
THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

Love's Help
By W. R. Gilbert

Chapter L
iDwe'1l ail be off te Cowry
Bay for the holidays on Wed-

nsaand Mirabell's no
cearer knowing bier own mmnd

about' me," enîplained Rod-
die Hastings, bis handsonîe grey eyes
glowering disconsolately througlî i ti
haze of cigarette sinoke witm 'vlicb 'he«and bis companion were filling the
typical Chelsea studio. "Can't get -lier to
Bay 'Yes' or 'No.'"

«"I thougbt yeu did not mean te take
'No' for an answer."

«II don't if I can jolly -%ell get any
otber; but I tell you she wonà't even
vouchsafe mc that definitely. Says she
'tbinks' she likes me better tban most of
the fellows who buzz round bier. 'Better
than most,' mark you. Doesn't io mucb
as let me know wbetber she includes that
drivelling ase Sinclair, wvbo practically
lives at their place. He is going away
with 'em, tee, confound hie juf - bis
ineffable impudence; se sbe'll have two
strings te bier bow aiways in the bouse,
to say nothing of the extra people who
always do turn up
in the country, iii-
tcrrupting and in-
terfering, a.n id
spoiliiig sport at
ev e ry turu. I
shan't even sec as
mucbi of ber as
I've doue in Lon- t
don," pursued tbe
love - sick swain,
for,,on the subject
of bier, otbcrwisc
Mirabelle (wbosc
other name doesn't
matter, hier first
being 50 like lber,
frivoleus, prtty
and absurd), Red-
die was rapidly
becoming a bore.
However, bis cern-
panion~s was sel-
dem bored by
Roddie.

"And wben I tel
ber it's net fair on
a cbap, she laugbs
and well - yeu've
seen the ways bier
eycs sparkle like
black diamonds set
ini that littie ivory
face of bers "

"Weil, it's send-
ing me absolutely
crazy. The holi-
days-in that rip-
ping place of ber
people's-are going
te be positive &r
turc for me."

"Poor old (.Rod-
die. PorbL
You kriow 'd-I'd War ourses in trai
help you if I
could."1

"1 kiîcw iu would, dear ôld pal."
Roddie's "dear old pal" gave a qucer

little smnilc. Sbe-yes, by tbe way, it
w 1as a '"she- a girl withbible eves and
a blue cotton painting pinny. A biue-
eved woînan should *alway's ear some
Élue about bier, but net in a sînudge cf
ultraînarine paint over lier nese, as
iMNadge badl now.

But she wvas a bard-nworking little per-
son, earning ber living bY designilig thje.
ids of expensive cbocolate boxes that
liecame presents for prettv ladies cf
leisure like Mirabelle. And lier appear-
ailice had te stand aside for lier îvork-

Coisequently lier tlîick fair liair ivas
quickly "donc," aiîîd woî*n in a pushed'
'baek uneinpromiising,, style: Chinjese
wvJite and charcoal spoiled ber finger
itails; and the painting pinnY concealed
a business-like tweed skirt. an unallur-
in- fiannel blouse, a polo collar and a
ukiaiî*s tie.

Tlîeî'e ias "innîen"e" about -\a( ' e('
But M\irabelle, Nwho Nva, praet iealvlyil
'N onsense," they adored.

-She -can't lelp being riitber spoilt,
l'ollie, by' ail tuie attention i e.legets.
Frliluwilîat N,011tel le. il .eiî"a îiîat-
t I 'i Of uti r-t.' to lier. 0O, ,i , s j a d a Iora-

tionis iunc'l h t' (ý aîîîe to lc . aiole'

Sb's like the girls wbo work in candy
factories, and wvbo îay cat as many
sweets as tbey like. 1 believe tbey neyer
want te toucb eune. Mirabelle knows
sbe's only got te put lier baud dut and
belp berseif te alI the admiration tbat's
geing. She's neyer wanted anytbing she
couldn't get. But"-Madge spoke per-
tcntiously-"tbere are other girls lu the
wvorld, Roddie." e

"Net for me, Madge."'

cO' you. silly old tbing; I neyer
tbougbt se," rctorted bis cempanion
qulckly. "I meant, couldn't you let
Mirabelle imagine there were? She'd
tbink se munch more of you if you-well,
took a leaf eut of ber own book. Show
ber that two could play at that game.
Flirt witb someon e cis."

"Witb wbom " doubtfully.
"O hat does it matter? With any-

eue ntrodce a third person; it's an
anci ut ruse, but it stili works wonders,
1 Mieve," Madge told hlm, beginunug to
puý the lcadless-glaze tea cups away in
hà typical littie bachelor-giri. cuphoard.
affair. 1 mean, if I can, te sec you en-

Thev had been real "pals" for two
years noiv. People didn't helieve ini pla.
tonie friendship; said it always ended i
something warnier, but Roddie knev
better. There were exceptions. Look at
hiîuself and Madge!

"You are a littie ripper to suggest
helping me," lie added, half-doubtfully;
"but 1 don't see that you are iý."

"Sot pretty eneugh?" put in hie pla-
tonie pal, bluntly. "Looks don't matter.
It would make her ail the more furions
to bave her nose put out of joint by such
a plaingirl." ,

"Perhaps that might work," said Rod-
die, with apparent brutality. But as
there was no "nonsense" about Madge,
she knew she was jolly plain beside a
girl like Mirabelle, and wouldn't expeet
to be contradicted. So they went on dis-
cussing the plan, and Roddie found him-
self becoming persuaded.

'But, tben'you were going aketching
in Brittany for your holiday ?"

'l'Il corne sketching to Cowry Bay in-
stead."1

"You are a brick-you are really.
Youre meet awfully, good - natm'ed
Madge-"

"Not a bit. inm interested in this
affair. 1 mean, if I can,- to see yon en-

ainîng at U.S. General Hospital 'NO. 1, marching past St. Patrick's Cathledral in America'sà
parade. Tbey are members of one of the U.S. base hospitals.

jey yeur, holiday in the seciety of some
other girl."

"Tbere are net going te bie any thtere-."
"Well, cenfide inioe e ye know up

biere, and get lier te go down and lîelp
vou, play up te you. preteuid te be the
otber lalf cf sudden attaebmnent.-

"My ,ear good Madge. bew could I?
1 don*t know any girls. welr-exeept yeu,
and vou douît count. Yen 're se-"

"UÈnfeminilie."
"Oh, net in a horrid %vay, but-wcll,

yeu've alway# fended for vourself like a
muan,lia venît 'eu! T eften feel 3'ou're
like anether fâllew. Besides. bow ceuld
eue possibly ask a girl to do tlîat-to
consent te bie a sert cf loeum tenens in a
love affair, eh ?"

Thie ittle artist sbeok lier table loth
out of tlîe studio window. tied up a
bulging portfelio of studies, and finally
answeredl i ber îuîeoAtmatter-ef-fact
',oice.

" Cii<OUilda-k nie anvthing, Roddie."

Tlhe toungi fellow gasped, gazing at tic
presaie. littie figure of hl-; confidante,
slkirr of So inîaiivstudlio teas 'and ou~t-

i î-and vt'crt., uer -ine t iev left tut'
-alie v.illage ini thet' conntrv ýto live, ene

ini '-t. Jaiiue-'Stu'eet rouais, une in a
LUIChea di

gaged before the end of the holidays."
Oh, Madge! I say, bow you do cheer

a clîap up. I've neyer kîmwu anyone
like yeu. l'il bless you for ever. 1 can't
tell vou how-howv sickeningly grateful
1 ani te you. If I could ever do anytbing
in that hune for vou. But, tlien, yeu'rc
net tlîat sort cf girl, are you? You
don't -care. about anything but your
work, do3,yen? Yo're se unsenti mental;
yeu're-"

"A boni bachelor-giri," concluded
Madge, drily. "llowever, don't let
'Mirabelle suspect that fact, once we al
get down into Arcadia. And buek up,
Reddie. Plenty cf things unay liappen
iu the country."

And she dismissed lier ft-Ilow-conspira-
ter witb a gay littie nod.

But wben Roddie, inucli cheered, bad
departed to bis roems te look eut flan-
nels, fishing tackle, andI aher lîeliday
kit, this born baclielor-girl sank dewn
on lier studio lounge. burild lier little
îiltraîîiarin'-smnudged nos,' ii a shabbu'
Liberty cu.iion, ani smotlered a wob.

"A locumi teneji-." suie muttvred bit-
terly t, lîerself. , "A girl t)àat's to e l
îîîade love to for a fortniglit, pr.'tending
that she's occiuying the~ place of a
prettier, luckier girl. Tbat's ahl I'm ever
to know of lov-e."

Chapter IL
"Plenty of things," Madge had said,

"émay happen in the country."
Pretty Mirabelle had begun te find out

that this was true. She discovered that
the country was not nearly s0 enjoyable
this v'ear. Something hiad gone wrong
,%ith the tennis lawn. Some other holi-
day makers - odious cockiieys- had
erected a bathing but i her (Mira-
belle's) own favorite snd particûlar bay.

Her di*ssmaker - idiot - had disap-
pointed hier over bier summer muslins;
and hier wet.day "things" were a disap-
pintment also; that Burberry bat, wbich

lo1oked so fetcbing ini the illustfttion,
was not becoming after ail - hid too
much of bier. bair.

Mr. Sinclair-wretcbed creature-bad
written to say that Somerset -Hous
could not, spare him for knotber- fort-
inight, so: that Mirabjelle was baulked of
ber favorite amusement,. that- of l1ooking
lovely as a "summer girl," wbile oe
played one admirer off, againiit another.

Boddie .Hast'ngs-that -nincompoop-
would be positively the only -man- there
to see what a cbarmimg pîc.ture Mira-
belle's creamy skin and.'.black 'hairmade
against tbe background of ýthe 'pergola-
covered with crimeon ramblers. WVorst

of aIl, even Bod-
lie the Infatua.
e ,hid -prepareci
sa nupleasant sur-
prise -for his en-
slaver.

"A friend of
mine, " be informed
the family the
second day at
breakfast," h a a
taken rooms at
the post offibe bere,
going t. do a fort-
aight's sketcblng."

"Oh, do brlng
him in to ose
ua"1 said Mira-
bQUles.mother, boa-
pitiblyv. .

"Do," added Mira-
belle, 4emûrelyf "it
will be Bo much
more amulaifg -
fMr you-of eiýrs6
-wvith ,aaothe r

'It haPnsto
lie onot er gr,
-Thanks,. l'il bring
ber over thié alto?-
noon..

"Another. il1 9
Could anytbing be
more tactless of
Roddle? Ie might
have known that
Mirabelle w a s
bored to tears by
other girls. An
artist into the
bargain. Mirabelle

\knew wbat women
artios were -
dingy dowda -and.

greatest Red Cross frowsy fr u mp s
with clothes past.
p r a yin gor ;

dabE of oul paint on the ends of their
noses, and hair ail anyhow. There
would not even be the fun ofcompeti-
tien witb another pretty girl, concluded
the diogusted Mirabelle.

Consequently, when abs firet bébeld
the friend whoin Roddie brougbt ln froua
tbe whitewashed, honeyeiuckle - grown'
post office, she was more than amazed.'

So was Roddie.
lie bad scarcely been able to believe

his own eye at the ight of Madge when
she appeared in hier holiday get-up. IVas
it M.%adge? Or was it the get-up that
iad so tranilgured lier?

Gone w~as the prosaic figure ini the
strictly titilitarian clotiies, gone the
screwed -back coiffure, vanished utterly
the stains of the' untidiet of professions.

And fraffed in tbe honeysucklc-
%vreatlicd doorway there stood a smiling,
dainty inaiden i n a dligttully'cut, cool
cotton gown cf blue-and-white cbeck;
the blue just è.natching ber migchievous
ey'es, the whîite te suit the cluster of
fiowers in ber big straw biat. She wore
lreî,ostî'rotis but pretty suede shees and
stoc'kings cf saxe-blité; ber nails wcre
pjink «tndf polished, lier cheeks pinker
under a suspicion of -scented, powder.
Another gruab liad beenie a butterfly!
Actually she carried a sunshade with a
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skin.
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