Honours Easy

(Continued from page 8.)

knowledge that misled ordinary peo-
ble into overestimating him enor-
Mously,

The man never spoke of his busi-
hess in Della Triuna; but he had
any long and private conversations
With an old man whose name was reg-
Istered ags Mr. Ephraim Hardy.
Hardly anyone else i the hotel was
o0 speaking terms with this gruff,
SCragey, autocratic old infidel with
he worried looking eyes and unsoci-
able habits. But most people thought
1S name was anything but Hardy.
Some of the hotel folk wrote him
down g diplomatist, and imagined
Dermer—who stoutly refused to be-
Come autobiographical in conversa-
tion—to pe some sort of attache un-
der him, or in negotiation with him.
But after many futile surmises people
8ave up even trying to guess the pair.

t was when Mr. Dermer had been : i ] U

Pt /l
there a fortnight that Eileen—pos- j
Sibly helped by Inez—made the in- ; - w 0 a're “se
tensely annoying discovery that she f
Was in love with him. Naturally she
Was in no hurry to admit this to her-

Self, and she never admitted it to to a CIose Shave
I?GZ, Who first prompted the sugges- ’
tion before Eileen had really thought

Of it. But the fact became at last | ; . : : :
cupsputable.  This regrettable cir- . —who count it a necessity, and for it daily sacrifice much

Cumst f S de Eileen hate : : : ; ; :
B e precious time—the Gillette Safety Razor is a friend indeed.

. In the meantime he still appeared : :
SR R Its strokes are so free and velvet-smooth that at first you

Obviously enjoyed their tete-a-tetes, : 5 one 3 . i
piich did not become less frequent. can scarcely realize how clean a job it is making. With it you
Eileen had at first made up her mind ; i : : &

can finish shaving while you would be getting an or inary
razor stropped, or waiting for the call of “Next !”

i

0 give them up, but finally she fell
ack on the old excuse that it would
00k “more pointed” to avoid him

th:;enztv::ng tey el MRS b A turn ot the h:amdle adjusts the Gillette for the lightest
the terrace after dinner. It was a dull shave on a tender skin or the closest work on a heavy beard.
Wﬁggln “i%}a”é V%Ltﬁiﬁgunffélym ntgfvoaggl It is always adaptable to the moment’s need, and always ready
pooleh thunder did not usually affect —no stropping or l}oning. Wherever there is soap and water,
< lelngge had been a rather strained it will shave you with safety, comfort and despatch. Don’t go

“Well, Miss Arthur,” said Dermer
at last, “this may be our last inter-
VIew—D'm Jeaving this little paradise
to morroy morning.”

on wasting time and missing comfort—get a
Or a moment Eileen felt the shock;
then gpe pulled herself sharply to-

R e e Gillette Safety Razor

king of devil possessed her. She “Bulldog”, “Aristocrat” and Standard Sets $5.00—
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e most languid tones—even as she At Drug, Jewelry and Hardware Stores everywhere.

{)v;lbsl wont to use to the more unsnub- : : .
ble B e R C f C d L d
“Rera.tﬁ:,n (IiVI?f lgg;]rrrlxir. And are you Glllette Safety aZor 0. O ana a, 1m1te

80ing tq ropose to me? Or are you .

§Oing a\vz?y in strong silence to shoot Offlce and Factory—
reat bi ame ?” h
Dere% fgoorlged at her hard. Fileen Gillette B]dg_, Montreal.

looked parq at the sea. For some 63

fI,'aCtions of a second he was gen-

Uinely taken aback. Then he too re-

COvered, and laughed easily.

‘T'm sorry,” he said, “I’'m afraid my
reMark was rather in the cheap fic-
ton gtyye, No, I'm not having any-
: g more to say to great big game

' a while. I've been out after it

°re all right, and I’'ve earned a good

ll“es‘t. I’ll get one tono, soon. Do you
lk‘e being proposed to?”

It depends,” said Eileen.

; She found some difficulty in mak-

g her voice behave itself as she

Yanted; ghe even felt that perhaps

She paq given herself away, and she

Walifieq the remark hastily. _

“ used to, you know,” she said,
When 1 wag younger; but I think one

§ets bast that kind of vanity rather

0005 begides, it’s a very embarrass-
n§ form of flattery, isn’t it?”

« =~ Should think so,” said Dermer,
e‘ to tell you the whole truthax?’? )

rea“;ver proposed to me, so I ¢

KNOWN THE

R
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S5 o
apnY Say.” : ;
5 Really?” gaid Eileen. “Now I St - g
K Ould haye thought there must be
n;l Mdreds turned away every twenty- wa X
Uth of February.” : :

But both felt that the conversation

Wa, A s 3
m[aiebecomm\g flippant in the ierogfgr An ASSOﬂmmef

. Dermer switched
ab'l“;\ldpi;lg ; Arthur,” he said, “wouldn’t qulaﬁ&m&'maﬂuuhpnurnf N ﬁm
You Vgu‘s‘t love me to propose to you?” M’]]kCllOwlatGSo Almontlms a'l\d Maple w nufs‘

the VY ?” agked Eileen. (It seemed
e

nly thing to be said.)




