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.-If - she’ had  been an experienced
maid, she would not have stopped to
wonder and displayed no, hesitation.
But now she bethought herself of Mrs.
Timmins’ instruction and opened her
lips- to utter the ‘did you ring, sir?”
1t seemed absurd to say that and while
ghe wondered-why he did not speak to
her she brought- her soft lips together
a characteristic little contraction
which she had' inherited from her
mother. -~ At the sight of it Milluns
w in-his breath with a sharp hiss.
«That trick, too!” he ejaculated, al-
most collapsing in his chair.
_ Mary’s -warm heart was touched at
the sight of such feebleness, and she
found her tongue at last. “What can I
do for you, sir?” she said, stepping
forward. ’
““How old are you?” he demanded.
“What -an odd question; he must be
getting childish. Tl just have to
humor him, poor,  old fellow. I am
twenty.” : :
“Twenty, eh? - Seventy-two, hum—
no, impossible, and still perhaps,” he
muttered . to himself, still staring
at her. His eyes slowly took on a soft-
er light: The cold, almost cruel, look
about his thin lips vanished, and a
half smile took its place, which made
it, old as he was, very attractive.
“What ‘a fine-looking man he must
have been in his youth, but how queer-
ly he behaves! What does he want of
me, I wonder?”
“Please raise the shade a little, Miss
——DMiss ) e
“Mary!” she supplied, politely obey-

ing.

gMary! Did you say Mary?”

“Yes, it is a common name.”

“True, certainly! It is a common
name” He watched her graceful
movements fascinated.

“Come and sit down here.” He in-
dicated a chair' in the full path of the
sunshine. Mary seated herself, not as
a maid might, he noted but as one to
the manner born. :

“How long have you been in service?”
he asked.

. “Only the short time I have been
here.”

“Ah! I thought you were no servant.
Your people—your mother—does she
live here?”

“No, she is dead. They are all dead
except my little sister, and she is at
the convent.” -

He was silent awhile, leaning his
head on his hand and screening his
face. Mary felt vaguely troubled.
Surely her affairs could not affect him
and still her words seemed to have
made him sad. What a strange person
he was!

The wine William had poured for
him stood within reach and presently
he drank it, absently turning the glass
and seeming to forget that he was not
alone.

“What is your last name?” he ask-
ed at length.

“Bullene.”

The glass fell to ‘the floor and smash-
ed to bits.

“What! What! Bullene? She married
him ¥”

Completely surprised, Mary slid to
her knees and began to collect the
fragments of glass. It brought her
very close to his chair and after a
moment he leaned forward and put
his hand beneath her chin, lifting her
face and looking at it as one might
look at that of a child.

There was something so gentle in
the act, such anguish burned in his
eyes, that she did not start or draw
away but returned his gaze, her own
eyes full of questioning sympathy.

“Same broad forehead, same eyes
like purple pansies, same mouth,” he
whispered. -~ “Mary, my Mary. Oh,
God! No! Mary Bullene! Get away; I
can’t bear the sight of you, nor sound
of your laugh of the dead in my gar-
den: Go,.go, go!” He pushed her rough-
ly aside and' turned his head away.

The action was so violent and. un-
expected that she lost her balance, and,
in  recovering it, cut her hand on a
splinter of the glass. Too much sur-
prised to think clearly, she slowly rose
and retreated toward the door, binding
her_ handkerchief on the cut as she
went.

At the door he stopped her. hasten-

hand. “Oh, Mary, forgive me!” he
said humbly. *“Don’t go. I must talk
to you a little.” She let him lead her
back-to the chair,, feeling as if she were
in a dream,

“You remind me of someone I used
to know,” he began, ‘“and [ am a little
upset, so don’t pay any “attention to
my rudeness, hut tell me’ about your-
self—your mother—everything. 1 wish
to know.”

“There is mot much to tell. Did
You know my mother? People used to
say | looked like her.”

“What was her maiden name?” said
Milluns. -

“It was Morton. Mama was not
married until she was over thirty-five,
so you see she was quite old before
she died. Father died soon after my

but—" _

“But what?” said Milluns quickly.
Mary flushed and hesitated, and then
said frankly: “I1 was going to say that
we didn’t much mind, for he was never
kind to mother, or_us. After that we

we were all born, and got along as
best we could. When poor mama
died, I was almost glad, for she was
never happy. Still she was once, she
said, and, surely, she looks so here.”
Mary extended a large, old-fashioned
locket which she wore concealed by her
collar.

Milluns gave a cry of delight when
he saw the face it held. “It is she!
My Mary! Ah, my girl, my girl! I
treated you badly and myself worse—
and Bullene got you at last. If only I
had gone back, as I promised, things
might have been different now. Money!
I sold myself and you for money. Mary
—money,” he said hoarsely, speaking to
the face in the locket, his head bent
and tears dripping through his fingers.

Mary watched him with a full heart,
for she knew a little of her mother’s
romance. Enough to rejoice at the
poetic justice of his grief.

It had been the.oid story of the love
of the ambitious country boy and the
prettiest girl in the village. He left to
seek his fortune, vowing to return and
claim her and she had promised to
wait.

How long she had waited in vain,
thought Mary bitterly, faithful through
years of neglect and finally forgotten
entirely. Years after her people had
badgered her into marrying Tom Bul-
lene who knew her story and made her
suffer every day he lived.

SHIFT.
If Your Food Fails to Sustain You
Change.

One sort of diet may make a person de-
spondent, depressed, and blue and a
change to the kind of food the body
demands will change the whole thing.

A young woman from Phila. says:

“For several years I kept in a run-
down, miserable sort of condition, was
depressed and apprehensive of trouble.
I lost flesh in a distressing way and
seemed in a perpetual sort of dreamy
nightmare. No one serious disease
showed, but the ‘ali-over’ sickness was
enough.

“Finally, between the doctor and
father, I was put on Grape-Nuts and
cream, as it was decided I must have
nourishing food that the body could
make use of.

“The wonderful change that came over
me was not, like Jonah’s gourd, the
growtn of a single night, and yet 1t
came with a rapidity that astonished
me. . . o

“During the first week I gained in
weight, my spirits improved, and the
world began to look brighter and more
worth while. )

“And, this has continued steadily, till
now, after the use of Grape-Nuts for
only a few weeks, I am perfectly well,
feel splendidly, take a lively interest in
everything, and am a changed person
in every way.” Name given by Postum
Co., Battle Creek, Mich.

Read the little book, “The road to
Wellville,” in pkgs. “There’s a reason.”

Ever read the above letter? A new

sister was born and left us very poor, [

left the little town in Alberta, where |

one appears from time to time. They

ing after her and laying hold of her

interest.

are genuine, true, and full of human

B Send for Six Pairs of Holeproof Hose, Guaranteed Jithout
' Holes for Six Months. You Get a Return Coupon With Every Pair,
" and a New Pair Free for Each Pair That Wears Out, if Any Do.
There’s only one way to buy hosiery now. That’s to buy

hosiery wear along with the comfort and sty

you want in your hosedl

ink

L

from m?:m below and state clearly ju
'hlm'n?ngonno.:‘oducledr:d. B‘l.xd. lnmn:: >
23&4 Jx months except when stated otherwise.
Men's Socks—Sizee, 9% to12 Colors: black, light
n, pearl, navy blna. -metal, mul-
s

. Torey DAtk Nuht
omen’ 5

tan, dark tan, pearl, and black with white feet.
Medium woicht.pa pairs $2.00. Same colors (except

n finer
to 11

TO DEALERS Yirite for our agency proposttion. e oo wih “HolopeoetT |
HOLEPROOF HOSIERY CO. OF CANADA, L., 72 Bond Street, LONDON, CANADA |

Qe Yousr Hode

eed to Wear Without

You get all three in *‘Holeproof’’—

the comfort, the style and six months’ wear in six pairs.
Think what that means, men and women! No m'

no need of wearing darned h o
discomfort—and without any extra price to pay. Holeproof Hose,
with all their advantages, cost no more than common kinds.

WOMEN, Lighten Your Household Cares!

ially you with large families. Why waste your time darn-
ing hose that need it when thére are those that don’t need it
at all? Spend that time reading and resting.-

MEN, Help Rid Your Wives of This Work

If your dealer hasn’t *Holeproof" on sale, send direct to
us for six today—don't wait till tomorrow. Do it now, .
while you think of it. Have hose without holes
always ready when
. feels for awhile.

to do—

ose—absolute from every

want them. See how that
emember, you get a ﬁpw
proof®

arantee with every six pdu?t “Hole
full six months' wear or new hose free.
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HEAD OFFICE:! TORONTO

CAPITAL, $10,000,000

SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.0, LL.D,, D.C.L., President

ALEXANDER LAIRD, General Manager

e

REST, $8,000,000
A.H. IRELAND, Superintendent of w :

BRANCHES IN EVERY PROVINCE OF CANADA AND IN
THE UNITED STATES, MEXICO AND GREAT BRITAIN :

BRANCHES IN ALBERTA 3
BASSANO HIGH RIVER, PONOKA ‘
BAWLF INNISFAIL PROVOST. . -/« , !
CALGARY INNISFREE RED DEER
CARMANGAY LETHBRIDGE STAVELY ‘
CLARESHOLM MACLEOD STQNY PLAIN
CLEVERVILLE MEDICINE HAT 7 smunco;m
CROSSFIELD MILK RIVER STRATHMORE
EDMONTON MONARCH VEGREVILLE
GLEICHEN NANTON VERMILION
GRANUM {NEW DAYTON WARNER
HARDISTY OLDS ' WETASKIWIN
PINCHER CREER
CE— SRR s

BANKING

Accounts may be opene
or withdrawn by mail.

BY MAIL =

d at any branch of the Bank and deposits-made
Every attention paid to out-of-town accounts.

A SAVlNGé BANK DEPARTMENT IS OPEN AT EVERY BRANCH OF THE
BANK IN CANADA EXCEPT IN THE YUKON TERRITOn
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