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The Romance

OF A

Marriage.

CHAPTER XXX.

“]1 will forget, and all shall go on
as it was before; we will take life
easy, Bob, and mind our fields, and
crops, and dogs, and horses, and be
happy, as in our old fashion before
this—this wild young man came to
break our peace; we will be happy in
our own way!”

A groan that breaks from his lips
startles her into silénce, and she turns
to look at him.

His face, his clear, handsome, hon-
est face is pale and working with dis-
tress, which is all the more marked
for his efforts to conceal it. .

“Bob,” she says, laying her hand
uypon his arm, her dark eyes fixed on
his face with apprehension and ocon-
ocern, “what is it? There is something
else. You are in trouble! Oh, Bob!
how selfish and inconsiderate I have
been! I have been thinking only of my-
self, while you-—you said you were
going up to London on business before
=before this affair of mine. Was it
bad business, Bob? Tell me,” and she
deaws nearer to him,

He sits with his pipe in his hand,
bis head bowed, his brows knit.

“No, Paula; he couldn't. He sald—
what was perfectly true, and I knew
#—that the land was mortggged in
the best times, and that now it
wouldn't fetch the money lent on it
apd that—that—"

“Go on, go on, Do you think I can't
bear it?" she says, almost wildly,

—“That If we couldn't raise the
_ money we should have to turn out.”

Silence for a moment. Ah, it is bad
indeed when sorrow will not allow
of words.

“Those were the wordl He said
them with a smile, because he thought
that I could raise the money; but—
but—and I didn’t tell him that I
couldn’t,” says poor Bob. “You see,
I was too proud. But"—with a gesture
of despair that would be comical but
for its awfulness—“what the devil we
are to do, I don't know,” and he laughs
a curt little laugh. “One cannot farm
without money; one cannot pay one'’s
dgbts, efther, without money. We've
" each of us a emall income—it’s not
much; not eénough to kee¢p even this
w.odest place up, with the land. We''—
he draws a long breath—“we shall
bgve to let it, Paula—the old place
that—"

- 'He stops and looks round the room,
afid then like a man refills his pipe.
‘}’aula nestles closer to him; she is

t#o wise to utter the commonplace

rendolences, but she puts her hand

; ln his and presses it, and he under-

stinds her.

“The worst of it 18" he says, pre-
~ sently, and with a grimace, “that Alice
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and—that sort of thing.”
Paula flushes sngrily.
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ing two idle girls.”

“Nonsense!” he says, m

“It is not nomsense; it is simple,
honest truth!” says Psula, her eyes
filling. “Oh, Bob! do you think I don’t

how much you have sacrificed for us
—what a father as well as a brother
you have been to us, and how gener-
ous, and”—a little sob—‘how unself-
ish? You have gone about in your old
clothes, and worked like a farm-lab-
ourer while we have played the fine
ladies . with our new dresses, and—
snd—" :

“At any rate, Paula,” he says, with a
grim smile, “you haven’'t had many
fine dresses; don’t talk nonsense, my
child.”

“But there shall be ad end of it,”
she goes on, thrusting back the hair
from her foreherd, “at least so far as
{ am concerned.”

He laughs.

“What do you mean to do, young
‘un?” he says, half-sadly. ‘Don’t talk
rubbish about earning your own liv-
ing, and goin~ for a governess or a
companion, heivcse that wouldn’t be
in your ilna.’

Paula sighs. It is so true!

“Yoa'd boz your pupils’ ears before
the first half-hour was over, and aut-
terly decline :o carry foot-stools
about, which Beems to be the chief oc-
cupstion o! companions. No, Paula,
my child, it -~u could get a good situ-
ation to bLreax in young horses, or
teach fell)ws how to throw a fly—"
She winces, and he stops short. “I peg
your pardon, but don't get any ab-

head. As I said, ther#’s enough for us
to live upon; but the cottages and the
land must be let, and— Have you seén
anything of the Palmers lately?” he
breaks off, with affected carelessness.

Paula looks up at him, quickly, her
woman's wit reading his heart.

“Oh, Bob, Bob!” #hé says,
will May say?”’ :

He is sielnt for s moment, and his
handsome face grows pale,

“I don't know,” he replies, simply.
“f=1 shall know to-morrow.”

Paula creeps closer to him, and lays
her hand over his,

“Oh, Bob, how selfish one can be! I
have never thought of your trouble,
and it must be as great as mine! Poor
May!”

“Don't say any more,” he #ays,
hoarsely, his hand covering his face
from the light. "“After all, it-—it is
what I expected, It isn't likely her
father would give her to me, and yet
—yet—well, Paula, you know what I
mean, you have gome through the
mill yourself. And—and i{f you can
bear it, I ought to be able to, but it
is awfully hard and rough. I think
you'd better go to bed; I shall sit up
and finish this pipe, and try and re-
hearse what I'm to say to Alice to-
morrow. There’s one thing”--with a
smile—"“it will be something to do to
fight it out with her. Put a bottle of
smelling-salts on the mantsl-shelf in
case she faints.”

And Paula bends over and kisses:
him, and leaves him to fight his fight
as she has fought hers. i

“what

CHAPTER XXXI

“Wilf she? she says. “Them you; {

tion of it has been mu'hhp-\

understand? Do you think I don't know | .

surd notion of that sort into your

Avoid Operahons :
for Kidney Troubles
L) LY

gudlveeu to the heart
ble, re

viag l'eneg

system an

1 us every
year bearing eloquent testimony to the
great value ol Gin Pllls. Send for free
sample, or ﬁ a box

or duhl'.

AJM The National
Chemical Co. of Canads, » Toronte
U.S. Addr m Ine.,
202 Main St « Buffalo, N.Y.

looks down at her, and for the first
time there is no shyness in his face.
Brave men are only shy and timid
when it is all plain sailing; show
them danger, and they are as bold as
lions.

“When did you come back? What a
long time you have been away!” she
says, offering to withdraw her hands,
but so faintly that he manages to keep
them, still looking down into her blue
eves with grave tenderness and some-
thing that is like pity.

“I came back last night, May, dear,”
he says. “Yes, I have been away a
long time—though it is only a day or
two.”

“And have you enjoyed yourself?
What is the matter?” she breaks off,
with all a woman’s quickness at read-
ing the sings of trouble or joy in her
lover’s face.

“I'm in trouble,
frankly.

Bob couldn’'t beat about the bush
to save his life.

“I am so sorry!” she murmurs, and
the blue eyes lift themselves to his,
already moist with sympathy, “Will
you—may you tell me about it?

“Yes,” he says, widening his chest,
just as he does when he takes a dive
in the pool on the early spring morn=
ings when the ice is still on the sur-
face. “Yes, I've come to tell you, May
=it is only your due.”

“Then it's about me?' she wmsays,
quickly, and with a liitle pant. “Is—
is it very bad news?’

“It is very bad news for me, dear,”
he says, simply, and with compressed
lips, “S8o bad that I shrink from tell-
ing you, But—but perhaps you are
prepared. You remember what I said
in the stables, May, +that I was not
good enough for an heiress like you—"

“You said some stupid things,” she
says, with a smile, “but I forget them:
I only rememibered that—"

“well!”

“That you sald you loved me,” she
says, looking up at him bravely.

He draws her to him and bends his
head to kiss her, but stops suddenly
and suppresses a groan. She turns
pale, and shrinks back from him—a
half-caress is worse than nomne to a

May,” he says,

| woman—and slowly takes her hands

away. He does not try to recover them,
but thrusts his own in his pockets,
and looks aside.

“Well?” she says, after a moment,

“Did you know that I was coming
here?”’ says Bob, with & flush on his
face and lght in his eyes, as jumping
the stile that separated the Court
lands from his own, he almost fell
over May, standing, - blushing de-
murely, by the hedge. ¢

“No,” she says; then she hangs her
head and flushes. “Yes, I watched you
from the window, and—a—nd I
thought perhaps you might ceme.”

Bob wrings both her hands and

during wyich poor Bob stands, fight-
ing hard against the desire to take
her in his arms and hide her face
while he tells his story. “Aren’t you
going to tell me? It is that-—that—I
have offended you, or that—that you
sre sorry for what you said in the
stable? and her eyes fill, though she
keeps them fixed upon him bravely,

Bod turns to her and puts his hand
upon her arm, and she can teel the
mong hand tremble, :

“May, dear,” he says in & low voice,
“I'm trylng to tell you; but don't|
make. it barder for me. I'm trying to|
do my duty—and it comes very rough.
Look here, May, you know I Iove you
—1 feel that you-know it. I needn’t
keep saying ft. 'rou me that you know
b Al '. o

She m & little nearer the stile
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*Yes,” she
“Well,” he says, and he draws a

long breath; “there will be no har-

i '_Tvutforn‘."

"No!"_
“*No,” homvmacm"uu

: ‘I was always a poor man, not the man

to come wooing the heiress of Powis
Court; but I'm worse than a poor man
now, for I'm a ruined one,”
hand closes spasmodically.
She looks up at him with timid,

frightened eyes for a moment, then

she dome cloger to him and puts her
hand timidly on his arm.

“Oh, I am so sorry!”

He inclines his head with much
gratitude.

“I—I knew you would be,” he says.
“I felt that. And I kmew that you'd
believe me when I told you that I
didn’t kmow the fix I was in when I
asked you to let me love you. I didn’t,
indeed, May.”

“I believe you,” she says in a low
voice. “I'd believe every word you
said, though all the world were
against it!™ x

“Thank you, thank you, dear!” he
says. “But I wish I hadn’'d spoken!
I'd borne it so long, that I could have
borne to keep it silent longer; but
that night you looked so beautiful,
and—and my resolutions slipped away
like water, and so I epoke, Forgive me,
May! It wasn’t fair!”

“Forgive you!” she says, with a
strange smile. “For making me the
happlest gifl in the world! Yes, I'll
forgive you, Bob!”

“Don‘t,” he says, almost painfully:;
“say something hard and unkind. Tell
me I, a pauper, had no right to love
you, who are rich and above my reach.
Don't say a kind word, May, it will
make it harder to say good-bye.”

Her sweet face pales and her eyes
close for a moment, then she raises
them to his face.

“Are you going to say ‘Good-bye’?”
she says, almost inaudibly,

“Yes,” he says, hoarsely; “I have
come to tell you all, May. The fact is
that I—I am a ruined man; thesland
is mortgaged—you won't' understand,
I'm afraid; but, anyhow, I can’t af-
ford to keep up the farm, and—and
we are going—Heaven knows where
we are going; it doesn’t matter where,
A8 We are going to leave here. May,
it is a bitter parting, my dear, but—
but you have made it as sweet as you
ean, You have forgiven me, I shall al-
ways remember that; and, May, wher-
ever I go I shall remember you, and
1 hope that you will be happy.”

“Thank you,” she says, and &
strange change comes over her face,
& strange light in her eyes, that are
no longer timid and shy, but burn
with a flerce fire, "Thank you, Is there
anything else?”

He shakes his head and clears his
throat, for there is a suspicious lump
in it

“Nothing else, May, except this: I
hope some better and—and worthier
fellow will make you happy.”

“Did you come to insult me?” ghe
says, with a little smile direct into
his eyes.

“In—" he cannot repeat the word.

(To be Continued.)
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