
rshe 'Western Hm £3
-- --. ~,u~'- 

5

The presents lay Piled about the large
and beautiful room set aside for theirarrangement. The long table which randown its centre helds its share, but stili
there were j ewels, and silver and scores
of dainty trifies awaiting the attention
of the girl, whose business it was to
place and ticket thèm.

The jeweller's assistant., sent by a,special Bond Street firm, bad j ust com-
pleted his task. ie professed himself
tired of "the show." Sucli things were
no novelty to.him. The girl, who was
also an emnployee of-another flrm, noted
for the arfistic presentment of wedding
gifts, was just as tired as the assistant.
But she knew she must stay on tilil the
last article had been assigned its place-
the last card of the donor affixed to the

gThey mnade a brave show, those pre-
sents. Silver plate-exquisite glass-
delicate china; cutlery, jewellery, orna-

silver and ivory, laces fans; household
furniture of Sheraton or Chippendale;
Rose du Barri mirrors, Sevres and Saxe
China, paintings, engravings, albums and
photograph frames; s cent cases; glove
boxes and satchets-all the hundred andone dainty and expensive trifies that
wealth lavishes on wealth, in order to
prove that ta "fier who hath mucli, much
more shahli e given!'

Kate Perren stood for a few idle
nmoments surveying these costly gifts,
wonderizg. a ittle wbether the bride
cared about theni; wondering also a
little what that bride was like. If this
was a love match or a mere Society

mraeIf she were happy or merely
ps ivel mserable, as so many brides

she had seen. Girls who had looked at
their wieddin?..presents with strange, de-
fiant eyes; girls who had been pale and
wistful-eyed; girls whose lips seemed
quivering with longing to say a word
that sliould set them free, and yet knew
that the word must neyer be uttered.

0f what sort or condition was thisSresent martyr. This Miss Doris Caris-
ord, of 1001 Princess Gate.

"Weill' I'm sure you can finish alright," said the jeweller's assistant.
"There's not much more to do. I'm off
now."

She bade him good evening, and thenresumned hier own task. A responsible
one-and one for which only accredited
and known experts were engaged by thefirmns who made such work their pro-
vince.

It seemed odd to Kate Perren thatshe should be employed in such labor.She-who once had been ricli belovieé?honoredýand now knew herself friend-
less, parentless and fortuneless. Soruns the world. So sports'the wind of
Fate!

The door opened quietly, as the girlstood arranging the ast rowý of bewild-ering usehessness. She was stooping
over one of the numberless jewellers'cases. It was still in hier. hand as shehialf turned hier head. The Novemberclusk had crept on apace, and--she hadswitched on one electric liglit. Tlirough
the open door came a gleam of ruddyfirelight, the tinkle of cups and spoons,the chatter and laugliter of girlishVoices. The man who had left that
group, and been ordered to see how thepresents looked, stood staring at Kateas if she had been a ghost. Sbe-paleas death,'stood staring back at him. Ferhand feil to lier side, the case dropped
to the ground, making but sligbt noiseas it tuce tpsotcarpet.

The doorfçws s ut abruptly. Theirtrtîder c quic ly forward.
"Rate! ,G o* eaven! Youand here? What does it mnean?"
She ca liht hold of the table. Itseeîned to bier as if the whole roonri

Spuin round. As if she were afloat on

IIad the dead returned to life--or
wltmiracle was this? .
Ge r«tld It can't be!. . . . I-1

*er voin were dead."
"Wthat why I coiîld fltîd no traceof*'-'hea notbing. 1 was reported~ ~~'I know. 1 had been badly
WOncland the Boers got rne. 1 was

six 111i'îths in hospital; then I woke ta

my setnses and ta reason. I came homieat once. I souglit for you immediately.
You had disappeared-no one knew
where. 1I advertised, 1 did everything Icould; ail no use. Kate, why did youdo it--why keep me in ignoranceP Un-.

"Oh,' ne!1 Gerald-no!1 I had notchanged. But my father. was ruined.The sliock brought his death, and niyniother's followed it. I lad to go out
into the world; to ai nliig
I lad-"armyo g

" Oh, Katel Katel My poor, pretty
ICate !"

He lad his arms about 1er. For onieblissful moment she rested i theni;
safe, sleltèred-happy once again. Forone moment. TIen she felt their re-lease of her; thce yes to which her ownturned in sudden bewildering' appeal
were eyes in which thc old love and thcncw joy« struggled against somne invad-

only, the haggalrd, agoinized eycs 'of amnan distraugît, perphexed, despetate.
"R'ate-» hie groaned. "Oh. i7 God,;s it possible you don't know-'

He looked from hier white face ta,Uic table, with its glittering array. He

wondered if ever fate had pla yed acrueller trick on any mnan ? How waslie to tell her?
"You are flot 'dead-you are alive;you have corne backc," she faltered."And-what does anything êlse matter?""For to-day," he said, "nothing elsematters seeng you and 1 stand face toface agai. Have you changed, Kate?

Do e yo moene stîli ?"
"God nows 1 do," she, said. <'Oh,the nîlserable, awful niontfis.! the cold,emp ty years-gone now, g9 for ever.

Only- forgt, a ery poor.Everything has changed, except nMyheart-"
"Your heart and yourself," he groan-ed. "Oh, mydarling htar odo?

-}Iow canI tell you ?"
She drew back a step. Rer voice rmagout sharply. 'Gerald 1 What is it ?You're nt--married?'
"Not-yet," he said.>
She feit as if a cold hand clntcl4ed

ber hand. Fear-horror...terror strug-
g led against this new-warmn streani oflovC and lîfe and hope regained. i'<Not yet... that means-."I

"It nicans,"' he saidà with a-harsh,dry laugh, "that you stand 'hert -t. htaâtrrangîng the presents for-niy weddîng
day.»

"Gerald !" she gasped, and would havefalen, but for his supporting arrn. <Oh..No 1No! Not yours--not your,%GeWad 1This is sanie horrf ic j!est, or amn 1dreamink? I have drearnt so. olten
that you returned-...but always to me.

Oh, my dear, always ta me.**
Her voice broke. She looktd at bîmwith a11- her wounded soul in thos,

brimming anguished eyes, looked fordenial-for answer-fpr anything ,save
what she saw. Shame ne dePýCr Oh ' ewii did ou couic back": she%

ied Ldemly.if only
"I don't love her,» hp. broke i witlisudden passion. "I never hae nor evershall love any wornan -Save ~youeUi

Kate. But-how eau I cexplain ? w~tell youP It must senias iffaithless, and- yet, God, knaws, I wasnot that. 'I1 was-hurt-angry. 1. thouet-if you had really loved m~e ybM; ,flot have left mie to this blaik lc n'ç.I thought perhaps you had. tsd *ca-e-had married-.Land tieu . he..-' ,r"Ah! She Who is' it, ti
gil'MU- will mîarry t-otw

Does she-love yOU?"
"Ye e lesa - bitterly. ý!.T-haV.the 'w ors t 0f k If she,:Y- d'u-Otý

But Rate drew her little, head vpproudy
«ee:-dont aaY tha Thoei.uCa thiiig as hoîior. A Manýs hciuj-You entcred luto this càùtact aeýa
a éeuet, did you not?»,

1suppose 80.I
liow-'it cam~e about.
ha ppen, every da Y. ,
a few dancs-t.e, rot
SO50-4 noonlght ï*j~ f
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A Pure White otaied»ad Batbroom is the pride of the house.
owner and the safeguad of. domesic health. 14s moderate ôost andIife-long durabIity make '$taodoate Waire the most ecnomicai fuxtàreto instal, whether in a<noeto alxroshomne.

Our book, "MODERN BATHROOM%" telle you how t? plan, buy n agyour bathrooma, and ifluatrates many beautiful andi inexpensive as selas luxurloïmrooms, ahowing the coot of each fixture i detail together with many bints on décoration,tiling, etc. It in the mnts complete and beautifn bookiet ever iasued on thesmiij*ct,and contains 100 pages. FREE for six cents Postage and the nanie of your plmbrand architect (if selectcd).
CA UTION: Eve yIdceof 'SIumeWare bears our iêu< "GREENand GOLD" gfuarakeZlabel, and has Ouer frade-akIuirct n/soutçide. Unkss te 4zbe'l and trade-mark are on t/he fixture it i.s noti OnW&Ware. Refuse substi7utes-they are ail inferior and wiil costyou more in t/heend. -T/te Word Ihsée ~is stamped on ail our nickLed bras:fittings; spcft/em and see t/zat you get t/se genuine trimmin'gs wt your bat 'andlavatory, etc.

Address t <ata!OC Dept. 43 Pittsburgh, U. S. A.
Pitt*burgh Showroomn, 949 Penn AvenueOffices and ShowroomsB in New York: là%S«sn Building, SS-37 West 3ist StreetLondon, England, 2111OIbora Nîaduct, E. C. New Orleans, Cor. Baronne. St.Jo.eph 8ti.Lousville, 3Z5-329 West Main Street Cleveland, 20&-210 Huron Street
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