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CHAPTER XLL

. “She is ill—very ill?”

“Very ill,” replies Weston, with 2
dry sob.

“I will come,” he says, just raising
his hand as a sign for her to precede
him; and Weston, drawing her shawl
round her, leads the way up the road
to the cliff and into the hall, with its
rare draperies and choice flowers.

Without a word, she motions Sir
Herrick to a seat in the hall; but he
stands with “hig hands folded across
his broad chest, his-eyes watching
the sea, now rolling out with a dull,
slow, apathetic motion.

Though he has come to see Flossie
Wamilton, his old, boyish passion, all
his thoughts are of Paula, of her ex-
quisite loveliness, of her dark eyes,
with that etrange, mystic light in
them; of the touch of her soft white
hand; and, lastly, of the strange look
which she bent on him as Stancy de
Palmer, her future husband, carried
her off.

“And that brute in human form will
have the right to call her his own!”
he mutters, as he stands with bent
head and weary, haggard face—"to
call her his own, to hold her in his
arms, to kiss the lips I have kissed!
By Heaven! I am tempted to pick a
quarrel with him and shoot him out
on the hills there! Oh, my Paula! my
beautiful bird, so bright and happy as
1 found you only & year ago—ouly &
year ago!”

Weston's respectful finger upon his
arm recalls him to the situation.

*Will you come in now, Sir Her-
rick? You'--she hesitates, and a tear
grows in her eyes—'you will find her
much changed—"

“Is she up?” he asks.

“She has not been to bed all night.
Sometimes she lies on the couch by
the window all night long—it's so
warm and soft-like here, She has

The

Coast

been much .....,m.m...'qm

since & young mlg called--a young
lady she made scquaintance with.”
Sir Herrick listens, only half-come
prehending; and Weston opens the
door of the room and stands aslde to
let him pass. ’
“Thie Toom 18 s0 Md with Indian

dim tn comparison with ‘the sunlight

|4n the hall: and the thin, gracaful lit-

tle figure reéiining on the couch, and
wrapped in a soft cream ' dresaing-| pot
robe, appears almost ethereal in the
faint light ’

Propared as he has been, Bir Her-
rick starts as his eyes fall upon the
well-known face. Altered indeed is it,
and yot how beautiful still—even
more beautiful, for the pemce which
has fallen upon her has subdued the
restiefisness of the dark-blue eyes;
and thore is a peacetul smile on the
curved Iips very different-to that which
used to fiit across them in the ald
days of the Frivolity and Raglan
Street.

For a moment he stands  looking
down at her, and she meets his eyes
with a calm smile; and it is she who
speaks first.

“Well, Rick,” she says—and he no-
tices how low and feeble the musical
voice has grown—“you .have come,
then. Did you eujoy the ball?”

He is gilent for a montent; then he
takes the hand she draws from the
rug that covers hor,' and holds it in
his own.

“Have you. been 112" he says in a
low voice, full of remorse and misery
—a man’s misery carefully hidden and
suppressed.

She nods lightly.

“Yes, I suppose so. You are sorry?
Don't be—there is no cause, You think
that—that what passed between us
was the reason. It is mnot; I should
have been like this if—if nothing had
happened. They tell me now—why
didn't they tell me before, when there
was time?—that it was bound to come.
So don't look so sorry, please. And
you will sit down? It hurts me to look
up so high.”

He sinks into a chair which Weston
has put beside the couch, and stares
at the carpet.

“Have you grown taller,” she says,
almost to herself, “or {is it because
you are thinner? I suppase that is it
You don’t look well, Rick; you are
pale and haggard, You look as if you
had been going the pace. Ah, dear me!”
And she sighs heavily; then she looks
up at him with a strange smile. “But
you have not told me how you enjoy-
ed the ball?”

“I have not héen to tho ball,” he
says. “You did not send for me to ask
me that.”

“No,” she says. “At any rate, you
are not altogether changed; you have
the old habit of going to the point. I
might have known you were not at
the ball”

And she touches the sleeve of his
morning-coat with her white, thin
forefinger,

“Tell me about yourself,” he says
in the same low voice. "How-—how did

you run down like this?” and he
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glances reluctantly at the thin figure
and pale face.

She™aughs a low, musical laugh.

“It is the old story, Rick. How did
it commence? Didn’t you hear?”

“I have heard\noming." he says,
concisely. “I left England the day
after—after I parted from you. I
should have left the same day, but
that I had to see Major Vericourt”—
his lips tighten as he meéentions the
name, and Flossie notices that he
does not say “my uncle!” “I have
heard nothing. I have not i)een in Bng-
land since then, ar.d reached here only
yesterday afternoon.”

She looks at him thoughtfully, and
once more the pale lips murmur, “Poor
Rick!” Then she goes on:

“well, it is a short story. After you
left, I—I stumbled over something,
and the shock caused me to break a
blood vessel—Aon't start and look like
that!—1I tell you I fell! I didn't appear
at the Frivolity again—they never
heard that great song of mine any
more, Rick. Wasn't it a loss? And
she laughs—a laugh more sad to hear
than a groan, “Then—and let me see
—oh, I saw doctors—ever s0 many;

“they made me—and I came here—I

have been to Nice, and all sorts of
places, and each has done me a won-
derful deal of good, as you see,” and
she holds up her arm with a gently
sarcastic smile, “and here I am. That’s
all!”

He is silent, his eyes fascinated by
the thin arm, which has dropped heavi-
ly on the dark fur.

“But—but something can be dome,”
he murmurs, hoarsely,

“Oh, yes, a great deal!” she says
in the same tone of high banter. “I
am better, much better than I have
been. But if I didn’t send for you to
ask you about the ball, neither did I
to talk about my most insignificant
self. You say you only came yesterday
afternoon?”

He nods.

“Then you haven't heard from other
lips the story I sent for you to tell
you?"

He stares at her absently,

“What do you mean?’ he asks,
wearily.

She puts her hand to her lips and
coughs, panting softly afterwards with
& weary gesture.

“It is a short story, Rick. It will
amuse you, even though you haven’t
been to bed all night. Sit where I can
see you.”

He moves his chair almost in front
of her, and draws the muslin curtains
so that they shade the delicate loveli-
ness of her face.

“Thanks. I cannot bear much light,
I, who used to face the gas floats at
the Frivolity. This is the story, Rick.
It is about a young girl—I have met

' her here! Such a beautiful girl, Rick!

The loveliest, in my eyes, it is possible
to imagine! As straight as an arrow,
tall and graceful, with the most beauti-
ful eyes; they could make you laugh
or cry just as they liked.”

She pauses, struggling for breath,
mdltrlmtohidoltbypm:a
blossom to her lips. )

. “You gre tired out,” he says in Ilo &

stern tono one assumes to hide their

| pity. “Don’t talk any more new; I

will come later on.”
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themselves on her. Qm-cut ones

| with intense attentioh, ;
| “You might coin it into sovereigns.

They say she is the most beautiful girl
in Nouvilie; but that goes for little”—
with gentle contempt—"and yet, with
all her beauty, she is dreadfully un-
happy; almost as—more unhappy than
I am. Don’t interrupt me! She has a
story-—most heautiful girls have, It
seems that she was once engaged to
be married to & man she was decid-
edly attached to—bsh! she loved him!
mtubm.-w.dﬂmunwom
only can love men don't kpow what
that means!”

He smiles bditterly, wearily.

“They were to be married when—
when suddenly she heard that this
man had been false to her—"

He moves his hand, fast clenched
on his knee.

“So he had been; but not to Mw
tent she thought. You see, she was &
pure, innocent-minded, wunworldly
country girl, and didn’t understand™—
bitterly—"how & man can have two
sorts of love., Don’'t speak! The fact
was that this lover of hers had got
entangled—that is the word—with a
wretched, unprincipled, worthless
actress—"

He moves and opens his lips, but
she puts up both hands with a ges-
ture of entreaty.

“Hear me out. One of those creatures
of the hour which, as the good people
declare, are the .cause of nearly all
the bad in' the world. No doubt they
are right; but-—but these creatures
suffer sometimes; they suffer when
they happen to have hearts—most of
them have not. This actress, this crea-
ture had. In a weak moment she yield-
ed to temptation and stepped in be-
tween this country girl and her lover,
and—separated them. It was a vile
business; the ‘creature’ sees and un-
derstands it now; but she suffered,
she was punished, and"”—the voice
breaks for a moment, a moment only
—“ghe was very sorry.”

Silence for & moment; then he says,
hoarseély:

“She need not ylve been, This pure,
innocent, unsophisticated girl soon re-
covered from her loss, and replaced
the false lover who was poor by an-
other who was rich, My poor Flossie!
We have both been great fools, and
suffered in vain. Paula Hstcourt for-
got my unworthy self long ago.”

“That {s false,” says the low volce,
calmly.

He starts, and logks at her under his
brows, knit together by suppressed
emotion.-

“How do I know it? Because I have |*
seen her, yes, seen her, and talked|'

with her, and learnt to love her—to

love her!” she repeats, her face flush- ||

ing, and then growing deadly pale

again. “And why not? Am I not fit to ||

love her? She did not think so! She—
she would have kissed me the last
time we met”"—the hands go up to
her face, and a sob shakes the thin
frame—"but I didn't let her—I could
not! Some day, when she knows who
I am, and what I did—ah, but there
will be cursing instead of kissing!”

And the tears run through her
fingers,

“Hush!” he says, hoarsely, “I tell
you she has forgotten me and you,
everything; she has sold herself to a
man, & brute named Stancy de Pal-
mer—"'

The hands drop, and clasp pitying-
ly. -~ ‘
“Oh, poor girl! Poor girl!”
“You pity her?” with a sneer.
(To be Continued.)
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It is seldom that anyome who has
been comtinuslly exposed fo every
weather eouiuu doées not centract
some torr‘ct Kidney or Rheumatie
trouble. u:e:‘,‘ cold, settling
in the kidneys, so ens those im-
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A NEW AND PRETTY NIGHT
‘ DRESK ¥

3064. White crepe de chine was
chosen for this styls with embreidery |
in blue, and “Val” lace for trimming.
The style is good also for lawnm, ba-
tiste, nainsook, voile, crepe, satin, and
silk,

The Pattern is cut tn 4 Sises: Small,
32-34; Medium, 36-38; Large, 40-42;
Extra Large, 44-46 inches bust meas-
ure. Size Medium requires 4% yards |
of 36 inch material.

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

A CONFORTABLE HOUSE OR
SERVICE DRESS.

2024—This is & splendid styld for
gingham, chambrey, lawn, linen, drill
and khaki, The skirt measures hbout
2% yards at the foot. The fronta
could be finished for reversible clos-
ing. The sleove is atiractive in wrist
length, or finished in elbow length,
with the turnback ouff,

The Pattern is cut in 7 Sizes: 34,
36, 48, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust
measure, Size 38 requires ¢ yards of
36-inch material,

A pattern of this illustration malled
to any address on receipt of 10c. in
gilver or 1lc. and 2¢. stamps. .

———

~

h-o_—o_’(-)o

s

BiZO os v¢ oo od e 00 s B 2o 34 Be
Addrou‘hmu:—
Name .o oo oo oo 00 o4 o0 e 2g WA -0

European Agency.
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FOR SALE.

Two Houses on Mullock Street, one House on Spen.

_ . cer Street, four Houses on Field Street, two on Military

“Roéd, one on Hamilton Avenue, one on Water Street

West, one on Pennywell Road, and several Farms anq

try Residence, with lots of land. For further par.
ﬂiﬁu apply to

r\’l

J. R. JOHNSTON, Real Estate Agent,
or 30%; Prescott Street,

F. R. EMERSON il
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of Montreal Building,
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To order your Spring Suit and Overcoat. We are
showing a splendid line of Serges, Tweeds and Worst-
eds in the latest designs. Our reputation of Fit, Style
and Finish assures you of thorough satisfaction.

Yur Cutter, Mr. McCafferty, due on Rosalind from
New York with the very latest New York Styles and
Fashions.

CHAS. J. ELLIS,

High Class Tailor, 302 Water Street.
feb28,tu,th,s,3m
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JUST ARRIVED :

Box Stoves

for burning wood up to 35 in. long.

Elevated Oven Cooking
Stoves.

Also large assortment

Tinware, Buckets and
Enameledware,

JOHN CLOUSTOWN,

140-2 DUCKWORTH STREET.
PHONE 406. P. 0. BOX 1243,
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UTLERY

Purchased at LOW RATE
" OF EXCHANGE.

500 dozen ENIVES and FORKS.
200 dozen KNIVES ONLY.
.--100. dozen pairs SCISSORS.

100 dozen POCKET KNIVES.

300 dozen ASSORTED SPOONS.
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