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The evenings are growing long and it is time to decide what papers
to take for the winter. Here is an offer that will interest you now and
meet the needs of readers of both sexes, young and old during the long
winter months when the papers become family friends. Just think of it!
For $1.75 you can receive for one full year the WESTERN HOME
MONTHLY, (Canada’s Greatest Household Magazine)) THE NOR’-
WEST FARMER (the recognized farm paper of the West), and the
WEEKL ” FREE PRESS AND PRAIRIE FARMER (with the news
of the world).

Our readers will, no doubt, agree with us that this is the most extraor-
dinary offer that has ever been advertised, and as it is not likely to be
repeated, we suggest that you take advantage of it today. These three
papers can all be sent to the same or lifferent addresses. This special
rate of $1.75 holds good to any address in Canada (except, Winnipeg) and
also to Great Britain. ' b ;

Those of our readers, who, in addition to sending in their own sub-

scription, also forward us subscription for one of their friends, are entitled
to ask for a'magniﬁcent, picture of His Majesty, King George V, which
will be sent to them free.

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY, WINNIPEG,

Gentlemen:—Enclosed find the sum of $1.75, for which, send the apers
mentioned to the following address or addresses:

Western Home Monthly. .
The Nor’'West Farmer. . ... .....oounuieiinnei
Weekly Free Press. . .. .. ...
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| ed, he said, slowly and meditatively,
“Well, Archie, it will require consider-
able diplomacy on your part to answer
that letter. U
proposition to explain it satisfactorily
to Miss Gordon, especially since you
know who wrote it.”

As Professor Douglas made mno reply,
Mr. McLaren asked with evident hesita-
tion: “Say, Archie, could you—that is
—don’t you think that you had better
pretend that you wrote that letter
Yourself, and are ‘pleased with her
answer. You certainly need a wife, and

in every way admirably fitted for the

sition. Someone has, I would judge,

en trying to play Providence in your
affairs. You should feel grateful that
he or she has chosen such an excellent
wife for you, although it is something
that a man prefers to choose for him-
self. I have not forgotten how you
loved Amy, but I can see no possible
way for you to act, other than to ap-
pear delighted that Miss Gordon has
accepted you.”

“I see no alternative, either,” Pro-
fessor Douglas  replied bitterly. “I
wish I knew who wrote that letter.
Some busy-body who, doubtless, thinks
that my children are neglected. They
are becoming rather unmanageable in
some respects,” he reluctantly admitted;
“but I had no thought ofee¥&r marry-
ing again. I wish Kate were home. A
woman’s intuition always sees through
things of this kind. I suppose there is

It will be a rather difficult

Helen Gordon is a splendid woman, and.

when I think of.anyone having Amy’s
name, —”

If the bride’s face was unusually pale
when she left with her husband, it wag
attributed solely to the fact of hep
leaving her home and friends, for to
the observing Prof. Douglas was all
that a bridegroom should ‘in the cour-
teous attention and marked respect he
gave his wife. When they were on the
train—that was to take them home—
he . bought her some of the latest
magazines, saw that she was comfort-
able, and feeling that nothing else was
required of him, turned eagerly to his
daily newspaper. For some time she
looked through the window, lost in
thought. Then, as though she had
suddenly arrived at some decision, she
turned, and spoke to her husband so
abruptly that he. looked up in a
startled way. “Professor Douglas, why
did you marry me?”

“Why did I marry you?’ he echoed
in surprise and consternation, letting
his paper drop from his hand. “What
do you mean?”

“Just what I said,” she returned in a
tense, agitated voice.

“Why do you ask me such a ques-
tion?” he parried gently, for he noticed
her agitation and the shadowed depths
of unshed tears in her eyes, and won-
dered what had caused this change in
her. He was unprepared for her direct
and candid reply.

“Because I was going into the library
for a book that I wished to bring with

nothing for-me to do but answer this

letter as you suggest. I could not
submit Miss Gordon to the humiliation
of knowing that she had accepted a pro-
posal that T had never made.”

Three months later Mr. and Mrs.
McLaren received an  invitation to the
"wedding. -
able anxiety about this marriage, and
had ‘almost exhausted her husband’s
last shred of patience, speculating how
her brother would act towards his un-
desired ‘bride, remembering how de-
votedly he had loved his first wife. Her
brother’s pleasant, courteous, manner
re-assured her, yet she breathed a deep,
satisfied, 'sisterly sigh when the mar-
riage ceremony was concluded.

After the bride had changed her
wedding gown for her travelling dress
she slipped quietly down the back
stairs to the library for a book she
wished to take with her. Through the
open door she saw her husband and his
best man, standing with their backs to
her, talking.

She hesitated at the door, undecided
whether she should interrupt them or
not.  As she momentarily halted, some
words arrested her attention as they
came with clear-cut, cruel distinctness,
yet there was a strange tremor of agi-
tation in her husband’s voice as he ap-
parently ‘replied to some remark his
best man had made.

“Yes, my wife is a very fine looking,
cultured woman, and better than that,
I believe, a wonderfully good one; but,
Frank, you know how I loved Amy and
that I had no thought of every marry-

ing again. Say nor more to me. I
cannot bear it. My heart seems broken
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. cannot bear it.

Mrs. McLaren felt consider- [*
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remark your friend, Mr. Graham, had
evidently made.

loved Amy, and that I never meant to

‘You know how I
marry again. ®Say no more to me. I
My heart seems
broken to-day.’”

“I should not have uttered such
words, Helen,” he replied with deep
contrition. “I beg that you will for-
give and forget- them.”

“I may do so when you answer my
question,” she quietly ~persisted. It
doe§ not seem very just to me to speak
of a broken heart on our wedding day.”
She spoke tremulously. Her resentment
was breaking down before the hurt in
her heart. ‘

“I am sorry, Helen, truly sorry,” he
confessed, brokenly. “That I so far
forgot myself, and what was due to
you, as to utter such words. My first
marriage was brought very vividly be-
fore me to-day, and—I—Iloved Amy so
—and—so——”

“And you do not love me,” she in-
terrupted ‘with g tense whisper, that
broke involuntarily from her lips, re-
vealing all the sorrow that this in-
tuiti\'e. kn?}),\vledge gave her.

“I did 1ot say so,” he argued, gent-
ly, picking up her magazine that had
fallen  to the floor.

“The inference ig very plain,” she re-
turned with quiet  decision, looking
away from him, Then, after a
moment’s silence, she turned and look-
ed him straight in the eyes, asked with
exceeding directness, “Is this the an-
swer to my question?”

“No, d¥cidedly not,” he answered
empliatically, “To marry you be-

me when I overheard you say to some °
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