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To the most critical eye, a Pe-AigleSweater Cù,at excels ary other kindl
~ I h the evident care with which it wana so

beautifully knit and fiuîshed. The try-

1,>ing-on test shows it has the stylish look Pen%
and snug, smooth fityou demand of your

outdoor apparel. Examination of the
material reveals the superflne quality of the

wool yarn that maakes it 80 fleecy, light and
warm. But neithçr of these three superficial ifflit

tests can prove how ýworthy these kuit garments are of your
preference and the famous trade-mark they bear. That proof îs
is î the wearing of them under every outdoor condtion-for hunting

boating, golflng. skating, sleighig, driving, walking. Since the Pen-
Angle process knits them perfectly into lasting shape, they reinain emfart

looking and iieat-fitting; and

the. weoar Ois therze.
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His Little Girl
(Continued from page 16.)

shrinking fear in ber eyes, and Hugli
went quickly towards her.

"You?" lie said, with no more con-
ventional greeting, III did flot expect to
see you.",

'Il came-I had to come," she stam-
mered, her manner more like that of a
young frightened girl than a poised and
quiet woman of the world. III want to
say something to you, to tell you soute-

thn. Her eyes did not meet his, she
was obviously very iii at ease, but ber
very nervousuessi and tbe girlish exu-
barrassment of her manner, roused in
Hugh ail the tendernessa which hier flip-
pancy bad temporarily cbecked. Witb
-the chivalry of a man who had always
reverenced -woman, his chief instinct
was to set ber at ber ease, and hie drew
forward a chair for bier, and said
quietly-

"Sit down, Miss Muller, and tell me
wbat I ean do for you. ls there any
way in which I can help you?"

"Yes," she twisted her bands to-
gether nervously. 'Il came to you be-
cause I didn't know what else to do.
I tbink you wil belp."

'Il am sure 1 will help, if there is
anytbýing to be doue for you," he ans-
wered cheerily, stili only intent on help-
ing ber to overcome ber embarrassment.
"Tell me ail about it, and let us see
wbat we can do."

"It isn't anytbing you expeet," sbe
exclaimed, burriedly and eonfusedly.
'Il meau, it is sometbing very out of
the oommou. You will despise me wben
I tell you, but, V've got to tell you, I've
just got to tell you the trutb." Sbe
spoke wvitji suppressedl vebiemence, ber
bauds stil worki'ng restlessly, ber eyes
avertedl fromn his face, aud he, seeiug
that sire was labouriug under some great
emotion, sat down in his place by the

table, and said very quietly-
"Try toc tell me just exactly wbat it

is Yeu waut, and don't jump to tbe
couclusion that 1 shall despise you.
That ie a most unlikely contingency,"e

and lhe smiled, tbe smile -wbich bad ber-
gun to seem to Rosa the sweetest and
kindliest lu the world.

I'You will certaiuly despise mne," she

answered, a note of despair in lier toues,
"but T can't bhelp tbat. I bave got te
tell you everytbbxg now, 1 cau't pre-
tend te vour anv more. You must know
the wbole trutb."

"The trutb about wbat?" bie said, a

puzzled look in bis eyes.
"About me-about my life. But first,

listen. I camne te-day because of littie

Sylvia Burnett, Sir Giles Tredmnan'5
w . rd."

Hughl ooked more aud more bewild-
ereà, as indeed be felt.

"Sylvia Buruett? The little girl of
Whiom Miss Helen stausdale takes care?

But wbat bave vou and 1 te do with
lier?"

"She bias disaplpeared," eame tire hur-

ried respouse, "and I eau tell you wbiere
sle is, at least I tbink 1 cari tell vou."

"You eau tell mne? But how do vou
know? And wby do you corne te me
about it?"

"Recauise vour are stroug and kiud:
bec-ause to come te vou was the quick-
est wav of ietting belp, aud there is
not muich time ti lose. Sylvia is ln
danoer-real danger-aud if sbe is not
saved froin it soion, sbe will neyer be
eavedl at ail.",

-Wbat yoii are sayiug is so mucli
Greek to me," Beruers exclaimed. "It
ehI sounds like sometbiug -)ut of a
mielodramna: and 1 can't in the least
iunderstand whiat yoiu aud I have to do
with it ail."

With a ereat effort at self -control
Rosa clasped ber bands tigbtly' and
leoked inte tie dorter's puz7lid face.

'I wili try te tell von," she sald. 'Il
YviIl trv te mal--p it nlsin. 1 iwas sent
l'ere, te Miss Stat'sdale. bv îuy uncle,
mv inother's ha]f-brotbier. Hierman
Viler. Tle ralls himself that. it le not
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