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HE Avona Castie front the
Cape had struck.Southamp-
ton late on the afternoon of
a diali Novemnber day, and
now the boat "speciýal,"'
freighted with an impatient
lot of passengers, was do-
ing the best time she could
up the line to town. She
was flot, however, likely to
mnake a record journey, for

the mistiness of the day liad i'ncreased. with niglit-
fail and frequently she ran ino patches of f og that
necessitated slowing Up.

Sitting comfortably in the corner, of one con'-
partment was a young man. He was quite young,
twenty-five at the utmost, and an agreeable speci-
men of open-air manliood.

"Dear old Gran!1" lie laughed to himself, as ýhe
folded up a letter, "always harping on the old string
-xy responsibilities-time for settling down and
ail the rest of it I Weil, I'an in no -hurry-don't
tihink l'ni much of a sentimentalist !"

The train came gradually to a stop and, a feeble
light gleaming 'through the carniage window, he
saw tliey were drawn up at a small station. The
name on the oil lamp showed thie nýame of the place
to be Banastoke, a tiny village about half-way to-
wards London.

He drew his rug dloser round him and was
about to pick up a magazinýe when the loud blare
of a motor horn reachewd lais ears. He looked out
of the window again; there was a road running
parallel to the line, and tlirough the fog lie couki
just see the head-lights of a large car coming to-
wards the station. Thle train began to move.

Then, suddenly, something yery astonishing

"Not fromi my point of view. You see, I've
bolted from my guardian for two days."

"If you've left a suitable explanation, lie may
not be very mucli annioyed," he hazarded.

"F'm afraid ýhe wil-I think h&lIl be funlous. ln
two days' time I shail be twenuty-one."

A liglit broke over himn.
"And out of his jurisdiction, eh? He wanted

youi to do something you didn't like in the last few
days of his guardianship. Why didn't you do it ?"

"You see, it was rather a big something," she
paused. "He wanted mie to mnarry someonie I didn't
want to marry at al."

"Jove-the man with the motor car ?"
The girl nodded.
"Yes; despite my unwillingness my guardian

insisted, and .the marriage was arranged for to-
morrow. To-niglit, I pretended I had a head-ache,
went to my room, packed a few things in this
basket, and s4lipped ayvay. They mnust have some-
how discovered my escape."

"And lience the pursuit in the motQr car?
"Yes-rnustn't lie have been annoyed to find the

special had stopped to pick me up ?"
"I expect lie was."
"But, it seems ratiher rough on hlmii," he said,

trying to impart a little severity into his tones.
"Unless, of course, he's-er-well, some\vhat de-
testable.'

"Oh, he is-and mocre so," she put in cm-
phaticýally.

He was relieved.
"He needn't be pitied, then ?"
"Oh, ýno I He kncw I hated him. I think lie

is only getting his deserts. You are flot wavering
-you will be my friend ?" she asked suddenly.

"As firm as ever 1" lie cried. "I'm glad tliough

Her cheek dimplcd.
"Under ordinary circumastances that would be

going rather a long way in the first haîf hour,
wouldn7t, it ?"

"But since we simply can't use our .surnamnes--
and I must refer to you as somnething! And, of
course, thc Christian namnes will give no dlue what-
ever 1"

"Weil, my godfathers and godmnothers in mny
baptism decided on Coralie," she answered, a trifle
shyly.

"People of discernent, too 1" he said, thinking
"Coralie> a jolly name for quite one of the jolliest
girls he had muet

"And . .. " she said inquiringly.
"Oh, most of my friends cail me jim," he

answered, boyishly.
"Yes," she said, looking at himn critically. "I

like that. You are jina." 0
,Somne thirty minutes later they were at Waterloo

-the time seemed to have passed, like magic. Then
there was a hansom cab, and a hurried drive through
foggy London streets.

"Weil, if, soanehow, I did not feel certain you
were one of .the niccst men in tlic world, Jimü, how
horribly f rightened I should he T" sIc whispered.

"Thank you, Coralie," lie said soberly.
A f ew minutes luter, and they were standing to-

gether in thle hall of a large liouse near Hyde Park.
*"In the drawing-room, you say? No, don't an-

nounce me," jim said to the manservant.
He turned to Coralie with a smile.
"This way," le said, and led her across the hall,

"Corne along in."
An elderly lady wîth white liair was sittinz before

a fire at the f ar end. With a. bound Jima crossed the
room to her, and sIce rose froa lier scat with a little
dry.

"ýWhv, Tim, mv dear boy 1" she exclaimed.

dlv. "I


