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“You want me to marry you, snd
keep our marriage a secret eyen from
my brother and sister?” she responds,
without looking up.

“Is-it too much to ask?” he im~|

quires, in a tope full of repropch and
entreaty. “Remember, Adslaide, I
have warned you of what I dread,
though I canmot give you my reason
for dreading it I have a firm gonvic-
tion that just sq surely as the world
hears of our engagement, just so sure-
1y will semething happer to take you
_ away. from me; and deeply, temderly
as 1 loye you, 1. would rather held you
dead in my arms this momeni than
give you up now!” he m!. almest
fiercely.

“How is it to be, Addie?” he asks, &
dangereus look in the bandsome dark
eyes, that are simply deveuring her
half-averted face,
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CHAPTER XIII,
PLANNING A SECRET MARRIAGEH.

1 had certainly no deliberate inten-
tion of playing the part of eaves-
dropper on my sister and Ernest War-
den; hut the subjeet of their conversa~
tion has taken me so utterly by sur-
prise that I have, nevertheless, gome
on listening, almost invaluntarily.

A secret marriage! What earthly
reasen ean a man so entirely his ewn
master—so whoelly and absolutely
free to choose a wife just where and
when he pleases as Mr. Ernest ‘War-
den—possibly have in wishing to keep
his matrimonial affairs. so entirely
secret from the world I wonder, &
vague suspicion of this handsome, be-
guiling lover of my sister's growing
up in my mind ag I listen,

“Don't keep me in suspense—tell
me pnce for all, Addie, how s it to
be?™ Ernest entreats, in tomes of ten-
der persuasion few women, 1 feel,
could ever have resisted, “1 know it
iss good deal to ask; but T thought
you eared for me well enough to make
the sacrifice for my sake”

“Care for you!” she repesats, a werld
of eloquence in the simple words,
“How can I care for you more than
1 do? But a secret of any kind hasg
always been so hateful to me, for the
reason, 1 suppose, that I have some-
how come to associate the Idea of
mystery with some thought of sin pud
dishener; and yet I have kept our en-
gagement secret because you wished
it.”

“And you will do more; you will be
my wife, and keep the lecntvot our
marriage?’ he pleads, studying her
half-averted face with eyes that are
full of doubt and anxiety. “You will
believe that I have good reasom for
wishing it?™

“gince you give me the assurance
1 must believe it," she returns, & pith
fyl little quiver om her lips as she
looks up into the face of the wan
whom her heart has chesen for its
master, “Whatever is necessary for
your happiness must be my pleasure
to ‘do; 1 can .refuse you mothing!
Only, Ernest, if there is saything in
this desire of yours for a secret mar~
risge that can in any Wa¥y refiect dig-|to
eredit on you, pray keep your secret
to the end as you have kept it. now;
never, 1 beseech you, let me know it
when 1 am your wife. It would kill
me to deubt yeu!"

“There is one thing you never need
doubt—my love for you, dear,” he an-
swers, & little evasively I think, LS
troubled look sweeping over his fine
Mubomlltwtmtm
from her. wwnu’chwwm—!
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tended to be werthy of you—you de-
gerve a thousand times a better man
for & husband than I am, I know that
pnly too well." :

“But what if I do nei desire a bet-
ter?” is the smiling reply, a tender
light In her pyes, while: her ‘faee
grows_-bright end  happy asgain
“Whatever yep are, ¥rnest, you are
gooed emough for me, I want no ene
byt you—you are all the world tp
me!” o

“And you are willing to take me
just as I am? Te believe in me in
gpite of all and everything?” he asks,
“Tell me, Addie,” he persists, “do
you think that you could ever come
to be happy without me?—if anything
were to separste us, I mean?’

“Happy!” she cries, looking at him
almost as if he had struck her. “How
ean you ask? As if you did not know
that if that were to happen I should
die.” _ I

“I do know it," he replies, in low,
impassioned tones, “and nething shal]
gseparate us! We cannet live without
éach other, gnd come what may, you
must be my wife!

“People may say what they please,”
he goes on, in low, earnest tones,
“put there is a fate in these things
that is stronger than human will!
Heaven knows I did want to eare for
you. ~T ‘would net have loved you if I
could have helped it, for 1 did net
think it pessible I could ever win
you—that you weuld ever get to care
epough for meé to be my wife, in spite
of the digparity of years—I am a good
deal older than you are, my dear—
and the bad name the world has ehos-
en to give me!"” he cencludes, a little
bitterly.

“A bad name—you? Oh, BErnest,
what do they say of you?" Addie in-
quires, in 8 tone of alarm and incre-
dulity. “Surely it cannot be any-
thing so very dreadful?”

“What! Is it pessible that you
have net heard? he asks, with a3
laugh that has little mirth in it. “It
is quite the fashion in Hanbury to
give me the character of a black
sheep, 1 believe—a reputation I earn-
ed some years ago in London rather
than by anything I have ever done
here. I was younger than I am now
by more than ten years at the time;
and like many another young idiot be-
fore and sinece, got into bad company
and habits almost immediately on my
srrival in London.

*Phere is no need to go into .de-
tails,” he adds, with a sigh. “You
ean guess gquite mear enough hew it
was with me. Extravagant company
and my own folly spon brought me

to grief, as it has done others, 1 zot
into debt and other difficulties bew
sides. My father was living st the
time, and my doings—losing nothing
trom the medium of gossip through
which they passed—finglly reached
his ears. Dreadfully incensed Dby
what he had heard, he ecame up to
London upexpectedly to see for him-
self how much of what he heard was
trus, how much false. Well, the up-

‘Mdidlmmwuaqms
claim you by the divine right %’,ﬁ‘
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repeat sny of those stories to me! 4
shopld not believe tham, of course;
but all the same, it would hurt me in-
expresgibly fo listen to lwth!u
pgainst you.”

“Promise me that m never will
listen,” he un!:reltl.
sake, Addie, den't make me feel that
I gtand in danger of hayving your
mind poisoned against me ag goon ag
my back is turned by every tattling
goseip who chooses to malign me! I
am not g gaint, I mever set up for &
pattern or anything of that sort; but
whatever you may happen to hesr to
my discredit, try to believe that I am
hardly se blagk as I am painted.”

“Yes, I will beliave that,” she says,
gunite seriously. * “But I want to ask
you one question, Ernest. Did you—
you ever care for any one before you
cared for me?”

“Always believe, dear, that you are
the one love of my life,” he replies.
“Not that T wish to deny thst I have
Lad my fancies as well as others; few
men live to my age without. But my
love for you is a thing digtingt and
apart from everything I have ever
felt or ever shall feel! Never ongce
gince the day when, stepping out en
the little platform at ' Hanbury, yom
cgme upen me like a sudden revela-
tion of loveliness and delight, have 1
doubted that you are the one woman
in all the world for me!"

“And yet there are people whe dis-
believe in the reality of love at first
sight,” is the half-doubtful reply. “I
uyged to think the same thing myself
once; and what if a love so easily won
should be as easily lost? A heart so
essily impressed may be as easily im-
pressed apew; and, likp poor Juliet, I
feel inclined to complain that ‘I, have
ne joy in this compact te-night, It is
took guick, too sudden, tee like the
lightning which hath geased to be ere
one can say it lightens.’”

“Yet Romeo’s love was tolerahbly en-
during, ‘I think,” Ernest replies, in a
tender tone, as, drawing her -arm
within his own, they move away to 2
distance, from which their voices are
gcarcely audible to me in my dusky
eorner in the deep embragsure of the
old window. ;

CHAPTER XIV.
ON THE VERGE OF A QUARREL.

DISTURBED, surprised, frightened,
1 sit watching their two figures dis-
appearing down the path between the
trees, wondering what I had better
dp, or whether I had better do ap¥y-
thing at all,

How I wish, as I think, with a sor-
rowful heart; over what 1 have heard,
that I had some one older ang wiger
than myself with _whom to take coun-
sel. f

Some instinct tells me that there is
danger to my sister in this proposal
for a secpet marriage; and for the
moment tha thought oceurs'to me that
1 will speak to Len and tell him what
1 have heard.

But a second’ reflection convinces
me that I have no right to betray a
secret that was never intended for my
ears, and that I bave really no ve-
source but to leave affairs to take
their own course,
.Toonraurpﬂue.acmtemodun
have lately become to his absence of
an evening, Len stalks into the par-
lor just as Addie, seated at the piano,
with Ernest Warden hovering about
ber as usual. fills the quiet room with
ene of Chopin's dresmy nocturnes.

“well, good people, and are ‘your
deeds so evil that you shun the light?”
Be asks, in & tone of suppreksed irri-

it | tation as he walks to  the window,
.w'hiohhlﬁ.ﬂflﬂrm

™ | ot evening are fatntly stealing. “What

‘{an owlish light! Addie—Lesley, what | ™
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| am suve of it is the gentle weply.
A "oh,nrmt.lhoponoonowm«u

“For Heaven’s|d

attractions of a fair face, I take it."

“A: purpese!” Len  pepeats. 1
don't yndersiand you! What purpose?
I hate insinuations, Warden! If you
have anything to say, why the mis-
chief don't you say it at onee and have
‘done with it?™ he adds, in a tone of
very unusual asperity. %

“Whew! Sets the wind in thai
quarter? Len, degr hoy, don’t lose
your head or your heart over the fair
Gwendolen,” is the joeular response,
“Yon may take my word that she ig
not worth it, She has ne more heart
or conscience tham a marble statue;
and I don't want to see you come tg
grief. 'The Clitherges are not rich;
and poverty is Gwendelen's special
detestation, Luxury ig her native eler
ment; and in spite of her innocent
looks and gentimental little speeches
Gwendolen Clitherpe wonld jilt the
roblest man in creation for the wealth
and position that could give her a
grand home, with the egstly appen-
dages of dress, carriages, and opera
box, se necessary io the existence of
a fine lady.”

“Did she ever jilt you?” is the irate
Tesponse, i |

“Never! But to do her justice, I
hgye pot 3 donbt that ghe would have
‘done so with the utmos: pleasure had
1L’given her the chance. Miss Clither-
oe is not at-all averse to a little flirs
tation when occasion serves; buf,
matrimonially, she flies a higher game
than g peor country lawyer!”

“Or a still poorer. artist, you are
probably thinkisg. You mean to say
that she would accept such a man

? ”

“As the master of the Priory? Most
decidedly,” is the placid response.
“What will you bet me, Len, that Miss
Clitheroe does not besome Mrs. Erroll
before the year is out?”

“Abgurd! The man is old enough to
be her father!™

“He might be old cnough to be her
grandfather, and yet still aspire te
the hand of the fair Gwendolen so
long as he is backed by a fine estate
and ap income of fifteen thomsand a
yvear! You ought to know the world
well enough for that, Kendrick.”

“One ‘moment, Warden!” Len ex-

claims, his fage turning A white and|

bard as stope, as ho lgys his hand on
the other’s shoulder, “hdve you any
authority for what you insinuate?”

“Authority! Why, my good fellow,
I'am only repeating what every one
is saying,” Warden replies. ~“Why, it
is common gossip! Do you meen to
say that you have not heard the talk
that is going on about Miss Clitheroe
and old Erroll?” ’

“Pray spare me!” is .the scornful
response. I have a hatred for ‘com-
mon gossip, particularly second hand.
And,.ence for all, Warden, i you and
I are to remain friends, you will be
good ‘enough to remember that I do-
cline to discuss the young lady with |tq
any ome.”

(‘!'b ‘be Mthul.) -
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Waist—2500, Skirt~~2504.

Comprising Waist Pattern 3500 avd
Skirt Pattern 3504,  Feulard, taffeia,
batiste, dmitiy, dotted Swiss, ergandy,
shantung, crepe and satin are de-
sirable for its development. The skirt
may be made witheyt the trimming.

The waist i finished with shaped vest |

portions. The sleeve may be made in
wrist or elbow lepgth. The Skirt
Pattern 3604 is out in 7 sizes: 22, 24,
26, 28, 30, 82 apd 34 inches walst
measure. The Waist 2500 ui 7 giwes:
34, 36, 38, 40, 43, 44 and 46 inches bust
measure. It will require 65 yapds of
40-inch material for the entire 'dress
in a 38-inch size, The skirt measures
about 2 yards at the foot.
This illustration cally for TWO
separste patterné which will be mail-
ed tp any address on receipt of 10

_Jcents, FOR EACH pattern, n silvep

or stamps.
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2502—Here is a smart and pretty
model, casy to develep, niee for soft
batiste, crepe or foulard, and just as
good for satin, gabardine, serge or
linen,

was combined with cluny insertien. |-
The girdle is of pale blue satin, The|}

tunic is finished separte from the
skirt, and conld be made of contrayt-
ing materisl. White serge with braid-
mcqrnmuwmldhmm
tais model.

The Pattern is eut in 8 sises: 16, 1813

As here shown, whits velle £

,' Smallwood's s Big Shoe Sale!
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{cannot be replaced
3 the same price.
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John Maunder,

Tailor . and Clothier, St. Johw’ s, Nﬂd.
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ELECTRIC |

elco
Light!

DELCO LIGHT is a complete Electric Pow-
er Plant; a model of simplicity for the Home,
Chureh, “Schoothouse, Barns, Ships, Villages,
éte. “Half* gallon of kérosene oil will light "up
Kour home, ete, for one week, also.operate

ousehold machinery such as Washlng Ma-

chine, Wringers, Cream Separators, Churns,
Sewing Machines, Vacuum . Cleaners, etc. No
danger, Frotects your home and family from
fire; no lamp or matches required, no shock or
explotnons safe and reliable.
logue on apphcatlon.

Sole Agents

BOWRING BROTHERS, Limited,

HARDWARE DEPARTMENT.

Prices and Cata-
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and 20 years. Size 18 will mwn

§% yards of 40-inch materisl. The

skirt messures about 1% yard I-Lm.

foot. -
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Meén’s Fine Balbrigan

Sizes, 36 to 44,
Only 80c. a garment.

~ .:.—;\~,‘,
e

’; b Toﬂur, 300 Pairs -

E <

: fzf:':ﬁadies’

SPECIAL !
Summer UNDERWEAR.

}WHJJAM !‘REW Water St.

1 13,14, 15.16
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LONDON, July 15th, 1918.
AMERICANS PASSING OVER.

We are already permitted to know
a Mdea! about the great American
military rally in Europe. We have
the figures of the army in France up
to date; we have . the records of their
most efficient first blows at the ene-
my. Independence Day has helped
us $0 come closer fo the men them-
gelves, who are so fine physically and
go fresh and direct in mind. But
there i= still & gap in the published
story. Nothing has been written about
the extraordinary way the American
masses domiciled ip this country
have taken possession of certain
aréas, which are the gateways of
their passage across the narrow seas.
There is a certain famous town where
nowadays Americans in khaki pervade
everything. The committee of the
town spends its time showing them
round the antiquities of the place;
shopkeepers flourish behind the Am-
erican, camouflage of their windows—
in fact, the only things there that have
not become Americanised are the
kinemas, for they were that already.
But with all this the town keeps its
rlpe old English flavor, with its pic-
tumque High Streéet full of mellow
brick and eighteenth-century bow
windows, with its air of peace that
evéen war cannot disturb.

THE INFLUENZA EPIDEMIC.

Indications are not lacking that the
influenza epidemic which T mentioned
last week in London, at all events, is
now well in hand. While the Metro-
polis may.not hayve suffered so seri-
ously as certain provincial towns, the
visitation has been sufficiently severe
to cause a certain amount of concern,
and also a slight dislocation of the or-
dinary businéss of the city. Cases are
still coming to light, but they are few-
er than the numbers reported during
the last week or two, when people
were prostrated in the streets and at
business. As a topic of conversation
the “fln” has almost crowded out the
perpetual subject of the war, and it is
stated that in a surprisingly large
number of cases persons had been in-
duenced to such an extent by the talk
about the disease that most of their
trouble was a too lively imagination.
That, however, is not meant to mini-
mise the ‘real character of the visita-
tion. The simple symptoms of the dis-
ease were so generally known that
no one who experienced them was
likely to remain in ignorance of their
meaning, and many cases were'check-
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