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. UHAPTER VII—THE TAMER
il . feps marry you withia a month?”
- Te i Marcella automatically,
""‘F y comprehending the import
; @ words. *“You—jyou cannot be
sarnest! You are joking!”
¢ contrived to shake out a llittle
laugh, The best—the only
was 1o treéat the thing as humor-
though deep in her subconsc-
mind she kaew that a sense of
wasn't Warwick Treman's
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3 hll. too, he realized that she
He was extraordin-

} in reading moods.
o it iato the normal work-
the human mind had placed
. in the business world, and
go still higher.

ok ** It was the man's turn
Ty He did so grimly, and de-
".m*- y. “You underrats your own
of faseination, if you think 1
Iut gorions in evéry word I

. Ilrﬂ.'l.ll’l breath came fast, and
her heart fluttered in her bosom like

# prisoned bird.
i This “caught™ feeling was absurd
L - though any girl, these modern
ever need marry against her
ation!--but none the less, the
don was fraught with all sorts
| hidden dangers and awkward-

wlﬂ foollah she had bdeen, to
biugt out the story of her love for
Miles! Why not take time, and

w the news gradually, diplomati-

""llt I dido't know that Warwick
i o wia so muech in earnest!”
! tnil herself. "“And anyway 1
it—I thought he was a gentle-
! This kind of talk is black-
f##T How too ridiculous to
Be could force my hand!"
* Aloud she said, striving for non-
) of ranner:—
. "This is 1923, and you can scarce-
1y carry ma off by force, can you?
. As for using the Swiss apisode as a—
. Ilﬂﬂﬁ:r . 1 was only a kid at
' tima, and acting on ¥our own
ggestion. You wouldn't surely
p to methods of that sort. You're
#ar too square!”
' _J.u appeal to the chivalry innate
every man would softem him, she
hptl. Which goes té show Marcel-
la's rance of the type.
Ilhll:* back in a corner of the
. from which point of van-
1 see each flickering ex-

was! And how desirable!
Jm now that this
‘fear of losing her had
o hi _ecomplacency, like a
ﬂll' Bim to fresh efforts!
Tremain loved a
in business were his

naturally. He had) human individual who

_ ‘“' l'ﬂl before business, not
even he met and was atiracted
. But now he saw he had neglected
. ese—he called it
nataral outcome

man's innate van-

was the “ralson

nhull attitude to-

loved the other
2t t him oul. Hang
t, 4 poels say that all
a8 fair inlove and war? He want-
pd He would have her,

present perturba-
how vastly she had
ruiu. in gesture, in
tl which she ﬂrn her |

1dn' | want a girl with money.
heaps of that himself. Wo-
m money of their own grew
me and “up-stage.” He had no
m In & wife. SBhe

_ to him for everything,
Ill.hh.l nl;hd to its mon-

hlltlhlﬂ—llr--
ly there were many
to be corrected. Modern
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M il became a woman, | of little Leonie Day.”
gn.m.uumum-,

fout, werea | to marry you."

"|man who's ever fool enough 10 be
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future aim In life was to mioifter o
her hushand's pleasure, to malje her |
interests subservient to his—Ijdeed,
to have no Interests that did o

¢le round himself, his home
happiness and comfort.

The "“"breaking in" process
be amusing. As & ‘boy, he had b
fn many an untamed colt in hi i
cle's stables, :

He had.been rather cruel,
times, but had always won. I
stimulating to contemplate a =
success with this high-spirited rather
“difticlle’ young woman.

. Tha big ear purred along with
soothing sound. The rain had ceas-
ed and sunshina lay a-thwart the
flelds and hedgerows, turning the
landscape to a mellow golden greea.

Marcella was staring out of the
window, her clean-cut, youthful pro-|
file showing perturbation.

“Turn round, and listen, my dear,”
sald her companion suddenly. “You
and I have lots to talk about. But
first of all, let's Investigate this
boardship flirtation of yours. No.
don't be angry at the word! It was
mersly a passing fancy, I am posi-
tive, I've crossed the Atlantic several
times myself—and so I know."”

He gave a light laugh, though his
ayas were unamiling.

Marcella met his gaze.

“You don't understand in the very |
least!" she responded bravely.”

“Oh yes, I do! The affair with me |
had grown a little humdrum. 1}
didn't play. the ‘ardent lover'."™ “I
was too busy, making money for our
future, dear. Ours, understand? Buat
all the same, though 1 didn't make
the preity speeches of this pretty
boy of yours—"" his thin, well-shap-
ad lips curled In a half-sneer—'1
have always wanted you, Marcella.
And now—now I don't intend to
lose you—even if I have to force
you hand!"

His eyes held a eurlous mixture of
triumph and desire, so that the girl
shivered, . ,
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CHAPTER VIIL

“That isn't love speaking."” (She
must not let him see she was afraid.
Bhe must answer him in his own
language. Strong men had the
bullying instin¢t in them, and tﬂ;ll
one® was no excéption.) [

“If a man really loves a girl, he
doesn’'t seek to Injure her-—her
reputation. And he wants to0 esee
her happy with the man she cares
for!"
. Warkwick Treman flung back his
head and daughéd aloud. The
counterfelt of mirth wad dxcellent.

“I'm not really ¢ wear a halo yet,
my dear. Such helghts of ealtrulem
are beyond me.  I'm not a saint.”
Then, sobering: “I'm merely a véry
loves and
wants am equally hluman woman,
and who intends to have her, even 1!
the means to the end are not as
pretty as he'd prefer them ¢to be.
But he has to use what weapons are
avallable. That's life and common-
sense. Cut out this ‘noble’ stuff.*”

“That's what I would be cutting

He reached over and caught her
gloved hand in his.

“Come, don't be silly. This namby-
pamby chap has filled yon up with
all sorts of high-falutin’ ideas thal
oo er stand the light of day.
You'd tire of poverty with him, in
no time. As & opractieal business
man, ['ve no use for these so-called
artistic chaps, and pity the wo-

taken in dy their clap-trap, and thelr
tatk of temperament and ‘art for
art's sake' and the sickening line
that fs their stock-in-trade!"”

The pirl’s tonea had the wsharp
clink of {ce as she cut in with:

“I should be obliged If you would-

n't drag him int> this conversatiion.
You've given your opinion: leave Mt
at that. I shan't contradiét you, be-
cause even you yoursel would see
‘how wide of the mark you are, were
you to meet Miles en—""' J

““‘Miles Holden? That's the name,
is #t? Now, where have I heard B
bafore?

And Warwick Treman straighten-
od, knitting his brows thoughtfully
for & moment.

“Holden? Holden?! Ah yes, I have
ft! He's a friend—a great friend-—|

And the man gave a meaning
l-ll.tm'-uuthu upon his
Mstaper.
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|a hat-shop!

revident chagrin at the
this other woman's name with that|
of Holden, the guick jealousy in her |

i
:
:

reasonably—and to know the pain-
ful pangs of jealousy.

Marcealla was no exception to the
normal girl in love.

Bhe despised herself for saying:
“4ho is Leonle Day-"—but for the
1ife of her she had to ask.

“Oh, quite a fetching little thing!
Plays merry havoc with the men, all
right. Cute, preity, clevar! Knows
how to flatter. She got round <¢his

| Holden fel'ow beautifully. He se*
her |

her up in a little hat-shop of
own, and she's really doing awfully
well in business. Trust her to coms
out on top!”

He gave a carsless high, half ad-
miring, half contemptwous, that de-
finitely clunssified Miss Leonie Day.

Marce'la gave an astonished gasp.

“Miles Holdan—set this girl up In
It can't be the same
m.nlhl‘

Her her

braathless eagerness,

very tones—did not all these prove
the axtent of Nher infatuation with
the fallow?

It pleased Warwick Treman, there-
fore, 40 hurt her further, for &he
was annoved and vexed himself.

“It Is the same <hap, positively,
unless theres are two sculptors of
that name. The girl was his—er—

' 'model, tH] he pald her off."

He gave » meaning pause, o al-
low the last remark to sink in pro-
perly.

“8he has a lovely figure,” he con-
tinued: "Come, what on earth's the
matter?"

“1 don't belleve a word of I.“
oried Marcella, giving herself away
completely, and heedless that she
did. “You are dnventing stories just
because you know [—I admire him
-:I!"

The man pretended to look amaz-
ed.

“Are you really so ignorant of art
as not to know that thesa -sculptor-
Johnnles work from ‘life'?”

. "It isn't that. H's
hatefol Insinustions—'paving ‘her
off—the hat-shop—"

His lip curled sarcastically.

“You're afrald that your saint has
feet of clay? My dear child, T know
nothing of the morals of the man.
But 1t would be news indeed to learn
that artists, of all people, are exempt
from the ordinary weaknesses of life.
Use your intelligence and common
sende, and don't Qet this 1idle 1in-
fatustion run eway with you.”

“You muwet tell me more, I have a
~—right to kgow,” Obreathed Mar-
célla, cafting prudénce to the winds.

Warwiock Treman shrugged bhis
shoulders 1izhtly.

“1'm sorry 1 mentioned the mat-
ter, since you're so upset about It
But I certainly can’t go back on what
I've sad. I've attended to  some
small invesiments for Leonie Day,
and whén your friend set hér up in
the Maleon Leonie, as she calls har
place of business, thé transsction
‘was put through by my firm. There's
no denying thé fact that the Holden
¢hap gavé her the money. W{r
walked right into my rlx
the girl! Now that I eﬂm to think
of i, his face at Southampton was
vagualy familiar! Nice looking chap,
I prant you! This happened about a
year and a half ago—maybe more.
The girl's doing nicely.”

Marcella clutched at a atraw,

“He—he gave her the monay out
of kindness. Hé's so0 generous and
quixotic, he would glve narrthh:
he had to—to asaybody—

Warwleck Treman touched hear
hand.-

“Wake up, by child. As though
-aeedy sculptors were in the habit
of banding out thres hundred pounda
Lo ‘anybody’! Don't you belleve #t
. Dot unless P“ got full valoe
for the money!"™

Ensuasd a very palnful pause. Mar-
eslla, with averted face, her undér-
Hp bitten tHl it nearly dled, so that
is  trembling might be controlied,
stared unseeingly out of the windew
of the car.

The lovely landscape had grown
dimmed, and all its besuty gone.
um Treman went on, suavs-
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“The Maples™ of Cartwright's Point

The Maples, bulli by the late Bir,
Richard Cartwright, GC.M.Q., P.C.,
in 1870 for a summer home, ls oneé
of the beauty spots of Canada. Itis|
situated about three miles from |
Kingston, Ont., on the shore of the |
Bt. Lawrence River, and yet is 80
secursly hidden by & screem of the]
trees from which It took its name
that the thousands of motorists who
pass along the Provincial Highway
from Toronto to Montreal have no
idea that within half a mile from the
road is this dear old home within its
park and garden, with its beautiful
views of lake and river, and its me-
mories of the men who weéres mak-
ing Canadian history when Rt. Hoa.
8ir Richard Cartwright was Minister
of Finance in the Mackenzle Govern-
ment.

The house is bulit on land taken
on a long lease from the Government
by the young Member for Lennox
and Addington, Mr. Richard John
Cartwright, a member of a famlily
who had come from the colonies to
the south before the exodus of the
Taited Empire Loyalists in 1784.

Mnking of|

your—your |

Hon. Richard Cartwright, his grand-
father, was ona of the founders of
Kingston and had been given grants
of lind from Georgeé III for his ser-
vices to the state,

J

From Forest to Estate,

When Mr. Cartwright, then sitting
upon the Conservative benches in Lthe
House of Commons at Quebee, tbok
the lease of what has been for many
years known as Cartwright's Point,
a rocky promontory, thickly wooded,
with little arable land, the onlyuse
to which it seemed likely to be put
was as a site for anothar fortres: for
the defence of Kingston's harbor. In
fact, a clause in the lease meéntioned
that 4t ¢ould be reclalmed by the
Government for that purposs only.
Labor was plentiful, sé an army of
workmen was sent down from the
town: and soon paths were made
around the po'nt, the undérbrush ta-
ken from between the‘trees in the
part reserved for the park, and the
house begun wheré the land seemed
most likely to produce flowers and
where the best view of the river and
the neighboring islands could be ob-
tained. Stories are still told of the
hundreds of men émployed by Sir
Riehard in turning this waste land
into a small estate, and one of the
oldest cab-drivers, lately passed to
his rest, told a member of the Cart-
wright family, whom he had alwavs
driven, 'that when he was young le
drove 8ir Richard down to ses how
thé work was getting on and saw the
workmen roasting a sheep whols {or
their dinnar.

o

Beauty amd Quiet.

The maples was built for a dum-
mer home, but its thick walls and
large Tooms with fire-places, s
long French windows opening on to
the wide verandah that runs around
three sides of the house, give it an
air of comfort and permanence. The
house faces the southeast, and to
the right lies the garden, & border
around & square of shaven lawan. In
May the great peony bushes make.a
glorious show; in June the roses
take their place; and through the
summer & sucoession of bright blos-
soms show agalhst the background
of tall trees. A cedar hedge en-
closaes the garden; on the lawa to
Etha right of the house, scarlet ger-
aniums make a vivid spot of color:
and the gravel drive at the entrance
is broken by a bed of flowers and
tall palms. This has been the King-
gton home of this branch of the
Catwright family for half a cen-
tury, and here they have spent the
summers with the exception of years
when a trip to Europe was taken by
Lady Cartwright and her daughtere.
Here came many of the men whose
namés are famous In Capadian his-
tory; here the Marquis of Dufferin
and Ava visited S8ir Richard and
Lady Cartwright when he was Qov-
ernor-General of Canada, and on the
walls of the long drawing-room at
The Mapiles is-a pleture of him given
to them as a memento of a pleasant,
restful visit. Lord Carnarvon 'was
another noted visitor to Bir Richard
and Lady Cartwright's summer 4
during his stay in Canada,

where a-view of Lg
stret¢hing to the horizon may be had
and passes along the high shore of
Dead Man's Bay. You may return
to the house under the tall pine-trees
where the crows bulild their

By Miss A. M. Going In Willisom's Monthly Magazine.
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members of this family who have in-

In the early spring.
space beiween the maplées is éarpet
ruh hepaticas; blood root opens its
frail white blossoms whére the tem-
nis-court hides between the trees;
and later columbine nods its scariet
head from the rocks and baby ferns
uncurl their fropds at the fArst touch
of the sun. The only woods r
Kingston where the first spring Sow-
ars, pudbing their fragrant o8-
soms through dead leaves,
found-—the hospitality of the Cart-
wrights Is at times sadly taxed, for
parties of children wander at will
through the grounds and may be
met with arms. full of flowers, fre-
quently throwing away as many as
they ¢arry home. The limestone and
the granite meet on Cartwright's
Point, as the wooded portion of the
estate is still called; therefore [ts
flora is varied, and botanists find it a
treasure-house.

The family, who during Sir Rich-
ard’s active pprilamentary days
spent the winters in Ottawa, have
glnce his death spent them In King-
ston and 4o not wait for the beautly
of the early spring to pass before
going to their summer homs. They
are there to watéh the birds begin
their housekeeping in the big syrin-
ga bushes, where peveral familjes of
catbirds are always to be found. The
phoebes consider the verandah their
special place but this year K wers
driven forth by a pair of chipping
sparrows: yellow warblers like the
rose-bushes to nest in; and a pajr
of flickera come back every year to
an old oak tree at the end of the
gardem. The owners of The Maples
love all wild things, and the birds
and the beasts show no fear of them.
Rabbits play tag across the lawn,
and guests jolning ths family at
afternoon tea may be surprised at a
visit from several chipmunks who
are on the look-out for ¢rumbs and
may linger to play hide-and-séek
among the chailrs,

| herited a love and an appreciation ut|

The Magic of Autumn,

But it Is when_Autumn snters with
her royal banners of ecarlet and gold
that The Maples Is at its lovellest.
At the first touch of frost, the magle
begins, A maple turns a rosy pink,
the sumaéh of the rocks bshind tHe
house holds forth a blood-red finger
to show what the Spirit of the North
has done for her, the point below
the house shows touches of gold and
crimson amongat tha dark gresn of

should be foolish enough to wnr!
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to defy a Canadiap winter—so the
family leaves for “Kingeton, and s
white covering falls on woodland
and garden.

The lease of the land was re-
newed until after Lady Cartwright's
death, and since that time the pro-
perty has been purchased from the
Government by the astate. The sons
of 8ir Richard and Lady Cartwright
have sarved .their country both in
South Africa and in the Great War.
Colonel Robert Cartwright, of Bum-
merland, B.C., and
Cartwright served in both wars and
were decoratad for walor. The lat-
ter was slso in the Wesat with the
Btrathcona Horse. Major Conway
Cartwright, Vancouver, Bseérved (n
Francs with the Canadian Medical

Colonel Frank |

W hen reading be-
comes an effort it
pays to visit the

Service.

optometrist,

A lazy man can't see why mhlrlF

the fir-trees, and slowly the yearly
pageant of Autumn passes. It was
surely frofmm that shore when the
dotdring was most glorious that Bliss
Carman gang:

On the crowa of the hill, for all to
Bee,
God planted a scarlet maple-tree.

The west .wind from Lake Qptario
peatters the leaves, the nuts are
gathered by the squirrels, and the
big firé-places are not big enough

L

ways brings sore corms to a quick
end. This wonderful hot foot bath
treatment is described in the dirde-
tions for using
Corn Extractor,
you'll get gquick relief for your ach-
ing corns when you use
Extractor.
26c., at all dealers.

Corns Stnp Aching
After Foot Bath

It's a new idea—and one that al-

Putnam's Painless
Try it to-night —

Putnam's
Satisfaction guaranteed.
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Eternal vigilance oocasionally es-
ables a man to keep one umbfella for

alx comsecutive weeks.

Being sorry for others is somes
times a mild form of boasting.

It doesn't spare

a single life

=

FTER_ you attack
them with BLACK

FLAG, flies N mosquitoes
¥/ and roaches % in




