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On. a IParti uar sunny afternoon,
whe i wa cos anisfy m the tudio,

1 baci made up my mimd that for atiîls
aF*eek thete *a@ 1tulié notbing but goed
elid-work-no gadcling, ne trips up the

river.
It was rather lieroïo of me, for through

the open wlindow Ithe sunsbmne wan,
beekoing me. I sighed feel% very dis-
incJinW for work. But work I muet,
thereore I "set te" wii h renewed vigor.

B=ut~ a quarter of an heur, after that
Ihealetter dropped intothe box.

A minute later I had, read it-it was
floi ihother.-

I frowned, turneci it over, read il mli
tbreugh once more, and roahed.

I-could remember the frecicles very d*s
tinctly.. There wss absolutely not~hing
interesting about lier. Doubtiesa she was
worse now-more frecides.

That she would be enthusiastic tLere
could be ne doulit. I'd baci previeus ex-
perienea.They al have boundless "on-
thusiasm " worme luck.. Ye gods, what a
prospect(t

Again there was the studio. Was it in
a fit "tte wixerein one couid unbILuhingly
receive a lady visitor-one or two of the
picturea must be turned to thxe wall.,

I referred to the letter. There wss ne
mention of the date of arrival-no doubt
I ahould have a note from the girl. To-
morrow I would get Mrs. Meakm te tidy

upabit. Witli anether aigix I began te
clamy brushes and paltte. Thenl1

feil on the vgrieci collection of thingm lying
about-of course, there is a. proper pÉace
for everythinz. but when ene lives a one,

Hudson Bay Mt, ana uLacier, B.(;.

It was-very tryixig. When I had made
up my mind to make up for lost time, and
resolutely humn over a new leaf, up corne
the mother'-metaphorically peaking-
with someono, andi a country cousin at
that witli the requemt that I will "show
lier tendon."

I at a moment staring blankly at thxe
letter:

"My own dear boy-Only a line to tel
yeu the L'Eskange's niece is corning up to
town witli tlem for a few weeks.

"Yen know Mrs. L'Emkange cannot get
about mach and Imlould like Nora to
have a goed time; me as you are old friends
-you twe Young pepEle-I have prom-
imed .tlat you will do thelionors, and will
take lier about as mucix as possible. As
you have old Nurse as bousekeeper, 1 have
toici Nora it will bc quite proper to go and
sec you. No tinie for more.- Your -ioving
Mother."

G'ood heavens! So I was to be saddlccl
with a flapper, and just now, too! 1 put
the letter in ny pocket, witb very ruiffled
feelings.

Oid fi iends-w cli that was a decade
ago ourse. She was a long.-leggpd,

awkwafrd' girl, with an untidy pig-taii
of sandy hair and a nose covered with
freckles.

ene lias a way of puttiixg down the objeet
on hanci upon the nearest availabie space,
wbether il is your bat or a pounci of butter,
and the resait after a time becomes be-
wildering.

The bell of the outer door "whir-ir-ed"
loudly wvith- tartling persistency - I
glanceci into a mirror-there was a smear
acrosa my nome andi my bands were dirty.
Just in tixne! 1 remembered that it
would only be Browne, the dealer, who was
anxious to look at smre sketches.

The Iatch on my front door was lockzed
back, therefore 1 shouteci:

"ICorne in! That you, Browne?" I said.
I was stacking a pile of canvases against
the wall.

"D'you think yen could let me corne to
your place to-morrow about the sketches?
11il bring them along. Can't spare thne
now. Have a beastly confounded --- '
Tixere was a littie burst of suppres.sd
laugliter behind me.

1 faced round suddenly. and got re),(tt v
red I suppose, because it wasn't Brownc11
after ail, but a strange girl. She wvas vcrv
sender, and had Titian haïr and tLark
eyecm, and the prettiest face 1 had vver
men.

III-eh, I beg your pardon!" I said1
haltingly. It wasa a. orrid tiituation.

OBut--er-'n afraid I -that la, I fancy
you've maistaken the nuinbér or sme-
thing P.

I don't think mo," nsid, tho girl, anci
came a stop towards me.

"lI that cam," 1 Mid gravely, ad con.
se joue of the amear on my noee, II'What ïcan
1 do for you"

"WWell'c--she la;ughed again, "You--
you might asic me to tea!" Andi thon mixe
put out a ridiculously ommii handi an
awfully swagger long white kidi glove.

"Teddy," mixe said, severely, "do you
mean to say you have not recognized me
yet-Nora--aid Ïuch old frienda as we
are too? I reaily thouglit ou would wel-

con ewitliopnthat je, I mean o
I pulled myse ftogether andi seized'hlier

bands "Why, of coure!"l I nid witli
enthusiasm. 'Ilam dlighted; and if you
wilgrwu into a beauty-but you'veCaugt me failly on the hop. You mee
my old bousekeepor, lias boen sick 80
sent lier to her brother'. place."

"Wliat1 Nannie?"
"Nanîe-far-faned for certain cream

cakces. McanwbileI exigt witli a person.
age who, 'doce' for me daily-I was. just
trying to produce something like order eut
of chaos. But I didn't expect you se
soon, therefore bebold me suitably covered
with shame.»

"Hor absurd!" mewa ufling ff lhe
long oves. ICI sa sat o1 e

yo-ilrlnet going 10, interrupt. Do
you think y ou could flnd me an apron for
work? Wbieh. la the kitchen? Please, let
me!"

1 indjcated the apartrnen and foilowed,
lier meky.

An heu later, the whole aspect was
cliaxgeci. Everything was mn its.place.
We lad discovered a lace tea, clotx, a long
forgotten birthday gift sand now it &Taeed
our tea table. There were my Svres
oups too, and a plate of delicieus toast-
made by Nora.

.I mat Iookixig at lier. absently new. Here
was a case of the ugly ducklig, andi ne
mistake. Net that this brilliant, charni-
ing person could ever have been plain-my,
ideas must have been distorted long aloThe saxidy' locice were now a wender a
red-gold, Le burniahed c per,. ail littie
tendrils, beneatx a cute Ctle. bat--e,
where was the counitry cousin of my, im-
agination?

"Yen know," mixe sid, «'you've not
altered a bit-i ooks I mean. But 1
hear you're momething of a woman hater."'

"Don't you believe it," I nid, "I-er-'
rather allowed that,0ide to get about,
becaume-well-fer meveral rossons.

"Ye " snid my companion enquiringly.
What foveiy eyes she had-they ixiteci
confidence. -

"ýWeil!" I reached formry ipe,"D'you
mind if I smoke? Thanks. What was I
saying? Oh, ah, yes. Weil, for several
resens. You se c o ne, I'm mostly with
men-not very used te girls-I'm always
rather afraid of women-more or less."t

Suddenly mixe laughed, and Iifted a handi
te arrange lier veil.

1 cauglit a gleam of diamonds on the
third finger of lier leftand.
i"Some cliap is lucky!" I aaid, indicating

t.She stared at it.
"Ah,-you meaxi oh the engagement

finger, of course! 'hAn kyen for a pretty
comnplimnent, kind air." Andi then mixe
grewqu o~e grave: IIDon't you believe in
Platome friendlship?" mixe maid. "II assure
you tixat a girl can prove te be every bit as
good a 'pal as a man to a mani. Won't
you let nme convince yeu?"

1took lier liand.
"It's a compact," 1I nid lieartily.
"Then," drawing lier hand whieh I had

been holding an unnecessai itylong tme
away-" we're going to be thle bet of pals !'

The resit of the afternoon was borne
away on wings. 1 showed ber my pictures,
and then we arranged that mixemhouid mit
to me, the first sitting to take place next
morning. And then I took ber te the
hotel at which she was staymng.

TIiree weeks had passed. My venture
ino the realms of platonie friendship had
proved a gigantic success. Il wss a joy
to go to a show with somebody wlio could

'~ things fromi your point of vaxitage.
icre was a girl wbo was just a "good
7omrade." It seemed of course a pity
ffat she should be engaged, mixe was so
Youing and--

On the ' st afternoon but one of ber
si e tÔ on the river--the day was
>v ora-ý,as wearing Flue, andi was

ibtractingly P tty.
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