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The dear cratures brought into our
gubdued and unromantic atmosphere au
air of frivohity aud two or three diff4r-
ont brands of perfuine. They crowdedi
abot Charlie and buzzed and laughed(
and chaffed hlm 'and were chaffed in1
mmr.
* harlie was deeply ini love this weeki
with the one in sheli pink. Last week it
had been the one with yelow b air, who
invariably wore blue. Next week,E
1 made no doubt, it would be the tati
juno ln apple green. But wlien lie loved1
leo loved with a vengeance. 11e bore all
the earmarks of a sighing and despair-f
ing Romeo. Janes, turning about sud-(
dely to locate a missing sheet of blot-1
ting paper, caughit the glances Charlie
bient upon Mabel and Pearl and Gladys-
especially Gladys. Janes glared.1

Love in its most acute stages, like a
bad attack of the mumps, always seems
)ighly humorous to the average un-
sympathetie onlooker. But lu tempera-
ments like that of Janes, it awakens1
]Mothing but savage gloom.

"«Sour prapes," 1 murmured aloud to a
handful of bank bills I was sorting.

«'I this a bank t" growled Janes, "or
a learing-bouse for débutantes"

"lSorehead, Rorehead," I chanted.
'l wish a mouse would happen along
tt about now," hie said, as hie refilled
hepen.
"«You're jealous;" I returned, "why

do't you go get a girl of your owu t"
I told him that love was the greatest

thing in the world and 1 pointed out to
him the lover. of history, those beings of
immortal fidelity with whom ail fine
literature makes us famiiar-Dante and
Beatrice, Orlando and Rosalind, Petrarch
and Laura, Romeo and Juliet, Mark
Anthony and Cleopatra, Gabriel and
Evangeline.

But hie retorted that Dante was a
drivelling idiot, Orlando a lovesick jack-
ass and that as -for Gabriel it was a
blessing he and Evangeline did not
marry for who knows what sort of a
life sue might havt led hlm and then

*Longfellow would have had to cook up
a very different plot for bis great poem!

It was just a fe-W evenings later that
Bateson and I bappened to sprint for
the same car going home, and as wo
bumped and jolted out to the suburbs,
little did either of us foresee ail that
would transpire from tis chance com-
panionship. Although we botbh ived out
north, we very seldom managed to travel
together. As vre crossed an Intersecting
car line, whom should we see standing
upon the curb, waiting for his car going
west, but old Janes, who had left the
bank eariy.

"Look at the Hlerr Professor," re-
marked Charlie, with a sidelong nod.
"See that tome under bis arm? Gibbons,
I bet anything. Or maybe it's Carlyle
or George Borrow or the addresses of
Daniel O'Connell. 1e's been to the
Carnegie literature larder and now bezs
going to spend a profitable evening cat-
mng that strong mental fodder. Then
sharp at ten-thirty he'll close the volume
%vitIi a reluctant sigh, turn out the gas
and retire."

"You seem to know bis, habits pretty
"<'Il."

"Sure. And I'm only a guesser, too.
Hi li1f e is ail systematized. He knows
to a minute just what hoe is going to do."

"Some people work to live, others live
to work," I mused aloud. 'q wonder if
hie reaîîy gets any pleasure out of life!"

"I doubt it; mental pleasure perbapsq
but no other kind."

"He only lives with one-balf of is
nature," I said, "and yet the other side
of him, though somnol-t Dow, might be
capable of immense development."

"How do you mean ?" asked Bateson,
who was only baif listening, lis eyes
being on the alert for pretty womOfl
entering or leaving.

"I mean lie is one of those very in-
tense people. He1efeels stronglY. 11e
iust have a heart. M-ith al bis scof-
fin-, h'. the kind wbo, if hie ever did
fait iin love would fal Sa bard that the
voncussion would jar al bis ideas ta
f ragments."

,"A sort of mental earthquakey" chuck-
ledl Charlie, «and wouldn't 1 like to wit-
iless it! May I bo there, so belp me,
iMlulliàn!"

Wec spoke of other things, among them
our approaciklng vacation. Two weeks

iach we ere liowd. bt were obiiged

to take our holidays as the Chiesewalk
-one after the other.

"Janes goes first-the second and third
weeks in JuIy," remarked Bateson, tak-
ing off bis bat to a couple of girls pass-
ing along the street. "There go a pair
of peaches, Bert. Pipe the one in tbe
ble suit."

Following bis glauce, I caugbt a fleet.~
ing glimpse of a trim femmnine formjust roundiug a corner. "Another of
your numerous," I bad bogun. But ho
spread out bis bauds deprecatingiy.

"No sir! She's refused me eleven
times and I'm beginning to think.she
doesn't want me," be said, with uncon-
selous bumor, and a look of regret lu bis
oye.. "To be frank, Bert, sh' oldor
than me by a couple of yeas?"

"Who is sho?"
"First cousin of mine-Margaret AI-

lison by namo, but usually gots
'Madge.' Sbe's a teacher lu the Vin-
cent Street Collegiato."

"Ah, braiuy, I suppose, and ail that."
"Somowhat. But she's a bit of a eut-

up too. We used to make mud pies to-

gether, and quarrel and make it up a
dozen times a day. Sb&*s awfuliy quick-
witted and she eau read character as
you and I read the printed page."

"A sort of Miss Sberlock Holmes," I
murmured distastefully, "and of course
plain-tbough what 1 saw of ber figure
was very f otcbing."

"Plain ?" ecboed Charlie. "Do some
more tbiuking! Sbe's a pippin I tel
you.e

1 smothored a yawn and pulled out
the evening paper. Af ter a few mo-
ments Charlie spoke again.

"Whero are you going for your holi-
days ?"

"Don't know yet. Whore are you
going?"Y

"Oh, up at my usual haunt in Mug-
koka. I eome at the tail-end but l'Il
get the September fisbiug. By the way,
the place is kept by an aunt of Madge's
-Mrs. Bradley. Guess you'vo heard me
apoak of it."

"Hemloek Cove?"
«Tbat's it. It's a regular touriste

paradise. Swoil spot.

'l heard you recommending it to the
boys the other day. Japies mi particular
seemed .greatly taken with te traw'-
ling."

"His specialty. H' going up there.
Sent in bis application yesterday."

"I suppose he'i1 trawl wvith the line in
his teeth and a volume of Bacon'8 Es-
says propped up ln front of 1him."

Charlie grinned.
"Bert, old chap," ho said, after a mio-

ment, "did you see me vvink.at you the
other day? I was thinking what a
great wheeze it wouid be to get some
girl to propose to old John, just to seo
bow he'd act. Li*ten and get an earful.
1 think ll put Madge wise to him-
she spends most of the summer up there
you kuow-and 1 know she'll be gàme.
She'd enjoy a mild flirtation like that."

"He'd be about as responsivo as a
hitching post,» I said, without enthus-
lasm. Weil, here's my corner. So
long!"

It was somne days after this that the
foregoing conversation, which I had
completl forgotton, was r9calIod to my
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