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Claire Kinnaird stood at the window
of her little sitting room looking anxiously
up the street, t wanted only twenty

to train time and John ought to.
her , ¢ came
| th in at the gate.
“Did the transfer come for your trunk?”
“he asked as he entered. -
“Yes a little while ago and I am all
,;:m answered, smiling up into his.

““Thnt is wonderful, how did you man

7" ho asked with a rather xrim smib
“Well we had better go now for we must
cateh this car.”’
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epot, in or her to the

in, As h.e‘hemi her on he slipped a
small parcel into her hand.
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“Goodbye, Claire,” he said, “have a
good time. ;

“Goodbye, John ’’ she answered a little
wistfully, but he did not notice the tone
and turned away. .

Wl;gn 1ﬂ(fla.xlxle lmf):l.:cdel her 'iﬁioi she
open e little ; wi y a
purse of gold beads, and as she opened it
she found a roll of bank notes—“Oh
John,” she whispered as swift tears
sprang to her eyes.

As the train sped on, her thoughts flew
back over the year of their married life.
The first few months that were so happy,
then the sudden change that came over
John.  She never could find the cause of
it. Over and over again she had thought
of every minute before that day when his
manner ¢ . It was the morning
after the little bridge party of Mrs.
Carson’s. The night ﬁfore he had been
S0 care-free and happy, the next morning
he had seemed so cold and strange. His
manner had lacked nothing of his former
care and thoughtfulness, in fact he was
even more considerate if that were possible,
but the old tenderness was gone. Often
after that she found him looking at her
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with a_strange intensity but when
caught her oehewgtldmm""
away. ' At she had questioned
had some worry he was

ing from her—but to all her enquiries his

replies had been noncommittal,
even abrupt. She bad tried not
fount Kox oy A ot
(1) er J
Eﬁeaded her old time iesdnche.
e .
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woman’s pride had told her ﬁdf nger

sue for his attention and she had at last
s
en come % al of his to
visit, her aunt in New Brlem& . Bhe
wanted to go at first but when she thc

.

er, w"hom motto 1s: *"Hit first, hit hard, and hit

of the wealth and the gay society of her
former life her heart 5aung with a new

longing to the little house that was fast.

losing the home feeling. When she had
objected to the plan he had pressed her
for a reason, and the only one she could
think of was the necessity of beautiful
clothes.

He had turned abruptly from her and
walked to the window and with his back
still turned had said: “You need have no
anxiety on that score.”

The next morning he had handed her
a cheque which amply paid for the gowns
that not even her cousins could outdo.
But as each one came home and was put
in its place in the trunk her heart Ead
grown heavier for not once did he ask to
see them or take any interest beyond ask-
ing if she had enough money.

And now she was on her way to the
gaieties that no longer held any attraction
for her. What a farce life was after all.
She had thought he cared so much for her
at first but it must have all been'a delusion.
Now he was tired of her and glad to send
her away. Then her eye ecaught the
purse again and she wondered how he had
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Don’t be satisfied with
Penmans—you’ll find your
good dealer’s.




