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CHAP'I‘ER XIV.

Sir Herrick laughs, a short, scorn-
ful laugh.

“The young lady with the—red
Bair, it you like to W1l it so0”
S&YS.

“In-—daced! Dear me!” says the
major, coolly. “One of the county
families, no doubt.” ‘

Sir Herrick colours.

“No, 1 don’t think so, I don’t care.
She lives with her brother. You saw
him to-night. He is a farmer.”

“Indeed! A farmer! Bmt, of course,
ghe is an heiress? She will be able to
pay your debts?”

“] shonld say not,” says Sir Her-
rick, with & smile.

“Quite—er—poor?™ murmurs the
major.

“1 should fancy quite poor,” assents
Sir Herrick.

“Dear me!” murmurs the major,
Yuddled in his cloak. “Well, I suppose
3 must congratulate you, Rick, I wish
3t had been the other young lady:
but,” and s ghastly smile {llumines
the-pale face, “we must do the best
we can.”

“And you ieally don’t mind ?” 'says
Sir- Herrick, for once startled out of
his calm self-possession.

“My dear Rick, your happiness fis
my ‘sole thought and aim,” says this
most admirable of uncles. “If you
really have given your word, why— 78
this your inn?”

“Yes,” says Sir Herrick. “And you
give your consent?”

“Why, what else can I do?’ says
the major, plaintively. “If yonr heart
is set upon it, I have no other course.

. Good-pight, my deéar Rick, good-night.
Drive on, cotcnmnn. -

And he presses Sir Horﬂck' hand
with an. effectionate grasp, leaving
Sir Herrick, standing at the door of
the l&n., overcome by hg,mum’-
goodness and generosity.

1t 4s not until the carriage has sot
at least & couple of hundred yards
that the major recovers from his as-
tonishment and dismay; then his mor-
tification finds words.

“The young idiot!” he mutters, with
his false teoth clenched together, “The
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science in its fight for the rape.
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he stands looking after the landau dis-
appearing in a cloud of dust. “What
will he do, I wonder? He took it ealm-
1y enough; but, them, he would take
anything calmiy. My Psuls! my darl.
ing!” and he turts to enter the ion.
But he paused at the open door sad
ssuntered back into the moonlight.

mu taint her. Not” ua'bunu
s cigar. “I will go up to toym snd get!

My darling!” °

_The moon goes to. bod before he
turns to do se, and the last thing in
his thoughts as he falls asieep in the
resolye he has made, 3

“1 will go to town, and cut it short,
and have done with it .

It may be mentioned that with this
regret for the past was mingled some

ture. What would Major Vericourt do?

The lttle inn wasn't large enough to; Would he “eut up rough” and stop

eonhtnu_n.ul his thoughts et

| awhile.

He seemed to be in a dreamland—
a beautiful fairyisnd, in which the
slim, graceful figure of Pawla, with
her eyes and red-brown hair, presid-
od.ﬂeeolldwnthrmothi‘l
thoughts to-night—the turn 'of her
head, the swift, tender glance of her
eye; the clesr, musical veice haunted
him.

Love—the real, sil-powerful, all-
moving love—had come to him at last
—+to him 'who bed dallied with it of-
ten scoffed at it. No schoel-boy suffer-
ing under his first plulo.‘ was more
overcome than was Sir Herrick Powis,
the mau of the world, the fast man of
a fast set.

“Love took up the harp of life,
And smote on sll its chords with

Smote ‘t:c chord of self, that trembl-
Plsai:dg in music out of sight,”

says the poet. Hxactly, Self disap-
pears, bud the past remains. If the
past—the unpleasant, obtrusive past
—would pass out of sight, either with
or without music, how pleasant and
convenient it would be.

But the past has &n awkward
remaining, bui
turning up "st the most inconvenient
moments, Mingled with his dreams of
a2 happy future spent in the sunshine
of Paula’s love, the past wonld insist
upon obtruding itself on Sir Herrick's
notice,

And it was not s pleasant past—or,
rather; though it may have been pleas-
ant, it was not &ltogether a worthy
past, We all know the sort of life that
the young man ‘of fashion leads nowa-
days; it is no worse, and certainly no
better, than the life led by his ances-
tors. To a certsin extent it will not
bear the Mght Sir Herrick’s life had
been just such as might have been ex-
pected—full of folly and irregularity

/4 —spotted here and there with the

pleasant vices which the proverd
tells us gods will not tail to turn into
poourges. He been no worse, and,
indeed, rather better than his associ-
ates; but still there was one episode
which, as he walks in the moonlight
thinking of Pagla, he would willingly
have wiped out. -

at this particular episode {s we
hall know in time; but it haunted
bhim now--haunted him lke a grim
spectre—rode on his back like the
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“But no,” thought Sir Herrick, with
& grim smile; “whatever he does he
will not do that; he will be exceeding-
ly and appallingly agreeable and
cherming, Well, it cannot be helped.
I have spoken, and won my darling;
and despite the major  and even
poverty, I will hold her!”

And so he fell asleep, to dveam that
he was lying at Paula’s feet, and read-
ing in her eyes the confession of her
love. )

And Paunla! Some joyous spirit
seemed to have breathed a spell over
her to-night, that set a dreamy light
of bappiness in her eyes and lent hér
voice a subtle ring of ineffable music.

Even Bob-—as he sat in his chair
and smoked his pipe, absorbed as he
was in recalling'all that had occurred
in the stable between him and May,
now on her homeward way with
Stancy—coyld not help noticing the
glow that gave a new-beauty to the
girlish face; and be sure that Alice,
lying on the sofa also and sipping =«
cup of chocolate before retiring to
rest, noticed it, too.

“What's the matter with you to-
night, Paula?” says Bobs, staring &t
her as she sits at his feet, her head
thrown back on her arms, her eyes
glowing with some strange ‘ emotion.
“Have you found: sixpence—or what
is it?”

Paula starts and moves her head
slowly.

“I'm thinking, Bob,” she says, soft-
ly. “Only thinking.”

“Oh!” he says, briefly. “Don't offer
to sell your thoughts for a penny—"

“I wouldn’t sell them for a thousand
pounds, Bob,” she says, with a soft,
little smi'e. “Not for ten thousand
pounds. But what's the matter with
you? Here 18 the Farmers Weekly
Chronicle lyiag: unopened. You
haven't glanced at it. Are you think-
ing too?”

Bob starts rather guiltily, and
glances apprehensively at the recum-
bent nn}e on the sofa.

“Yes,” he gays, with suspicious al-
acrity. “Thinking over the evening,
you know. Very pleasant, wasn't it?
Meroy we weren't all killed in that
blessed upset. What a fool poor
Staney is!”

“Robert,” says the volce from the
sofa, cold and incisive, but musical as
& Barp, “pray be just. The sccident,
which might have ended fatally for
some or all of us, was owing to Sir
Herrick's interference. Mr, Stancy dé

| Patmer says so himselt.”

Bob winks down at Paula spd

coughs.
“Oh! of course if fle says so it must
be right. But it's a mercy all the
same. What do you think of the maj-
or, Paula?
“The mador!"nnrwa.vlﬁt
little laugh, and a sudden flush, for
is he not the uncle of her idol?
“Major Vericourt is the §
ing man I have ever cuts in
to the young men of the present
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Pla.tes.

8034. As here {llustrated, white lin«
en was used, with brown linen for
trimming. The design is good for
serge, tweed, velvet and copduroy,
with briid or stitching for trimming,
The bl could be of wash matériai,!

“I—1I don't know; I wasn't looking,"”
says Pagla, rather confusedly. “Ain't
you going to bed, Alice?’

“I think I will,” says Ali¢e, and she
rises and come towards the other two
and looks down at Paula with a keen,
and yet thoughtful glance. “Is Sir
Herrick coming here to-morrow?” ghe
asks,

“I=I don’t know,”
to speak carelesaly;
haps.”

Alice draws her Indian shawl more
closely round her, and smiles curi-
ously.

“Good-night,” she says. “Don’t sit
up too llie; it is very late already,
and you'll be quite pale to-morrow,”
and, taking a candle, she goes out.

Bob fills another pipe and lights it,
and Paula draws closer to him and
lays her chéek on his knee, and there

she says, trying
“he may, per-

“+1s sllence for a few minutes.

Shall she tell him to-night, or shall
she wait till the morning  when,
foubtiess, Sir Herrick will‘ come and
tell all for himself?

There ln\ & great longing to tell
someone, and whom else but Bob, the
one dearly loved friend and brother?
Her young heart is so full that it
pan(a to overflow in confidence. Yes,
she will tell him.

“Bob,” she says, softly, nestling
still closer, so that her thick, silky
bair is rufied by his arm, “what do
you think?”

“Eh?” says Bob, waking from a vis-
ion of May with the pup in her arms,
“What do you say?

“] was going to say--but if you are
quite asleep,” with :u\z:ﬂeved air,

“I'm as wide awake as'a lynx,” sayg
Bob. “What is it, young 'un? Are you
going to plead guilty, eh? Better do
it to Alice, and get her to forgive you;
it doesn’t matter to me, you know,”
and he smiles.

“Plead gullty to what?” says Paula,
stammering, and turning red as A
peony.

“Ob, come,” retorts Bob, with fra-
ternal incredulity, “don’t pretend you
don’t know to me, you know. Aftor
carrying on all the evening, too. 'Pon
my word, I'm surprised Alice hasn't
cut up rough.”

(To be oont!nuod)
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and the trousés of cloth, cordurey; or
velvet. Collar, cuffs and belt may be
faced with contrasting materigls an
illustrated.

The Pattern is ent in 4 sizes: 2, 3,
4 and 6 years. Size 4 requirés 2%
yards of 44 inch material,

A pattern of this {llustration mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10c.
in silver or lc. and 2¢. stamps.

A POPULAR, PRACTICAL STYLE.

3041. an.s model 18 good for percale,
lawn, gingham, chambrey, drill, khaki,
and flannelette. As here shown, blue
checked gingham was used with col-
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Bool'g Now.
= PRICES RIGHT.
‘W holesale Only.

HARRIS & ELLIOTT, Ltd.

SEASON ABLE

GOODS!

Christmas is approaching and with it will come all
the joyous hustle and bustle of hordes of people intent
on purchasing théir Christmas Gifts.

The shops will be crowded.  You . will lose time
\ waiting your turn and the best of service ¢annot
given you.

You can save time and money by shopping early
and in our store. Wise persons have long since learned
the value of aveiding the rush and consequently pro-
vide themselves with their requiremerits ahead of time,

oe

With this ir view 'we have gathered together ex-
pressly for Christmas a fine assortment of gifts suit-
able for man, woman or. child.

Save time and money by purchasing all your gifts

WYLAN BROS,

314 WATER ST.
th,frit.
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lar and cuffs of white pique.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 2, 8, 4
and 5 years. Bize 4 will require 2%
yards of 36-inch material.

A pattern of this ilustration mafle
ed to any address on receipt of 10ec.
in silver or 1c. and 2c. stamps,
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LONDON DIRECTORY,

(Published Annually)
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to communicate direct with Engiteh
MANUFACTURERS & DEALERS - |
in each class of goods. Basides being:
& complete commercial guide to Lows|
don and Suburbs, {t contains ‘ists of

with the goods they ship, &tool-
enmlﬂroun Q‘M sup-
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bLATTER Y’S
Wholesale Dry Goods |

aire now offering to the trade the following

English and American Dry Goods.

English Curtain Net. White Curtains.
English Art Muslin, Valance Net.
White Nainsook. White Seersycker.
Children’s White Dresses | Children’s Gingham
A Dresses.

Misses’ Colored Dresses. J.adies’ Handkerchiefs,
Gent's White Handker- Gent’s Colored Handker-

chiefs, chiefs.

Also a very large assortment of. SMALLWARES.

SLATTERY’S DRY GOODS STORE,

Duckworth and George Streets.
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- We Thank Our
Many Customers

Fm patronage during our 25th year of manufac-

has enabled us to BEAT ALL PREVI-

RECORDS, and assure those that have

ted as regards deliveries that this was

e owing to the GREAT DEMAND FOR OUR

We will make M effort to deliver on

‘W 1920, but would #dvise the placing of or-
% in order to have thent handled promptly.

OUB WO ,FOR 1920—“QUAﬁPI'Y TmST 4
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