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I carry her uptoLen;

think of a cup of coffee, ehe
to forget him."

"Forget him!" she repeats, with a 
smile that .wrings my heart “Yes, 
dear, when I have forgotten myself! 
When I am in my grave, Lesley, I may 
forget Ernest Warden; I never shall 
before!”

"But think, Addle, does he deserve 
such love as this?” I ask.

“I den’.t know, Lesley. I am a wo
man, and therefore" I cannot reason; 
I can only feel!" is the weary reply. 
“He has wronged me. Do you think I 
don’t know that?” she a#s;. “but 
whatever he has done, I would rather 
die this day than injure one hair of 
his dear head. You are the only per
son who knows anything of the mar
riage that took place yesterday—a 
marriage which, for his sake, I am 
determined to forget as if it had never 

clutching

loieten the pale lips that look
parched and drawn with pain.

By and by the necessity for action
to Strike her and to

HARDWAREfrom her apathy. And later in the
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her up and dressed as usual, just fin
ishing a letter to Ernest Warden.

"Give him that when he comes, Les
ley,” she says, looking up at me with 
that stony palm on her face that is so 
much more eloquent of despair than 
ail the tears that were ever shed.

" “i cannot trust myself to see him,” 
she adds, as I take the note she offers 
me with a trembling • hand. “I have 
told him what 1 have heard, and we 
must say goo*-by without meeting."

“But suppose he will not submit to 
this?" I ask, unable to contemplate 
my,mission with other than doubt and 
misgiving. __

“He must!" is the quiet reply. “The 
bjpw has been so sudden, and I have 
mot hid time yet to learn to-bear It as 
I ought Oh, Lesley!" she cries, the 
stony calm giving way all at once to 
a pitiful burst of tears,' "It Is too hard 
—too hard! Only yesterday I thought 
myself his wife. To-day and hence
forth, through all the dreadful years 
to come, I know that we can be noth
ing to each other—less, a thousand 
times less than nothing!"

It is only too true what she says. 
Knowing as she does that Erneet War- 
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In Stock
him," she adds.

“I wish 1 could believe that,” he re
plies, looking at her with grave pity. 
“1 would give a great deal to be able 
to leave-you in that belief; but I am

Happiness
Secured

Ernestsorry to say that it is not so.
Warden’s wife still lives! She stood 
before us all last night You saw her 
as well as the rest of us?"

"I!” she repeats, her whole frame 
quivering with agitation, her eyes di
lated with fear. "Where?—who is 
she?"

"The person who creatdtT such an 
excitement among us yesterday even
ing—changed as she is, and she is 
changed as happily few people ever 
change, I could swear to her identity 
anywhere—the madwoman at Ivy Cot
tage! She is the lawful wife of Ern
est Warden!"

Â Heavy Cost !
been!- Lesley,” She cries, 
my hands in a viselike grip, and look
ing'into my face as if she would read 

■promise to keep our

CHAPTER XXI.
THE WEDDING IN THE FOG. '

"The case excited a good deal of at
tention at the time, owing to the fa# 
that the prisoner was the well-known 
accomplice of a notorious gang of 
swindlers and forgers, some of whom 
were even then serving outtheir well- 
merited terms of imprisonment. This 
woman—who was the reputed wife of 
one of the ringleaders of the gang, 
and who had evidently been thejnov- 
ing spirit of that nefarious circle— 
wet suspected of even worse crimes 
still.

“Her supposed husband—between 
whom and herself some bitter quarrel 
was known to . have arisen—had died 
under circumstances of a suspicious 
nature. The man, there was not a 
shadow of doubt, had fallen a victim 
to the schemes of a secret poisoner, 
and suspicion pointed at one# to his 
wife, who, almost before the breath 
was out of his body, decamped with 
all the money and valuables she 
could lay her hands upon.

“When next heard of she was liv
ing, in a snug little house at SL John’s 
Wood, where play sometimes ran so 
high’*t'her frequent supper parties 
as to attract the attention of the po
lice, who finally succeeded in estab
lishing her identity with the notorious 
Madame Rougemont, of whom they 
had. so long been in search.

“Of course there was an expose—a 
good many things came out at the 
trial—but by some means Ernest War
den's name was kept out of the pa
pers. The woman who was taken 
téénvhis side on his wedding day, to 
ajfcswer for her misdeeds at the bar of 
outraged Justice, was sentenced to 
two years’ imprisonment—a light 
sentence—too light, most people con
sidered, for her deserts. But morally 
convincing though the proofs "Of her 
guilt were, there was still a difficulty 
about establishing it from a legal 
point of view, and she received the 
benefit of the doubt—if doubt it cbuld 
be called—so far as the suspicion of, 
murder end otljer grave offences were 
concerned.

"All this, my dear Miss Kendrick, 
happened ten years ago. In common 
with the rest of the world I read the 
history of the trial and consequent 
disclosures; but never until within 
the last few days had I again seen any 
of the actors in that dismal little 
drama In which I was so unwillingly 
called upon to play a part

“At the picnic yesterday something 
about Mr. Warden struck me at once 
as, familiar; later on I remembered 
him as the man whom. I had married 
under such peculiar circumsatnces 
that dismal November day in London 
so long ago.

“Knowing what I did, I was sur
prised and pained to discover how 
matters stood be^reen you two, and 
as a man and aelergyuton I felt it my 
duty to speak—toUrtrive to save you 
from the life of misery Into -which I 
believed you to be innocently drifting. 
It is not my habit to interfere in mat
ter* that do not personally concern 
me; but in such a case as this I should 
have despised myself could I have 
stood passively by and seen a wo
man’s trust betrayed. It seems a cruel 
thing to tell you, but, my dear Mias 
Kendrick, the man yen lore to a trait
or! He is wooing you for his wife, 
knowing full well that ha to already
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my inmost soul, 
secret—to tell no living soul, not even 
Len, that things have gone so far! 
Poor Len! He is quick-tempered; 
there might be a quarrel if he knew. 
Oh, Lesley, do you promise?”

“That or anything that can help to 
comfort you,” I reply, glad to say or 
promise anything that can tend to 
soothe her distress.

With-a sigh of relief She buries her 
white, anguish-stricken face in the 
pillow; and feeling how worse than 
useless in such a case as this all hu
man sympathy must be, I leave her 
alone with her sorrow and go down
stairs to make the best excuse I can 
for her absence.

Much as I long to comfort her, I 
feel tpat she would rather be alone 
with her misery. Therefor I refrain 
from intruding upon her as long as 
possible; and when at last *1 steal 
quietly back to the 
renceforth we are to share in com
mon, X find her precisely as X left her, 
lying motionless on the bed.

Her eye are closed, and the white 
cheeks tearless; but, although I creep] 
into bed as quietly as If I believed 
asleep and feared to wake her, I kib^ 
but too well that no such blessed!yw 
lief as that can have come to her yet

She is very patient and still; but as 
I look into her tearless, white face in 
the morning, I know that she has 
slept but little during the night— 
perhaps not at all—wrestling through 
the long hours of darkness with her 
bitter grief, with no angel of hope to 
pour solace into her ear or balm into 
the poor, empty, aching heart.

She does not leave her room, an ex
cuse of headache explains her absence

Don’t wear a Rag. 

Wear a Raglan. 
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CHAPTER XXII.
A PROMISE OF SECRECY.

“ERNEST’S wife!” echoes Adelaide. 
“Oh, no, it can’t be true! What, then, 
am I r

She totters forward, her face takes 
on the hue of the dead/ and she falls- 
like a log at my feet

Mr. Smiles sees that the moment for 
his departure has come, and he silent
ly glides out while I devote my ener
gies'to raising my sister from her 
swoon. At last the pale lips are. part
ed, and Addle whtsprs: “Keep my se
cret, Lesley—only keep my secret; I 
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den’s degraded wife stiU 
I shudder as I think of that wretched 
lunatic who, While dragging out her 
own useless, purposeless life, stands a 
hideous bar to any hope of happinese 
for them—what can they ever he to 
each other any more? Sadly I go down 
stairs with the letter in my hand to 
wait with a sinking heart for Ernest 
Warden’s daily visit

At an earlier hour than usual he 
walks Into the room, an eager, happy 
light in his handsome eyes as they 
searefattn vain for the face that is gen
erally me first to greet him.

“Whereas Addle?” he asks, scarce
ly pausing to wish me gobé morning. 
•“Why, Lesley, what on eerth is' the 
matter? What are yoj£ looking so 
pale and solemn about? . Ç-ravity, isn’t 
your forte, chUd, so take my advice 
and don’t attempt it” he add», smil
ingly, unconscious of the trouble in 
store for him, of the blows about to 
fall.

Without a word, in spite of my ef
forts to speak, words refuse to come, 
I place the letter in his hand. As I 
look into his face, surprised and 
changed in a moment as if with some 
sudden dread, some secret premoni
tion of evil, I remember the miserable 
wreck that fatal\marriage has made 
of his life, and I feel that I cannot 
hate hlm aa I ought to hate the man 
who has broken my sister’s heart

I stand quietly by, watching the 
working of his face as he snatches a 
hurried glance through the letter, and 
then, turning to the beginning, reads' 
it slowly, deliberately through, from 
the first word to the last

“So you know all about ttr-Lesley?" 
he asks, lifting a pair of sorrowful 
eyes to my face. “You know the 
story that meddling curate has told 
your sister?*’

“Yes, alll^ I ' reply. "Oh, why 
should you have brought this trouble 
upon us?” I cry, struggling with the 
pain and reproach with which my 
heart feels bursting. “The murderer 
who only strikes at the Ufa of his vic
tim to merciful compared with you, 
who could smile Into the face of the 
Woman who loved you, and break her 
heart!"
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ask no more!” They 
frightened, halt-incoherent words that 
break from her white lips.

“I can bear any and everything save 
"the world’s pity—anytime but to have 
him blamed; ani^oh|apyijpv* my 
love, what have ydn done?” she gasps, 
a look of horror tit. her eyes as some 
startling thought comee flashing like 
lightning across her brain. "Lesley, 
it is a—crime!” she adds, looking up 
at me with a face that is literally 
blanched of every particle of color. 
“It Is bigamy! Don’t you see; they 
might do something to him if it were 
known!”

“Hush, dear!" I reply, drawing the 
pale young face to my bosom and try
ing my best to comfort her. “Don’t

Also di 
1 24-H.P. 
4 36-H.P.

Heavy Dnty La
Alsd

FAIRBANKS-MORSE I 
FERRO, G 

and aBRASS SHOE RIVETS, 75c. lb.
T HINGES, 6, 8, 10 inch. 

STRAP HINGE, 6, 8, 10 inch. A. H. M
eod.tr

FISHING LEADS.
"8 oz., 12 oz., 14 oz., 1 lb., 

1% lbs., 2y* lbs.
DAPPERS.

With 2 size Kirby. v 
With 2 size Round Hook.

(Militia Orders No. 16, by J. R. Bennett, Esq. 
Minister of Militia.)

leave of Absence to Men in 
Class 1 Under Military 

Service Act 1918.
COOPERS ’TOOLS.

3 THREAD GENGING TWINE. 
3 THREAD HERRING TWINE.

GALVANIZED BUCKETS,
11 and 12 inch. 

GALVANIZED SLOP PAILS.

LANTERNS. >
Cold Blast, Railway, Dashboard.

MOTOR BOAT OILERS.

On the recommendation of the Military Service 
Board, leave of absence without pay until Tuesday, the 
15th day of October next, iâ granted to all men in 
Class 1 who have been ordered by the Registrar under 
the Military Service Act, 1918, to report at the Ar
moury for duty on September first.

W. F. RENDELL, Lieut.-CoL,
Chief Staff Officer, Dept. Militia.

augl7,6le.o.d. * '

Goody
fair prices-
at any price

Keep WRIGLEY’S 111 
mind as the longest- 
lasting confection you 
can buy. Send It to 
the boys at the front.

Long mi
Goodyea
age is the
Stations
believe the th
manufacture
low a cost-
Goody:

W «

Potato Hooks!
25 doz. POTATO HOOKS.
15 doz. HAY FORKS.
10 doz. SPADING FORKS.

3 doz. PATENT SCYTHE 
SNAITHS.

Kyanize White Enamel
All colours for interior finish-
Undercoating to use under en

amel.

by fi re

“Don’t, Lesley! 
mercy, don’t make It harder to bear 
than It to already!" he exclaimed 
throwing bto arms on the table and 
bowing hie face upon ft with a ges
ture of unutterable pain. “Think how 
bitter all thto must be for me!”
; “It to of Adelaide I am thinking, 
pot of you,” I reply, with a touch of 
the bitterness that still rankles In my 
heart. “You deserve no pity—you 
brought it all on yourself—knowing 
as you did from the very first that you 
bad no right to ask any woman to be 
your wife! But she has been deceiv
ed—her treat betrayed—bar happiness 
destroyed—and—I cannot forgive you 
If ale can!”
- “You can hardly think worse of me 

.than I think Of myself, Lesley,” he re
plies. “I don’t deserve your pardon.

X have not a word to ad- 
f-defense, except that I 
well I could *et give her
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