black car; the little pony carriage over-
turned in the white road, the dark, evil
face of the car’s owner, and the pitiful
face of the woman lying on the grass by
the roadside; all these flashed before his
mind like the slides of a kaleidoscope.
And again he murmured under his
breath, “the irony of fate.” It would
seem that Divine justice had done what
human justice had failed to do. No
efforts made by Giles himself to trace the
man who had stolen little Sylvia, had
been successful.  Muller—alias Prince
Damansky—alias how many other names
it was impossible to say—had vanished
from the ken of his world. Rumour
occasionally located him here or there,
now in Berlin, now in Paris, Monte
Carlo, and even Rome, but the elusive
rumours were never verified, and al-
though Mrs. Cardew now and again re-
ceived letters from Grace, they never
gave any address, and the post mark, if
followed up, proved as elusive as rum-
our. And now the man was fatally -
jured, perhaps even dead, and Grace in
all probability a widow. But to Giles’
own immense astonishment that last re-
flection aroused in him no keener emo-
tion than if he had suddenly learnt of
the widowhood of some casual acquain-
tance. Grace had killed his love, killed
it completely and entirely on the day
when his belief in her died.

“Poor soul,” was all he said to him-
self now, “poor soul.”

Those same words rose to Hugh Ber-
ners’ lips when he, in his English home,
read the account of the motor tragedy,
and gently broke to his wife the tidings
of what had occurred.

“Oh, Hugh!” she exclaimed, “if she
loves Hermann as I love you, I am sorry
for her. She behaved horribly, treacher-
ously to Sir Giles, but she loved Her-
mann; I am sorry for her now. To see
one’s man die a dreadful death, oh!
Hugh.”

“I don’t want to say she deserves all
she has got,” answered Hugh grimly,
“put when I think of poor Sir Giles’
stricken face at the time of her elope-
ment with that man, I can’t feel much
sympathy for her. And you can hardly
expect me to sympathize with the man
who did his best to’ kill you,” he added,
with a smile.

“Now that I am so happy, I feel as if
I wanted to forgive all the world,” she
said, putting her hand into her hus-
band’s, as he leant over the armchair
in which she sat, “and, Hugh, I can’t
help remembering that in spite of every-
thing that has happened since, he was
good to me when I was little, and—
my mother loved him.”

“He didn’t repay her love in a way
that commends itself to me,” was the
stern retort. “He made a tool of you,
and then, directly you acted against his
wishes, he was ready to have you put
out of the way. I can’t feel a grain of
pity for him.”

“But you must let me go and see
him,” Rosa answered, pulling herself up-
right in the armchair, and looking up
into Hugh’s amazed face. “Yes, wait a
minute before you say anything, my
darling. I never want to go against
your wishes, or do anything you don’t
like, never—never. But I feel—I can’t
tell you how strongly I feel—that I
must go and see Hermann before he dies.”

“I shall certainiy not hinder you if
you feel you ought to do this thing,
but I confess I don’t quite understand
your strong feeling about it

“T don’t understand it myself,” she re-
plied, with another puzzled drawing to-
gether of her brows. “Onmly I feel that
T must see Hermann before the end
comes. Something calls me to him—I
must go.” Under the circumstances
Hugh Berners was far too wise a man
to oppose his wife, and leaving his work
for a few days in the hands of a col-
league, he escortea Rosa to the little town
ringed round by its fertile meadows and
blue mountains, in the sunny land of
Savoy. There was no difficulty in dis-
covering the whereabouts of the man
they had come to see. The accident had
made Prince Damansky the centre of in-
terest in the little town, and Hugh and
Rosa were driven at once to the hotel in
which the Prince lay.

Rosa immediately despatched a note
to the Damanskys’ apartments, and the
servant who took 1t returned in a few
minutes with the message that Madame
la Princesse would see the English lady
without delay, and Rosa was escorted
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Seam-in-front
stockings

would seem absurd!
Then why any seam' @

You have kept on wearing stockings with a seam up

the back—shapeless, uncomfortable things! because
you probably didn't realize the perfection reached by
Pen-Angle Seamless Full-Fashioned Hosiery. These
are hose without the sign of a seam—look for the sign of the trade-
mark. As they are being knit they are shaped lastingly to the curves of
thefootand leg. Theyp fit—they wear better —and the utter absence of any
seam at all makes them ever so much more comfortable. No difference in
cost—but much in quality, in economy and in comfort when you buy

Seamless

Next time you go shopping ask
for the hosiery with the trade-

65 mark that insures you foot-ease.

Makers of

Maip'Dy Underwear
Penmans Limited Sweaters
and

Paris, Canada Hosiery

It provides for an ever ready
beverage for meals, lunches, etc.,
or for mere refreshment.

COSGRAVE’S
PALE ALE

is the b_est for the home on ac-
count of its purity and extra health-
fulness.

After ‘ Wincarnis’

r Renewed Health anﬁ New Life for the Weak. E

Sleepl Exhausti Brain - fag,

Lowered Vitality, Nerve Troubles, etc.
ou can actually feel * Wiacarais® doing

you good. Wil you try just one bottle ?

A prominent feature of * Wincarnis * is its
extraordinary power in speedily restorng
health, strength, vigour, vitality and new
life o sufferers from Weakness, Anaemia,

TheiWine of Life that is recommended by over 10,00) Doctors,
Can be obtained at all first-class Druggists, Stores, etc.

Trade Note-- Wincarnis can be readily obtained from all the leading Wholesale Distributing
ouses in the Dominion.

Family trade supplied by any
dealer.

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEASE MENTION ‘‘THE CANADIAN COURIER.’’



