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and that was just a couple of days before T
came away.

“I had been speaking of my unworthiness.
“‘Why,” I said, ‘the very name I offer you is
not my own; it is assumed.’

“‘Oh,’ she laughed, ‘there is no great crime
in that. As a matter-of-fact, Alice Ferguson is
not my real name either. You see, my parents
are dead, and when Mr. and Mrs. Ferguson
adopted me they insisted that I take their
name.’ :

‘“Even as she said these words some presenti-
ment chilled my blood before she continued,
a little brokenly, as if it were hard for her to
say what she did.

“‘You see,” she went on, ‘I have a brother
who is a disgrace to the family, and Mr. Fer-
guson was afraid that, some day, he might come
back and find me out by my name and bring
sorrow to me, so I took their name.’

““You have a brother,” I stammered, ‘is he
still living?’

“‘I don’t know, but sometimes I hope not.’
Her voice had grown so bitter I scarcely recog-
nized it. ‘I don’t remember very much about
him, for I was very little when he left home.
But I know he killed my mother—she died
because of the disgrace he brought on his
name; and my father never got over it either.
On his death-bed Father made me promise that
if ever my brother came back I would not speak
to him. He must have been very bad; though,
perhaps, Father may have been too harsh with
him, for what little I can remember of him he was
very good and kind to me.’

“SHE had been looking out of the window

while she said this; as if she were half-
ashamed to speak of her brother. Ashamed be-
fore me! Good Lord! Had she been looking at
me, she surely must have guessed! In my
anguish I groaned aloud. Alice turned to me
quickly.

“““Oh, George, you are ill.
worried you about this.
white.”

““She got me a glass of water, but she never
suspected the truth—that I was the brother she
had been taught to remember so bitterly. And
I did not dare tell her. Oh, T am a moral coward
all right, even if I was never once afraid of all
the guns and shells on the battle-field. No,
I did not tell her; I could not. But before I
came away I left a letter for her in which I
asked her to try to forget me, as I was all
unworthy of her and it was utterly impossible
that I could let her share my name.

“I have had one letter from her since. Poor
girl! She does not understand, and still believes
that some day she will be my wife. I have

, not written to her again. I cannot; I cannot
own up to her that I am the brother she has
been taught to hate. I have lost her com-
pletely; and I have even lost the father to whom
I had begun to plan of going back, to make what
reparation I could in his old age—even my
father is dead.”

“Why are you so sure your father is dead?”
suddenly asked my companion, who had kept
perfectly still while the man had been speaking.
So absorbed in his story had I been that I had
quite forgotten the girl with me. Now, as I
looked at her, I was astonished; she was leaning
eagerly forward, two great tears glistened
on her cheeks but her eyes shone wondrously.

“Why do you think your father is dead?”
she repeated.

The man stared at her.

“Why, Alice told me he was dead,” he an-
swered wonderingly.

‘“Alice Ferguson is not your sister. There is
no reason why you should not marry her.”

The soldier started, and stared incredulously.

“Back at the old home,” the young woman
continued, “your father, James Holden, still
lives and has learned of what you have done.
He is feeble and ailing, but is praying that his
strength will last until his boy comes back to
forgive and be forgiven. He was not able to
come to you himself, but he sent me.” She
was standing now, looking eagerly at the man,

He had also risen and was gazing at her, his
face bright with a great, yearning hope.

““And you—you are—” his outstretched arms
finished the question.

“I am your sister.

I should not have
You are deathly

I am Alice Holden.”

Tea in the Making and in
the Serving

ABOUT one woman in five hundred knows

how to make a cup of good tea, but not one
in five thousand knows how to serve a cup of
good tea.

The making is simple; warm the pot, have
fresh water freshly boiled and still boiling,
put the tea into the pot, pour on the boiling
water and—there you are! The flavour de-
pends on the taste in teas of the housekeeper,
and the strength depends on what she considers
good for the family.

The serving is equally simple—when you
know how. Time is of the utmost importance,
but although we have heard this over and over
again, how few of us really realize it? The best
tea ever grown can be spoilt in the serving.
We tell each other that tea should not be allowed
to steep more than three minutes, and some-
times—when we happen to think of it—we do
pour it out about that time.

But even when this is done with the first
cup, how about the unfortunate second cup?
Isn’t it equally true of it, that it should not
steep more than three minutes? Remember,
the steeping process does not stop when we
decide that it is sufficiently steeped to be ready
to pour. It goes on steeping so long as it is on
the leaves. Therefore, to serve tea properly,
pour it into another warmed teapot at the end
of three minutes.

5. LUX
Bath

To-night—sprinkle 2
or3 spoonfuls of LUX
into the bath water.
Stir it about.
happens? The LUX
Sflakes dissolve instant-
ly,making the water as
softasthatfromtheold
time*‘cistern’
barrel on the farm—
do you remember?

or rain-
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EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD

Soft as

Summer Rain

Becomes the water into
which you have stirred
a few LUX flakes—pure

essence of soap. An ex-

quisite, soothing and re-

freshing quality is given

Lever Brothers Limited

the bath, or shampoo,

and what’s more, no

further soap will be

needed.

UX

It’s the modern, quick way of using
soap—and it’s by far the best way
for the bath. Use soap in the ordin-
ary way and you rub or force some
of it into the pores.
silken LUX wafers dissolve so com-
pletely that not a trace remains to
clog the skin—yet it is thoroughly
cleansed and toned.

Now, the little

There’s.a new bath lux-
ury waiting for you in

LUX. Try it.

All grocers sell it " LR
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reading, fancy work and the
children if you have a McClary’s
Florence. This is a time-giving
stove, because it needs no watch-
ing. Height of flame never varies
of itself. Properly adjusted, with
plentiful oil supply, it will do its
work untended for an hour or two
if desired.
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FLORENCE .

OIL COOK STOVES

LONDON, TORONTO
ST. JOHN, N.B.,, HAMILT
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Wickless,

‘

Valveless,
Blue Flame, Automatic
MONTREAL WINNIPEG, VANCO

ON, CALGARY, SASKATOON, EDMONTON
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FOOD

Happy Baby

The air of perfect hagpiness and
contentment of babies brought up
stantly a subject of remark. This
is simdply because it is so easily di-
gested, so nourishing and satisfy-
ing, in fact an ideal food for babies
in every way.
plication to Savory & Moore, P.O.
Box 1601, Montreal.

on Savory & Moore’s Food is con-

Get a tin of Savory & Moore’s
Food to-day from your Stores, and
note how eagerly baby will take it,
and what marked improvement and
steady progress will follow its use.

MOTHER’S GUIDE FREE

Savory & Moore's little Book, “ The
Baby,” is full of useful and reliable in-
formation on Infant Management. It
is just what a young mother requires,
and will prove invaluable in the home.
A Free Copy may be obtained on ap-
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Of all Druggists and Stores
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