.

The pavilion was small at tbe best of times,
and just now the raîn was beating into it an
twa sides, leaving only one dry corner. Into
this the Girl moved. 'She was flusbed and
triumpbant. The Young Man thouglit that in
all bis Mie lie bad neyer seen aniyone s0 pretty.

"Imsa glad I didn't get my bat wet," said
the Girl, breatblessly, as she straigbtened it
witb a careful hand, and wondered if shie
looked very blown and blawsy.

"It would have been a pity," admitted the
Young Man. "It is a very pretty bat."

"Pretty 1" The Girl looked the scorn bert
vaice expressed. "Aniyone cari have a pretty
hat. Our cook bas one. This is a creation."

"0f course," said the Young Man, humbly.
I ouglit to have known. But T arn very

stuipid."
"Well, I suppose a mere mari couldn't bc

,expected ta understand exactly," said the
Girl, graciously.

She smiled at him in a friendly fashion, and
lie smiled back. The Girl tbought that she
baçl neyer seen sucli lovely brown eyes be-
fore. Hie cauld nat be a Haligonian. Sbe
was sure sbe knew ail the nice youing men
with brown eycs in Halifax.

"Please sit down,"' she said, plaintively.
"I'm tired."

The Yaung Mari smniled again at the idea
of bis sitting down because the Girl was tired.
But he sat down, and so did she, on the only
dry scat to be found.

'Goodness knaws baw long this ramn wiIl
Iast," said the Girl, making herself comfort-
able and picturesque, "but T shahl stay here
until it clears up, if it rains for a week. T
will not have my bat spoiled. I suppose T
shauldn't bave put it on. Beatrix said it was
going to ramn. Beatrix is such a horribly
good prophet. I detest people who are good
prophets, don't yon ?"
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"WelI I just couldn't," said the Girl, with a sigli.
"If anybody had ever tald me that there would be
a football game in Halifax, and that 1 would elect
ta prowl about myself in the park, instead of gaing
ta it, T'd have laughed them ta, scorn. Even Beatrix
would neyer have dared ta praphesy that. But you
sc it bas bappened. I was too crumpled up in My
mind ta care about football to-day. I had ta came
here and have it out wîth myself. That is why I
put on my bat. T thought, perhaps, T migbt get
through with my mental gymnastics in time ta go,-
ta the game af terwards. But I didn't. It is just
maddening, toa. T got this bat and dress an purpose
ta, wear it. They're black and yellow, you see-the
Dalhousie colaurs. It was my own idea. T was

Girl sighed. Then sbe started to tell ber story.
"I have reached that point where 1 must have

co)nfidant, or go crazy. Once 1 could tell things
Beatrix. That was before she got engaged. No
she tells everything to him. There is no eartb
way of preventing ber. I've tried them ail. <
nowadays, when I get into trouble, I tell it aut lot
to myseif in the glass. It's a relief, yau know. BI
that is no good now. I want ta tell it to someboc
who can say things back. Will you promise to, si
tbings back ?"

The Young Man assured ber that lie would, whE
the proper trne came.

"Very well. But please don't look at me whi
J'mi telling yau. I be sure to blush in place
\Vhen Beatrix wants to be particularly aggravatir
she says I have lost the art of blushing. But tht;
is only ber way of putting it, you know. Soni
tinies I blush dreadfully."

The Young Mari dragged bis eyes from the fa(
under tbe black and yellow bat, and fastened the:
on a crooked pine tree that hung out over the bani'

"Well," began the Girl, "the roat of tbe who
trouble is simply this. Tbere is a young ma
in England. I always think of binu as tC
Creature. He is the son of a mani who W,
f atber's especial crony in ,boyhood, befox
father emigrated ta Canada. Worse tban tha
lie cornes of a family which bas cantracted
vile habit of marrying inta our family.
,Eas corne down through the ages so long thiý
it has become chronic. Father left most
his musty traditions in England, buth
brouglit this pet one with bim. He and h:
friend agreed that the latter's son shaul
marry one of father's daugliters. It ouglit f
have been Beatrix-she is the eldest. Bt,
B eatrix had a pug nase, Sa father settled o

~me. Prom my earliest recollectian I bave bee
given ta understand that just as soon as
grew up there would be a ready-made liui
band imported from England for me. I w,-
doomed ta it from my cradle. Now," sai
the Girl, with a tragic gesture, "I ask yol
could anytbing be mare hopelessly, appalling]
stupid and devaid of romance than that ?"

The Young Man shoak bis head, but di
niot look at ber.

"Tt's pretty bad," lie admitted.
"Yau see," said- the Girl, pathetically, "

sbadow of it bas beeni over my whole if e.
course, wlien T was a very little girl T did
mind it s0 much. Tt was sncb a lon g way
and lots of tbings might happen. Thie Cr
ture miglit ruin away with some other girl-
T miglit bave the smnallpax-or Beatrix's ni
miglit be straight whien shte grew np. And
Beatrix's nase were straiglit she'd be a gr
deal prettier titani 1 amn. But nathing
happen-and ber naose is puggier than ev
Then when T grew up things were borrid.
neyer cauld bave a single little bit of f

AdBeatrix hiad sucli a good time I She 1
scores of loyers, ini spite of lier nase. Ta
sure sbe's engaged now-and lie's a bar
f ady littie creature. But lie is ber awn chai
Shie wasn't told that there was a mari in FI
land wbomn she miust marry by ai-d by, wl
lie got sufficiently reconciled ta the idea
camne and ask ber. Oh, it makes me furiain!

"Is-is tbere-anyone else ?" asked
Young Mani, besitatingly.

"Oh, dear, me. Flow could there be? W
you know, 1 couldn't bave the tiniest flirtat:
w,ýitb another mari when I was as good as
gaged ta the Creature. That is' onle of
grievances. Just think how much funI

Hat WetY missed! T used ta rage ta Beatrix about
Drawn by A. Kee1orý. but she would tell me that 1 ouglit ta

thankful ta bave the chance of making si

T coldnt go a god match-the Creatuire is ricli, you knoxv, a
it, feeling as clever. As if 1 cared how clever or rich he i

Beatrix made me sa cross that 1 gave up sayi
e couldn't. It anything, and sulked by myself. Sa tliey thinkI
e Girl smiled. quite reconciled ta it, but l'ni nat."
witb a smile, "He mizlit be verv nice after ail," suLyzested t


