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CHAPTER XIII.
Enid and Denise.

HE London season was drawing to

l a close; the jaded votaries of

fashion were either preparing for
flight to the different continental health
resorts, or planning out lengthy and
elaborate motor tours. ‘“Where are you
going 7’ and “When are you off 7’ were
the questions of the hour, superseding
the newest and spiciest scandal in the
Divorce Court, and the latest thrill
caused by the insufficient draperies of a
dancer.

When the two important questions
were put to Mrs. Alston by the few inti-
mate friends who sought her out in the
self-enforced seclusion of the house in
Grosvenor ‘Square, which seemed so ab-
surdly big for the one lonely woman who
occupied it, she met them with an in-
different, “I don’t know. I have made
no plans as yet.”

“Ah, you are waiting for your son
to decide for you,” was the usual com-
ment upon this announcement, which
Denise allowed to pass uncontradicted.

What was she waiting for? She did
not know herself; the mainspring of ac-
tion seemed to have snapped within her;
day by day she sank deeper into a brood-
ing misery, dwelling on one idea until
her very reason tottered. She had fol-
lowed up the newspaper accounts of the
catastrophe at Ardwell Court with a
feverish interest. The event itself had
been a great blow to her, for with Mr.
Emberson’s death her last hold over Dick
had vanished. The grim tragedy of ac-
complished facts had rendered her
threats vain and impotent. The worst
had happened! he had nothing more to
fear.

Ted had written to her from Bingle-
ford; 'his letter had been one long paean
on the beauty and charm of his friend’s
fiancee.. It was easy enough for Mrs.
Alston to read between the lines that
Ler boy, too, had succumbed to the sway
of the siren who had stolen Dick’s heart
from her. The knowledge at first filled
her with a fierce, impatient anger; but,
on second thoughts, she saw in Ted’s
folly, as she mentally termed it, a pos-
sible ally. If a doubt of her lover’s truth
and loyalty could be instilled in Enid
Anerley’s mind, might she not very pos-
sibly turn for sympathy and comfort to
the man she had learnt to call friend?
Many a heart is caught in the rebound.

The anonymous letter despatched by
Denise had been the outcome of this re-
flection. She never doubted that Ted
would be ready to avail himself of any
and every opportunity to serve his own
ends. We are all apt to judge others
by ourselves, and she knew that in a
similar position she would have been
utterly unscrupulous. But, although she
awaited each post impatiently, she heard
no more from him., .

ONE afternoon as she sat in her little
boudoir, her hands idly folded in
her lap, her mind revolving ever in one
vexed circle, a lady’s visiting card was
brought in to her. The name it bore was
“Miss Enid Anerley”; and above was
written in pencil, “Shall be very grate-
ful if you will grant me a few minutes’
interview.”

At sight of the printed name and writ-
ten message, Mrs. Alston sprang to her
feet, the blood rushing tumultuously to
her face and neck. Her first impulse was
to deny herself to the intruder, who, a
guilty conscience suggested, had perhaps
come to twit her with the authorship of
the anonymous letter; then, a burning
curiosity to see the woman who had sup-
planted her in Dick’s affections, over-
powered every other feeling, and she gave
the order for her admittance. .

Calling all her strength of dissimula-
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tion to her aid, Denise advanced to meet
her visitor with a very fair semblance
of the old gracious courtesy of manner
which for years had made her the ac-
knowledged queen of her social circle.

Enid’s cheeks were flushed, and she
smiled a little nervously as she extended
her hand, saying:

«Tt is kind of you to receive me, Mrs.
Alston. Since I have known your son,
I have been longing to make your ac-
quaintance, but, without his encourage-
ment, I should scarcely have dared to
take the initiative.”

“T am greatly indebted to you and your
parents, Miss Anerley, for the kind hos-
pitality you have extended to my son!”
returned the elder lady, forcing her pale
lips into an answering smile as, for the
space of one half-second, she held the
proffered hand limply in hers whilst she
eagerly scanned its owner’s face. A pang
shot through her heart as her grudging
eyes reluctantly recognized the latter’s
beauty. Half mechanically her glance
travelled on to an old Florentine mirror

hanging on the wall in which her own

dark head served as a background and
a foil for her visitor’s fair loveliness. It
was but a fleeting glance, yet it suf-
ficed to fill Denise with renewed bitter-
ness. The proximity of youth is cruel to
the middle-aged; accentuating as it does
slight defects which might otherwise pass
unobserved; the fresnness—the flawless
purity of the young girl’s skin and col-
ouring made the other by comparison
seem swarthy and faded. Under pre-
tence of drawing forward a comfortable
chair, she turned aside until she had
brought her rebellious features under
command,

“You would not talk of our kindness,

Mrs. Alston,” rejoined Enid, “if you knew

what a comfort, what a veritable ray of
sunshine your son has been to us all in
the sad time through which we have
been passing.”

* “T am glad he was able to be of use!”
mechanically murmured Denise; “he is
very much attached to Dick Emberson,
and would, I know, take the latter’s
troubles almost as much to heart as if
they were his own. I, too, have been
unutterably shocked and grieved at the
sorrow which has fallen upon our mutual
friend. How—how is he bearing up
against it?”

1

A LITTLE falter in the voice, as at the

thought of Dick, a wave of emo-
tional tenderness came over the speaker,
a sudden moistening of the beautiful
eyes, which a moment before had seemed
so hard in their brilliancy, went far to
outweigh in the young girl’s mind the
previous artificiality, the note of insin-
cerity which she had been quick to de-
tect, and which had made her almost
regret her coming,

“Tt has nearly overwhelmed him!” she
replied with quivering lips: “at times
I have trembled for his reason! That is
why I feel he must, at all costs, be saved
from any added worry; that is why it is
impossible for me to appeal to him in a
matter which concerns us both, Puzzled
and uncertain how best to act in the
emergency which. has arisen, I consulted
Mr. Alston, and he advised me to come
to you for help.”

“Indeed!”

The tone was not encouraging; once
more a doubt as to the wisdom of her
visit disturbed Enid, but she had gone
too far to retreat.

“A few days ago,” she explained, “T re-
ceived an anonymous letter, obviously
meant to damage Dick in my estimation.
That it could not do, of course,” she has-
tily added; “but still it troubled me. It
is horrible to me to think that he and
T have a secret enemy lurking in the
background! I feel that I shall have no
rest, night or day, till T have torn the
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mask from the hidden face. The letter
bore a London post-mark; and your son
thought that—as your circle of friends
and Dick’s was the same—you might pos-
sibly be able to give some clue which
would enable me to find the writer.”

A dull red flush rose to Mrs. Alston’s
cheeks.

“T cannot see why Ted should imagine
that,” she replied quickly. “I have seen
nothing of Mr. Emberson for the last ten
months.”

“No, but before that time,” urged
Enid; “before he and I had ever met,
he was constantly at your house, was
he not? You knew most of the people
with whom he came in contact?”

“] knew many of them certainly; but
no doubt there were others I did not
know. The lives of most young men
contain secret pages.”

“There were none, I am sure, in Dick’s
which need fear the light of day!” ex-
claimed Enid with a proud lifting of the
golden head.

“Ah! you are at the age at which one
expects all men to be Bayards, all wo-
men saints,” was the caustic retort. ‘1
have learnt, by sad experience, that the
sinners predominate in both sexes.”

The speaker’s tone grated indescrib-
ably upon Enid.

“We need not enter into that,” she said
gently. “We are all falllible, of course;
but I could not love Dick as I do if I
were not convinced that he is an hon-
ourable man. I came to you as one of
his best friends—was I wrong 1 »u
doing? Will you not help me to find this
hidden slanderer?”

“Have you the letter with you?” asked
Mrs. Alston carelessly, “it is of course
possible that I might recognize the writ-
ing.”

“It is printed.”

“Ah! that enhances the difficulty; still
perhaps the style or context may betray
the identity of the writer.”

ENI'D handed the letter across; and

Denise made a show of reading it,
whilst inwardly debating what her plan
of action should be. Her enemy had de-
livered herself into her hands, she re-
flected, with an inward glow of triumph;
it was for her to make the most of this
unhoped-for opportunity—to strike a
blow for her own happiness; if it found
its mark in the heart of an innocent girl,
why should she regret it? Were not the
latter’s youth and beauty so many of-
fences against her? Had she not her-
self suffered enough?

“Poor woman!” she murmured under
her breath. The words seemed to have
escaped her lips involuntarily, for she
gave a little start as if fearing she had

_betrayed herself, and turned her eyes

away from the other’s questioning gaze.

“You know her then?” said Enid, in
a voice which she vainly endeavoured to
steady. p

“Do you wish for the truth?”’ asked
Mrs. Alston, turning on her sharply.

Her tone was ominous. The fugitive
rose-tints faded from her listener’s face,
leaving her white as any snow-maiden;
but she answered bravely—

“Yes; it is the truth I seek.”

“Well, then, the identity of the writer
of this letter is to me but thinly veiled.
I am sorry for her; I have called her
friend, and therefore I cannot betray her
to you; but, if you like, I will tell you
her story.”

A childish impulse came over Enid to
press her fingers in her ears and fly pre-
cipitately from the woman to whom she
had come for aid—from the woman
whose eyes as they met hers were full
of a smouldering enmity. A forewarn-
ing of calamity chilled her with its icy
breath; but she had gone too far_ to
retreat. Speech at that moment was
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The REAL Cure
for Constipation

and Piles.

No, this does not consist of some special
or new form of drug, because drugs are
not a permanent cure for Constipation.
The real cure for Constipation is some-
thing that will appeal at once to your
common sense, because this cure con-
sists simply of pure sterilized water.

The sufferer from Constipation usually
realizes the danger of his affliction because
from Constipation arises the vast num-
ber of more serious diseases brought about
by the retention and promulgation of germ
life in the system, in turn caused by our
failure to get rid of this waste.

Such a sufferer has probably tried all
kinds of drugs, and his experience is
enough to prove that drugs form only a
temporary relief and require constant use
in constantly increasing doses to be at all
efficacious. The sufferer greatly adds to
his illness by becoming a slave to this
drug habit.

How much simpler and saner is this
method of Dr. Chas. A. Tyrrell, inventor
of the J. B. L. Cascade—an appliance now
endorsed by physicians everywhere aqd
used by over 300,000 people. ngh this
system of the internal bath, you dispense
with drugs entirely, and you secure a per-
fectly natural treatment that brings ?bout
immediate relief and gradually attains a
sure and permanent cure. sy
Hundreds of people have enthusiastically
endorsed this treatment as Mr. E. Nighs-
wander, of Green River, Ont., who writes:
“For years I have been troubled with
constipation, ulcers in the bowels and
piles, which all the money and doctors
only seemed to relieve temporarily. The
. B. L. Cascade has completely cured
these troubles, and I feel it a duty I owe
to my fellow-men to endorse the Cascade
in the very highest terms. No amount of
money could estimate the value it has
been to me. No home should be without
a Cascade.” ¢ A

The J. B. L. Cascade is now being shown
in all of the Owl Drug Stores in Toronto,
and at Rutherford’s Drug Store, corner of
King and Yonge Streets. Or if you de-
sire to investigate further, write to Dr.
Charles A. Tyrrell’s book, “Why Man of
To-day is Only 509, Efficient.”  We will
gladly send you this free if you will ad-
dress Charles A. Tyrrell, M.D., Room
521-6, 280 College Street, Toronto.

“ZIPP—It Lights”

The Magic Household Lighter

No matches—a bright flame. Thousands
of lights without refilling. A truly remark-
able ogyormmty for Agents to make money
fast. rite today.

Every housewife will want one the minute she
sees it. Send postpaid on receipt of price.

CANADA SALES CO.
79 ADELAIDR ST E.,, TORONTO

““Best Because It’s Purest’’

WHITE
LABEL
A ALE

Will Be Your
UltimateChoice

HE highest priced
T imported do not

equal White Label
Ale for purity, flavor or
maturity — often, imported
ales are stale. ‘White
Label is a Canadian brew that beats them

all—at home or abroad.

Get this ale at dealers and hotels.

Dominion Brewery Co., Ltd.
[ | Toronto

“TALK CORRECILY and you
will THINK CORRECTLY "’

Slipshod English promotes slipshod
thought. Get into the habit of careless
use of words and %'ou will soon be care-
less in thought. o twink correctly and
talk correctly,” to talk correctly and think
correctly, you will find :

“A Desk-Book of Errors in English”
a very serviceable JJittle book. ‘“Right
to the Point.” <
1zmo, cloth, 240 pages. $1.00 post-paid.

NORMAN RICHARDSON,
12 E. Wellington St. - - Toronto.
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