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beautiful. If Venice is anytbing lik
that I should love it."

"It is like that and you would lov
it. It would suit you. Now that
think of it," reflectively, "that is wha
your hair is-Venetian."

Margaret looked at him coldly anc
he.knew that hie had made a mistake
What had really been but a too out-
spoken thought she had taken as a
clumsy and uncalled-for attempt ai
compliment.

"If you mean that it is bleached,'
she said calmly, "it isn't."

Peter laughed.
"«I had forgotten that part of it and

I beg your pardon for my inexcusable
remark. But when you visit Europe
don't forget Venice. I imagine you
migbt find memories there of some
previous existence."

He had intended the words as the
lightest banter merely, an easy way
Of bridging an awkward pause, but to
his surprise she looked quite serious.

"Do you believe in that ?" she
asked.

::In what, Miss Manners ?"
"In what vou said, that those

strange memories and premonitions
people have and cannot account for
are really dimmest recollections of
things that actually happened-some-
time ?"

"I don't know that I do," truth-
fully; "'in fact, I do not-think that
any theory that bas ever been ad-
vanced explamns or accounts for them
in the very least."

"Because," went on Margaret sim-
ply, "I bad one of those feelings when
I saw you in the hall last nigbt."

"Did you ?" Peter w'as now vividly
interested. "How nice-I mean I
hope it was nice. Won't you tell me
about it ?"

"Oh, there is very little to tell, just
an impression, so real that it startled
mie, of having been through a similar
experience; that I had seen you
standing there just as you were with
the snow thick on your coat, and the
littie pools of water and," with a mis-
chievous smile, "the handkerchief, I
knew quite vwell the words you were
going * to speak before you spoke
tbem."

"It is curious. I have bad just
such experiences; everyone bas, I ex-
peet. By rights, thougb, I should
have said sometb.ing very memorable,
shouldn't I ?"

"Ye s. But the most curjous tbing
of ail is that these presentiments are
nearly aîways of trivial things that
do flot seem to mean anything."1

"I am not trivial," said Peter
stoutly, "and I always mean a great
deal."

"It is sad to be misunderstood,"
said Margaret smiling, "but I assure
you that if this were my 'day' your
opinion of your own importance
would be justified, for in Banbridge
a gentleman caller is looked upon
with envy and respect."

"This is my day," said Peter. "To-'
morrow I go home."

Margaret looked politely interested.
"I have no doubt you find Banbridge
dulI," she remiarked, "and, before I
forget, ]et me give you this letter
whîch must have slipped from your
overcoat."

This was the moment for which she
had been gathering hier courage, and
bier air of detached carelessness was
quite perfect as she handed him theý
letter wvhich lay on a table near by
and began serenely to pour the tea.
Hler nervousness had evaporated and
she feit nothing save a very feminine
curiosity to sec how he would meet
the situation,

Peter took the letter indifferently
but when his 'eye caught the add.ress
and hie realised that it was his free-
dom lie held in his hand, his sense
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eof relief was so great that for the
mioment hie could appreciate nothing

eelse. Margaret, watching under bier
Ieyelashes, saw the joy in bis face and

t naturally mistook the cause.
"I hope," bier voice was quite cool

and impersonal, "that the letter was
not* important ?"

"Oh, very important indeed," ex-
claimed Peter, still looking deligbted-

tly at the envelope. "At least, I mean,
of course, it was flot important at
aIl."

Margaret stared politely.
"I mean," stammered Peter, now

very red, "that it didn't make any
difference, you know, the posting I
mean."

"Oh !" said Margaret coldly, 1I
tbought that perhaps I should have
asked Tfom to drop it in the post for
you."1

Peter's face grew white. 'I'm 50
glad you didn't," bie said impulsively,
tben, in stamimering explanation, "I-
I prefer to mail it myself."

Margaret nodded sympatbetically.
It was quite natural that bie should
wisb to post bis own love-letters. Sbe
feit suddenly tirel and out of ýsorts.
It mattered nothing to bier that hie
should mnake such a fuss over his re-
coverel letter, only-only hie need not
have shown it quite so plainly. She
felt that she had been entirely too
friendly with him after the deception
be had practised on bier last niglt-
inaking hier so ridiculous! Her man-
nier grew distinctly colder.

Peter, too elated by his reprieve to
notice the change, chattered on, and
not,until hier silence became most pro-
nounced did hie realise that bie had
already prolonged bis caîl mnore than
was customiary or even permissible.

"You will think me a savage,'" Miss
Manners," bie remarked, "but I have
been- enj oying myself so much that I
had forgotten tbe conventionalities. I
know I ougbt 'to hv oea
home long ago." hv oeaa

The warmth of b is tone and his
smile made it hard for bier to pre-
serve bier formal coldness. She per-
mitted a sligbt tbaw-after ail, bie
was going away to-morrow.

She rose witb bim politely, saying
in a, decently regretful voice.

"I am sorry that you are leaving
town s0 soon. Tbere is to bie a grand
sleighing party on Thursday, it
migbt have been an interesting ex-
perlence for yoti-as a survival of an
ancient custom, I mean," she added
smiling.

Peter was in somnewhat of a pre-
dicament. Needless to say, since the
recovery of the letter, his plans ha -undergone a radical transformation.
He had no intention wbatever of re-
turning to Montreal on the morrow
but how to convey this to bier with
no shadow of reason for the sudden
change was a puzzle.

" An old-fasbîoned sleighing party,"
bie said; "how enticing! I sbould
love to go. And it is just 'possible
tbat I may flot leave here to-morrow.
You see, IF am, much interested in-
in mines.'

"Mines ?" in surprise.
"Yes. Leversege you know, is quite

an authority on miÎning."ý
".I didn't know," said Margaret.
,,If I sbould happen to he here,"

said Peter, bhow could I get an in-
vitation ?"

"Oh, Mrs. Leversege could invite
you, or for tbat matter 1 will invite
you now."

"Thank you," began Peter eagerly,
but could say no more, for just, then
the door-belI rang and the feet of
Martha could he beard slip-slappin9g
a -long the hall. "I nwîst go," he said,
"'it is unpardonable to have stayed so
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