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as Moonlight and look them all by 
stem.”

Paula flashes.
"You are speaking of me, major," 

she says, gently, her pitiful heart 
touched by the change In him.

He starts and looks at her.
"Of course, of course, my dearJ" he 

says. "And so you did. And there was 
no one prouder of you than I was.. And 
I said at the time that Rick was right; 
and that you were too good for that 
lout of a fellow—what’s his name?— 
fltancy de Palmer. And I'd have gone 
to -Rick himself, but there was no 
facing hi*. I couldn’t face him I 
was obliged to pack up my traps and 
run. I couldn't face such another scene 
as that which we had after the Flos
sie Hamilton business. Poor Fleeeiel 
She’s dead, you know. Such a clever' 
actress! It was I wrpte that note—or 
dictated it, rather. It Stopped Rick’s 
folly for a time; but—" He puts his 
hand to hie brow and collects himself. 
”1 beg your pardon, my dear—I beg 
your pardon—"

“Never mind,’’ says Paula, pale and 
tearful. "You cannot tell me anything 
I do not know. I knew poor Flossie. 
She died in my eras.” And the tears 
roll down unchecked.

"So X here heard. Blees my soul!" 
mutters th# major, shaking his head, 
"Fate, simply fate; no use running 
against it Sure to win in the end. 
And so it’s all corns right my dear, 
and you and Rick are going to be mar
ried?"

“I—I hope so,” says Paula.
“Yes, yes," he assents, childishly; 

then, shrewdly, "And what are you 
going to be married on?”

Paula smiles.
“Five hundred and twenty pounds s 

year, major.”
He lifts his trembling hands with a 

sad gesture.
"My dear, it can’t be done! You 

mustn’t think of it Oh, dear, dear! 
If Rick would only be sensible—if he 
wouldn’t be so violent! Five hundred! 
You'll simply starve!”

"Not quite that, major," says Paula, 
laughing and blushing.

“Yes, yes!" he says, eagerly. "But 
never mind, I'll put that straight," 
with a cunning smile. "Don’t tell Rick, 
not Just yet; but—come closer, my 
dear—I’ll make the rest up. I’m not 
a rich man as times go, but I can 
make it up.”

Paula shakes her head reluctantly; 
for she is loth to baulk the poor old 
man in his benevolent intentions.

“Sir Herrick is very proud, major, 
you-know.”

"Proud be—hanged

"No, my dear young lady, n<V* he re
pliée. wiping bis face with a handker
chief; "no, my good friend Lord Hurst- 
toy, with Whom I am «toying, kindly 
lent me hie landau to bring me here. 
I—I left it at tie end of the lane." 
Then he starts nervously, and adds, 
with an alarm that is almost comica!, 
“I hope he won’t tee it"

"He—who?’ asks Paula.
"Rick, my dear, my nephew Rick," 

he answers, with a tre&mloue mixture 
of pride And fear. "He has gone, my 
dear, you are acre he has gone?’ 
glancing nervously about him.

“Yes, oh, yes," says Paula. “Ho has 
been gone coma momenta. Did you 
want to see him?’

"No, no," he answers, then he be
gins to whimper. "It's a dreadful thing 
that an old man can't see his only 
nephew, the boy he has worked and 
tolled for all his life. Dreadful!" Then 
he recovers himself, and turns apol
ogetically. "My dear, I’m an old man; 
you must forgive me, I didn’t want to 
annoy you."

"You don’t annoy me," says Paula, 
compassionately. "Let me get you 
some refreshment; you need not be 
afraid, Sir Herrick is not coming 
back," for the old man a till peers 
about his apprehensively.

"Thank you, my dear. A glee* of 
Water, If you will be eo good.”

Paula goes in and brings him a glass 
of weak brandy-end-water,and be takes 
it from the salver with a faint imita
tion of hie old, courtly air.

"Thanks, my dear; i. glass of water 
from "your fair hands Is pectar In
deed I" and he bows over the glaee 
Which he lifts to his lips with e 
trembling hand, setting It down with 
a sigh.

"I—I am much changed, my dear 
young lady,” he says, piteously, "much 
changed. This year has—has played 
the deuce with me. But Rick—my nep
hew’s conduct—has been far worse 
than this awful climate."

Paula flushes.
"Sir Herrick and I are—are to he 

married, major," ahe says, resolutely. 
i "You must not say anything against 
i him to me.”
| “I know, I know, my dear young 

I lady," he responds, with the eagerness 
of an old man.
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"That 1» true, Rick," she Aurmurs, 
meekly. "Forgive me. But—but it is 
so much for you to give up—dieu who 
hare never known what it is to be 
poor. Five hundred a year seemi so 
much to me; but to you—’’

He gets Up and bends over her.
“You forget,” he says in the haj*- 

whieper which Paula loves to hear, 
"that it is five hundred a year with 
you—a million without you would be 
of no use. My darling, 1 know some
thing of life; you'll admit that? Well, 
then, If I am not mistaken, I am about 
to begin life, if to be happy is to live. 
Up till now I have only existed. I am 
going now. The carpenter—an awful 
man, who scratches his head at every 
other word—is to meet me at the cot
tage respecting some repairs; and

later, and even have difficulty in getting them, Printed Georgette an] 
taffeta are here combined. This u j 
very pretty style for crepe de chin] 
and chiffon,-, ne£ aad georgette an] 
also nice fair linen, batiste or voile 
The Blouse is cut in 6 Sizes: 34, 39 
88, 40, 43, and .44 inches bust mead 
ufe. The Skirt in 7 Sizes: 22, 24, 21 
28, 30, 32, and 31 inches waist mead 
ure. To make the dress for a medhi^ 
size will require about 6 yards of 
inch material with 1U yard for t.n 
overblouse. The skirt measures aboLl 
l%ÿard at lower edge.

This illustration calls for TWC 
separate patterns Which will be mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. FOI 
EACH pattern in silver or stamps.

mustn’t know It Keep it from him. 
Don’t tell him.”

Paula laughs softly.
“But I tell him everything, Major 

Vericourt," ehe says, gently. "And I 
—I don’t think he would accept your 
kind offer; and it is kind, very kind, 
and I am very grateful. You had bet
ter let us try love in a cottage," aha 
adds, naively.

The major shakes bis head, and 
wipes hie eyes despairingly.

“It's not to be done, my dear,” he 
says. "Love never did exist, for peo
ple like Rick, in a cottage. Besldei”— 
and his thin voice begins to tremble— 
“I don’t like the state of things. It’s 
very absurd, I know P but I’ve been 
used to having Rick for so long that 
I can’t get on without him. I’m an old 
man, a very old man," and he whim
pers—fancy the exquisite Major Veri
court whimpering!—"I’ve aged a great 
deal during this last year, and—and 
things don’t amuse me si they used. 
I don’t know why it is the world alters 
so; people aren’t so nice as they used 
to be. I’m a lonely old man!” and a 
tear trickles down the wrinkled cheek.

Paula’s heart aches for the old man, 
so utterly changed, so broken and 
brought to the duet It is almost in
credible that the bent and trembling 
figure should be that of the only so 
lately spruce and exquleite man of 
the world, that this weak, thin, querul
ous voice should he all that is left of 
the fascinating tones which, in sea
son and out, were always smooth and 
heartless.

“I’m a miserable, lonely old man,” 
he repeats, “and there’s nothing left 
for me but the grave. I beg your par
don, my dear, for mentioning such 
an unpleasant subject, but it is quite 
true."

"Don’t be downhearted,” says Paula, 
laying her hand on his arm. “I'll speak 
to Rick; he la too kind and good to 
refuse to be reconciled.”

"Do you think he would be friends?’ 
says the old man, with childish eager
ness. "Do you really think he would? 
He was so extremely violent last time 
we met Dreadful, really dreadful, and 
—and—I’m quite afraid of him—afraid 
of my own nephew, my dear. It’s very 
sad, isn’t it?’ and he wipes away a 
tear.

“If—if—he was ao angry," Bays 
Paula, rather tremulously, “perhaps 
you gave him cause, major? But”— 
blushing—“we wpn’t go back to that 
I'll apeak to Rick, and break it to him 
gektly."

“Break it gently, that’s it,” he says, 
approvingly. "Don't let him fly into 
one of hla tempera; they are so aw
ful. It isn’t that ha atome and swears;
I could stand that but it’s the hard 
things he says in that dreadfully cold 
voice of his. And—and—now I’ll go, 
my dear."

“Wont you stay?" ,
"No, no," he says, timidly. "He might 

come back, If you’ll send- somebody 
down to the carriage with me—I— 
there’s something the matter with my 
legs lately; most ridlealona.”

"I’ll come with you," says Pauls, and 
ehe helps him to risrv and takes the 
weak arm firmly within hers.

(To be continued.)
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poee"—wistfully—"you wont give me 
any lunch?"

"Certainly not," ehe retorts, laugh
ing. “We must respect the conven- 
anoei. Wait till Alice cornea home.”

"Very well,” he aaya, resignedly. 
"At any rate, you will be ready at six 
o'clock. I’ll come up tor you. Will you 
give me a kiss?’

She saya "No” emphatically enough; 
but when he bends down and takes 
her in hie arms, her lip* meet his.

He goee, reluctantly enough, and 
Paula stands, shading her eyes and 
watching him, till the tall figure van
ishes in the distance; then, with a 
■mile of perfect happiness on her 
face, she turns to enter the house. As 
ahe does eo a voice speaks her name, 
and looking batik, she flees someone 
keeping discreetly behind the rose
bush that trails over the verandah.

For a moment she can scarcely be
lieve her eyes; but aa the figure comes 
forward cautiously, she stands, and 
stares, and exclaims, "Major Veri
court!" in a tone of startled astonish-' 

ment
"Hush! My dear young lady, control 

your surprise!” he says, with a hurri
ed, nervous glance wound the terrace, 
"ram not a ghost, I assure you."

Though he is certainly not a ghost 
the exquisite major is scarcely more 
than a shadow of his former self.

A change, a marvellous change, has 
noma over him. With awed Surprise 
Paula flees that the once upright 
figure is bent, and that the hand which 
need to finger the gold-headed cane 
with juvenile gracefulness, now grasps 
tt as it for eupiiort. The wig, the 
faultless wig, too, no longer hides the 
ravages of time, and the thin face, 
formerly so admirably got up, is 
marked with wrinkles. In short, old 
age, which the major has kept at bay 
so loot has refused to remain at arm's 
length any longer, and has fallen up
on him like a relentless. enemy upon 
a besieged town. There le no disputing 
the awful feet: the major to, at last, 
an old man!

-I—I beg your pardon.” says Panto, 
gently, but still with a fixed stare of 
astonishment; "but—I did not know 
you were in Fowls. Will yon came and 
■it down?"

He came slowly, leaning—actually 
leaning—upon his stick, and sinks in
to the chair with a sigh, aa of one 
•vieyeome with fatigue.

Paula notices It
"HaVe you walked tar, Major Veri-

■And—and I am de
lighted it should be so; I am indeed ! 
Not that"—evidently wandering for a 
moment, and forgetting to whom he 
I* speaking—“not that I hadn’t higher 
views for the boy. But, after all, one 
must not be too particular; the girl 
is^a lady, and *pon my honour, sir, 
she made a grand sensation at that 
place—Nouvllle-eur-Mere ; appeared he says.
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Pattern 3145, cut, in 4 Sizes: Small, 
32-34 M;edium, 36-36 Large, 4(M2;
and Extra Large, 44-46 inches bust 
measure is here portrayed. Gingham, 
percale, lawn, cambric, drill, sateen 
and alpaca are good for this style. 
A Medium size will require 4 yards 
of 36 inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.
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European Agency,
Wholesale indents promptly execu

ted at lowest cash prices for all Brit
ish and Continental goods, including: 

Books and Stationery,
Boots, Shoes and Leather, 
Chemicals and Druggists’ Sundries, 
China, Earthenware and Glassware, 
Cycles, Motor Cars and Accessories, 
Drapery, Millinery and Piece Goods, 
Sample Cases from *50 upwards. 
Fancy Goods and Perfumery,
Hard ward, Machinery and Metal 
Jewellery, Plate and Watches, 
Photographic and Optical Goods 
Provisions and Oilmen’s Store*, 

' etc., etc.
Commission 2% p.c. to 5 p c.
Trade Disoounts allowed.
Special Quotations on Demand. 
Consignment* of Produce Sold

26 Abchnreh Lane, London, E.Ç. 
Cable Address: “Annuaire, Loe. 
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