
CANADIAN COURIER

e's love stories. because you are neyer going
Ive any of your own."
lie sat down again at hier bureau, but the train
ouglit andl the emotions aroused were flot easily
to rest; and as the twiîght déepened round
mernory awoke, and Hilda was liack again in
ýt long since dead, and to all intents and pur-

buried. Her girlliood, lier eager impulsive
o(d, rose before hier; and the days wlien, like
1w omnant worthy of hier namne, sbe had looked

'rd to the fulfilling of lier womanliood, dreamt
Y' dreams of the gifts that lay waiting for lier
e heart of life. And, instead of love, only
iship had b 1een given to lier: bon camaraderie
ace.of that for whicli lier eager young soul
d. She saw it aIl again-the garden, wliose

was silvered witli daîsies; ýthe cedar tree,
against the blue sky of June; in the great lied
otcb roses, whose fragrance came liack to bier
in the twiliglit. And lieside lier tlie man wbo,
ier friend no more. His face was silliouetted
st tlie grey dimness tliat crept about lier roorn:
aw it almost as distinctly as if it liad actually
there; tlie grave, strongly cut face that once
)se far-off days liad been lier world. To play
thie fire -had seemed s0 very easy then; and
adt argued to lierself so speciously that there
10 reason wby a man and a girl sliould not lie
Is, witliout any question of a closer tie between

Oh! lie liad lieen lionest witli lier, tbat man
the strong face and steady eyes. He liad
played witli lier or deceived lier, or led lier

leve that hie meant more tlian lie lionestly did
Tliey were to lie friends-friends only; the

)Id fallacy whicli for succeeding generations
Ledly proves itself a fallacy. But whilst on
in s side it remained friendship-the quiet

ýslip of gZood cornrades--on the giri's side it
to that greater thing lieside which friendship
int nothingness. Poor, impuldsive, eager girl.
sitting in the twilight, wvhilst thie orange bue
front tbe sky, srniled a smile of infinite puty

ier self of long ago-ilie self wlio, at twenty,
iven bier love to a man-wbo wanted none of
0 the womnan wbo looked liack, thie fallacy of
was easy to uinderstand.

ith a toucb of resoluîteness tbat lielonged to
iaracter, Hilda thrust the old memories aside,
Led on the light of lier electric Iamp, drew a
sbeet of paper towards lier, and picked up

5..

~when you were twenty, you had Ar power
a man's love, you certaixily bave no power

i now, youi poor thing," she said decidedly.
repining, write your love stories, and lie
to make yoturself agrecable to-night at Mrs.
iete's 'At borne.' Buck u-p 1"

ýKE puyv on nie, and tell me wlio everyliody
is; remnember, after five years of býinter_-

1 arn alinost a stranger in a strange land."
eaker-tall and spare, witli lironzed, rugged

-nd welI-knit frame-looked down at bis comn-
witli a pair of tbe brightest of bluc eyes and
wliimsical smiie.

Lit, tut," shie answered lighitly, toucliing lis
)r a montent witl the tip of lier fan, "«you
long bc a stranger in a stranige land. We are
fond of lions even in iliese degenerate days,

it I don'î wish tolbe a lioni." A look of
e alarrnt crossed bbe bronzed face. "I've done

Sto make such a borror possible. I've

çck Heberden, you liave sirnnlv been wher&

"Wliat's the matter witli tlie times ?" The
traveller's hlue eyes twinkled with amusement. He
seated bimself on tlie coucli beside tlie old lady who
bad licen bis good friend tlirough a motherless
boyliood.

'Tlie times are ont of joint,' " she quoted;
women have forgotten liow to lie womanly; good-

ness is an absurdity; lovc-just romnantic non-
sense. Woincn may 'stili have pretty faces, but
upon my word I don't kn 'ow what tbcy've done with
ilicir liearts and souls."

"Wben I was oui in the wilds, I used some-
times-" lie liegan, wben bis old friend eut liim
sliort.

"We mustn'î siay in ibis corner talking plati-
tudes," she said liriskly, bcing stili wbat jack re-
memliered lier in thie days of bis youtli-a creature
of impulse; "come wiili me, and l'Il introduce you
to the latcst products of English society. A montli
lience you shaîl tell me wbat you think of the
modemn woman."1jack lauglied. Lady Neville's whims liad ai-
ways amused him, and hie knew the sound goodness
of heart tbat lay lieneaîb tlie surface manner. He
was ready enougli to follow bier round Mrs. Leci-
mere's crowded drawing-room, being introduced to
tliis person or that, deriving rnucb quiet enteriain-
ment from bis companion's sliarp lubIle speeclies,
wliicb everyone knew rnasked tbe kindliest nature
in tlie world.

"Now, tlius is a friend witli wliom I amn always
falling out," Lady Neville exclaimed suddenly, as
tbey pamjsed near thc door of tbe conservatory, just
inside whicb stood a taîl woman, simply gowned in
lack. "Tliis is Miss Hilda' Marriott. Miss Mar-
riott persists in writing sentimental stories, wlien
slie ouglit to lie turning out scailiing, scurrilous
satire. I tell lier slie doesn'î use as she sbould the
lirains witb wiicli Heaven basý blessed lier."

"Miss-Hlda -Marriotî ?" Tlie travelier spoke
the words quickly, a curiously eager look lcapt înt
his blue eyes, a look wliicb Hilda saw and entirely
failed to interpret. "I tliink I bave read some of
Miss Marrioît's stories."

"Tben you bave read çleligbtfuliy sentimental
nonsense which liears no relation to the duli facts
of life,"' said thie oîd lady cbeerfully, with a nod
and a smile at Hilda. "l'Il leave you to discuss
lier sentimentalities. I see Mrs. Bowen, and I bave
a bone to pick witb lier."

TPle man and womian, îeft alone, looked at ecd
otber witb a srnile.

"She is my godmnoîber," jack Hleberdeni said
quickly, "and tlie dearest soul living-."

"That is just wbat I think about lier." Hilda,
too, spoke quickly. "«She bas heen a good friend
to me, tbougli we do fail out over rny writing. Slie
wants it to be smarter-and I-'ý

"You couldn't stoop to tliat," lie broke in s0
veberniently tliai sIc looked up at liirn witb startled
eyes. «I-youi see-I read some of youir stories
wlien I was oui in the wilds-and soie/ of tle
liieratuire chiance bbrew in rny way had so-called
smart writing in it. Oi ! nio, you couidn't stoop to
write srnartly."

He looked ai lier with so absolute a conviction
on bis face and sudh a Iighi flaslied into bis eyes
îliat the colour rnounted into lier face, and an odd
littie ibrill rail along lier pulses. SIe bhad nlo idea
wbo tbis tail men, witli the spare frame, thie rugged
face, and vivid hlue eycs, could ýbe. In introducing birn
Lad y Neville liad ornitted to mention bis narne, and
Hilda only gatlered vaguely that lie had beeni
soniewlere in the wilds, b ut wbat wilds or wliy lie
bad been thiere alie lad no glrmcring notion. Slie
liked bis boyisli direcrmess of mnanner; something
in bier own simple and straiglitforward natuire re-

1 shouid like to tell y'ou-how 1 came across your
stories.'

14ILDA foilowed where lie led lier across the
conservatory to a seat placed close against

the swall, upon whici great yellow roses liung in
lavisIl profusion. Tlicir fragrance fiiled thec place,
mingling with the ollier scents of heliotrope and
tlie cool, wet moss and dripping ferns about a
splasliing fountain. Tliose mingiing fragrances and
the soft sound of faîling water lilled Hilda into a
strange repose, yet the strong, cager voice of the
man liylier side awoke witliin hier hcart ecixoes of
,a past tbat was-tbe samne? No, no! not at aIl the
samne. She pulled lierself into a more upIright posi-
tion on the bencli, tlirusting mbt the liackground of
lier mînd a picture tliat bad ail at once flasbed un-
bidden liefore it-tie picture of a daisy-strewn
lawn, a cedar trce agaînst the sky of lune, Scotch
roses ini tlie great lied liy the lawn-âand she-

"One of my 'boys'-we cali the porters 'boy s,'
you know-irought me in a bundie of magazines
une day." Her companion's voice struck across lier
tliouglits and lianislied the old visions. 1I was down
witli fever. We were liung uip in a nasty, swampy
district, and wliere the 'lioy' had found bbc tliings
I couldn't imagine. It turned out afterwards tliat
tliey lad lielonged to an Englishman wlio bad been
surveying up iliere; lie bad left them bdliind hlm,
and tliey were a godsend to me. Fever makes a
poor thing of a'man, and I was a very poor tliing:
your stories put new beart into, me."

":I arn s0 glad," she answered.
"You secmcd to bave the faculty for making

thec best of evcrything," lie went on, bis eyes fixcd
on bier face, over wbicb, ai lis words, bbc colour
fiaslied vividiy; "in everything I read of yours
bliere was an upward trend-you neyer dragged
bumaniby down."

"I bave tricd, Hilda liegan; liut lie wenb on
speaking dreamily, beedless of bier interruption, his
cycs still lient, upon lier face:

"But it wasn't only that. Thie stories ilat ap-
pcalcd to, me mosi were your love stories-tbey
were so sincere, tliey rang so, truc. I bave neyer
read anyý others like tbem,' any otbcrs that gave me
sucli a sense of reality.""01 O!" Hilda gasped, witb a laugli blat lad iii
it a sound suspiciously like -a soli, "âl! how funny,
bow dreadfuiiy, dreadfully funny !"

Supreme amnazemeni looked ait bier out of Helier-
den's bluie eyes; astonisîmneni for a moment held
Ilim dumb; tIen lie exclaimed îrnpettuously:

"«Wby do you say that ?"
"Becauise"-agun sle lauglied, tlic little laugli

bliat veiled a sob-"because-tbey areni'i real a biti,"
"Wlat do you mean ?" The gîcam of bis ese

lield bers; the entire simpliciîy and sinceriîy of tic
man drew from bier an answering simpiicity and
sinccrity.

«I bave to write love stories becauise my editor
wanîs thlem," she said alirupbly; "but 1 know noili
ing about ibem-raly. I arn one of thc lookers-oni
at life."

"Tc Vou lave looked on to sorne purpose,"
lic replied. "and I think"-le pauised-"youi liave
picked out aIl tIc best you have seen and wrapped
it round witli sorne of tbe bcauty of your own
soul V"

Hilda did not lift lier eycs. It had liecorne
strangely impossible to meet the bluec eyes 'lIai
s canned ber face-and ilat odd tbrîll rail once more
aiong bier pulses. She bad tried bo speak, but speech
failed licr, and she did not know wbebber sIc was
mosi relieved or mnost sorry whcn a dliattering,
laugliing group of other guests sbroiled int the con-
servaiory; and instinctively she rose. IHeberden and
slIc mioved~ hack int the crowded drawinig-roomn.
and obler acquaintances clainxed bier attention-mi Pt

u iligur wxtn ime vivîc illue
in lis eager, boyîsh voice:

you, and tell youi s;orn more
yours 1 bave read ?"
tira-as niatural as tbai slhe

1 lave roomns in Branch-
like to lecar - about your

genue


