*Are you always successful on- baking
day? Are your cakes light and spongy
and your biscuits white and flaky?
If not, let us help you with
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CHAPTER XXIV.

*It doesn’t matter whether it's long
or short,” he retorts, sullenly. “I am
in love with you, and I want you to be
my wife—there!” and he nods his
head with a self-assured smile. After
all, she cannot refuse him—him, the
heir to Powis Court and the Palmer
wealth.

Paula looks at the colt’s head, looks
at the whip, then, at last, looks down
at the suitor.

“Mr. Stancy, I'm very sorry,” she
says. “You have evidently been lab-
ouring under a mistake.”

“A mistake?”’ he echoes,
smile of surprise.

“Yes,” says Paula, nodding. “Quite
a mistake. I see, by your tone, that
you thought I should be glad to—to
accept your offer. But it is not .so,
Permit me, respectfully”—and she in-
clines her head almost to the coit’s
neck—“to decline.”

He stands for a moment speechless,
staring at her; then all his mean na-
ture shines in‘ his colourless eyes, and
lurks about his mouth.

“Do you mean that you say No'?”
he asks, insolently.

“I mean ‘No!” the plainest of
‘Noes!” "says Paula, stung by his
tone.

“Do you—do you understand what
it is you are doing?’ asks Stancy.

#1 thought I was declining the hon-
our of Mr. Stancy de Palmer’s hand!”
says Paula, with keen sarcasm. “Was
I mistaken?” ’

“You—you refuse me—the heir to
Powis Court?’ he says, his voice
thick and heavy.

Paula draws herself up, and gathers

with a

the reins in her hand preparatory to .

riding off.

“Stop!” he says, flushed and agitat-
ed. “There must be some mistake.”

“There is a very great one,” says
Paula, her eyes flagshing. “And it Iis
this: that Mr. Stancy de Palmer-con-
siders that he has only to ask and to
have anything that he has set his
heart on.”

He forces his surprise and indigna-
tion down, and stares up at her.

“Don’t be in such a hurry. Listen
to me, Miss Paula. There must be
some reason for your refusing me,
you know?”

“There is,” says Paula, with grim
irony. “And it is because I am mnot
desirous of becoming—Mrs. Stancy de
Palmer.”

The tone of irony rouses what little
gpirit Stancy de Palmer possesses.

“It isn’t that” he says, beiween
his clenched teeth. “That isn’t the
reason. It's that stuck-up beast, Sir
Herrick—that's the reason! You were
pleasant and friendly enough till he
came, and—and turned you from me.”

Paula laughs an ominous laugh.

“I never was turned towards you,”

~ she says. “Why, Mr, Stancy de Pal-
mer, you never addressed a word,
lal;eely, to me’ until the other day.”

“] don’t care,” he says, sullenly.
“It's all his fault, If it wasn’t for him
you wouldn't treat me like this.”

“But I should,” says Paula, firmly.

“If you had come and said what you
say now a month ago, I would have
said the same. No, no, a thousand
times no.” g

“I don’t believe it,” he retorts, his

_ ugly, commonplace face distorted with |

evil passion. “I'm Stancy de Palmer,

~ of the Court, and it isn't likely that}
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Paula smiles.

“I think not,” says Paula, with a
stil more pronounced smile and a
shake of the head.

“Yes, it would,” he says, doggedly.
“It is only this fine swell, this Sir
Herrick, who—" ;

“Take care, Mr. Stancy!” breaks in
Parla with a smile, half-contemptu~
ous, half-deflant. “You- forge me to
give you the real reason for my res-
ponse to your gemerous offer. I am
engaged to Sir Herrick Powis.”

Stancy de Palmer looks up at hee,
his face crimson, and then white with
jealous envy.

“Oh,” he says, “that’s it, is it? Well,
I wish you joy.”

“Thanks,” says Paula,.with a smile,
as if the wish were genuine.

“I wish you joy,” he repeated. *“I

the 'hlp mm vﬂln an lnéh
or two of Stancy’s fingers, and the
colt leaps forward at a gallop.

But suddenly compunction seizes
her, and the gentle, forgiving mood,
which waits hard upon all Paula’s lit-
tle outbursts, takes the place of the
anger and indignation which have
overwhelmed Mr. Stancy. With a firm
hand she pulls up the oolt, and,
swinging round, comes back at a trot
to -where Stancy still stands staring
after her.

Seeing her turnm, a sudden, swift
crimson suffuses his plain face, and
his lack-lustre eyes dilate, She is go-
ing to change her mind—she has
come to her senses, he thinks; but
his face falls again as she came up
and he sees the expression in her
eyes,

“Mr. Stancy,” | she says, slowly,
falteringly, “that was a forgiving re-
quest you made just now, and I'm
afraid I didn’t meet it as I oug‘ht. Buat!
indeed I want ‘to be friend-. as we
used to say at gchool. I'm afraid we !
both lost our temper, didn’t we?” and ‘
& bright smile breaks on the sweet
face. “After all, it was a great com-
pliment you have paid me—I mean
asking me to be your wife; and it I
can't be-—which I can’t<-there is no
reason why we should quarrel. Let us
be friends and forget anything that
has been said on either side,” and
she holds out her little, gloved hand

thought that was it. Engaged to him. with a peraua.ulvo smile that would
| melt the heart of a stone.

To a penniless beggar.”

“Has he evor begged of you,
Stancy?’ demands Paula, with sus-
picious sweetness.

_“It doesn’t matter,” he retorts, su'-
lenly. “He hasn’t got a penry to hless
himself with. And besides—"

“Besides what?” demands Paula.
gathering the reins in her hand, and
tolding her whip ready to urge the
colt onwards.

“Besides, he’s no better than he
shouid be,” says Stancy, desperately.
“Better take me than a fellow like
that, that can’t be depended upon for
two days together. Why, he’s like a
sailor, got a wife in every town.”

“Has he?”’ retorts Paula, her gen-
tle eyes all a.blgze. “Then listen to
me, Mr., Stancy. I'd sooner take my
chance with Sir Herrick, the beggar,
than marry Mr. Stancy de Palmer, the

millionaire. Is that plain enough? If:

Mr. |

1

Stancy de Palmer looks up at her
with a sullen, shifty glance. ;

“Oh, yes, just so,” he sa)s, trying
to speak easily. “I'm quite willing,
I'm sure—ah. Er—er—I suppose you
won’t mention this—I mean there's
no occasion—" and he breaks off
stammeringly.

Paula’s eyes lighten down upon him
with a smile of scornful amusement.

“No, I shall not mention it, Mr.
Stancy. I am not one to trumpet my
conquests abroad, however proud I
may be of them; and of course I am
awfully proud of this particular ome.”

He glances up at her askance, bat
breathes a sigh of relief.

“Thanks,” he says, with an af!ef;m-
tion of languid melancholy. “Awful-
ly cut wup, and all that; but suppose
I shall get over‘lt."

“You will ‘get over it’ easier than

T have been hard and unkind, that isi if it were—the measles,” says Paula,

your fault;

you forced me to it. Let; with a good-humoured

laugh. “Be-

go my horse’s head, please,” and she | lieve me, I'm not worth caring for.”

raises her whip, her eyes sparkling.
“Stop! stop!” gasps Stancy. “Let

us part friends.”
“Friends—by all

means,” said

He glances up at her.

“Sir Herrick doesn’t think so,”
says, sullenly.

The crimson floods

ne

Paula’s face,

Paula, with a smile. “Good-bye,” and ' and she bites her lip.
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THERE IS ONLY ONE

’_Only Tablets with ‘‘Bayer Cross”
are Aspirin—No others/l

If you don't see the “Bayor Crons”
oh the tgblets, refuse them—they are
not Aspirin at all.

Your druggist gladly will give yon
the genuine “Bayer Tablets of Aspir-
in” because genuine Aspirin now s
made by Amsﬂms and owned by an
American Compan:

There is not & c‘nt'l worth of Ger-
man interest in Aspirin, all rights be-
ing {mhmd from the U. S. Govern-
men

During the war, acid imitations
were sold as Aspirin in pill boxes and
various other containers. But now
| you can get genuine Aspirin, plainly
i stamped with the safety “Bayer
i Cross,”—Aspirin proved safe by mil-

lions for Headache, Toothache, Ear-
i ache, Rheumatism, Lumbago, Colds,
N’euﬂm, and Pain generally.
, Handy tin boxes of 12 tablets—also
. larger “Bayer” packages.

Aspirin is the trade mark (New-
foundland Registration No. 761), of
Bayer Manufacture of ‘Moneaceticaci-
dester of Salicylicacid.

The Bayer Co., Sue, US.A.

GENUINE "ASPIRIN‘

75 :(egs GREEN GRAPES—Low prwe on this
ot.

30 cases CALIF()RNIA ORANGES, By

Clearing out the balance of our Apples
at a Big Reduchqn.

LIBBY’S SPECIAL PLATE BEEF.
100 barrels. Price lower than previous ship-
megt, ..
CANADIAN CHEESE. '"*T
P.E. L POTATOES. -
P. E. L. PARSNIPS. ey
LUNCH TONGUE, 6’s; C. C. BEEF 6's.
STAPLE & STRONG PICKLES & CHOW.

Place Your Order at Headquarters.

George Neal.

we are to remain friends, Mr. Stancy.

Good-bye,” and with a nod and ' a
smile she turns the colt and rides
away for good this time.

CHAPTER XXV,

“He’s like a sailor; got a wife in
every port.”

These words flash across Paula’s
mind as she gallops the colt away
from the corner where Stancy de Pal-
mer stands looking after her.

It is just the vulgar, backbiting kind
of slander that might be expected to
fall from that exquisite gentleman’s
lips, and surely should be the last ¢i
all of his caddish impudence to stick
to her.

But it does stick; and even as she
laughs scornfully, her
head with amused contempt at the
recollection of the taunt, it sticks :o
her and rings in her ears.

and tosses

“Some day,” she thinks, with a
sudden flush on her sweet face, and a
gleam of mischief in her eyes—‘'‘some
day in the far future, she will te'l
Rick what was said of him, and they
will have a good laugh over it.”

The colt trots up to the door, and

Paula looks eagerly at the chair un-

is occupied by Alice,

a stool, and a yellow-covered novel
hanging listlessly in her white finge=s.

face,
er?”’

“Yery much,” says Paula. “Is there
—is there any letter "for me?" she
asks, with affected carelessness,
which doesn’t impose upon Alice for
a moment.

“Not one,” she answers, with a
slight curve of the thin lips.
afraid Sir Herrick is not much of a
correspondent, my dear.”

"Paula laughs rather ruefully.

“I suppose he isp’t; very few men
are, are they?”

“Don’t appeal to me,” Tesponds
Alice, with a shrug. “My experience
of the other sex is no more extensive
than your own; in fact, less so. It
seems to me, dear child, that yours
threstens to be almost too extensiva.”

“What do you mean?” asks Paula,
absently. ’

Alice laughs softly.

“I mean that your conquests are
thickening. Like Alexander, you will
be complaining that there are 1o
moromu!wmummdmmm
Mr. Stancy?

“Oh, I see,” says mh. a quick
flush of anmoyance tingeing her face.

, “have you enjoyed your scamp-

| “Has he—did he? What an absurd
| sreatare 1t ist” -

“Has he told me In so many words
ththhumndorodtomram

mu-&mnmxu
ant curve on her lips. “Not in so

“We agreed, didn't we, not to men- || 4
tion Sir Herrick’s name? Better not, if |}

“I'm |

der the verandah; she feels sure that |
if Sir Herrick has arrived, he will be!
there waiting for her; but the chair | o)
leaning back, ' [&)
with her feet luxuriously perched on '

|
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“Well, my dear,” she sa.ysl glanclng‘ (
up curiously through her hult—cloaed‘
lids at the lithe figure in its close-
fitting habit and the bright, flushed '
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Felt and Velvet

HATS

Clearing at

30c¢.,

75c¢. and
$1.00 each only.

These are
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"Fashion

Plates,

Q
CHILD’S PLAY DRESS,

2969—This pretty model is just the
thing for romping and playing, 1
makes an ideal, simple, home dress
The style is suitable for khaki, drill,
seersucker, gingham, poplin, lawn or
percale. Unbleached muslin finigheq
with blanket stitching and with pejt
and bunny in some contrasting color,
would be very attractive.

The Pattern is cut in § Sizes: 2, 4
6, 8 and 10 years. £ize 6 requires 2
yards of 36 inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10, in
silver or lc. and 2c. stamps.

o

A NEAT FROCK FOR THE LITTLE

2053—This style is good for
ham, chambray, lawn, batiste, nain-
800K, ‘or voile. It may also be made
of flannelette, poplin, repp, or silk

The Pattern is cut in 5 Sizes: 1, 2
8, 4 and b years. Size 4 requires 2%
yards of 36 inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any dddress on receipt of 10c. in sil-
ver or lc. and 2c. stamps.
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LONDON DIRECTORY,

(Published Annually)
enables traders throughout the World
to communicate direct with English

MANUFACTURERS & DEALERS
in each class of goods. Besides being
& complete commercial guide to Lon-
don and Suburbs, it contains ‘ists of

EXPORT MERCHAANTS
with the goods they ship, and the Col-
cnial and Foregn Markets ey sup

also

‘PROVINCIAL TRADE NOTICES
of leading Manufacturers, Merchanth
etc,, in the principal Provincial Towns
and Industrial Centres of the Unitéd
Kingdom.-

Business Cards
Dealers seeking

‘BRITISH "AGENCIES

can now-be: printed under each tradd
0 witich they are interested at & cost
of §6 for each’trade heading. Largéf
sdvertisements from §15 to $60.

A copy of the directory will be sent
y post on receipt of postal orde:s fot

of Merchants 3
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