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You need this'coat
nearly every day in the year
Whether you golf or motor or drive, skate or snowshoe
or walk, the most useful item of, your wardrobe will

i ý be one of the

E XAMINE one at your local merchant's
and you will agree, that nothing you own 18
more beautifully made nor more exquisitely

finished. Try one on, and you see that it lias the snug,
stylish fit your taste exacts. Subject it to liard wear
and learn that it retains its new, smart shapeliness.
Lt must do that, for our Pen-Angle knitting process
shapes these improved sweater coats into permanent
fit. Thus they cannot become saggy or ill-fitting, as
many garments do that resemble them in appearance
only when brand-new. You will be lastingly satisfied
with the sweater coat that bears this trademark.

Penmans Limited

passed noiselessly througli the wiiidow
and into the room. The man by the
table did not hear lier sof t tread, and
ail self-consciousness, ail scruples,
dropped f rom lier as she reached hie
side.

"If you love him, tell him the trutli
... love is the greatest thing in the

world."
Ihle words eclioed and re-eclioed in lier

brain, and elie put lier band gently on
Giles' arm.

"Monsieur," elie said, "I-want to tell
you-sometiingr." At lier toucli lie
started violently, and looked up at her,
the liaggard misery of lis face stabbing
hier afregli witli pain.

",Sylvia!" lie stammered, that wae ail,
and lis eyes looked liungriiy up into
lier face, witli a mute appeal in tlieir
depths whidli at last elie understood.

"I-I've got to corne and tell you-
because you-won'±-tell me," ehe fal-
tered, lier eyes falling before hie.

"Won't tell you what?" lie asked,
lioarsely.

"What-Wliat-I've got to tell you,"
she answered, "only-it is so-hard to
say it, and-I---am afraid,'

'"Afraîd. of me, little girl." A great
tenderness rang in lie voice, lis hande
ail at once cauglit and held hier lande.
"You are mot afraid of me. Can't you
look on me as-your fatlier, and tell
me-"e

"I can't look on you as my fatlier,»
she answered, misohievously, a whimsî-
cal eile flasliing out over lier face, "lie-
cause-you see-I don't want you for
a fatler any more. I want-I mean-
I've come to tell you-I--oh! monsieur,
1 can't say it-it is too liard, but-can't
you underatand-oh! ean't you under-
s-tand."

Witli tlie chuldish impulse of her
younger days, slie flung lier arme about
hie neck, and laid lier soft face againet
lis, and in a liglitning flash Giles un-
derstood.

Gathering lier closely into his arme,
lie 'held lier to liim as if hie would neyer
let lier go, kieeing hier cheeke, lier brow,
hier lips, witli tender, Iingering kieses.

"Did i-ou nean to teil maf 'mu tnlpc
me like thie V" he wthispered.

"Like thie," elie anewered, softly, bier
lips toucliing hie in tlieir turn, "you
wouldn't ever tell me-and 1 had to tell
you-becauee love je the greateet thing
lu the world, and I could not let it go."

"W'eeannot either of us let it go, dear
heart," he eaid. "'We will keep it--al-
ways and alwaye-my littie girl-my
queen-my wife 1

TITE END.


