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to call aga.in to-day, and bring a friend. You must
come, man.’

“Well, circumstances alter cases, and T'll see abont
it.” .

As he said this, Rollo Thorndyke, who, durmg the
preceding colloguy, had been busily engaged, with one ="
knee in the snow, lacing on his webbed sandals, shookm’-
himself like a young polar bear and looked 1nqulslt1vety
at his companion. The two then laughed and clasped
bands.

Rollo Thorndyke was a glorious specimeg of budd-
ing manhood—six feet one in his stoekings, s¥tmight as
a dart, with deep blue eyes, cheeks like roses, chestnut
‘Thair closely curled, the shoulders of an Atlas, legs like
pillars, clean shaven withal, and not an ounce of super-
fluous flesh about him. He stood there, the model
of the Isthmian athlete. No exaggeration, reader.
The same Rollo walks the streets of Montreal t&ﬁé‘,
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- a trifle older than when I thuslimn him, but stilt*
form and feature, a king of men. &y
Laclede Austen, was not exactly the opposite, but E
[ - quite unlike, nevertheless. Of slighter build and ;
lower stature, he had dark eyes and hair and a beautiful :
mouth. Although an‘active member of this and other
clubs, he was evidently much more of an in-door man P
than his companion. e man
Their little conversation was  scarcely angledjiiE i
y gebasiied, and the men fell £
and they were all off, with
WWihoing galt and peculiar rolling of the hips
which is characteristic of snowshoers. The march was
slow enough within the city, the men reserving their



