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saxe-blue pom-pom dangling frivoualy
from each spok>e.

*"Madge, Madge, what have you been
.doi4g to yourself t"

* "Merely dressing to. suit the part,
Roddie.»

"But, by jove, I didn't know you. And
I say, Iýthought the idea was for you
to Iook--well, as plain as you eould ?"

"WVell, these clotiles are quite plain,
quite simple,". returned Madge, smiling
inwardly over the tlîought that Roddie
should neyer, neyer know what tbat "i-
plicity had eost-namely,, the rest of the
savings intended for lier Brittany holi-'
day.- «And I thought I'd wave my hair
for a change." i

"'A change? It's a transformation."
*Ô; it's my own bair," laugbed tbe

girl, 'who, with bier new clothes, seemed
to have assuined a totally new manner.

A manier coquettish, assured; a man-
ier of positive proprietorship in Roddie
Basitings.-

And it was not loat upon Miss Mira-
belle, though she made herseif sweetly
bospitable towards the intruder. She
waa evegi sweeter, bowever, towards the
intruder's introducer.

«Do you sec? It's begun to work, old
boy," declared Madge, reassuming bier
normal "platonie pal" manner as Roddie,
though actally
presaed to remain ________

by âý giance fromnt
bis lovely brunette, ~Ž .:

saw tie trans-
formed blonde back
to hier lodging.
"She's astonished
and piqued. A -i

bird'a wings neyer
look so white as
when it flics. And
Mirabelle's begin-
ning to fancy that
there is a possi-
bility of your fly-
ing.

"«How can she t"
murmured Roddie,
quite dazed by thîe
Success. of the
i-use.

"You're s u r -
prised? Ah, well,
1 know girls bet-
ter than you do,
so mind you go on
taking my advice.
'Keep the bone
and the dog wil
follow 'you.' Tbe
boue of content ioni
being in this case
your attentions."

111 sbould neyer
bave believed that
Mirabelle was -

k was like that."
"AlI girls are

like that," -de-
clared the othier
conspirator. -'A
littie wbolesome
neglect, and you'Il
sec the resuit next
time you propose
to her. When'sthat to be, Roddie t"

É) "She told nie just before wve camne
down that I wasn't to bothier lier about
it again for anotber fortnight."

"Rigbt," returned Madgc, holding out
lier unusually manicured lîand as tlîey
reaclîed the honeysuckled posifr'-office
porcb. "It's going to be borri61y diffi-,
cuit for you, tholigh."

«Shan't mind that if it really does
corne off ail riglît. Besides, it seems to
be more-more amusing than k thought
it wvould. Isn't it funny t"

"'Awfuiiy funny. Quite a iark, ini
* fact,-" agreed Madge, takîîîg away tuhe

hand again. "Gýood-bye tilI to-morrow,
I)artiier-in-èrime."

He beaimed at bier gratefully.
* "Good nigbt, 'locun.'"

~ t Cliapter III.

Quickly the lovely summier days wvnt

year ta Mirabelle.
Thiat spoilt ýbeauty was haviîig thîe

duiffest holiday, of lier if c at Cowry Bay.
Tiiere w~as nobody tlere-absolutely no-
hobdy, except a couiple of Sanduhurst
CAdets, eallow x'autlîs ini scailet-aîid-
'\lbite blazer. w'lîo feilI -ivtiims -at once.

* But Mirabeule wa-s. after ail, not Net
o* eIdcuou-li, as- -liv put it 1ettisihly, ta

take an interest i kidnapping. And as
for ber legtimate admirer-be who waa
to propose to ber for the tenth time at
the end of the month-what was be
doing? Neglecting bis charmig bostees,
and dancing attendance on that silly,
straw-haired girl who had corne down to
sketch.

Very little sketcbing she'd donc, in-
deed, except that one unflnished study of
a field of blazing scarlet ppihithe
emerald-green corn, wbicb he a taken
a whole morning to paint, wbile Roddie
Hastings, if you please, bad sprawled on

.thie grass begide ber easel, reading aloud
to ber, "Love in the Valley?'

And almost every other morning be
had likewise spent with this chit of a
Madge.

Tbere'ýd been walks on the beach-aI-
ways under the indignant black eyes of
Mirabelle-rows in the bay, climbs up
the eliff. It was ahl very well for Roddie
to give out that be and this girl were
old frIends from cbildhood, and that be
was bound to make things as amusing
as be could for ber while she was away
alone on ber holiday.
ýýPersonally, Mirabelle disapproved of
bachelor-girîs who go about witbout any
chaperons, and wbo pretend to believe in
platonic friendsbips. 1

whlite thinguimmies-wbSi are those
:flowers?"1

"Syringa. The country name for it is
'mock,-orange.' Mock-orange blossoins
for a mock-love alTair. Appropriate,
isn't it ?"

qI can't tbink wby you've neyer had
a real love affair of your own, Madge,
instead of just going in for a make-be-
lieve one to oblige a friend."

"As you said yourself, I'î not that
sort of girl."

"You've seemed quite a different sort
of girl since we've been down liere. I-
wby, even I havent seemed to know you
before," declared Roddie, examining bis
old cbum with a new curiosity. "It may'
be your having bad to pretend to bc dif-
ferent, and to play up to me and al
that, but this 'locum' business seems
to bave brought you out, Madge."

'Tas it?» she said careiessly. "I'm
glad I'm-I seem to be some sort of
credit to your. taste, Roddie. I'd neyer
thougbt of wasting time and money on
clothes before. What was the use? I
mean-this is my first job as a 'locum,'

you e,. However, we won't waste time
talking .about me. N'%hat about Mira-
belle? I think it wouid be aimost safe
to begin paying ber a littie attention

A View of Riga, the large Russian Sea Port, recently fallen to the Gernians.

Mirabelle, wvho began rnaking pointed,
reînarks about two being carnpamîy, and
wvha lad loftily refused to leave tuîe
law'n, glanced across'frorn the garden of
lier bîouse and again sawv two figures-
the taîl, athletic anc in wvhite flannels,
aîîd the smali, dainty one in saxe-blue--
tsitting close togetlierin the shadow of
the sandhills. Very "platonic" that
looked.

Raddie was a humbug and a flirt.
Neyer before lîad an admirer of Mira-
belle's flirted withi aîyone cisc. The
girl-well, tlîe girl w-as a suiameless
poacheci. Mirabelle Nvas uot used ta hav-
ing-hler u»eserv'es poachîed. Yet, what
- auld shedo? And whîat wvas going to
liappen at the end of tlîe fortnight?

The couple on the sandumilîs were talk-
iuug thus:

"iMadge."
"%Vell? Yoil needn't sav it in that im-

lîressive tone, Roddie. 'Mirabelle can't
hear u~s froin the tgardeui. You eau talk
as wvc usually do-as man ta man."

"Spcaking as inan ta inan, then-wliy
did v-ou never do it before?"

"Dbo what ?"
11Oh, get yourself up to look sa awfully

-- vell, different. Do yonr unir that joliy
way, leave off tliose beastlv collars and
elumpy boots, wear a pretty hrock, and
tâke ta picture hiat., %%itl; cluniils of

again now, Roddie. It's nearly thie end
of tlîe fortnight, aind-ali!"'%

She stopped withi a little cry. Sorne-
thîng whistlcd by like a bullet, nîissing
within a hair's breadthethe snîootli fore-
héad under the mock-orange trimnred
bat, befox-e dropping with a littie thud
inta the warm sand.

It was a trifling incident, anc of these
details that soinetirnes inake or mar a
destiny. Only a golf hall. But for a
muoment it seencd like a tliunderbolt
thiat hiad failen between tlîcî.

Utterly startued, thie girl shrank, back
against tlîe man, vhose aria vent in-
voluntarily round liemr; and for one
second Madge clung,(, to it, Icant lier soft
cheek against it, and gasped -Roddie! "

"It's aIl riîglit, darl'ing," said Roddie
Hastings, witlîout pausiuîg ta tlink. And
then sandhulls and sky sveiead to whleel
about Madge's bead ini swirls of gold and
blue. An ang-r-Y scarlet-coated figure
bliiiidered into tic picètîre.

"Sa sorry," growvled thie golfer, iii a
hïre-vo-rili toue of voice. "Not

hurt 1 ope Din*tvouhicar in ialI
'fore"?"r

Roddie, stanidinig up vers' suddel 'v,
told tîat g-olf er exactly w~hat lie tiiouffit
of lus criuiiiuual careless,-neSS.

-Wlîat w~as the gooid of Calliug (mut
'foure' after Yoiu lîad kîîocked a hdy's

eye out? Were the sandhills to be made
as dangerous as the beaBtly links?" and
Bo on, thus dispersing bis anger-against
himself-and giving Madge time to col-
lect hier self-possession.

Neither quite knew what had oc-
curred. But it seemed to Madge that for
one whirling second something hot and
sof t had scorched lier cheek; and to Rod-
die it seemed that his lips could neyer
forget that one stolen kiss.

But lie had forgotten himself. And hie
seeined to read bis reproach i Madge's
averted glance, when hie left bier at the
post office.

"I ]lave behaved like a fool and a
cad," hie said bitterly. Daslied if I knov
how it occurred. I1rmust make an extise
not to sec lier for a couple of days. It's
the end of the fortnighit on Saturday,
anybow. I ivas a beast to do it."

Chapter IV.
.Another person at Cowry Bay was

cailing herseif names lit that moment.
"Idiot! To give inyseif away like

that. Whiy did 1 corne? Why did I
think I could bear it? Why was I ever
born ?" fumued Madge, the bachelor-giri,
in the littie latticed-windowed bedrooni
of bier lodging. "Ohi, I thought it would

be wortb it, just
one fortnight of
looking nice and
enjoying myseif ini
the sunshine with
bim, even if it
were only make-
believe, even if I
wvere only the 'la-
cura' be looks
upon me as. And
now it's worse
tban ever; 1 can
never see h i m
again, never."

Indeed, she did
Dot sec Roddie
lHastings for two
whole days. Madge
sl)eIt tbose miser-
able days in paint-
ing the lanes in
the opposite direc-
tion from Mira-
belle's bouse. Then
came that Satur-
day which elhe feit
she couid hardly
live through. The

* day wbicb ended
that fatal fort-
night; tbe d ay
when Roddie was
to propose - for
the goodness -

knew - bow - many-
eth time-to Mira-
belle, and to be ac-
cepted.#

Oh, yes. Shie'd
accept bim this
time. Madge had
seen it in those
'black diamonds"
of eyes of bers.
The ruse of a bo-

cum tenens ini Roddie's affections had
been but too successful; and Madge,
wlîo'd onry berseif to thank, feit like
the littie boy that nobody loved, and
wvho prçposed to go out into the garden
and(leat Morins.

Only MUadge's forai of it was to feel
shie ought to put on aIlber old studio
clotiies and to scrape bier pretty liali
back. Shc did iiot, bowever. Not yet
would slie go back to being the prosaic,
hard-working girl. Sue vas stili Wear-
ing the blue-and-wliite cottoîî frock of
ber butterfly fortnigbt that afternooli,
,%Nhen she set up lier easel near a splen-
did liedge tangle of purpie and golden
vetchi, which she sat staring lit when a
-tiell-knowni voice behind lier made lier
start.

"Too difficuit to paint,' eht" it said
gailyý. "Ali, the most beautiful things
are tuie liar(lest to express properly."

And i.Nadgeý, pulling lierseif together
byan eutirely feiniinine effort, met Rod-

die's siniing grey eyes with a siiile il,
lier own.

"Ilallo!" Her voice was perfectly
steadv. "Wliere liave vou been ?"

'el have just cornet," lie told bier
blitlhely, "-from hiaving a most interest-
ig ta]k with Mirabelle."

1-a y ou proposed to lier?"

'A'-.

perat
you 1
this 1

me vt
"cHi

mine(
yOu,
she b

Ro(
the o
arifi

heart

kisset
"6Re

very
ment
corne
'alwa.
$o tr
flirtir
on.1
as CI,
sucCel
thei
They:
not 1
from
rabbi
want
heart
ago.
taugl
teach

Ma
a litt

"44y
boy!
withc
care 1

Anq
undei
overt
her
*syrini

NO
happ:,
blossi
locun
dom

Ttselntiî
in t]
plays
n-lien
natio
lîaps,
exper
came
ment
Calga
FrasE
Salîi1
lars
witlî
lincd
lie dc
soine
c.P.r
Cana,
cours
or ta
l)ut 1
Cana.
ago r

4

Thiuit I
Mna
of hli

lions
"B,

liane

Thi
ta lie
lier I
iindei
heiari
"Eve

exerc

liatie
lueil

Th


