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“Every une to his taste,” Granet b
By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM. 'remarked good-humoredly. “Give me Eve and the Applﬂ.
my own company at my back, my o : : .
\ — ) lartillery well posted, my reserves in Eve didn't want the apple, but she
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SYNOPSIS: |

The story, written in 1916, begins
with Lady Anselman’s luncheon-party
at the Ritz Hotel, London. Among the
guests are Lord Romsey, a Cabinel
Minister; Surgeon-Major Thomson,
Chief Inspector of Field Hospitals; his
fiancee, Geraldine Conyers; her bro-
ther, a naval lieutenant, and his
fiancee Olive Moreton; Cantain 1onal
Granet, nephew of the nostess, home
with a wounded arm. Lieut. Conyers

! [ ® el = 'I"”I
receives commissior. on a “mysilery |

ship and Major Thomson decodes 2@,
secret message from the battlefield.
Lord Remsey receives a visitor and the
conversation reveals the Cabinet Min-
ister's secret dealings with Germany.|
Thomson calls at Granet's apartments
to discover whether he knows any-|
thing ‘about Lord Romsey's visitor,
Granet denies any knowledge of the
go-called American chaplain,

CHAPTER VIIL.

“I wonder why you don't like Cap-
tain Granet?” Geraldine asked her
fiance, as they stood in the drawing-
room waiting for dinner.

“Not like him ?” Thomson repeated.
“Have I really given you that im-|
pression, Geraldme?"”

The girl nodded.

“Perhaps I ought not to say that,
though,” she confessed ‘“You are
never particularly enthusiastic about
people, are you?”

One of his very rare smiles trans-
fipured his face. He leaned a little
towards her.

“Not about many people, Gerald-
ine,” he whispered. :

She maze a charming little grim-
ace but a Mmoment afterwards she was
serious again.

“But really,” she continued, ‘““tc me
Captain Granet seems just the fype
of young Englishman who is going to |
save the country. He is a keen sol-
dier, clever, modest, and. a wonderful
sportsman.. I can’t think what there
is about him for any one to dislike.”

Major Thomson ganced across the

d | through you!

room. In a way, he and the man
whom he felt instinetively was in|
some sense of the word his rival, even '
though an undeclared one, were of/
exactly opposite types. Granet was
the centre of a little group of peaple
who all seemed to be hanging upon
his conversation. He was full of spir-/
its and humor, debonair, with all the
obvious claims to popularity. Thom-!
son, on the other hand, although good- :
looking, even distinguished in his|
way, was almost too slim and pale.'
His face was more the fac: of a'
scholar than of one interested in or|
anxious to shine in the social sidc of |
life, His manners and his speech
were alike reserved, his air of breed- |
ing was apparent, but he had not the
natural ease or charm which was
malking Granet, even in those few
minutes, persona grata with Gerald-|
ine's mother and 'a little circle of
rewly-arrived guests. |

“At least I appreciate your point
of view,” Major Thomson admitted
with a faint sigh. |

“Don’'t be such o dear old stick,
Geraldine laughed. “I want you to
like him because I find him so inter-|

esting. You see, as he gets to ]-:nuw!
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“l1 will make sucrcestion, then' |

a

position, the enemy not too strongly

entrenched, and our dear old Colonel’gl.
| voice shouting ‘At them, -boys!® That's

he remarked as they took their places, | my idea of a scrap.”
“1 don’t know whether vou will find |  +m " it i oA -
it amusing, though. Why shouldn’t| ., °'¢ Was a little murmaun of sym-
: s BT i ' | pathy. Ralph Conyvers, however, his
we do like so many of our friends, and | 7°. : Ly :
Mttty s | cigar in the corner of his mouth,
e = e ; smiled imperturbably.
She stared at him for a momenz.|” oy oat ap ey ‘g
Sounds all right,”” he admitted,

Then she laugh=d heartily.
“Hugh,” she exclaimed, “I can see |
You've suddenly real- |
ized that this is your chance to escape

'a ceremony and a reception, and all

“It rather appeals to me,” he per- |
sisted. “It may be,” he added, dron-
pning his voice a little, “because you |
are looking particularly charmingz |
this evening, or it niay be—" |

She looked at him curiously. !

“Go on, please,” .she murmured. |

“Or .1t may be,”' he repeated, ©
man's desire to be absolutely sure of
the thing he wants more than
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“but for sheer excitement give me a
misty morning, the bows of a forty-
knot destroyer cutting the sea into
diamonds, decks cleared for action,
and old Dick in cilskins on the salute

that sort of thing. I call it a most ™ : : !
cowardly -111"';::1;*“5.11 ’ | —'Enemy’s submarine, sir, on the
H ki Lad b [ il L o . 5 = 5w

=i Iport bow, sir.

“And what would do then?”
Granet asked.

“See page seven Admiralty instrue-
tions this afternoon,” the other re-
plied, smiling. “We're not taking it
sitting down, I can tell you.”

The Admiral rose and pushed back
his chair.

“1 think,” he said, “if you are quite

you

thi lse in the world.” any-lsure, all of- you, that you will take
g else il vae WOTld, = no more port, we should join the
There was a moment's silence. As!ladies.”

though by some curicus instinet which
they both shared, they glanced across
the table to where Granet had bhe-|
come the eentre of a little babble of
animated conversatin. Geraldine |
averted her eyes almost at once, and |
looked down at her plate. There was
a shade of uneasiness in her manner. |

“You sound very serious, Hugh,”|
she observed. 5

“That is rather a failing of mine, |
ien't it?” he replied. “At any rate
] am very much in earnest.”

There was another bprief silence,
during which Geraldine was address-
ed by her neighbor cn the other side.
Thomson, who was watching her
closely, fancied that she accepted al-
most eagerly the opportunity of -i-

1

version. It was net until dinner was
almost over that she abandoned a|
conversation iInto which she had

thrown herself with spimt. |
“My little suggestion,”” Thomson |
reminded her, “remains unanswered.”
She looked down at her plate.
“I don’t think you are reallv
earnest,” she said.

“Am I usually a farcenr?” he re-|
“l think that my tendencies |

plied.
are rather the other wuy.
mean it, Gerald.

it later on this evening?’

“If you like,” she agreed simply,!
“but somehow I believe trat T would |tain Granet, found a sofa in a remote
Look at mother's eve, |
Give me my j_appar{:ntl:-,-'
Thomson moved hiz chair noxt m.!

rather wait.
roving around the table.
gloves, please, Hugh. Dox't be long.”
his host's. Geraldine's father, Ad-|
miral Sir Seymour Conyers.
rery garrulous old gentleman with
fixed ideas about everything, a little
deaf and exceedingly fond of conver-
sation. He proceeded to give his pro-
spective son-in-law a detailed lecture
concerning the mismanagement »f the |
field hospitals at the front, and hav. |
ing disposed of that subject, he open- |
ed a broadside attack upon the Ad-
miralty. The rest of the men showed
indications of breaking into little|
groups. Ralph Conyers and Granet|
were sitting side by side, engrossed

in |

1 realiy | their
Shall we talk about |Charles Hankins,—a celebrated law-

Was a |

They trooped out of the room to-
gether. Thomson kept close behind
Ralph Conyers and Captain Granet,
who were talking no more of sub-
marines, however, but of the last bal-
let at the Empire. Geraldine came
towards them as they entered the
drawing-room.

“Hugh,! she begged, passing her
arm through his, “would you mind
playing bridge? The Mulliners are
going on, and mother does miss her
rubber so. And we can talk after-
wards, if vou like,” she added.

Thomson glanced across the room
to where Granet was chatting with
some other guests. Young Conyers
for the moment was nowhere to be
seen.

“T'll play, with pleasure, Geraldine,”
he assented, “but I want to have a

|word with Ralph first.”

“He's at the telephone,” she said.
“The Admiralty rang up about some-
thing and he is talking to them. Tl
tell him, if vou like, when he comes
N

p“if yvou'll do that,” Thomson prom-
ized, “I won't keep him a minute.”

The little party settled down at
game—Lady Conyers, Sir

yer,—another man and Thomson. Ger-
aldine, with Olive Moreton and Cap-

corner of the room and the trio were
talking nonsense with
great success. I’resently Ralph re-
appeared and joined them. :

“Hugh wants to speak to you,”
Geraldine told him.

Ralph glanced at the little ,bridge-
table and made a grimace.

“Hugh can wait,” he declared, as
he passed his arm through Olive’s.
“This is my last night on shore for
heaven knows how long and I am go-
ing to take Olive off to see my photo-
graphs of the ‘Scorpion.’ Old Wil-
cock handed them to me out of his
drawer this afternoon.”

The two voung people disappeared.
Captain Granet and Geraldine re-
mained upon the eouch, talking in low

. 5 " . 1 A §

in conversation. More than once voices. Once Thomson, when he was

Thomson glanced towards them. dummy, crossed the room and ap-
“Wish I understood more nbmll'prunehed them. Their conversation

one a little better he doesn’t seem to naval affairs,” Granet sighed. “I’nt a |vras suddenly suspended.

mind talking about the war. ‘fcru!

%&1}1&1‘5 will scarcely sa:l,} ahwurd huf |
hat yoy llave seen or of what is be-
ing dﬁf‘ﬁﬁ 51 A B e g R
things by peggale who have actually|
seen them. e happened to be ten|
nunutes early this evening and he|
gave me a most fascinating descrip-
tion of some skirmishing near La
Bassee.”

perfect ass at any man’s job but my |
own. I can't see how you can deal
with submarjnes at all. The beggars
can stay under the water as long as |
they like, they Zust pop up and show |
their heads, and if they don’t like the |
look of anything near, down they go
again. [ don’t see how you can cet|
at them, any way.” sl

“T told Ralph,” Geraldine said, look-
ing up, “that you wanted to speak to
him, but he and Olive have pone off
somewhere. By-the-bye, Hugh,” she
went on ecuriously, “vou didn't tell
me that yvou'd called on Captain Gran-
et this evening.”

“Well, it wasn’t a matter of wvital
importance, was it?" he answered,

S The yvoung sailor smiled in a sonie-
“You must remember,” Thomson|what superior manner.

told her, “that personally I do not,| “We've a few ideas left still which

in an ordinary way, see a great deai|the Germans haven’'t mepped up,” he

of fighting until the whole show is|declared.

over. It may be a fine enough pan-| *“Personally,” the Admiral
orama when an attack is actually ed, joining in the conversation, “I con-
taking place, but there 18 nothing | sider the submarine danger the great-

est to which this ecountry has vet been
exposed. Not one but a nstion of
pirates, of ferocious and conseicnce-
less Huns, could have inaugurated
such a campaign.”

“Good for you, dad!” hizs son ex-
claimed. “They're a rotten lot
begears, of course, although some of
them have behaved rather decently.
There’s one thing,” he added, sipping
his port, “there isn't a job in the

very inspiring in the modern battle-
field when the living have passzed
away from it.”

Geraldine shivered for a moment,

“Really, I almost wish that you
were a soldier, too,” she declared.
“Your work seems ta me so horribly
gruesome. Come along, you know
you are going to take me in to din-
ner, Think of something nice to sav.
I really want to be amused.”
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| from an accident.”

|  “Major Thomson,” came a voice
from the other side of the room, “it
lis your deal.”

Thomson returned obediently to the
bridge-table. The rubber was over a
few minutes later and the little party
broke up. Thomson glanced around
but the room was empty.

“T think, if I may,”
go into the morning room and have a
whisky and soda. 1 dare say I'll find
the Admiral there.”

He took his leave of the others and
made his way to the bachelor rooms
at the back of the house. He looked
first into the little apartment whiea
Geraldine claimed for her own, but
found it empty.
the smoking-room and found all four
of the yvoung people®*gathered around
the table. They were so absorbed
that they did not even notice his en-
| trance. Ralph, with a sheet of paper
stretched out before him and a pencil
in his hand, was apparently sketching
something. By his side was Granet.
The two pirls, with arms interlocked,
were watching intently.

“You see,” Ralph Convers explain-
ed, drawing back for a moment to
look at the result of his labors, “‘this
scheme, properly worked outf, can
'keep g channel route such as the
Folkestone to Boulogne one, for in-
st perfectly safe. Those black
marks are floats, and the nets—"

“One moment, Ralph,” Thomson

1 from the background.

interrupied

Eale e
L R L T

They all started and turned their

heads. Thomson drew a step nearer
and his hand fell upon the paper.
'There was a queer look in his face
|
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“My call, in any case, arose |

he said, “I'l]

He passed on into]|

wanted to have her way. !
It is just the same in our gardens of
voung adventure to-day.

| Donn

Eve was a girl whose grinning, white
teeth were a dream to see, |
And she didn’t care for the apple, but |
she wanted to climb the tree.

‘den has never vanished., and Adam |
and . Eve are there,

Mischievous still as children, never
learning to care.

There are lots of things not apples

that we grasp and taste to know
The tang of the unforbhidden; to wait
is 80 terribly slow.

“You'll pay the price" they whisper,
Oh, yves—and we think we can.

But it flattens us out in the struggle,
this having the way of Man!

o

Classified Ad. Aids Cupid.

A war romance via the "Personal™ |
classified advertisement columns of a |
daily paper has just been consum-|
mated, savs a L.ondon despatch.

It is the story of an Australian ex-
sergeant, who, after having won the
D.C.M. and the M.M. at the frf}nt,!
passed through Birmingham in 1918 |
en route to a demobilization camp. On |
a railroad station platform he talked |
with a pretty girl for fifteen minutes,
and—the Australians being quick
workers, received a gift of a lock of
hair before he left. He did not learn
the girl’s name, however,

. Returning to Australia, he moved to
Tasmania, and from there wrote the
chief constable at Birmingham, saying
that he had fallen in love with the
girl and asking aid in finding her. An
advertisement was inserted in The
Daily Mail, of London, the girl saw the
“agony column™ notice, photographs
were exchanged, and last week ﬁhﬂ!
sailed for Hobart, Tasmania. ]
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Too Good to Be True.

Wife—"John, a man called this af- |

ternoon and said he would supply us
with enough electrieity to light our
house, do all our cooking and runm the |
washing machine for only $1 a month.
What do you think of that?" |

Hub—*You should have told him
that when we want ecurrent fiction
we'll get it at a bookstore.”

"
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The largest motion picture theatre
in the world is in New York City.!
This house has a seating capacity of
4,000, |

Minard’'s Liniment used by Physicians

Canada's oldest existing chartered
bank is the Bank of Montreal, dating
from 1817,

COARSE SALT
LAND SALT

Bulk Carlots
TORONTO SALT WORKS
Q. J. OLIFF TORONTO

Merchants

PHONE YOUR RUSH ORDERS

For anything in Fancy Goods, Cut
Glass, Toys, Smallwares, Sporting
Goods, Wire Goods, Druggists’ Sun-

Applied Science.

Perkinsg, the Sunday-School
besides having little Willie
among her pupils, is also a
Iriend of his mother, One day, while

Miss
teacher,

| calling on the mother, Miss Perkins

asked why Wiliiam had not attendel
Sunday School for several weeks.
Much to her astonishment, the moth-
er replied coldly: "I have kept him
away from your class, Miss Perkins,

because he learns wicked things
there.”
“Wicked!"” gasped Miss Perkins,

“Why whatever do you mean?”

"Well,” explained Mrs. Donn. “The
last time Willie went to Sunday school
you taught him that we are made of
dust. When he came home he nearly
frightened the life out of his father
and myself by trying to draw his baby
sister into the vacuum cleaner!”

i ols-

Keep Minard's Liniment in the house.
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The Noul of
e Advertisement

Granted an arresting head-
line, the art of writing a retall
advertisement is just the ability
to say one's say intelligently,
in logical order, and, above all,

naturally.

No “literary gift"—no flowery
language—is necessary. The
best copy is the earnest, over-
the-counter talk you would give
to a customer,

In other words, put yourself—
your soul—into your writing.

Grammar is useful, but not
iAdispensable. It doesn't make
or break the advertisement. It
is your own earnestness and
conviction that makes people
believe and respond to what

you say.

You will find, as you devote
more attention to your adver-
tising, that it will return you
dividends of pleasure as well
As time passes,
customers will notice an omis-
sion and speak to you about it.
This experlence is not Imagin-
ary. It is a fact—as many
merchants and publishers will

as of profit.

testify.

- X *

One of the most enjoyable
things you can do is to spend
an hour or so a few evenings a
week thinking out a well-bal-
anced weekly newspaper adver-
tising campaign for your store
And
having thought it out, carry It

and your merchandise.

3

through regardless of other

people’s opinions or whims.

dries, Hardware Specialties, etc., You have threse of the best
to MAIN 6700 trading months ahead. Do,
on a Reversed charge. then, as we suggest, and watch
Torcan Fancy Goods Co., AL
Ltd.
TORONTO
MajJor Harry Cameron, Man. Dir.
l In
No 2, 9, artdil
Cake 10-1b.
tins

Wasted

G
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ives a wonderfully fresh flavor to every kind
of cake, pie and pudding—the last morsel is
as moist and digestible as the first. It does
lower the cost of baking.
By far the most popular table syrup, for
cooking, baking and candy-making.
THE CANADA STARCH CO., LIMITED, MONTREAL

Crown Brand

Che Great Sweetener
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Syrup




