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"Lunnon mannors," quoth tint worthy, back tho witchery of Marjorie's gaÙce? for hie coming, until the wa iting becanie"Lunnon mannera 1Y" And retirod to Could it ever duil the throbbing ache Of tee long.bury imseof in the sporting columns of hie heart? Could the plaudits of the The cab drew up outside the door, andthe throwndown paper. world ever obliterate the rocoliection of Creighton sprang out. He rang the, bellCreighton ewung on te the footboard the past? What did it mattor if hoe sank furiously. and the servant who openedof the train just as it was leaving the into the ver>' eblivion of forgetfulness, the door fell back befor the white miserystation, and though a guard and two se tint Marjorie might have beon epared Y of hie face. Thore M'as a rustle ofportera tried te draw him back, ho fougt Fame was a uselese tbing-a bubble that draper>ashdrtdnbtodi.ntthom off, and persisted. As yet hoe waa foîl away in the hand that graspod it; liftua ye.unable te think clearly. Ho was -obey- but Love-ah! Love was different, in- "Your master-whoro je ho ?" hie askeding a natural instinct-to fly te the aide deed. Love was all that was ef moment fiercely. He foît that hoe muet find someof tho woman who waa dead. in the world. Without it life was hlank outlet for the passionato remorso tlîatBreathiess with hie struggle hoie ank and hideous, a meaningless chaos of M'as bearing hum iià pieces.back on the cushions and ried toe lear soinda and sights, with ne cohierence. "He's eut, ir." Creighton 4taggered.the confusion thnt iiurtled throngh his "Marjorie, Marjorie," hoe muttered, Out, and this grim tragody afoet! Per-staggered brain. Gradualy, to the station after station fiew 'by, ndthe haps the stern eid mani bad net beardsteady clanking whirr of the seeding ateady lank of the wbeoîs answ~ered hic h wu rt et oree owheels, loar theught came. Marjorie cry: "Marjorie je dead!" moment, and thon-a soft hand was laid1

dinnedinonhum insistentlyof te very Ho ropeated tho sounds xnelîiaîly. on hie arm, a voice that lho hnd thougbtclatter infothrusisng tra e e yt licking hie dry lips. The visions of fame nover te heaý- again was in his enrs.hlae en fte r ina ntrac aiet that had oecupied hie mmnd had vanisbed "CIýfford, what je it?"hiaveMarjredi wa deiad! gintnow, wp wyb vi orn ~Ho shrank back,sasying that Ibis Masbhrughth ditubedair te vr> jot-hopelesweplngnand varinet ovre.tHOt heprice lho had te pa>' for his rutlIeshim. Marorie was deaambition. ed parjorigngsanrepeoaous l ve.mHst
ing of the windew epoketbbcsanme awful weuld have givoe hie seul te sof hie jusrefrain: Marjorie waa dead! once before tlhe end, that slie iiht have be added te h uhiegtefbsovHo eud echerno wthvivd ler-known how weil hoe leved lier. But sel-lathngHenosd sho cirsho hi handover biswas tee late neov! Nething could over "Clifford, what je it ?"
eyeballs te ahut eut tho sight. Hfe hring back those wasted heuirs that ho Tovilcaeien e pîe iprye Qd ha te oah igt ethad given te the pursuit of Nvorldly1 eyes dizzily, and reeiled with a cry.prayd Gd tat' he eat mîgt nt ener, when ho should have been at tho 1 "ltarjorie, Marjorie!"Ilhli cried '<have touched hier lovel>' face. Thon, with d fte oa oloo. Frh amazement. "Thon it's iict true.a sudden soul-twisting, hoe waa confron- se nef the w:oa loveder Fior ale e thought yeu wore dend. 'î'hank God- ated with a vision of what seo would h ownthînt lotted e alocieilife. hanlovt oh, thank Ged!" And 1is arma follike when, ho saw bier. The light-filled wvas tee lato! a bout lier willing forn.teyes would hoc loseu, the rich carmiîie "I was in the car," euie said softly, tof. bier lips would have paled te a sieki>' Ho sprang« from the train before it clinging te him as hoe sbook with silent lhue. The glowing radianco of hier glance etopped, and raced te a hansoîn sobie. "The others we-re killed-oh. it'e fwould have gene for evor, the fleeting "15 Worthington Square," hoe abouted terrible!-but I wasn't hurt. It was ap'wonder of hier amile would ho composed ta the cabman, and the mani, eeing tbe marvellous escape-and eh, Clifford,kinto the stern, grim amile cf eue wbio is unrest of hie seul, lashed hie herse te vhat jit T"I
etaring in Death'a face. Ho choked deivu its epeed. Creighton sank back, and lot atj eeain" osi edn'

te ream that rose te hie lîpa, and hie interrupted thoughte reaume their and ho kiased lier upturned lip, with acuraed thoe loivuesa cf the train. sway. In a fow moments hoe would hoc vonderful reverence. Ifeelied made hieThought was busy new. But it was at the bouse. Tbey weuld have carried cheice. (the thought cf what hoe had lest. It ber there, lie aaid, for the accident ha<l_____________
waa one thing te rosign; it was another oecurred soine heurs age, and bbheeeeb
te have the object snatehed away tlius cf the mishap wvas net fer removed frei Golf-A gaine that begins witli a golf-Mruthlessl>'. %Vortingteîi Square. Wbhat should hoet>alI and onde with a high-ball. ff0f what avail wvas ail the faine theo (1( lven hie reachied the bouse T What 1rwerld could bring now? lb waa nobhing eoîîld lie do? There remained net bing A Skeptic-A maxi whp can't believe in jil-a thing cf neo orth-a thing, indeed. now. Oîily te sob ont hie remorso et the the miracle of Jonalb and tlie wlîale and ette ho despisod. CouId Fame give hini side of that stîli figure that had waited yet thinkehoe can beat Wall Street. at

A Model1

7f

An Insuit to Pader'ewski.

Dr. Walter Damrosch tells a story
serving to illuatrate the. sensitivenees
of Paderewski in inatters musical.

A Chicago inan, a great Ibver of music,
who îa-d met the Polish pianist, abroltd,
laed given a supper to Paderewski in <his
palatial apartmen1b, iflviting uovieral
congenial soula to partake of the harmo-
nious feast.

Now, Paderewski doean't lay for
everybody-at least flot as apridue for
thoe who haven't the price of adis-
sion to hie concerts-but as the (Jhicago

inan~~~ vaavrygooa ,f riend, ho graclous-
ly consented to qive a few number. a4
an evidence of hie appreciation of that
friendsbip. So, when the ianhst begau
lis own fanieus minuet, tie coterie of
frienda sat, baek prepared to en oy thom-
selves to the utmost. One of thegue9ts
indeed, was in auch rapt attention te
the master's playintaluen
scieusly, hoe forgot wiiere he'had put hi*
hands, which were thrust inte hhietrou-
sera' poekets; and very soorn ho eU o,
jingling sundry coins tha intrPcOsed bre.

Quite suddenly. Paderewskimop.L
s suddenly as though thi e Mld

broken its string-board. Wi.JI~0
tiie coins bad penetrated the 1r ôM 0
the. minuet and had upeet the. plaWslt.
Paderewski wheelod about on 1,hi "I
fiercely, grew red in the. face -and
plumped hi, hands down hard, upon hie
knees.

'qVhat Y" eiouted hoe, hie eyes flashlag
at, the luekiega, man with the.co"s.
'«Whatl Do yen t'lnk 1 play' for monoyll

At ths tthe gust who madtins un-
consciously offended the. Polo wa 'o
overcomo wlth confusion thnt, h dt>
bc assisted to hie feet inorwb.~
nigit apologise, lb was aome tme
fore the infuriated virtuoso ooud

uliled by the. explanationtit-
jngling ofcoininn the.poketu ha on~ehowlng one'. appreciation.

Kltclhn
With our forefathers the hearthstone was the centre of the home-the special sphere and p ride of the house-wife. Here ail her talents as a home maker found full expression. Here before the great hearth-whose flue keptthe air as pure and clean as the fresh scoured tiles--she prepared the great white loaves-the delicious flakey brown

pastry-the roasts whose juiky tenderness made lier simplest, meal a feast-
Have a kitchen you can always be proud of--always clean and sweet-always f ree from stuffy, smelly air

--always cool.
Have meals you cari always be proud of-everything just browned to a turn-never over-cooked-never

under cooked-always just riglit.

The WonderfPul Oxfordi Economizer 
-

guarantees such a kitchen-sucli neals-always.
The Oxford Economizer sucks ail the foui air from the room just like the old-fashioned chimney, leaving it

sweet and pure.
It gives you an evener, steadier fire than ever before known.'
It insures the best results in cooking always.
It saves you at least 20% of your coal bill in real dollars and cents.
It is the most remarkable device ever found on a cook stove.
Yet this is only one of the special features found only in
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,.y-Oxford Stoves and Rianges
iy others, each one of which will save you, time, money and inconvenience. Send us
coupon, inentioniug whether you are interested in a steel or an irpn range and let us
>ur book on liow to save time and money in yoUr kitchen.

he Gurney North-West Foundry Co., Ltd.
126 Lombard Street, Winnipeg, Man.'
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