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Get Your Name 1

ON OUR MAILING LIST

And we will forward you, postpaid, a copy of our hand-
some catalogue, containing illustrations and prices of fine
jewelry and silverware. .

These catalogues are distributed from coast to coast and .
our reputation for the best in

DIAMONDS, WATCHES

HIGH-GRADE JEWELRY
will ensure satisfaction in your selections.

SEND US NAME AND ADDRESS.

SEPTEMBER WATCH SPECIAL

No. 938—A Gentleman’s Watch, 16 size, open facc,
Cashier Gold Filled Case, with a 15 Jewelled
Dingwall movement, $13.50.

D. R. DINGWALL,

; JEWELLERS AND SILVERSMITHS
424 Main Street 588

Winnipeg.
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on DIlaster?

l‘gi The Manitoba Gypsum Co., Ltd.

h Office and Mill
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Manitoba,
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The “‘Lmpire” Crands of ,ﬂlaster |

You can’t make a mistake buying by mail
here. Wec're the: largest mail order tailoring
house in Canada. TEverything that Men and
Boys wear delivered to jour door at city
prices.  Send your name and address and
we’ll mail you our

NEW CATALOGUE FREE.

MEN’S AND

BOYS' WEAR.

]noon that—it was understood—set-
| tled, that is—you understand?”
| “Not the least bit in the world!”
“Why, that you and Jack were—"
“Ah! To be married, Hugh?”
“Yes.”
“So mother said that, did she?”
She glanced toward where the two
. older ladies, hidden from her sight,
were still talking sibilantly at the'r
window. She smiled, but the smile
was a trifle hard.

“I don’t think she qu'te told me,” |

he answered judicially, “but she gave
me to understand it.”

“I see.” She turned back to the

. window and lantern-gemmed twilight

without. “Well, she was—premature,
Hugh.” . .
“I shouldn’t have mentioned it,

anyhow,” he answered slowly.

“I'd rather you didn’t—yet,” she
said. Then, after a moment du-i~g
which the band started full swing
into a two-step, “I don’t qui‘e sce,
however, why that should make you
. jealous,” she continued.

“Don’t you?” he asked in ton-s
' that sounded tired and discouraged.
“Well, ever since you were two cr
three months old, and I used to carry
you in my arms and pretend I di<n’t
like it, I’ve always felt—felt a sort of
proprietorship, considered myself a
kind of self-appointed guardian. Nc¢
one .likes to  have his  occupation
taken away, of course, and after y~u
are married, why, then I shan’t have
any purpose in life, you see. T sup-
pose that’s why I can’t help feeling a
| little jealous.” .
| “Is that all?” she asked.
|
|

“All?” he faltered. “Why, I think

| “Oh,” she said. She was looking
out of the window. He watched her
a moment in silence, then stirred un-
easily and turned a troubled gaze to
the green-banked stand whercon the
band was still sending forth the rol-
licking two-step. A minute passed.
Someone lighted red-fire below them
on the gravelled path, and the light
flooded up- through the casement,
dyeing her face and neck and arm
with tints of rose. He drew a deep
| breath such as a swimmer draws be-
| fore the plunge into the water.
| “No,” he said gravely, “not all,
' Grace. T lied there. I—love you.”
He thought there was a tremor of
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‘;her shoulders, but his sight for the !

moment was untrustworthy. At all
| events she didn’t turn, but enly
asked, after an instant and very
" quietly:
- “Much, Hugh?”

“Very much, little girl.” His voice

| trembled. “Perhaps I shouldn’t have

| told you, but it can’t matter, can it? |

{ You won't let it trouble you, will
| you? I think the - lights—and the
" music—and your beauty, dear, are to
| blame. Heaven knows I tried hard
enough to keep still, just as T have
for three years past, but it would
| out. - Well—my dear, I want you to
| be happy; that’s all T ask. And—
i and don’t mind what I've said; try
to forget it, Grace.”

“I’'m afraid I can’t,” she answered
softly.

|
|
|
|

“But you must,” he cried, genu-
inely distressed. “It's all my fault,

you know. And, besides, after a
while perhaps I shan’t mind—very
much, * And, anyhow, I'm olq
enough—"

“Oh, ~stop!” she cried in a sudden
passion of anger. “If you say ‘old’
to me again I'll—I'll—" His look of
amazement and dismay ' turned her
anger to soft laughter. She clasped
her hands in her lap and leaned to-
ward him. “Cousin Hugh,” she said
severely, “you’ve dinned your age
into my ears until. sometimes ][
wanted to scream—or pull your hairl
‘Old, old, old" You're not old! And
if you were, do you suppose I'd care
for a moment if—if I loved you?
You're forty-three and I'm twenty-
one—almost, but if you were eighty
and I loved you and you asked me
to marrv you I'd say yes! Do you
understand? Yes—yes—YES.”

“Thank you,” he said simply. “I
think now I'm glad I told you.”

“So am I,” she answered.

There was sometliing in her eyes,
a look that was almost a challenge,
that sent the blood rushing to hig
heart. He seized her hands.

“Grace,” he stammered hoarsely,
“if it wasn’t for Jack—!”

The door opened noisily. He drew
back with a sigh. The rosy glow
faded from the room. Jack was be-
side them, leaning over her.

“It's all right!” He laughed ex-
ultantly. “Ive been and gone and
d-one it, Grace, and—and it's all
right!”

“Oh, Jack,” she cried.
glad! When? Where?

“Ten minutes ago, between the
Yard and the Gym! Hooray!” He
wrung her hand, seized Hugh’s,
squeezed it madly and hurried across
to where Billy had joined the ladies
at the other window. Hugh turned a
bewildered gaze upon Grace.

“I—I don’t understand!” he said.

“Don’t you?” she asked, with elabe
orate carelessness. “Jack’s proposed
to Madge Hilliard and she’s accepted
him.” She turned her eyes away.

“Then—then—!” He seized her
hands again. “Grace, did you mean
what you said, dear? Did you? That
you were glad I told you?”

She nodded her head, her hands

‘(I’m
How?”
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trembling in his.

“T can’t believe it!” he whispered.
“Are you sure, dear? If you are only
sorry for me—if it’s only that—"

She turned her face to him, and
the soft glow of the lantern made
her eyes wonderful. With a little
gasp he leaned toward her and their
lips met. -
| “If T were only younger, dear—
for you—only a little younger!? he
murmured incoherently.

“Hugh! Hugh!” She
softly, happily. “Don’t you under-
stand that if you were younger you
wouldn’t be the man I—love?”

“God bless you, dear!” he whis-
pered.

With clasped hands, silently, they
sat looking through the window into
Paradise,

laughed'
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