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CHAPTER XXXIV.

“Yes, I was crying. It was foolish;
but I could not help it: I beg your
perdon. The last time I heard that
waltz I was—ah, so happy! and new

”»

“Go on®™ says Flossie, looking. up
at her, her own face pale and strain-
ed. a :

Paula gazes down at her as if she
did not see her.

“When I heard that waltz last I was
a girl, ‘scarcely knowing what love
meant. Now I know! it touched me to
Year it, that is all. Go on playing,
XYease.”

“No!” says Flossie, with a strange
smile, “I am not used- to seeing peo-
ple cry when I play or sing. And this
waltz reminded you—"

Paula forces a laugh.

“Of the time when I was very young
and very foolish, and believed that
happiness was possible in the world!
I must have been very young and fool-
ish, you see!”

“And he—" says Flossie, with a
long-drawn breath.

“He!” says Paula, smiling through
her tears. “Oh, it is the same old
story: he loved someone else better,
far better, and—and that is all.”

Flossie looks up at the lovely face,
80 full of purity and dignity, so full
of patience and “long-s8uffering, and
she rises slowly, painfully.

“Will you give me your arm to the
sofa?’ she says. “I have sung my last
song, played my last waltz. I—I who
used to make them laugh, have made
you cry. Help me to the sofa!”

Paula almost carries thg slight,L
frail form to the couch, and Flossie
leans back for a moment in silence;
\then she raises herself and looks at
Paula.

“You must have suffered much,”
she says in a strange voice.

Paula smiles.

“Suffered!” she says, lightly.
“Everybody suffers, sooner or later.”

of the kind whe forg

. Paula smiles. 2

“Does anyone ever really forget?”
she says, absently turning over the

.books on. the tahle. “I.think not, We

sometimes flatter ourselves that we
do, but, sometimes, when we are least

.expecting it, the great sorrow, or, per-

Mmmtm.thOktous;
and of the two"—with @& reflective
light in her deep eyes, and a pensive
smile on her lipg—"of the two, I
think the memory of .the great joy is
the hnrglel‘ to bear.”

Flossie leans hck n\l looks up at
her, a look of intense, strained atten-

| tion in her eyes, her pretty, Grecian

face pale and wan. That.some sort of
struggle was going on witbin her
bosom anyone might have seen, but
Paula wae Jost in the past and blind.

A heavy sigh broke from Flessie's
lips, and she put her jewelled nng_erQ
to her lips with 4 gesture of hesitation
and wistful weakness. 5

“Perhaps you will say, too, that it
is impossible for us te—forgive?” she
murmurs in so low a velee that it
scarcely breaks the stillness ‘of the
room. s :

Paula sighs and shakes her head.

“Oh, no. I think it is easy to for-
give.”

“Easy!” and the blue eyes open
wide.

Pgixla..laughs softly.

“Yes,'easy. What does it matter,
once the wrong is done? If you cannot
repair it, and ecannot forget it, at least
you can forgive. Besides, one cannot
hate what one scorng or what one
loves. Do you understand

Flossie’s face grows paler,

“I—I think I understand,” she says,
and her fingers close on to the palms
of her hands. “Yes"—gazing at the
lovely face so calm and sereme in its
purity and nobleness, gazing up at it
‘with a childish kind of wonder astif
it were the face of a superior being—
“you, you are noble, while I—I for-
give!” And the red lips open and show
a line of white ivory. “If I hate, I hate
to the death! While you”—she stops
—*"“would you be very angry if I ask-
ed you a question ?” falteringly.

“Ask me twenty,” says Psula, and
she moves and leans against the
couch, and looks droamlly down at
Flossie's mnltit.nduxoh trinkets jand
rings which glitter in the = sunmlight
like rain-drops on a marble statue.

F'lbasi'e's heart beats fast.

“You say that you can forgive thoae
who have wronged you if yew )love
them, because of your love, and for-
give theose whom you scorn because
of your seern? Have I got it right™

Paula nods.

“How serious you are,” she says.

.And her hand strays to the short
curls. The tone of her voice, ‘he
caressing gesture, were just such as
she would’ have used to a wayward
child.

“Then you have forgiven him? You
are not angry? -

For she feels Paula’s hand sudden-
ly clasp =ti"' and motionless.

“Ng,” says Paula. “But why do you
speak of it?”

“You said you would answer me,”
pleads Flossie. “You have forgiven
him, I suppose?”

“Yes, oh, yes,” says Paula, as calin-

“And suffer!” says Flossie, with a

ly as sk»e can. “He knows—he knew
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that at once, when we parted.”
Flossie’s breath comes fagt.
“You forgive him! It is wonderful!
I—1I should have hated him. No, even
if I had loved him, I could met have

"forgiven him. But she—she whe came

between you—you could not forgive
her? Suppose, for instance—it's ab-
surd, of course”—she raises herself
on her elbow, and gives a faint, flick-
ering laugh, while her eyes fix them-
selves on Paulg’s dreamy ones—"sup-
pose she came to you and—and told
you that she was sorry—of course she
would not! it's absurd, no woman ever
did or would; but, just for argument’s
sake, supposing she came and went oa
her knees to you, and asked you to
forgive her, what wonld you say?”

Paula’s face is quite pale, and she
stands silent for a moment.

“I hope she would not,” she says,

would—the happy so seldom need for-
giveness. She is happy with him—"

Flossie starts, and raises her hand
to her lips just in time to step the
exclam\a.tiou that nearly sprang from
them.

went from you to her, og course—I
supposé¢ he must have done—and they
were hilppy. while yop—" She stops.
She is trembling visibly, and the two
spots glow like red camellias on her
pale cheeks. “I thought you would
break down,” she says, with a laugh,
“A saint—and you are mnearly one, I
think—eouldn’t forgive her!®

Paula is silent for a moment; then
she .says: /

“I am not the least bit of 3 saint,
but I could forgive her.”

Flossie utters no word of comment,
either of unbelief or surprise; but hev
eyes close and her hands clasp each
other very tightly.

concern.

1 th}nk I must go now,” she says.
“I have tired you again.”

Flossie shakes her hézd, and two
big tears fall from under her closed
lids.

“But yes,” says Paula, “You are far
top weak to bear even the mild ex-
citement ,of a psychological diseus-
sion. :

“Weak! Yes, I am weak!” mar-
murs Flossie, with bitter self-seorn.
“But perhaps”—wistfully—*“I shall be
strong some day, and then—then—will
you come and see me aggin? It is
very slow for you—"

”

often, if you will let me.” ”
“Yes, 1 will “let’ you,” says Flos-
sie, with a strange smile.

“Don’t trouble to ring,” says Pauia.

4+ %I can find my hat and jacket. Good-

bye!” and, moved to infinite pity for

kigs it; but with a sudden gesturs,
Fiessie puts yp her thin hands and
puts them . against Paula’s bogsom to
wapd her off.

“No!” she pante. ‘Not—not yet!”
Then seeing “Pauls’s
surprise,” she umuﬁmm pad
holding_- it w.wm don’t
think it iy becauss 1 do ndt likKe you
that T wm not Tet. yb«ﬁ.r,ﬁ M

Y : W

very quietly. “I do not think she|

“\H, 1 ses)’ 'she-says. “You think he |

Paula looks down at her with tender :

I will come,” says Paula, “and very{

face” _crimsop |. g

Paula stares, thien er lips open, and
she ldughs softly, imeredutously.
“¥es, that 1s right, laugh!" says

# Fiossie, eagerly, still clingiag to her

hand. “I—I like to hear you, Of course
it is only a weak girl's fancy. But as
the docters say, ‘We must humour it.’
Good-bye!” and with & strange ges:
ture of suppresged emotion she turns
her head awey. so that it is hidden
from Payla's gasze, and Paula goes
quietly out of the room.

o ]
CHAPTER XXXV.

“Oh, it was awful!” exclaims Alice,
the tears standing in her eyes for the
first time in the cburse of this narra-
tive. “It was awful!"” gnd she extends
and looks zlm at the pretty galatea
dress, whieh, so crisp and smart in
the morning, is now & limp and shape-
less rag, besmirched with tar and
grimed with sand. ‘Look at me! I
was ashamed to walk up the parade!
And I have so few decent dresses! I
could sit down and cry; and I feel go
ill, too!”

“But what has happened?”’ says

Panls, staring at her with that mix-
tnlfe of astonishment and sympathy
with whiech one regards the misfor-
tunes of others. “You left this morn-
ing in the best of spirits—"
& “This merning-—yss!” retorts Alice,
impatiently, as she makes a vain at-
tempt to rub the tar marks out of her
dress, and thereby rubs them still fup-
ther in. “This meorning was fine, the
sea was like a piece of glass; you
know it was!”

“Yes, yes,” says Paula, kneeling
down and examining the wrecked fin-

ry. “Well, and hasn't it been all
day?

“All day!-Where have you been?”
demands Alice, snappishly. “Have you
been asleep, or lying with your head
buried in the gapd?™

“My dear,” says Paula, gently, “you
look as if you had been entirely buri-
ed!” 3

“That’'s right; sceff at me!” says
Alice, the tears of angry irritation
springing to heér eyes. “That is like
selfish people all over; ene sacrifices
one’s self for them and they—jeer.
Paulg, I think you are the most seifish

?gure in existence!”

{ '_ﬁerhau I am,” says Panla, placah-
li; “but how haye you sacrificed your-
self for me?"

“How? You kpnow I went in the
wretched yacht for your sake—to—to
keep the thing together—”

“The yacht?' says Paula, puzzled.

“The yacht! Paula, you are a fool!
I can’t help it, I really can’t! The
yscht' No! The Palmers . Do ypu
think I don’t care what becemes of
you? Do you think I mean you to miass
& chance like this, that has turned up
for the second time?”

“I wish you'd leave me and my
‘chances’ alone,” says Paula in a low
voice. “But tell me about the trip.”

“The trip!” echoes Alice, scornfully,
“It has been the most awful ‘trip’ I
ever shared in!”

“Worse than the coach drive to Sir
Wolfert's tomb?®" says Paula. “And it
looked so fine, too, when ypu started!”

(To be continued.)
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Pattern 3101, cut in 8 Sizes: 16, 18,
and 20 years, is here depicted. Blue
crepe de meteor was used for its de-
velopment, with bead embroidery for
decorgtion. This would bhe nice wm
brown satin or crepe, with embroidery
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quire 5% yards of 86 inches material,
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skirt at lower edge is 13 yard.
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silver or stamps. s
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Pattern 3107 here illystrated is ecut
in 6 Sizes! 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44
inehes bust measure. Size 38 will re-
quire 5% yards of 44 inch material,
Width of skirt at lower edge ig about |
15¢ yard. As here shown gray ul!etn.‘
was used, braided with white soutche. |
One could have this in brewn serge or!
satin, with worsted, bead or chenille
embroidery. Black velvet with facings
of ivory astin, or taupe duvetyn with
old blue pipings would be very at-
tractive far this design.
A pattern of this illustration mail-
ed te any address on receipt of 10c in
silver er stamps.
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W. V. Drayton,

256 Water St.

JUST ARRIVED
Box Stoves

for burning weod up to.:35-n. long.

Elevated Oven Cooking
Stoves.

Also large assortment

Tinware, Buckets and
Enameledware.

JOHN CLOUSTON,
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From the inception of
busmess we have in
ed steadily on only send-
ing . out work of higl

QUALITY.

If you are in the habit of dealing with us you will know
the high standard we have set ourselves. If you aie
not in the habit of dealing with us, why not commen.e
NOW? We can please you,
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Do they pain? Doithey get inflamed? Do
they see double? Does your head ache? Do
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