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The Hidden Hour

BY J. B. HARRIS-BURLAND

CHAPTER 1V.— (Cont’d.)

It was a beautiful room—this bed-
+¥oom that her husband had furnished
for her in the first flush of his suc-
tess. The thick carpet and curtains
were grey, and all the furniture was

odern black lacquer covered with lit-
go Chinese scenes and figures in gold.

he ceiling was a pale grey and all

explain why she had gone to the the-
atre in & morning dress and why she
had not taken the car, and why—oh,
there were a dozen things.

She was afraid, and yet at the same
time she was conscious of a feeling of
repentance. She could not picture
herself crhﬁlng before her husband
Ialnd ttlz,lling idm tlhe t,rulhl:i 'l'hn;l w;uld

ave been ridiculous, and the shock of

$he woodwork had been painted a (lljes the confession might well kill him, if
range. The dressing-table DR ! he were very ill. But she knew now

ith goldband. crystal. hA brigtl;t log that the great ';romance" of her life

rsugnn:om:r:el:gan’tnh:d fmgr ?us't ﬂ? would never brinf her any happiness.

tended to it. The walls had been| She would never love anyone but John

ainted a pale reddish yellow that re.| Merrington, but her love would be a

A p Jo oW, d|secret that she would hug to her and

’f vel? u.lf sombreness of the gy :im't hold close to her heart, as Cleopatra

Bo%,  The man Whg had de'mzne 1% held the viper. However long her hus-

ad a d that it was “all darkness and/ band lived, she would never ﬁeave him
am;::“rsel? r}‘qlml':t;:;r;sl};i& %?gds::: and he should never know the truth,
i ’ ” She would be a loyal wife to him, as
un%b%nlsym;heo gf;&"ﬁfsm"frﬁ:"ﬁéw oc- | She had been a loyal wife to him dur-
burred to hor aiin asg she looked|ing all the years of their marriage

again, save for those few kisses—those few
round the room, if she had not had so passionate words of the last mosth
z:Lgfe}:‘ectt".ht’:l&ﬁ:lfg:l:{n A? 2 ma. Duty! Loyalty! What a revulsion of
5oL bome feeling from the love that had stag-
gered her with its intensity] What a
swinging back of the pendulurm!

There was a knocking on the door
and the handle turned. She waited
| for someone to speak, but no one

spoke,
“All right, Alec,” she exclaimed.
“You can come in.”
She unlocked the door and opened
h e to pretend that it- Her husband entered the room.

ere had been nothing to conceal.
She went to one of the big lacquered |
wardrobes and hung the coat in al _
forner of it. Then she placed the hat! “You have been a long time taking
a drawer and, walking to the'off your hat and coat,” said Sir Alex-
dressing-table, looked at herself in ander Bradney.
the mirror. Her face was pale, and| “Yes, Alec, 'm very tired.”
She did not care to look at her own | . “You were not coming down to the
Byes. The picture that she saw was | library, eh?”
ot in the least like the picture which| “Oh, yes—I was just coming.” She
“Meorrington had pain This was paused and laughed. “I just wanted
[not the face of a woman who was in|to tidy myself up a bit; I've been
tJove but of & woman who was afraid—. roughm% it, you know.”
« @ guilty, worthless creature who had «Roughing it? What do you mean?”
'sroken the laws of God in her heart .“I’ve been to the theatre—upper
&nd gone near to breaking the laws of circle—took a cab both ways.”
man. o Sir Alexander stroked = his chin
Ruth Bradney hated herself as she thoughtfully. “H’m, I see,” he said
Baw that face in the glass. She was|after a pause. “So that’s why you are
$orry for the man she loved—the man | not in an evening frock?”
who loved her. She was even sorry| “Yes. One could hardly dress for
ifor her husband, whom she could  the upper circle.”
_gever love. Perhaps after all there| “Come -downstairs.
;bad been some truth in what those!Smoke.”
| people had caid in the train. Perhaps| “Oh,
Eer husband was ill—-very ill with| “No, thank you! I do not do that
y of which she knew  kind of thing.”
'pothing.  And perhaps, sick in body! Ruth switched off the lights and
#nd mind, overworked, and always walked slowly down the stairs, Her
nowing that she did not love him, he husband followed her, but he did not
ight have come very near to hating speak until they were in the library.
er. Then he said, “T wasn’t able to go to
“A worthless woman,” she said to the house after all.”
ersclf as she regarded that portrait' “Did you dine in town?” queried
n the mirror—a calm, clear-cut rev- | Ruth, seating herself in an easy chair.
iglation of some Ruth Bradney that she' Sir Alexander nodded. He took up
Fg

She was afraid to put the
gs away in a trunk. There was

CHAPTER V.

I want to
you can smoke here, Alec.”

me secret malud

ad never seen before. She powdered ;l{is ‘ositioq with hdis bac(li( tal)l the ﬂr(;;

er face and tidied her hair with He lit s cigar and stood there wit

rembling fingers. Then she turned his hands behind him, For nearly a
away from the dressing-table and Em}l:te ‘t(};ereDwas silence, and then
 Btood by the fire. She was afraid to Ruth said, “Do you want to see me
i go downstairs and meet her husband. nb‘og& tlllnything of importance?”
iThat was the truth of it. | “‘Well, yes—important to me at any
ipever expected to meet him until the rate. I'm eginning to feel that things
iollo-.ving morning, when it would cannot 80 on very well as they are,

ave been 80 much easier for her to You have always been indifferent to
'me, but now you seem to hate me. I've
iseen it In your eyes more than once
—hatred.”

“Oh, no, Alec.
like that.”

“I am speaking the truth.
since I destroyed that rotten
|of you you have been quite di

Ruth tried to smile.
Alec,” she said,
inably.”

I lost my temper; I was not
very well that morning. The
portrait irritated me.”

“You said it was the portrait of a
bad woman. Very likely you’re right.”

“I did not speak the truth. I did
not tell you exactly what was in my
|mind, Ruth. The portrait showed me
% 1a woman who was in love.” He paused
Allays thirst. ;and laughed. “In love—and I know
Soolhes the lhroat ;W(>lll] enou'gh that you are not in love

' § | with me.”
ality, Flay ; | Ruth clasped her knees with Jher
Fo:hguseﬂ:ﬁ Packz;:“‘ ihnnds. She knew that her husband
get -

It's wicked to talk

Ever
ortrait
erent.”
“Oh, well,
you did behavé abom-

Have a packet in your
pocket for ever-ready
refreshment.

Rids digestion,

was conducting a ecross-examination,
| She had listened to him, more than
!once, when he had been trying to get
the truth out of a witness. }Fe never
1blustered or bullied. He was always

i quiet and gentle and sympathetic—'

just like this.

So you think T
| someone else, Alg ?”
how absurd!”

He looked at her for n fow moments
‘withou! spcaking. Then he said, “You

am in love with
she laughed. “Oh,

THE BORROW tshouiht—-” Jsg&e'nlylu in a dmr,n
TR oy arah saw Judith’s clear eyes chal-
Judith’s door opened catiny find lenging her and heard J uditl{'s voice:
Sarah Fell stood apologet Sy 40 the “Try standing on your own fect,
doorway. How pretty she was with Sarah, and see how good it feels!”
her golden hair and ker arms full nf
jade crepe de Chine! “Oh, “you're
studying!” she -exclaimed. “I ‘won’t A DRESSING STOOL.
interrupt you but a moment. T just “By the time I comb my hair in the
wanted to ask you which you'd I‘”’e;aﬂaernoon I'm just too tired to pringp
this made up with if youwere I, silver pogore o mirror,” admitted a busy
or black? Or would you, use both?” country mother. “So I do it in the

“Prue said silver, .Conme,‘nld M‘?kv quickest pdssible way and trust to
and Mary said both,” observed Judith luck regarding the appearance of the
d;’ygz- “Sar ah-;»d on’t you ever get tired | ), 1 of my collar and hair.”

0! rrowing? Many times my tired and aching

“of borrowmg!. Why, -Yﬂdx- I'néver| oot have tended to hasten my after-
bo‘x;r?wed a cent in my life! noon toilet and have reminded me of

I'm not talking about money. Why| v hard-working friend. So it was
don’t you decgde something for your- with surprise and interest that I re-
self".’ Really it’s heaps more fun. Oh, | cently saw in front of her dressing-
youre a wheedler, and it’s awfplly|igple o rejuvenated piano stool
hard to resist you, but somebody’s got | hrought down from her attic, where
to do it for your own 800d. So I.de-[it had remained in" useless oblivion
cline to answer your question.” since superseded at the piano by a

“Why, Judith!” Sarah exclaimed. more ambitious bench.

“I mean it, We're all in a conspir-|  « cannot tell you what a comfort
acy to help you rob yourself, but I'm it is,” she explained. “I'm only pro-
going to get out. Try standihg on|yoked to think that I did not get it
your own feet, Sarah, and see how down sooner. I sit here in comfort
go?d it feels!” and arrange my hair as carefully as
‘But Professor Baker said one of I' choose. Then I swing round and
the requisites of success is will eSS | scrutinize results from all angles.
to lea_rn from others!” Sarah exelaim- “No more scolding-locks for mother!
ed“trlumplmntly.. Daughter is so delighted with this

I'know he did. But that doesn’t| one improvement that she donated the
mean you should go round borrowing | cretonne cover.”

Even if vanity does not prompt a

other people’s brains to avold usingz
yo‘I‘xr own,” Judith retorted, more careful toilet, every mother will
Nonsense!” Sarah replied lightly. appreciate the comfort this arrange-
ment offers for tired feet. If the attic

“Go b:_;ck to your old' calculus, If my
gown is spoiled, it will be your fault!” does not harbor one of these old swivel
piano stools, one can be bought at

A week later Sarah was summoned
second-hand very cheaply. And inci-

to the dean’s office, “Miss Fell,” the
dentally let me add that such a stool

dez'm said, “I am afraid your report is
going to be a shock to you this term, is exceedingly handy in the kitchen as
well.

so I called you in to talk it over with
you.” 2

A PRETTY APRON FOR
“MOTHER’S HELPER.”

She waited till Sarah, white of face,
had read the card twice. Then, “Do
you understand?” the dean asked.

The girl shook her head.

“It is because You are trying to live
upon borrowed capital. We could not
be sure of it at first, so we waited, giv-
ing you the benefit of every doubt.
Think it over. How many papers have
you written, how many problems have
you solved, how many even unimport-
ant things have you decided without
help from others?”

“Why, I—1 didn't suppose — 1

must have hit your forehead against

something, Ruth.”

“Yes—getting into the ‘cab. It
doesn’t hurt. I didn’t think it showed
at“al};" o Bt

Oh, it won’t dis : fop.
he said with a Smﬂz% "
Ruth, I'm very sorry I lost m temper
—and that I’ve been thinking such
horrible things about you: Can’t yeu
forgive me?” : :

“Yes, Alec, of course I forgive you,”
she answered.

He came towards her and laid his
hand upon her shoulder. “You see,
Ruth,” he continued, ‘it wasn’t as if I
didn’t care. If I hadn’t cared that
look in your eyes wouldn’t have mat-
tered. But I did care, and I do care.
I' know you don’t love me, but—Ruth
dear, I'd be content with so very
little—"

She flushed with shame, but before
she could frame a reply tae telephone
bell rang. Sir Alexander did not move
but as the bell kept on ringing Ruth
cried out, “Oh, please answer it Alec.
I can’t even think with that noise go-
ing on.”

Sir Alexander
the far end of
up the receiver.

“Hallo!” said Sir Alexander. “Yes
—speaking—Oh, what’s that? Speak
louder, will you—yes, I did call there,
about nine o’clock, to see Mr. Merring-
ton.  Yes, I saw Mrs. Merrington—
Oh, how terrible, how shocking—
| You’d better come and see me, or send
| someone, if you like—yes, certainly—
ves, of course.”

He hung up the recetver, and Ruth,
chilled with fear at the mention of
Merrington’s name, said, “Who was
that?” without looking round at her
husband.

“Someone speaking from Merring- |
ton’s house,” Bradney replied. “I was
round there about nine o’clock. You
see, Ruth, I thought perhaps he’d
Eaint another portrait of you if I paid

im over again, so I looked him u
after I'd had some dinner at the club,

He paused, and Ruth, in an agony
of terror, dared not seem to take too
great an interest in what she had
'heard. No doubt, somehow or other,
{ Dr. Trehorn had got through to the !
| Merrington’s house on the telephone
with news of the accident. When her
husband had exclaimed, “How ter-'
rible! How shocking!” he must have '

- '

4472. Figured percale in white and
blue is here portrayed. The style is
easy to develop and easy to adjust.
The straps may be fastened to the belt
with buttons or snap fasteners.

The Pattern is cut in 5 Sizes: 6, 8,
10, 12, and 14 years. A 12-year size
requires 2 yards of 27-inch material.

Pattern mailed to any address on
receipt of 15c¢ in silver or stamps, by
the Wilson Publishing Co.,.78 West
Adelaide Street. Allow two weeks|
for receipt of pattern.

Bradney walked to
the room and picked

THIS DOUGH WON’T STICK.

The other day I saw my aunt knead-
ing bread on a cloth-covered . bread-
board. I had never seen this done
before, so asked her her reason for
using the cloth. The answer was that
the cloth prevents the soft dough from
sticking and it can be worked up much
softer than on a floured board in the
ordinary way. She said it was also
splendid when cutting doughnuts, as
they stick so easily to a floured board,
and to be good should be very soft.

The idea is not original, as she once
saw the doughboards covered with
fcloth in a big doughnut factory. The
i cloth cover is best made from a large-
size flour sack, which is sewn into a
tube to fit the doughboard; or sew
tapes to a square a little larger than
the doughboard and tie these so that
the cloth will be smooth and stay in
place.—Louise E.

CLEANING OILCLOTH,

,been referring to John Merrington’s
"loss of memory. :
i “You see,” Bradney continued, “I
,didn’t like to write to him or speak
on the ’phone in case he might be—
well, anyway, I thought it Jbest to go
and see him. He was out, but I saw
Mrs. Merrington.”

Again he paused, and Ruth, still
,afraid to look at his face; stared at
the fire. Why, she asked herself, had
they telephoned to her husband?

“A most terrible thing has happen-
'ed,” said Sir Alexander very slowly.

Ruth turned her head at last, saw
her husband’s face, and rose sharply
'to her feet.

“What is it, Alec?” she cried, “What
has happened?”

“Poor Mrs. Merrington is dead,” he
"answered gravely. “The police rang
me up—they think there's something
wrong, I'm afraid—Ruth——_»

{ She was close to him, and she
caught at his arm and clung to it to
i save herself from falling. :

He held her up in his arms, and

then he carried her to the sofa.
(To be continued.)

Oilcloth should never be scrubbed.
If this is done the paint will quickly
be worn off. It should first be care-'
fully washed with a soft brush, to re-|
move all the dust and €irt, and then
wiped with a large, ~oft cloth wrung |
out in tepid (not hot) water. . If it is;
very dirty it may be necessary to use'
a little soft soap, but this should be'
done rarely, and on no account shoutd !
soda be used. When it is dry wipe
over with a cloth or sponge dipped in'!
skim milk, which will brighten and!
preserve the colors and give it n pol-|
ish. After sponging with the milk dry
with a cloth.

WRITE INTERESTING LETTERS.

Before I acquired the habit of mak- |
ing notes before writing my letters, |
they were, I am afraid, rather short
and uninteresting. Very often while
‘I was working I would think of some
bit of news that I would like to tell
“so and so0,” but by the time I was

Minard's Liniment fo. Dandruff. ISSUE No. 38—'23,

sagging skin be-
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Lifebuoy keeps
the skin young,

Tke health odour vanishes
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&

ready to write a letter to them I had'
forgotten many of the things I wished
to tell them. Now, for a day or so!
before I write my letters I carry a
paper in my pocket and from time to
time, as I am about my work I jot
down brief notes on different subjects
which I wish to write about. This!
enables me to write much longer let-
ters and to make them more interest-
ing. One of my correspondents laugh-
ingly told me recently that my letters
were “as good as a newspaper.”—G. T.
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TO CLEAN THE MOP.

If you use any of the patented wool-
ly mops now on the market, whether
for floors, walls or furniture, keep an
old whisk broom hanging near the out-
side door in order to give your dry
mops their daily cleaning. Brushing
removes the bits of lint and dust much
more quickly and with less damage to
the mop than the old-fashioned method
of banging it on the porch rail.

The lowest priced tea is not the
cheapest. A pound of “SALADA”
yilelds more cups to the pound, and so
much more satisfaction than ordinary
tea, that it is really the most economi-
cal to use.

Nutritious Bananas,

The producing power of the banana
Is forty-four times as great as that of
the potato. The dried fruit is readily
converted into nutritious flour; it may
be also manufactured into sausages
beer can be made from it; while the
skin can be turned into cloth, and the
Juice made to do service either as ink
or vinegar.

—_———

The first astrological issue of Ol4
Moore’s Almanack was published in
1697. L

The first negro was brought to the
U.S. in 1619.

TWIN BEAVER

WASH BOARDS
OF INDURATED FIBREWARE

outwear all others

OV SALE BY GROCERS
AND KAROWARE NERCHANTS

Cheap If They Cling Long.
Wife—“These clinging gowns are
rather inexpensive.”
Hubby—*“If they cling long enough
no doubt they are.”

o
KelseyHeatin
is Right Heatlng
The Kelsey warm air gen-
erator will heat everf X
room in your houss. Itis,
easy to operate and costs
less for fuel than any
other heating method.
Heats both small and larfe
houses with equal st isfaction

WRITE FOR PARTICULARS
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Minard’s Liniment Heals Cuta.

—_——

The long-familiar colored globes in
chemists’ windows were first display-
ed by the Moorish druggists of Arabia
and Spain. .

|
A strong hive of bees will number | z
60,000 insects. A queen bee is sup- |
posed to lay about a million and a half
eggs during her lifetime,

I

Serve

all meals
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digest. Mustard enables you 5:) t:'v;r‘ise
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