come back. He might at least have
had the decency to hand in his notice.
You know how mnervous I am with
strange men—it is most inconsiderate
of him.”

“Perhaps he will come back,” said
the girl, with a confidence she did not
feel.

“He won’t,” persisted Miss Pragg
dogmatically. “He was a man of
mystery from the beginning, and he’s
gone as mysteriously. I told you he
was doing it for a wager, and you see
now I was right.”  Her tone was final.

“You don’t really know that, Aunt,”
said the girl impatiently.

“Margaret Assitas!—I never make
mistakes—I say John Grey was a man
of mystery, and he’s gone.”

“A man of mystery—and he’s gone!”
Peggy Assitas repeated the words in-
voluntarily, her grey eyes fixed in a
bewildered stare upon her aunt.
“Gone!” she breathed again, and her
face went an ashy white.

“Margaret!” exclaimed Miss Pragg
with sudden energy, sitting bolt up-
right and fixing her keen eyes upon

the girl’s face. “Margaret—was—he
—the—man ?”’

HE girl's grey eyes dropped—
shg hung her head in con-
fusion.

‘You said, ‘you had not been asked
—never would be asked—and would
never tell anyone who it was.’” Miss
Pragg spoke solemnly,

“ Margaret — he—is—the—man! I
know!”

“What does it matter, Aunt? He
has gone!”

Without another worg, Margaret
slowly left the room, going up to the
one which was always hers when she
f}tlay%%oat ;he Maisonette. Locking

e T, she paced to a
hands clenched, Frg

“John Grey! Oh, John Grey!”

s r ; y!” she
moaned. “Why diq you do it? My
dear—my dear—even if it was hope-
less—even if I did love you—there
was 1o need for you to know it. You
never would have known! You never
would hgwe known!»

In a little ‘house in the mews there
were mourning hearts over a vacant

lace. Suddenly, and without warn-

jng, John Grey hagq
their world. dropped out of

Jacob had been to
times, had been to John Grey’
{ 2 ey’s lodg-
ings, had listeneq a.nxiouslyy to thge
poys Crylng news, had asked first onc
and then another for tidings which
they could not give; the earth seemod
to have opened ang Swallowed him
up, so completely haq phe disappeared.

Days passed into weeks without
furt}_ler 81g0 of him, His few be-
jongings :lvelt”ek removed from his
rooms and taken chap
o ed, ge of by the

Martha shook her h
and sighed.

“The Lord gave and

s th

taketh away—blessed pe the I?a e
the Lord.”

Violet refused to pe

“loce €Very 008 getilast in Lon

don?” she asked passionay 1. “Tq
Rose—noW John—the tyq | f’dveg ltlilsé
most. Oh, it is too

ha 19 %
her little room she o rd!” Alone in

passionate weeping,

“John! Oh, John
you do it? Where 1
Oh, John—where hay
gnow it was hopeleg
not know how 1 oy
John—you did not k
would have known.”

With tears droppin
folded hands she woulq gnul}lrgg? brltl)(latl-'
enly the words of the song they had
heard together— s
#Break, break, break,

At the foot of thy crags, O Sea!

But the tender grace of &
; e a day that is

Will never come back to me.”
(To be continueq.) &

the garage many

ead many times,

me of

comforted.

ften broke into

Grey—why did
ave you gone?
€ you gone? I
S—but you did
ed you—John—
n0w~you never

A Choice of Evilg.—Ppapson.
don't YU gt YOUT boy 1 gq chg‘g}{
instead of ga(‘i‘dlng about the street?”
parishioner—"¥Yes, sir, pye 1014 'im
church is Ehe right place and ’e ought
to go, and ’is father often tells *im that
se wouldn’t get 1o more *arm, i oin’
to church an’ listenin’ o you thfn ‘e
picks up with the low fejjepg ‘e loafs
abaht with all day on Sunday.”—
‘Printers’ Pie. !

CANADIAN COURIER. 27

. P. A. makes men pipe hungry

UST you get a whiff of the “inter-national joy

smoke,” and it’s dollars to doughnuts you beat it
to the nearest store that sells tobacco and stock up.
The flavor and aroma of Prince Albert has sure
got ’em all backed off the boards.

Just figure on that, then realize P. A. can’t bite your
tongue, because the bite’s cut out by a patented pro-
cess. Noother tobacco can get in the same class with

PRINGE ALBERT

the inter-national joy smoke

You go to P. A. just like a baby puts its little hand
out for candy, natural like! It’s so delicious that
you smoke it all day and all evening—and there’s
no comeback! You make a mental note of that!
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The largest selling pipé tobacco in the United States is Prince
Albert. This brand is manufactured only by the R. J.- Reynolds
Tobacco Co., at its factories in Winston-Salem, N.C., U. S. A.,
and is imported from the United States by Canadian dealers.

Buy P. A. everywherein the
tidy red, full 2-0z. tins.

R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO.
Winston-Salem, N.C., U. S. A.

Copyright 1914,
R. J. Reynolds
Tobacco Co.
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THE F. F. DALLEY CO., LTD., BUFFALO, N. Y., HAMILTON, ONT.




