wnms US TO-DAY for illus-
" terms of payment on any model of

‘The NEW EDISON

For the same premium if
death results from any
accident, and a monthly
income ‘while totally dis-
abled.

This is not an ordinary
policy being *“played up”
in a new way, but an en-
tirely new plan of life
assurance, different and
superior to anything of-

, fered by any other life
company in Canada, and
is known as the

d Double Indemity Bond

Write, Giving Age,
Full Particulars.

for

Catalggue Notice

SEN D 20c in silver or stamps for
our Up-to-date FALL AND
WINTER 1920-1921 CATALOGUE

containing over 600 designs o

Ladies’, Misses’ and Children’s
Patterns, a CONCISE AND COMPRE-
HENSIVE ARTICLE ON DRESS-
MAKING, ALSO SOME POINTS FOR
THE NEEDLE (Illustrating 30 of the
various, simple stitches), all valu-
able to the home dressmaker.
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_ prematurely old, with

. falteringly.

A Mock “Won’t you sit
o down?”’ asked Joy to

Marriage gain composure.

By M. S. England “No, I can hear all
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“It was a lie, I know a.tz;-n'ble lie, but
I told it for his sake. He is all I have in

fighting death for me.
leaving me alone and unpro-
ided. for has been torture to him. He
has spent all our money abroad trying to

3 %:t dlix:gth, and finally to come home

Ro‘:er.’ ' f .cW thxaspl %verd;&;
s face. Was such a

schemer that she woul and have

him believe that this man,” her father
i tired an
_ fire of life
uenched through his own base livin
ying other than the death his own life

- merited. For it was incredulous she did

not know, the whole country side knew
.what manner of man Guy Wethered
had been

‘“He wants to die,” she continued
“He is always in pain and the
worry . about leaving me kept him from
sleeping. So I told him you—were—
i marry—me. I am not really
sorry,” she went on bravely, “for he has
slept for two whole nights. I never
thought you would know. It did not
seem 8o terrible when you were not here,
and how could I know you would come.
You never have done before,” she trailed
off wearily, the tears beginning to fill her
eyes. ,
Sir Roger, ing down at her, recog-
nized she was ver tiful, even in her
distress, and found himself wishing he had
met her under different circumstances.
“Pardon me, but what do you expect
me to do?” he asked. “I know I have not
been here before, but when I heard

+ - your father was dying, as his nearest

nqighl,)'c)r I could not very well keep
away.
“I just want you to pretend, when you

" are with him, it is true,” she whispered

hesitatingly. “He has only a day or
two at the most, and it has made him so

”»

‘eyery well,” I'll pretend. I certainly
was a bit sta%ered when he spoke of our
engagement, but fortunately I did not
deny it.” Without further word he
abruptly left her, and let himself out.
It was only when he heard the door shut
that he regretted his abruptness and stood
trying to conjure an excuse to return, but
none came ‘and he -had to content himself
with the thought that he would call
early on the morrow.

e following day he called twice, but
did not again see her in spite of the fact
that he Ioitered for some time in the
vicinity of her home. Nor did Bridget
tell Joy of his visits, thinking to spare her.
For in sfit.e of all her efforts she had not
been able to chase away the fixed look
of drawn sorrow which had pervaded her
mistress’ features since the interview
with Sir Roger. In her faithful old heart
she wondered time and again what could
have been said to leave that look there.
Yet in all her wondering, she would never
know of the clouds that had swept over
Joy’s rainbow, obliterating entirely all the
bright colors she had called to aid in its
mafcm Her only rainbow now was
one of hope, that she might quickly shake
the dust of this place from her feet for
ever, but it had no bright colors, it was
dullest grey. ‘

It was on the third day late in the
afternoon that Sir Roger was summoned
hastily to her side. .

“Father is sinking rapidly,” she said,
on seeing him, “and wants to see us
married before he goes.”

Sir Roger was sufficiently surprised to

p. The tired childish face, the beauti-

ul eyes ,which ought to have known happy
laughter and no sorrow,peered so tragically
into his own out of the gloom. :

“You must arrange 1it,”’ she went o
hurriedly. “We can pretend. Get
someone to impersonate a minister. Some-
one from the next village would be best.
Father knows nearly everyone here.
Fortunately our vicar is away. You must
borrow some olothes. I have mother’s
wedding ring. You must go quickly,
get anyone. Go and see father before
you go and give your consent. It will
not matter if you are too late, for he will

die happy.”

0y
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our- in the gran D
thug:gh neglected room, the little wedding
group stood. - To the man lying there, his
eyes striving to pierce the dimness, came
falteringly: “I’, Joy, take thee, Roger
Geoffrey, to be my wedded husband, etc,”
and he sighed contentedly, too near the
valley of shadows to the burden
of sorrow he had imposed on the shoulders
of the daughter he loved so well. It
was only Bridget, standing a silent witness
to the mock ceremony, that in some little
way understood what her youug mistress
was suffering, and fervently thanked God
when it came to an end, when she was
startled to see Sir Roger bend to kiss
Joy with deep veneration, and her heart
cried in Fity for what a handsome pair

the (3 |

I‘¥o need now for further acting. The
three who had played in the little drama
silently went out of the room leaving Joy
and her father alone.

“You are quite happy now, dear?”’ she
asked tremulously, kneeling down by the
bed, for her legs seemed incapable of
supporting her. . .

“Quite, child,” he answered faintly, his
hand travelling over hers, seeking the ring
he had placed on her mother’s finger some
twenty-two years earlier.

“Then you will go to sleep, dear,” she
added wearily, as her head dropped on the
pillow beside his and she fell into a deep
sleep from which Bridget wakened her
some little time later.

A week had passed away, and Joy, &~

pathetic figure in her cheap mourning,
sat at a table drawn up to the fire in the
vast dim hall, staring with unseeing eyes
into the flames, for she was living over
aﬁ the mock ceremony, which had taken
P in the room above, and felt again
the kiss Sir Roger had imprinted on her
brow. - From that hour she had not seen
or heard of him, for which she was thank-
ful. In . bitterness she had . travelled
far from her dream of life and love and
knew that never again would see her;
th wistfully she pursued the vision of
ppiness which might have been.

At the sound of a voice she started
to her feet and faced Sir Roger.

“You!” she cried in alarm.  “Youl!
How could you come here? To remind
me? Have I not suffered enough?”

“l came to help you,” he answered
Fently, noticing how tired and ill she
ooked. “I could not keep away. You
will let me help you?”’

“I do not need help,” she faltered. “I
am rgoing away with Bridget to-morrow.”

“You need not go away. You must not.
I want you to stay here to accept this
place as a gift from me.”

“As a gift from you? What power
gives you the right to give it to me?”
she demanded witheringly.

“I got it from the man your father

had mortgaged it to,” he lied bravely, ©

¥et in part this was true, for had his
ather not left it to him. He could not
tell her this, for Bridget had told him she
knew nothing of her father’s affairs and
believed to the end he was one of life’s
greatest martyrs, and believing this, must
surely hate the one in possession. I
went to London immediately I left you
so that I might procure the place an

hand it back to you,” he continued.

“I cannot accept 1t or help of any kind
from you of all people. thi you
might have spared me this. I have
enough to bear. I am going with Bridget
to her sister—till I get something to do.
She says it is possible we might both get
a situation together in the same house.”
She stopped abruptly, thinking she had
said too much, and was losing dignity.

“But what if I won’t allow you to take
a situation?”’ asked Roger with a note of
triumph.

“Won’t allow me? What do you mean,

“Just this, "he answered slowly. “It
would be very undignified of my wife to
be in service.” :

Joy sank back stunned. At the sight
of her distress Roger’s throat became
uncomfortably dry.

“I suppose I deserve this,” she said
with tears in her eyes. ‘“‘But I can bear
it. He died happy, thinking I would bef
too. So your insults cannot hurt,” she
faltered, as she sank exhausted into the
chair and stretching her arms over the
table, lowered her head on to them and
sobbed bitterly. i
- “Listen to me, Joy,” said Roger, taking
a chair and sitting at her side.

She gave a start, as her name fell from
his lips for the first time.

ow at the foot of the
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“l want you to forgive me, de
I must have been made. But I will g;:;;
my life if need be to put you right. WLen
I came here first, and your father spoke of
our engagement, I was full of resentment
and anger against you. I had never net,
ﬁﬁu’ I did not even know what you ;
e, but when I left you after ‘our first
strange interview I was deeply in love
with you. I knew then that no other
woman would ever hold a place in my
life. I sought your presence persistently
but you persistently avoided me. Then
when Bridget came for me and you told
me your father’s dying wish was to gee us
married, I felt the gods had played into
my hands, and I grasped—without
thinking of anything but my own great
love for you—the opportunity given,
It was no bogus parson or mock ceremony,
It was in very truth the l'i%lt thin
rformed by the vicar resident here wh.ife’
Kooy rematnod silent. Sh
" "Joy remain ent. e needed tim
to ad};ust herself to this new point of view?
“I am sorry, dear,” he went on. “Buyt
I wanted you more than I have ever
wanted anything before. Try to forgive
the mean advantage I have taken of you.
1 was 80 over anxious to possess you, dear
that perhaps I lost my head. But i
will go away. You stay on here with
Bridget. Try and think kindly of me,”
be added, rsing and putting his hand
b reisex hor heod et
She er and opened her
wxge searching hista.oe.d pe o
forgive me, Joy, dear,” he gai
looking straight down into her eye(::
striving to read there some inkling of her
feelings for him, but none did she give.
“I am sorry you have taken it so. I was
made, but I will get the marriage annulled.
Good-bye, dear.  Don’t think too un-
kindly of me—remember always, I blun-
dered because of my great love for you
and that I shall always have, for it will
never die.” With his head erect he left
her, opened the door, and was about to
ﬁﬁ out, when from the recess in the
, he heard one word, “Roger!” He
banged the door with his foot and went
forward, caught her in his arms.
“My darling,” he cried. “It isn’t
true you care for me a little bit?”
Bridget hearing the door bang and
thinking he had gone, came carrying her
mistress a cup of tea, when she caught sight
of them and stepped back, a happy smile
lighting up her faithful old face. “I
new something would come of it,” she
ejaculated under her breath, “when I
saw him kiss her so nicely after that play
wedding.”

Riddles

Why did the salt-shaker? Because he
saw the spoon-holder.

What is the difference between a lover
and his rival? One kisses the miss; the
other misses the kiss.

What was Joan of Arc made of? She
was Maid of Orleans.

When is a man thinner than a lath?
When he’s a-shaving,

When is a sheep like ink? When you
take it up into the pen.

What 1s the most difficult to conquer?
Hardship.

What tree is of the greatest importance
in history? The date.

What is that which occurs twice in a
moment, and not once in a thousand years?
The letter m.

Wh[\; is a watch-dog larger by night
than by day? Because he is let out at
night, and by day he is taken in.

orn presumably before the world,
destined to live almost as long as the world,
and yet never five weeks old. The moon.

Taking the Joy Out of Life
Fond Mother—“Don’t forget to put
your tooth brush in your suit-case, Bobby.’
Bobby (going to t{e country for a week).
“Oh, I thought this was going to be a
pleasure trip!”

e

Small Coin

“I don’t see why that tune haunts me
constantly,” complained a dull man who
was always humming. .

“Because you are forever murdering
it!” came the quick reply from Foote

Foolish Question
“Pa,” said little Frank, as he turned
the pages of his history, “how did thg
cliff dwellers keep warm in winter time?
“Why, I guess they used the mountain
rances. Now, don’t ask me any more
?oolish questions.”




