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CHAPTER VIIL

MISS GLITTERS SPEAKS,
Fdna is fascinated; she cannot hold
back; she must look if that look deals
death to her, and it does almost, for
as ghe looks on Cyril's face she falls

back with her hand on her heart.
“Come—there—bear up,” gays Glit-
ters, not unkindly. “It seems rough,
1 kmow that—of course it does; but
it’s beter to find him out now than
when it's too late. Oh, yes, he’s
handsome enough, too handsome, for
that matter; and it's hard to believe

should be like the devil himseelf. I
wontder what he's been telling you?
Newver you mind; the best thing you
can do is to forget it—take my ad-
vice-———

«] et me see,” breaks in Edns, ris-
ing from the cold stomes and ad-
vancing, white as the sculptured
saints in the miches above her.

Glitters held out the locket again.

“Yeg, there o is, there’s Do mis-
taking him ’s the ~handsomest
man in England, and the wickedest.
¥You can’t count upon your fingers an
the hearts that face has broke, yours
among ’em, perhaps. Well, well, per-
haps it ain’t too late! Ii’s funmy as
I-should have found out his little
game—funny I should meet you here;
but I'm glad I have, if it’s only taken
one plum out of his mouth—mot that
he has done the shabby thing by me—
me~—-"

She stops in consequence of a ges-
ture of mingled agony and horror hy
the quivering, anguished victim at
her feet.

Edna turns her white faece up with
a great loathing.

“Are—are—you his wite?

“His wife! Well, no, net exactly,”
replies Glitters, with an uncomfort-
able laugh, “mnot that I ought met to
be, if right was right. No, I'm not his
wife, and nobody ever will be if he
san help it—he knows @ trick worth
two of that! But I know as much
about him as if I was, and more, per-
leps; and my advice to you is, get
gway from his reach as quick as you

_can! Don’t let him say & word for

pimself, for he's as soft-tongued as &
serpent, and as artful, for all his boy-

ish Jook; nn if you fthink there's
any migtake—if you think I've been

{plaging it rough on him, ssk him

when you s¢e him—if you'ra tyeuuh
enough to see bim again—if he knows
Molly Glitters, of the Theater Royal?”

They she gathers her woluminous,
mauye-colored skirts about her, and,
with an emphatic nod of the head,
goes her way, leaving her vietim bow-
ed down with aaguish, like a flower
bruised and erushed, upom the cathe-
dral steps.

. CHAPTER IX.
IN' BITTER MISERY.

MOLLY GLITTERS went on  her
way, having, as she thought, perhaps
for the first time in ner life done her
duty, and -streiched out her hamd to
warn and perhaps save an innoeent
young girl frem the snares of one of
the most dangerous men of the day,
with -8 wost pleasanily approving
conscience. It was quite a novel sen-

that a man with a face like thut; sation for Molly, the feeling of hav-
ing done the right thing, and having

gone out of thé way to do it, too; for
Molly was not partial to young and
simple girls—indeed, she had the
usual ‘gptipathy of her class for them,
and it had pot heen by any means an
easy piece of good will which she
had accomplished that morning. Mol-
ly went on her way, self-satisfied and
complaeent, and left behind her a tor-
tured, anguished, racked woman, who
was no -more the Edna of an hour ago
than the eagles ome sees eating their
hearts out in their cages at the zoo,
or the monarchs of the sky, that sear
above the Syrian hills.

Motionless, teariess, she &at, her
head bent upon her hands, her heart
burning like a .red-hot coal,

What did it all mean? What was
this frightful nightmare? Was it
true? Could it be true that her life
bhad * finished ‘that day--that  she
should pever know happiness, never
be able to laugh more?—for it came
to that with her, she felf, if this were
true.

Ab, ne, it conld not be true! What
was she sitting here for? Why did
she not go bome? Why did ke not
come? She was half stunned by the
sudden, too-syudden, revelation to rea-
lize it ‘at once, imwmediately; but, as
the slow minutes tramped round the
clock overhead, the truth grew upen
her and made itself felt, and, with a
moan, she hid her face, and knew that
the joy of life was over for her,

The idol which she had worshiped
as gold of the purest and finest type
was suddenly shorn of its divinity
gnd shown fo be mothing better then
common clay and dross. -

And the Worst is Yet to Come—

her to discriminate, to see how tsr

‘cmmmm-dnun

thttﬁ 'm she ‘had t.hntht so| 7

good—as pure and good, and noble

and spotless as he was handsome-—|

shrank from the mere thought of his
presence, blushed and writhed under
the remembrance of his passionate
kisses, and moaned aloud a prayer
that the good God might send death
there and then to her, and save her,

Edna's love had beén as pure amd
noble as herself. She had not loved
Cyril’s heauty, qeat as it was, proud-
Iy fond of it @s she was; if he had
come back to her with seme great
gsear across his face that reandered it
twice as hideous as it had been be-
fore, beautiful, her love would have
bad no abatement—it ‘would rather
kave increased by so much of sweet,
wifely pity and tenderness. Byt iow!
Oh, God! it was too fearful to think
of, so fearful thet she, in her great
innocence, could not grasp the full
sense of it; but this she knew, that
the man she had given her young life
and virgin love to, the man who had
¢ome to her and made her love him,
who had stopd between her and blot~
ted out all else as small and unwor-
thy of consideration—did not Ilove
her, could not love her, for he had
loved—oh, God; not loved, but mur-
mured words of love to—had kissed
with kisses, such as he had given her,)
another—yes, many other women!,

Her state of mind—its great and
awful contrast to that sweet, expect-
ant happiness of an hour ago—is
difficult to describe, well-nigh impos-
gible, yet easy to understand; it was
as if the heavens had been suddenly
darkened, all good, and faith in good,
destroyed, and she herself were left
to stand alone and battle ageinst un-
conquerable, inevitable, overwhelm-
ing misery of evil.

She shed no tgar, but her face was
white and drawn, her eyes: strained
and wild with a vast agony, and her
lips parched as with fever, And so
the bride- waited for the bridegroom!

The. great clock above her struck
the hour; three mopks from the mon-
astery on the hill came slowly up the
steps, with bent heads and folded
hands, and approached the smaller
flight at the eathedral door.

They looked at her as they passed;
one—an old man, with white hair
sbining beneath his brown cowl—
paused and bent over her as she sat,
her head upon her hand, her eyes
fixed with a wan, hopeless;, startled
look upon the street beneath.

“Are you in any trouble, my daugh-
ter?” he asked, with gentle gravity.

Edna looked up at him with ahsent'
stare, and slowly shook her head; and
the monk, with a muttered “Peace be
with you!” passed with bent head, in-
to the dim light beyond the open
door, %

Trouble! Yes, a ‘trouble no monk
that ever wore sandal could cure—a
trouble she must fight and strugsgle;
with, and, alag! bear alome. i

The interruption, glight as it was,
rouged her; she could not stay there
te attract notice and invite pity. With
a weak, languid step, she rose, steady-
ing her hand against the old, time-
worn stonework of the ‘porch—for
she was giddy, and quivering like a
wounded deer—and made her way to
tite quiet and seclusion of the little
cemetery at the haek; he must pass
through it on hig way, and would m'
her, Thére—sinking down upon one .
‘of the tombstones, in a little prdn*
of grosses, with & pietured M!IO
{ within sight, and & sculptured cruei-

ed.
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K&en Pw; hlndr as the
sure and safe remedy for

coughs, colds, sore |
th‘goat. influenza and

bronchitis.

Keep the boys at the }-
front well supplied too.
They can have nothing
better than Peps to ward
off colds and chest troub-
les caused by exposure to
bad weather.

The Peps medicine is
breathed in as a_Peps
tablet disselves in the
mouth, It peretrgtes
where liguid medicine
cannot reach; and pro-
vides direct gpd instant
protection for every part
of the throat and chest.

FREE TRIAL

S8end this advertise-
ment and 1c. stamp (for
return_ postage) to Peps
Co., Dupont St.; Toronto
and free trial package
will be sent you,
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dearest, sweetest, purest angel that
bhad ever walked on edrth in the
guise of a woman, ‘}s his! He
didn’t deserve it—he leadt of all men
living—but fate, a kindly fate, had
chosen to be merciful and generous
and had poured out upon him the
greatest gift that a man had ever re-
ceived.

With such thoughts as these, hand-
some, happy, “Wicked Sir Cyril”
strode glong, impatient of every yard
of the road that streiched between

i him and his bride,

She saw him the moment he came
past the cathedral into the grave-
ward, but she’ could not speak or
move.

Sheé watched him as he paused and
looked roupd impatiently and eager-
ly; then, as he eaught sight of her
and came toward her, pieking his way
among the tiny graves of the chil-
dren, with their poor wreath of im-
! mortelles and Summer flowers, ghe
put hep hand to her face, pushed
back her hair and panted.

“My darling!” he exelaimed, half
stumbling oyer a tiny grave; i |
thought I had lost you, that you had
run away from me—thought little of
it, you know. Here's the shawl, a
‘spoil and trophy of war!  What &
pity it is that there isn’t ome lang-
nage, and that English! Such a ba-
bel ag we made of it at that station

Lh——" he has eome close enough
to see her face now, and there is
enough in it to make him stop shert
and ceteh his words up.

“Bdna! Good God! what is the
meatter? Are you ill, my darling?”’

And with an anxious, loving face he
is on his knees beside her. M

With 8 visible shudder she shrinks
from him, apd draws—not snatches,
. that would not be so coldly reasom-
able—draws - her haud wmct he has
taken.

fixion overshadowing her—she A wail-

She bad mot to walt fong, wrm-

iy ?f the P“t may hlVO had its air of romance

2686-~There is no medel for a
house dress more eomfortable than a
one-piece model. The style herg por-
trayed is loose fitting. The eloging is
effected at the left gide, wWhere side
frent and panel join. The sleeve may
be finished in wrist or elbow length,

The Pattern is cut {n 7 gizges: 34, 36,
38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust meas-
ure. Size 38 requires 6 yards eof 36-
inch material. Width at lower edge
is 215 yards, with plaits drawn out.

A pattern of this illustratien mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10
cents in silver ar stamps,

AN INTERESTING GOWN,

2680.—This simple style eould be at-
tractively developed in blaek echar-
meuse and tan crepe, or in black sat-
in and beige silk duvetyn. It i3 also
good for combinations of velvet and
satin, serge and silk, georgette erepe
and satin, The neck line may be
round or finished with a coller,

The Pattern is eut in 7 sig es: 84,
36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust
measure. Size 38 requires 7 yards ef
one material 40 inches wide, ‘The
dress measures about 2 yards at the
lower edge, To make sleevés gand
overblouse of contrasting material, as

illustrated, will require 3% yards of]

material 27 inches wide for the 38-
inch size,

A pattern of this ilustration mail.
ed to any address on reeceipt of 10
cents in silver or stamps.
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in some cases been becoming, but

The Sweater of to-dy
is a Thing of Beauty
and a Joy.

*  We are showing a new shipment of

Ladies’ All-Woq
SWEATERS
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Pull-Over & Coat Styles

with and without belts. - These come in sff
rich and warm colours, some being in two-top

effects, and when you see them you will say the
are “dreams”. The shades are: Rose, Carding

Navy, Saxe, Emerald, Nile, Orange, Corn, Gy
Mauve, Coralette, etc.

Prices are various, but price is nothiy
against their value, warmth and beauty.

You will need one for the Rink, and fu
everyday dress & smart Sweater is now a s
cessary adjunet,
~ But see these early as some shades are
limited quantities only.

The First Principle of Modern
Business is SERVIC

That is where we shine.

Good “Well made, mod-
erately priced, and honest effort
made to deliver on time. Expert
secounting and satisfactory sete
tlements of all elaims.

The biggest clothing manu.
facturing organpization in New-
foundland backs up its claim

for Superior Service. ;
WHOLESALE ONLY. ¢

Newfoundland Clothing Co. |
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