
CONFIRMED SPINSTER 
« BY ARNOLD GOLSWORTHY 

People in Bankford wondered why 

Marion Brett had never married, but 

pnly Marion herself knew the reason 

ehy.” She was tall, and something 

gnore than handsome, while her devo 

: #4on to the poorer folk of the vi.lag 

was evidence of the sweetness. of hor 

disposition. Yet she lived with her 

gnother in the little red-bricked co: 

gage at the end of the village, and 

garely acoepled jnvitations out. 5 

She had not remained single from 

any other choice than her own, for 

she had many opportunities of m
ariy- 

$ng, and, as shie was now only six-
and: 

gwenty, there was every chance that 

x NAR would have many more 
yet. 

‘When the new rector came to Bank 

¢ 

' 

ford, the gossips declared that they 

could see at onge which way th
e wind 

gvas bloaving ,and to some extent 
they 

were correct. The rector, the Rev. 

Lionel Kinton, was a comparatively 

young main of thirty-five or so, tall 

and athletic, and well endowed with 

¢he goods of this world. He received 

embroidered slippers and tobacco 

ouches from almost every single
 lady 

of his congregation, but not from 

Marien. Perhaps it was for that, rea- 

gon that he became the more eter- 

snined to make her acquaintance
. 

He called upon her mother, and le
ft 

flowers from his -garden and grapes 

from his hot-houses, and, with all th: 

gngenuity of the ardent wooer, he 

£ound opportunities of waylaying 

#arion on her errands of mercy in 

ghe village, so that he “might carry 

her parcels or lighten for her in o
tuer 

evays the burden of her self-imposcd 

jabors. 

That Marion appreciated these at- 

gentions and gaining  en- 

couragement 

g§estations of smiling gratitude, Kin- 

don began to think of her as alre.dy 

fis. One evening, in her motaers 

arden, in the shadow of the tall buh 

of rhododendrons which-shs loved, b 

gpoke to her of his hopes. The words 

peemed to come as a shock 'to Mario.
.. 

‘She pleaded 
pe had been thinking of her in tha 

vay. She was very s$oITy, but she 

frad resoived never tO MArry for rca 

pons she could npt explain—reasons 

shat were sacred. She admitted that 

fKinton’s friendehip had beh precious 

¢0 her, and the could only hope that 

4t might continue in spite of her rc- 

fusal. And Kinton accepted the terms 

offtred, always in the, hope that hs 

was clear, 

gnight one day succeed in breaking. 

$ier strange resolve. ‘ 

He learned from her mother that 

Marion had iost her heart to another 

gman when she had been only eigh- 

feen, and although eight years is a 

jong time in such matters, it would 

seem as if she had not yet forgotten 

¢he man she had once loved so well 

Mrs. Brett protested that she never 

fnew why the two young people had 
arted, end, indeed, Marion had never 

¢old* her. Since it was necessary for 
Marion to have to admit that she had 
acted foolishly, there was.no reason 
¢vhy the admission shouid be mad: to 

anyone but herself. She had repented 
often of having sent John Paxley 
away, but her repentance had never 

Hrought him back. 
John had been her affianced  hps- 

Hand, and for that reason she had to d 
faim she objected to the marked at- 
f£entions he seemed to be paying to 
Janet Wadham, one of her friends. 
I'he quarrel had been of the usual 
£rivial nature to begin. with, but it was 

fot until John had positively attempt- 
£4 to. justify his action that the mat-’ 
ger had become serious. 
The proud young girl of eighteen 

gould have no suggestion of a divided 
mllegiance, but her mention of her sus- 
gicions had cut the young man te the 
guick. After he had returned to his 
psiness in London, he wrote explain- 

$ng the circumstances, and asking for- 
giveness; but with the wisdom of 
gighteen Marion had decided that his 
Lontrition was not adéquately ex- 
Re and she never answered his 
etter. 7 Sales: 

Shortly afterwards Marion received 
# shock. For reasons that no one 
eemed able to understand, John had 

Ahrown i a gpod. position- in .the City 
And had gone to America. .She heard 
©f him once through his “people,” tol. 

gvhom he had written saying, be was. | 
going ranching in Texas, and needed 
A little money to start. 
pl! had been silenee. 

Yet Marion had never ceased to 
£bhink of John Paxley, and to remem- 
Per him in her prayers. She had been. 
¢£hinkifdg’ of him this morning, as she 
came “from "a *rotnd fn ‘the village, 
sarvying a rather heavy load of basins 
hich she had. taken out that morning 

intfon had helped her to car 
urden then, and she found Fowicic Hyd 
eiting that he was not by her side 

go of soup for her invalid poor. - Mr, 

pow, once mere to give his welcome | 
a 

oughts of John Paxley, t 
4whose life she had ruined YS y Fageos 

rice, sharpened the temper of even 
y Bountiful, and “when she reached 

er mother’s ‘cottage, and saw a 
mp-like beggar slouching out of the 

#ide entrance with. a newspaper par- 
£el of broken food, she hurried in- 

bout it. 
Shout and spoke sharply to the maid 

ge I've told you oftea enough, "| 
\ said, as she took off od oe : 

patiently and flung them ‘om the | 
ble, “that you're 

 § ® 2¥ 
not to bel 

rs at the door.” give. ® 

tely. “I shouldn’t have done it but 
poor fellow -jileadéd so hard, and 

he asked'to see you I thought,. per- | 
ps, it gw be one of your own 

1 

from her repeated pro 

that she had no idea that} 

“Yes, miss,” repled the maid con 

‘large trunks that 

aE LOL AL CES 

to know that Ly this time, Mary,” re- 
turned Marion. “Don’t let it occur 

“oie gir e girl went away mutering, and 
Marion, finding that her dapropesd 
state of mind was not improved by 
remaining indoors, called to her mo- 
ther that she should take a turn in the 
ng 4 and then go for a brisk walk. 
She Had hardly been in the garden a 
minute when "the rector appeared at 
the gate. She almost ran to him in 
her pleasure ‘at meeting him again. 

i “Do say you've come to ask me to 

take a walk with you,” she sald. “I've 

been down In the village this morning, 
and have got horribly mopish. 1 sup- 

pose the atmosphere of the gick-room 
is pot conducive to high spirits.” 
“But the consclousness of good 

work done should bz,” replied Kiutcn, 

with a gmile. “As It happens, you 
have guessed the purpose of my er- 

rand rightly. 1 came to ask you to 

walk over to: the White Hous: with 

me. They're geting the place ready 

for the new owner, and the garden:rs 

are putting some superb rhododen- 

droms in the grounds leading to the 

house. As I know they are your favor- 

ite flowers, I thought you'd like to 

come and see them at the first oppor- 

tunity.” 

Marion, her spirits returning at the 

prospect, clapped her hands, and af- 

ter calling to her mother to say tho 
would be back in an hour or so, se’ 

t with the rector for the Whitty 

oyse, the name of a somewhat im- 

posing building situated at the far end 

of the village. The late owner hal 

guite recently ‘died abroad, and there 

was naturally a certain amount of 

unhealthy curiosity in’ Bankford to 
learn something of the new-comer. 

The hLedd gardener at the White 

House, in responsa to the rector’s re- 

quest as to whether he and the lady 

might look at the gardens, was quite 

effusive in his welcome. He seemed 

to take their visit as a compliment to 

his professional skill, and became 

garrulous at once. : 

“This way, sir; this way, mise,” he 

sald, walking a little in front cf them, 

and turning as he talked. “Bome of 

the finest plants I've geen, 80 they 

are, and we're hoping they'll bloom 

thie year in spite of our putting ‘em in 

a bit tate. The new gentleman that's 

coming, Mr. Paxley—" 
“Mr. Paxley?” interrupted Marion, 

turning pale. + Beal 

“Yee, migs,” the man went on. “Mr. 

John Paxley. They say he com:8 

from America, though he's English 
right enough, same as me and you. 

He was the old gentleman's nephew, 

and has come ihto the property, thire 

bein’ nobody else in between, as you 

might say. He must ba’ paid a lot for 

these ‘ere plants; but he's very kecn 

on havin’ them this year, ‘cause, he 

told me, he thought they'd please his 

wife to see ’em there.” ; 

Marion clutched Kinton's arm for 

support, hardly kmowing what eho 

did. There could be no doubt that 

this man wes the lover she had sent 

away: and, while she thought that he 

might have remembered her as she 

had: remembered him, it was clear 

that he had not been for long incon- 

golable. Was it possible that after all 

had. caused all the trouble between 

them, and that he had parried her? 

Marion, still clinging to Kinten’s 

arm, walked as if in a dream. . She 

heard the talkative old gardener dis- 

coursing at length on the merits of 

his plants, and even arguing with he 

rector as to whether they needed\ a 

special soil for their growth, or whe- 

ther they could be grown anywhere. 

But their talk meant nothing tb her. 

She was realizing only one thing. 

That was that she would no longer be 

able to stay in Bankford when John 

had come back “there to live. Her 

sition would be intolerable. Her 

houghts were Interrupted - as she 

caught the old gardener's mention 

once more of Paxley’s name. 
“They do say,” the old fellow went 

time in America, and that this 

‘ere inheritance came % him quite as 

a Godsend, as you might say. I have 

only seen him once myself, and that 

was ‘when he came down from London 

the other day in his motor-car.” °° 

. “Mr. Paxley been here: lately?” 

queried Marion, making a strong ef- 

fort to control her excitement. . 

~ “Only once, as far as I know, miss,” 

lied the old man. “Some says that ‘away fog that.” 
he's’ been here’ several times lately, : 

but I never saw him myself.” 

times, and had never called! 

port he lent her. 
wished he 

the moment. 

‘with an attempt at galety:— 

me. 
1 wish you would talk to me. You 
‘must make the most of me to-day bo- 

cause 'l am going away soon.” =. 
“Going away?’ he echoed. “Why?” 
“]. meant % have. told you about 

that,” she sald, as she turned red'at 
at, the thought of -her deception. “I— 
I have arranged to go to my aunt at 
Byorpeme a rather long stay, 
and we have to find someone to 
take my place w invalids”, 

be Ne by AE ds 
to whether Marion Ware being entirely 
fromk with him of not; but at the 
same time he felt satisfied that she 

upon % 

A week”later, a cab from the gta- 
tion stood at the door of the red- 
bricked ge waiting to drive Mar 

he was making a 
“effort to drag the three 

formed Marion's 

don away. 
tremend 

garden path, and luggage, down t 
in particular that observing to nobody he did not see how 

> 

had said all she had decided to say 

“They all ask to see me. You ought | 

—=and there’s a 

they 

sult of 
itself in 

he had cared for Janet Wadham, who 

on, “that Mr. Paxley had a pretty 

—
 

He had been so near her several Kinton wrote telling her 
lage, apd sha { 

‘as they walked, grateful ”for the sup- | the village 
Once she almost same time, she was un: 

would propose to her date for her return. 

ain there and then, he seemed 80 ‘possible that she would ever be able fone in the village 

gentle and: so sympathetic, and sym- : to ge back and take up wi 

pathy was what she needed most at | agaig after all that bad happened. 

There was something | 
‘hysterical in her laugh as she .eaid arrival that her .aunt.fa 

Buy a Buckley Hat to-day 

bility that it will be in good 

condition four months ‘hence. 

So strongly do the makers of 

the Buckley believe this, that 

have issued a ‘guarantee 
that practically means ‘“hat in- 

surance for four months’ to 

chance—even as a re-. 
accident—show 
bad condition 

strong proba-~ guarantec. 

quality. 

$2.50, the Buckley represents 

The Color and Wear of this hat are absolute. 
ly guaracteed, end any hat which will net give 
ectiwe setisfaction, will be exchanged at ray nme 

“Right here you will find 

the Buckley guarantee.” | 
hat to issue such a sweeping 

On style as well as quality, 

the Buckley appeals to men of 

diserimination—although made 

in England, the blocks are all 

from American designs—thus 

furnishing the ideal combina- 

tion of right style and right 

‘HY every man who wears the Uni 
: : nion made 

| Buckley. ’ 

‘hE The guarantee stip« ) 
i ulates that if a Buckley - 

. | hat should by any oy GUARANTEE 

i
 

and selling at 

just such execep- 
tional hat value 
as vou might ex- 
pect from a man- B inside four months, the DATE SOLD LL Te Sa 

$ wearer is entitled to a Et i foe ani - fa v4 PA s} 

. new one at the shop BUCKLEY & SONS, Manufacturers uIgCIuIe; wno 

> where he made the Lem > : : 

| i former purchase. 4 an q ant €s , his . 

: : yroduet with a 
Ah But read the guarantee. oh ! “ide : 
TE , broad, conditionless guarantee 
4 Think what it means to be  ¢,0h as this 
» 

(e8) AT 

| able to say to yourself, on TET ay Tee en Aah i Sie 

hE buying a hat: Now I am see any other hat but the Buckley? La 
- Fi : e 

: < 

R hatted for four 
ah months to | 

¢ ne bi 

2 

Pd come.’ : 

\ Think what it 

& means, in hon- 
I. 

: esty of manu- 
: facture, for the 

4 © makers of this 

hd a coi WOR 6 SL quietly. 
i sendin on top of thé cab with- “How do do, Wr Paxley?” she ' Heaven f Tm 
out assistance. i | dk J, . BAICY 3 sie avell kui \'S 1 \ oO x 

| 4 said, controlling her emotio: witl gition to keep mj 

oe pga yy vo poet: at that mo- gomge oh Eg Sewin oor it. inn: Fy lor ¢ ‘a wife. w : 

A sor 5 mdr yi taking a tender pjq my aunt know that it was ycu I this property ai 
eave of her mother, and her eyes was to meet?” : i perf Er 

were a little misty in consequence yes” he said quietly: “she qite wi Tg 
but through the mists she could dimly y,qerstands 2b ram eget ' hry igen ; w 

discern at the garden gate the greatly was necessary tor cg Tmy vo Hg E cosy ; 

;upweshed tramp who had been the Giger that I might Bf aie Bist shou 

recipient of her charity a day or two gion t gre - SE, Tr Cras? ? rey 1 

previously. : sion to call. ou see, I have just hax vel Wo 16 

~ «Here, my man,” she cried. “Come — back from the Btates, and—" that : a ht inp 

and help with this luzgaze. You had *h, yes, replied Marion, racking here for—you 

much better do a little work fos yous her brain for some topic of conver:a- He held out his hand s he 

money than come roun “py tion that would relieve the torturing Marion raised her own : f to take 

: y " d begging. I'l tension of the moment, “I heard of them, and then, telling him he must 
give you a shilling when the 'work is 
done.” 

- The tramp hurried to the cabman’s 
-side, but he did not take his, eyes 
from Marion until she had disappearcd 
again into the house. Then a remind- 
er from the Impatient cabman re- 
called him to himself, and he threw 
himself into the work with unusual 
vigor for one of his class. Just be- 
fore’ lifting the trunks on the cab he 
stopped and seemed to be taking a 
great interest in the address on the 
labels. : é . 

~ “Don’t you bother about that,” said 
‘the ¢abman, “You've got no chance of 

ewe mm. - TE aad a cm 

getting the job of unloading, if that’s 
what you want. ‘We're going too far 

« 

Once at Bournemouth, Marion felt 
freely again. 
how greatly 

| that she could breathe 

| she was missed in the v 

“She leaned heavily on Kinton’s arm had been able to reply that she missed pared for som~ such outburst 

as much. At the 
bie to fix & 

It did not- seem 

quite 

the old life 

It was on the fourth, day after her 
id"td her, at 

the breakfast-tablet— °° . 

“How quiet and grave you are this | © *I am obligéd.to go out.this morn- 

morning. Please don’t worry about ing, my dear, and I shall not be home 
I' am quite all right again“now." till lunch. If a gentleman should call 

to see me, poruape. you will ‘tell -him 
how gérry: I am to havé nfissed him. 
I forget his name for the moment—I 
am sos bad at remembering names— 
but I, wrote to him asking him to ca’l 
this morning, and now I am unfortu- 
nately "prevented..from. meeting + him 
‘after all.” fl Te 

Marion replied a little listlessly 

ogles as dedired. A little later in the 
morning the’ maid came into the draw- 
ing-room where Marton was writing. 
and without. preliminaries any 
kind apneunced the géjtleman in 

seat with a cry and then stood back 
#8 she recognized her aunt's visitor. 
Eight:years had made very little dif- 
ference in John Paxley. At thirty he 
wae as handsome as he had been at 
twenty-two, © though time had left a 

i 

deeper line here and thére than is 
usual at so young an age. . 
oo ove ron _will forgive this imtru- 

1 
3 
a 

~~ 

Tal 

that dhe would convey her aunt's apol: | 

gooation 7 Marion jumped up from her | 

your return. I understand we have 
to congratulate you on having suc- 

ceeded to the White House property.” 
“Eh?” he asked, with a slight s art. 

“Who could have spread the news 
abroad? I was trying to keep it quiet 
till T had seen fou. But. you came 
away from Bankford in such a hurry 
four days ago.” 

“It is my turn to be curious now,” 
she said, with a perplexed smile. 
“How could you have found that out?” 

“1 will tell you,” he said. “I am 

| 

| 

afraid you will be angry, but I want | 
to throw myself on your mercy. As 
they say, to know all is to forgive all. 
You remember that tramp to whom 
yeur servani gave.some broken scraps 

Land. whe helped to "load your cab? 
That was myself.” 

| “Mr, Paxley!” she.cried, 
“her feet. 

starting to 

“You see,” he went on, as if pre- 
t of emo- 

! tion, “I wanted to see you again”—h 
was about to interrupt, but he held up 
his hand appealingly—*“and 1 knew no 

| pertinent: The disguise was an casy 
|.one for me—Heaven knows I have had 

to -assume it--in grim reality ofien 

‘enough’ Mn my * wanderings—and it 

helped me {o- learn what I wanted to | 
{ know—that vou were still free, and it 
might, be, would be willing to hear me 
“ify 1: spoke again. I- arranged : this 
{ meéting with your aunt, without your 
knowledge, for fear you shou'd refuse 

to sée me, and®-I—I: was afraid cf 
, that.’ I have many things to ask your 
forgiveness for.” 

- Marion had not intended to listen so 
Jong, but she found she had grown in- 
terested in spite of herself. 
“Of course, I am very pleased to sce 

you again, Mr, Paxley,” she said, “and 
Your adventures rather amuse me than 
‘make me angry. But I do not under- 
stand why you have taken the trouble 
‘to do all this, Does Mrs. Paxley—-" 

“Mrs. Paxley?” he echoed, stepping 
close to her. ; ; ; 

“Yes,” she replied, haltingly. “I 
went: to White House a few days 
ego, and the gardener showed me the 
beautiful rhododendrons that you have 
Blguied because your wife is so fond 
or" 

“Dear, dear!” he sald. “Don’t you 
undérstand, Marion? I have no wite, 

A & 

not mind her foolish tears, buried ber 

face on his shoulder instead. 

OBLIGING 

In the scramble that followed a 

premature discharde of dynamite in 

a building a stout man lost a scarf- 

pin. After he began to search for it 

| he noticed another man poking around 

in the dust and debris. He immediate~ 

ly grew suspicious, and at last spoke. 

“lI do not wish to give offence,” he 

said, “but I must ask you to refrain 
from assisting me in this search. 1 
appreciate your willingness to help, 
but as a means of self-protection I 
long ago made it a rule never to al- 
low strangers fo assist me in a search 

for a lost article.” 
"“0Oh, very well,” said ft stranger. 

“You have no objection to looking 

He sat down on the | 

| watched tout 
| gverturn stones. A 

found a scarf-pin. 

». “Bue it is not my pin;’ 1 said de- 
fectedly. - 
“No: it’s mine,” said ti 14.11 

*] ‘heard it strike som 1 
bouts. That was what { set out t 
look for, but when I saw how anxious 

you; were for the job I let you go 

| ahead. Your own searf-pin,” if you 
want to know, is sticking to the {lap 

” 

of your left coat-pocket. 
ems 

NO WONDER HE LAUGHED 

The minister cleared his throat, &s 

the small child was brought forward 

to be baptized. ; 

“Beloved hearers,” he said, '‘nc one 

can foretell the future of this tiny 

mortal. -- He may rise to the highest 

points of fame. He may become & 

great scjentist, a great astronomer, or 

even become the Prime Minister of 

Ingland.” A 

There was a loud snicker from one 

of his hearers at this juncture. ; 

“Ah, friend,” said the minister, “you 

do wrong to scoff. Again 1 say this 

child may become Prime Minister of 

England. Now, what is to be the 

name of this child?” . 

said the mother “Marg. Abn," 
meekly. v


