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SUITS AND
OVERCOATS
to MEASURE
from $5.15
to $20.

—

Please mention this paper.

$5.15 SUIT

are made to measﬁre from real British
fabrics in latest West - End
Fashions or New York styles.

=

It is well known that London is
the centre of Fashion for men's
clothes, so why not come to us
for your suits?
actually make the journcy—we
will send the clothes to you, as

‘are now doing to men all over
the world. We always give satis-
faction, because * Curzon” Suits
are made by cxperts; because the
fit is guaranteed; and because
these suits are of a style and cut
that stamp their wearers as * well
dressed ”
look at the saving you eficct!
By purchasing from us you save
10/- in the pound, and obtain a
suit as good and “ds smart as is
sold by the local tailor at double
‘our prices.

TWO GOLD MEDALS

for the excellence and value of
our Tailoring Productions.

You need not

all the time. Then

We now hold

FREE PATTERNS!

Fill in a post card and address
same to us, as below, asking for
our latest assortment of materials.
Together with patterns, we send
you fashion-plates and complete
instructions
measurement, tape measure, all
sent free and carriage paid.
dispatch your order within seven
days, and if you do not approve,
return the goods, and we will
refund the money.

for accurate self-

We

The
World'’s
Measure
Tailors.

(Dept.103 ), 60/62 CITY ROAD, LONDON, ENG.

Addresses for Patterns: For Toronto and East Canada:
CURZON BROS., ¢ o MIGHT DIRECTORIES, Ltd. (Dept 108
74/76 Church Street, Toronto, Ontario.

For Winnipeg and the West:
CURZON BROS., c/o HENDERSON BROS. (Dept. 103
279 Garry Streot, Winnipeg. ’

ground. Behind the landlady’s broad
back she also executed a village bob.

“I had ‘to come with the eggs. We
supply Mrs. Richards with eggs. And
it seemed wunneighborly to go away

without seeing your lordship,” she said.

She looked at him with wonderful
eyes that met his own with unre-
gerved directness. He told himself as

he shook hands that this girl was a
great beauty, and would be a magnifi-
cent woman some day.

“I am pleased to see you,” he said,
with quiet courtesy. “It was . kind of
vou to look me up. Will you eome into
the garden?”

“I havn’t much time to spare.” said
Molly, “It’s my cake morning. You
are coming round to the Viearage,

aren’t you?

“Certainlv.” he veplied at once. “if
you think T shall not be teo carly a
visitor.”

Molly’s lips parted in a little smile!

Can’t we walk together?” |

June.

“We begin our day at six,” she said.

“What energy!” he commented. “I
am only energetic when on a holiday.”

“You’re on business now, then?”
queried Molly.
He looked at. her keenly as they

passed out upon the sunlit road. “I
think you know what my business is,”
he said.

She did not respond. T'll take- you
through the fields,” she said. “It’s a
short cut. Don’t you want to smoke?”

There was something in her manner
that struck him as not
natural. He pondered over it as he
lighted a cirgarette.

“They are cutting the grass in the
church fields,” said Molly. “Don’t you

hear?”
Through the slumberous summer air
came the whir of the machine. It was
“Tt’s the laziest sound on earth,”
Wyverton. ‘

altogether |
| They did not tremble, but they grip- |

!h:ld meeting brows, but

said
| impatient hand and removed her hat.

Molly turned off the road to a stile.
“You ought to take a holiday,” she said,
as she mounted it.

He vaulted the railing beside it and
gave her his hand. “I'm not altogether
a drone, Miss Neville,” he said.

Molly seated herself on the top bar
and surveyed him.
said. “You are here on business, aren’t
you?”

Wyverton'’s extended hand fell to his
side. Now what is it you want to say
to me?” he asked her, quietly.

Molly’s hands were clasped in her lap.

ped one another vather tightly.

“T want to say a cood manv thine<™

she said, after a moment.

Lord Wyverton smiled suddenly  1le
his smile was
reassuring.

“Yes?” he said.

“Partly.” said Molly. She put up an

——
S——

Her hair shone gloriously in the sup.
light that fell chequeréd through t)e
overarching trees. ,

“I want to talk to you seriously
Lord Wyverton,” she sad. o2

“I am quite serious,” he assured her

There followed a briet silence. Molly’s;
eyes travelled beyond him and resteq
upon the plodding horses in the hay-
field. ’

“I have heard,” she said at length
“that men and women in your position
don’t always marry for love.,” e

Wyverton's eyes grew together into g
single, hard, uncompromising line. &
suppose there are such people to be
found in every class,” he said.

Molly’s eyes returned from. the hay-
field and met his look steadily. "“I )ike
you best when you don’t frown,” ghe

| smile.

said. “I am not trying to insult you»
His brows relaxed but he did not
“I am sure of that,” he said
courteously. “Please continue.” -
Molly leaned slightly forward. ¢

| think one should be honest at all times,”

S " Ev24 s or
\Wyverton, Phyllis isn't in love witl;d
you at all. She cares for Jim Freeman,
the doctor’s assistant—an awfully nice
boy; and he cares for her. But, you
see, you are rich, and we are so fright-
fully poor; and mother is often ill,
- chiefly because there isn’t enough to
provide her with what she needs. And
so Phyllis felt it would be almost
wicked to refuse your offer. Perhaps
you won’t understand, but I hope you
will try. If it weren’t for Jim, I would
never have told you. As it is—I have
been wondering——>

She broke off abruptly and suddenly
covered her face with her two hands
in a stillness so tense that the man be-
side her marvelled.

He moved close to her. He was
rather pale, but by no means discom-
posed.

“Yes?” he said.
want you to finish.”

There was authority in his voice, but
Molly sat in unbroken silence.

He waited for several moments, then
laid a perfectly steady hand on her
knee.

“You have been wondering——" he
said.

She did not raise her head. As if
under compulsion,. she answered him
with her face still hidden.

“I have dared to wonder if—perhaps
—you would take me—instead. I—am
not in love with anybody else, and I
never would be. If you are in love
with Phyllis, I won’t ge on. But if it
is just beauty you care for, 1 am-no
worse-looking than she is. And I
should do my best to please you.”

The low voice sank. Molly’s habit-
ual self-possession had wholly deserted
her at this critical moment. She was
painfully conscious of the quiet hand
cn her knee. It seemed to press upon
her with a weight that was almost in-
tolerable.

The silence that followed was terrible
to her. She wondered afterwards how
she sat through it.

Then at last he moved and took her
by the wrists. “Will you look at me?”
he said.

His voice sent a quiver through her.
She had never felt so desperately scared
and ashamed in all her healthy young
life. Yet she yielded to the insistence
of his touch and tone, and met the
searching scrutiny of his eyes with all
her courage. He was not angry, she
saw; nor was he contefmptuous. More

“Go on, please. I

| ered her eyes
| throbbed wildly, but still she kept her-
“Of course not,” she |

“About vour sister?”

than that she could not read. She low-
and waited. Her pulses

self from trembling.

“Is this a definite offer:” he asked
at last.

“Yes,” she answered. Her voice Wwas
very low, but it was steady.

He waited a second, and she felt the
mastery of the eves she could not meet.

“Forgive me.” he said. then; “but are
[ vou actually in emrnest?”

“Yes” she said again, and amarvelied
at her own daring, )

His hold tightened upon her wrists
“You are a very brave girl,” he said.

There was a haffling note in his tone.
and she glanced up involuntarily. To
Ler intense relief she saw the qnizm‘al,
kindly look in his eyes again.
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