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The Cost of a Slight

Written for The Western Home Monthly by W. R. Gilbert, Calgary.

Society at Drippleton—and_ rouqd about
—was so extremely ex_cluswe, in fact,
that it would not' admit the lez}st sus-

picion of charitable-mindedness into its

charmed circle; and it is quite probable

. that jf the Angel Gabriel hagl appeared
in its midst Drippleton Society would
have steadfastly refused to recognize
him until it had learnt upon unim-
peachable authority who his mother
was, and that he was perfectly respec-
table.

Thus it was that when Gregson, the
retired lawyer, unexpectedly returned
from a six months trip to France, bring-
ing with him a beautiful young bride,
Drippleton “Society” from the leader,
with a very big note of interrogation
hung on to the end of it, into the af-
fair, and demanded as of its right to

know who Mrs. Gregson had been, and i

what she had been, and where she had
been before she was Mrs. Gregson. And
when Drippleton “Society” failed utter-
ly and absolutely in its pursuit after
knowledge upon these three heads,
Drippleton “Society” from the leader
Mrs. J. D. Palmer, down to the inoffen-
sive minister’s wife, with one accord
lifted up its nose into the sublime em-
pyrean of its own exclusive atmosphere
and passed by on the other side.

. Gregson was amused, and his fair
voung bride, if she felt any sting at
all, betrayed no sign of it but held her
head quite as high as Mrs. J. D. Pal-
mer, and her back a good deal straighter
than that lady carried hers. Feminine
Drippleton was madly envious of Mrs.
Gregson’s superb figure, her graceful
carriage and her good looks; and a
hundred sharp eyes were ever on the

alert to discover some -slight flaw in
her conduct that they could magnify in-
to a serious faux pas. In vain! Mrs.
Gregson’s demeanor was discreet be-
yond reproach ,and if she did not pas-
sionately love her comparatively elderly
husband she was sincerely attached to
him and performed her wifely duties
nobly and faithfully. ‘

One there was who mingied with Drip-
pleton “Society” but was not of it, for
he was no snob, who stood up for Mrs.
Gregson and told “Society” pretty plain-
ly that it ought to be ashamed of it-
self, for anyone who was good enough
for Gregson was good enough for Drip-
pleton. This was Charlie Branscombe.
Insensibly little. by little he fell deeply
in love with Cora Gregson. But when
he found out how his heart was in-
volved, like a man, he never breathed
one word to her that could lead her to
suspect the state of things with him,
and remained loyal to his friend Greg-
somn.

Then Gregson died, and a middle aged
female relative, a Miss Chippers, came
to live: with Cora, and Drippleton “So-
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{"LITTLE DARLING" ¥
“LITTLEDAISY™ '}

‘ HOSIERY FOR INFANTS AND CHILDREN

Let Baby Be Comfortable

" Rub vour hand over horse-hair chair covering. The stiff, sharp

1 ends scratch your hand.

skin.

I 4
5% “LITITE DARDING”~—Has silken heel and toe. Al sizes for infants up to seven years
old,
“LITTLE DAISY”—Reinforced heel and toe.
?()LORS—Pink. Sky Blue. Cardinal, Black, Tan and Cream.
\ Your dealer can supply you. Cost no more than inferior kinds.
Look for the “Sunshine”

That is how ordinary wool feels to baby’s tender, sensitive

For ¢ Little Darling’’ and “ Little Daisy’’ hosiery we import

. the soft, dainty wool of Australian Lambs—Australia, where the

i Seasons are so mild that the wool never grows coarse or heavy.

| Your children will always be comfortable in the stockings with
the “‘ Sunshine” Trade Mark.

Trade Mark on the ticket.

The Chipman Holton Knitting Co., Limited

Hamilton, . Canada

MILLS AT HAMILTON AND WELLAND, ONT.

All sizes for children under twelve,
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ciety” still passéd by on the other side.

A year elapsed. Cora and Miss Chip-
pers were away at the seaside and
Charlie had determined that now a year °
of mourning had gone by he was free:
on her return to woo her, and win her
—if he could. Meanwhile Cora made
the acquaintance-of Captain Hilton who.
made himself most agreeable for: two
or three days and then departed for
Drippleton! Upon arriving home a few
days afterwards Cora Gregson heard
that Captain Hilton had very recently
became engaged to ome of Mrs. J. D.
Palmer’s daughters and it rather
amused her to think how he would be-
have if she happened to meet him when
he was with any of the august family.
She hadn’t long to wonder, for the very
next day whom should she see coming
towards her but the Captain escorting
Mrs. J. D. Palmer herself. She saw the
Captain make some remark to his com-
panion and she saw Mrs. J. D. Palmer’s
lips move more rapidly and decisively
in reply. In another moment they
would pass. Already Cora had almost
commenced to nod a smiling recognition
when the Captain and the lady crossed
the road pretending not to have seen
her.

“Detestable cad!” muttered Cora bit-
iIn her lips, “If ever I have the chance,
’l - )

What she would do she didn’t even
think just then, for -at that moment
she met Charlie Branscombe, and what
they talked about belongs. to another
tale.

Cora’s return match with - Captain
Hilton came off at the races at Swin-
lawn, where Branscombe was—quite. ae-
cidentally of course prospecting round
in the same vicinity—Charlie had not
yet brought his love affair to'a ecrisis,
but had shown his feelings pretty plain-
ly and Cora had by one or two little
actions fanned his spark of  hope /into
a healthy flame. gl

All through his acquaintance with
her Branscombe had had some vaiud
haunting idea that he had .seen hex
somewhere before, but where, he could«
n’t “for the life of him make .out. (i

Cora and Miss Chippers escorted by ¢
Charlie had gome to the races. ' Miss
Chippers was sitting down to rest whilg
the young pair strolled about; and hig!
confession -was tremlbing on .Charlie’s: .
lips and Cora was waiting with down--
cast eys for the words she had no dis-
inclination to hear, F
- “Cora—" he began, when at that veryi
instant they encountered Captain: Hil-
ton, who had a. horse running at the
meeting. v Rk :

Instantly all Cora’s high spirit plucked «
itself together. A charming smile of
recognition passed over her bewitching .
face. Captain Hilton, far from-the ken '
of the Palmer respectability, was no- -
thing loth to renew his:acquaintance
with the prettiest woman on-the cotirse;
and Branscombe swore softly to him-
self. ’ e

“So sorry I didn’t see you.w'hile you

| were staying at Drippleton” murmured

the lady sweetly. e

“Ye-yes” stammered Hilton uneasily,
“I was awfully sorry but I had to get
away and er—I hadn’t the chance to
call on you. But,” he added hurriedly
anxious to get rid of a distasteful sub-
ject, “will you come and look at my
horse? He’s a hot  favorite  for the
Cup, a funny looking beast but a real
good goer. Heaven only knows his his-
tory, though they do say he was once
in a circus until he developed a skin
disease that has left his coat as bald
as a jug in patches and spoilt him’for
the show business, and they even chaff . -
me about riding a patch-work quilt.
Ah?! here he is!”

Hilton was quite right. St. Rip, as
the horse was called, was a rum brute
to look at. He was calculated to.cause

.surprise. He did cause surprise to Cora.

A bright dangerous sparkle of diablerie
flashed into her dark eyes. ) i

“T wouldn’t go near the brute, he’s
a bit vicious at times,” urged Hilton;
but Cora only laughed. Y

“Oh! I'm not afraid, T love all dumb
animals,” and Cora proceeded fearlessly
to stroke St: Rip’s soft muzzle' as she
spoke to him.

The horse evidently appreciated her
attentions for he stood with lowered
head: before her in perfect submission.
The Captain had turned aside for a
last brief interview with the jockey who
was going to ride for him.




