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RESUME.

'utherford, a wealthy young Montrealer, vi
a small Ontario town, A business commu

ýs bim týo the post office ou a nigbt whex
veeps the town and, eoufused by the viole
rm, hie turns by mistake- into the home
Manners, whose acquaintance be bas an
mProving before'ber brother arrives to sh
way. By chance circunistance, Peter deci

Lii a letter of proposai written to a girl
and later drops it in the Manners hoi

2mres into Margaret's bands. Next day, wi
largaret returus the letter to him, and bc
'elieved to find it bas not been sent upon
sieigbing party is being arranged and Pe
ted to prolong bis visit to take part in
Y Mutual consent be becornes Margar
the drive and by so doing mecurs tbe entr
f rom wborn the girl bas been accepting s0
ntions and who bas taken for granted
tY of bis suit. Margaret confides to Pe
d ber f ear of this man and the unpleasa
3 attention in spite of which it is ber brotb
sbe should marry him. Peter bas af

reeable recollection of bavîng seen Klein
cantiot recall the exact circumstances.

ALLY? Stili one neyer knows, you kn
About to be engaged, you say. I was g
to see you witb bum, Margaret, beca
I thiuk bira much nicer tban-sc

Du mean Mr. Klein, I agree witb ye
garet calrnly.
[Y? Weil dear, don't -think me iýnterferi
i't belp hopin-"
.lst bere the good-uatured bostess was c
and Margaret neyer learned wbhat it
couldn't belp boping. '
while the object of their conversat
Y chatting witb Klein, was becorning
.. Do wbat he would be could flot suce
siug bis adversary off bis guard and
lie souight still eluded bim. 0f' one th
felt certain-be had neyer beardthe r
)re. His low, pleasant voice struck
g cord, awakçned uo bauuting recolleet
e eyes that seemed familiar and the strai
the rugged, >obstinate chin. Tbe mou

'Ouldn't see the moutb. Could it be
w it was the mnustache whicb prevented
On? For au instant Rutherford beld
f rlernory in bis grasp, then Klein sp
is lost again.
tveniing wore on iu the usuial wAay, wit
Icinig, a littie flirting and a great dea
and youtbfuil nonsense. Peter, ratheî
ise, fouud that be was enjoying bum

eh. To be sure be couldu't aîways da
Irgaret, nor could be always sit in s.
tit uook and talk to ber, but the knowle
~Was tbere, that bis turri for a dance an

Idcçme was more than sufficient an
r Young ladies witb wbom he dauced
ere to bimi littie more than necessary
s certain that uobody knew it but bum
had he realised it, be was scoring a
'ed social success, eclipsiug even the v
illiancy of Mr. Klein, lately the stant

eoffee, was unfortunate enougb to spill a littie over

sis Mrs. Matheson's black silk dress.
sis His apologies were prompt and graceful and tbe

n a next moment be banded Margaret and Rutherford
nee their cups with a smilc and an enoyiry as to what
of tbey were finding s0 amusing.

op- Margaret watcbed bim doubtfully as be moved
0w away.
des ' He doesn't seem to care a bit," sbe said to

in Peter with a higb of undoubted relief.
me, "Perbaps," said Peter bopefully, "be is more of
3en

îsa gentleman tban we have been giving him credit
its for. At least he bas sense enougb to conceal bis
ter feelings."
the "I'd rather helieve that be bas no feelings to con-
et's ceaI. I don't like tbe idea of conceaied feelings.
iitY In Mr. Klein's case I am sure tbey would be
me dangerous."
the Peter sipped bis coffee tranquilly.

tr "I tbink," he decided, "that we have been aliow-
er's ing Our imagination to, run away with us. You
aiut remember what you said about tbe probability of
he- bis tryiug to do me out of my bomeward ride? I

hope you won't feel neglected but be really bias not
mentioned the subject."

)W. "I suppose my pride ougbt to be burt," she said,
aâ "but somebow I don't mind it a bit.Do'yu

lad tbink you hiad bette r go and see about tbe horses ?"

me Rutherford rose instautly and as be did so a
slight feeling of dizziness made bim cling to tbe

"Mr.c~f i cuhar.od eoffee must have been too

ng strong," laugbed one of the 1pretty waitresses as sbe
ng hurried by.

ail- . I anytbing the matter ?" asked Margaret, look-
as iug up."as No. I feit dizzy for a moment, too mucb

ion, excitement for one se, young, I suppose. Will yon

ex- get ready, .Miss -Mauners? l'Il bave tbe borses
eed around in a quarter of an bour."
the But tbougb be succeeded in concealing bis in-

ing d1isposition fr.om Margaret, Peter was really feeling

nanl iuexplicably ili. He made bis way across tbe roorn

no and toucbed one'of tbe young men, wbom be knew,
ion upon tbe arm.
Ight "Say, Clarke," be said, "take me off somewbere
ith? wiil you? T'm feeling seedy."
)05- Eddie Clarke, fortunately, was a sensible young
fui, nman and seeing fromn Peter's wbite face that be was

the 'quite in earnest he steered him quickly and quietly
oke fromn the rooni.

"Sit down bere," he said, placing bim on a sofa

ha in a deserted room. "I'd better gyet Mrs. Matheson.
, fSbe'll know wbat to do and she neyer makes a fuss.".

r o Rutherford roused bimself a littie.
tol "Don't .say auytbiug-don't let auyone know,

se î've reasons-promiîse."

orne 1"Sure," said Clarke, wonderiugly, and burried
~dge away.
id a Wben a few minutes later he retuirned witb

:iftbeir bostess they found Rutberford lying in a dead

and faint upon tbe floor.
Du- Mrs. Matbeson was not a womnan to wonder

,self. first and act afterward.
very "Run to the room at the top of the stair, E-ddie,"

àel- she said briefly, "and fetcb me the %vater pitcher

lard and the glass- 1stoppered bottle fromn the 1dressiug-
table."

zld At the foot of the stair Clarke almost rau over
wasd Klein, who was retuirning to the, kitchen with a

ug trap of empty coffee cups.
1 in "Wbat's tbe matter ?" asked Klein quiickly,,"aniy-
7 of one sk?"

in- "Sick 1" said Eddie laugbiuigly. "Do you thiuk
~"~ this is a bospital? Look out, you'll smiash tbose

and cups if youi hold tbemn like that!"
d to On the retuiri journey be looked to see if the

be h1all were clear before be desceuded, for thougb be

and did not know Rutberford's reasous for desiring
>ffee secrecy, it bad been quite evident froni bis toue

rrive. that they were weighty oues.
bad
ret's .1T was not long hefore Peter began to revive under
help the judicious treatmeut of Mrs. MaW~sÔn, but
ex- his senses came back slowly. Wben at last he did

eru realise where he~ was and what bad happened, his

":How long have 1 been here ?"
"I should think about ten minutes," said Mrs.

Matheson.
Rutherford forced himself into a sitting posture.

He feit very weak and tired and bis bead had a
peculiar sensation of not helonging to bis body, but
tbe dizziness was passing. Mrs. Matheson, who was
genuinely concernied, pressed bim not to attempt to
stand.

"You must flot tbink of moving, Mr. Rutber-
ford," said sbe in bier kindly way. "Is tbere any-
tbing I ean get for you? I presurne you are sub-
ject to spells like tbis."

"Neyer fainted in rny life," said Rutberford
tru thfully. "I can't imagine wbat went wrong. If.
it badn't been foi- Clarke there I would bave made
a nice sbow of myseif. Say, Clarke, will you do
me another fa vour and get out tbe borses ?"

"Sure," said Clarke cheerfully, witb an uinder-
standing grin., "But I guess some one will bave to
drive you home."

."Undoubteýdly," declared Mrs. Matheson, "that
is, if be is well enougb to go bome at ail. Miss
Manners wil, bave to go in sorne one else's sleigh;
tbere were a few gentlemen without partners-but
I think the best tbing would be for Mr. Rutberford
to stay bere until the morning."

As she spoke a'sentence of Margaret's wandered
througb Rutberford's steadying brain.

"Be sure you are not beguiled into changing
partners for tbe drive home."

In a flash be saw, or tbougbt be saw, sometbing
whicb steadied bis band and sent tbe blood rusbing
through bis strengtbening frame. He managed to
laueh quite naturally.

'Wby, Mrs. Matheson," be said, '*you surely
dou't intend to punisb me for tbe trouble I bave
caused by makîng me lose my moonligbt ride, do
you? As a matter of fact 1 arn perfectly well and
ouite capable of niannsging nry own borses. Do go
along and get tbemn, Clarke. I told Miss Manners
I'd he ready in a quarter of'an bour."

Eddie Clarke went off laugbing, but Mrs. Mathe-

son,,lingered.
"Do you really tbink you can ?" she asked

coucernedlly.
"I know that I must," auswered Peter gravely.
Mrs. Matheson sat down on the sofa by bis side,
'11 get you a glass of wine." she said. "*It's

home-made but i t -will do you good. And remember,
if the borses prove too much for you Margaret is
a good driver.'

Then with a miotberly pat of understanding sbe
hurried off to get tbe winie.

CHAPTER IX.
S MARGARET TALe THz LiNes.

When Rutberford bad left the roomn, presurnabiy
to bring the horses, Margaret, witb a littie sigb of
relief tbat the evenmng was over, slipped away up-
stairs. As she searched for her coat and furs in
the crowded dloak-roomn sbe feit quite ready to
lauigb at ber auxieties of tbe afternoon. In retro-
spect, the look of rage on Klein's face might easily
bave been but the transitory anger of a hot-tern-
pered mari wbo finds bimself in a humiliating- posi-
tion, To fear an attempt at reprisai sered littie
less tban ridicuilous. She smiled at herreIf in the
mirror witb a new feeling of confidence iii lier own
powers. She wondered how she could hi%\e been
so foolisb as to bave been afraid of Klein, or of
any other man. She was f ree, bad almatys been free,
and in ber present mnood even tbe delusion of servi-
tude seemed incomnprebensible.

It took sorne time to find and adjust ber wraps
and wbeu at last she reappeared the stipulated
fifteen minutes were well over. Expecting to find
Rutherford waiting, Margaret prepared a merry
excuse for ber tardiness as she rau downstairs. But
there was no sign of ber escort eitber in the hall-
way or in the parlours.

Instead, Mr. Klein, sniiling bis sballow smile,
came up and offered ber a chair. Margaret took
it laughiugly, declaring that she was prepared to
wait five minutes but no longer.
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