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#a:pathing . in those costumes, just
iike horse-riders and acrobats!”
aays, with = sniff, and apparently
quite forgetful of the Frivolily, and
the days—not se very long ago—when
her mlstress appeared nightly in a
#imilar eosmme—“l.nd the English
dadies all a-doing it, too!” she says,
with a shake of her head. “You might
expect anything of the French; bat
that BEnglish ladies sheuld join them
do surprise me! Whatever would
they say if they were asked to do it
&t Brighton?

Paula smiles absently, only ha¥-
Hstening.

“This is the house, miss,” says Wes-
ton, as she stops before the white
house Flossie’s white fingers had in-
dicated the precediag day. “If youw'll
step into the morming-reom, I'll go
#nd t8l] my mistress you've been kini
enongh to come.”

Paula nods, and they enter. As she
does 50, she notices that Acacia Villa
48 very different to the usual type of
Jedging-house in Nouville. The hall is
carpeted with Persian rugs. aud lined
with ferns and exoties; the little room
she is shown into is a little boudeir
#it for a princess in its dainty, artistic
elegance. A delicate perfume per-
vades the place, in which a silence,
most profound and impressive, reigus
unbroken. \

It Paula were curious about her new
#cgquaintance, and wished to satisty
her curiosity, there i§ nothing in the
room to assist her. Books and musis
are scattered about, but there are ne
theatrical portraits or pictures—aut
ofe of the many displaying Flossie
Jamiiten in stage costume, of which
i8¢ little drawing-room in Raglan
Stroet used to be so lavish.

Waeston comos in with a smilo of
satiafaction.

“My mistross s very pleased, ine
fised, miss. Will you follow me,
please?”

She opens the door of the drawing-
poom, & room whose beauty and pers
fost iaste sirikes Paula instantly, and
the slight, graceful figure rises from
the sofs with outstretched hands.

The beautitul face is very pale, all
but the two spots on the cheeks,
which glow brightly carmine,

“JHow kind of you,” she says, and
her \hin fingers close round Paula’s
gravelally, almost clingingly, as she
ivads her to the sofa. “Do you kmow
this was not sltogethér unexpected
by me? I thought—I felt somehow -
ibst yoyu would come,” and her eyes
spcks Paula’s with an intense iook.

¥Did you?™ says Pauls, with @

earnestly and with nprum m
ness,
Pnumut.&hhuh.

o comé and see you; but—1i &id not

Jlike to* she says. “I 4id Aot know

whether you would bé Well snough,
or-<whether you would care to be
bothered.” )

 Flossie aitilles strangely; them 8he
jaughs, and Paula notices that theé
1angh seems like musi¢ in thé room,
not like other laughter, but as it it
were traifed and cnmvst‘ wlﬂumt

‘mm

“Do you know that 1 live the life ot
a reclude here? says Filossie; “that
I hever 586 a single soul; that I aéver
g0 out until § am obliged? it is Httle
wonder that I aim delighted to see you,
s ™

Pauula looks at her with tender sym-
phthy. It is a strange, an awful lifs,
fof oné so young and' beautiful.

“Your friends? she says in her
frank fashion.

Floskie shakes her short ourls;, with
a faint smils. S
. “I have no‘no,”lhu;l. with & curi-
ous inflection.

“Well,” says Paula, looking round
the bemutityl room and smiling. “It is
scarcely surprising that you are re-

she | luctant to leave this pretty roomi for

tia bhot and dusty parade. Yot must
be very bappy here”

“Oh, very!” ecstically says Flossie,
looking wp at her with & awful bit-
terness veiled behind the smile:. “But
1 am forgetting. You mustn't sit in
this het reom in your hat and jacket.
You will stay with me a little While—
as long a8 you can, will you not? This
is nét a mere formal call, is it? You
don't seém like ona of that kind of
people who sit and talk sothing for
twenty minutes, and then aweep theém-
selves out of your sight”

Panla laughs, and, just as she aia
in the old days, slips off her hat and
jacket. Flossie snatcher 2t them with
exultant delight, and touches a bell
on the table behind her, and Weston
carries the bhat and jacket away.

Flossie leans back and looks at the
lovely face, with its goldén-bronzo
hair fally revegied now, and a strange
shadow falls over her blue eyes and
plays about heér clear-cut lips.

“Ah, yes,” she murmurs, inaudidly,
“she is wvery deautitul. I understand
now.”

“What are you gotug %o do? she
gays: for Pauls bax rissa asd reach-
ed & Turkish eushion from & chair,

“I am golag to put {his under your
head” says Paula. “You will be so
much more comfortable,” and she
comes to the sofa with the cushion in
her hand.

Flossie sits up and laughs, then

suddenly she turns pale and seems to
think. :
“No! no!” she says, “you must not
~not wait upon me I am not worthy.
1" Then as if mastering her emo-
tion, she laughs again. And Paula,
with an air’'of gefitle authority, puts
the cushion in its place.

Mossie sinks back, pale snd pant-
ing a little.

“Yes, it {s much better,” she says,
“But—but you mysta’t be decelved. I
won't let you think that [ am Il
enough to deserve so much kindness.
I am not really ill; you know, not ill

*| to death”

Paula cannot suppress a shudder | ===
a8 the awful words leave the preity
lips; but Flossle lsughs,

“People like myselt ilve on for an
unconscionable time.”

still I think you are not at all well or
Mll-" ”

“It is all & mistake,” says Flossie
shaking her head, with laughing eyes.
“It is more idleness on my part than

with feverish impatience—‘don't let
us waste the time talking about fe;
wnwnﬂmm
you?! Am I rude mind ualedy-ilke in

|asking®

mmmmumm

| & glase and smiells it

“Not & AlL” dhe sars. 1 am only

'mm.“ﬁ“hﬁim

“I have bad the most intense desire [

*1 hope you will,” says Paula; "but

noything else. I have been {ll, of| -
dourse; but I am bether now. But'e-|
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Wé were all our lives there!™
Lightly as she speaks, her eyes

grow moist and her volce quivers.|

Flogsie eyes her intently.

“I understand,” she says in a low
voice; “and why did you leave it? Why
did you come to this horrid oven of &
place?”

Paula laughs.

“That's simply answered, too!” she
#ays. “We had to leave it because we
were too poor to remain.”

Flossie’s eyes grow meditative.

%] understand,” she says. “You left
Woldshire—" She stopped suddenly,
arrested by Paula’s look of surprise.
“You said Woldshire, didn’t you?” sgys
Flossie, innocently.

“Did 1?” replies Paula, with a
smile. “I was wondering how Jyou
Knew. Well, we left Woldshire, my
sistéer and I, and came here to—

' economise; I think that is the wa¥ to

put it, and that is all.”

“Al1?” says Flossie, with a curious
smile.

Paula flushes and then turns pale.

“All of any consequence,” she says.
“I forgot to say that my brother Is
abroad.”

Flossie looks at her reflectively.

“And that is all you know of life,”
sho says. “How happy you must be.”

Panla is silent a moment, then she
looks up and catches the blue eyes
fixed keenly upon her.

“Happy! Yes,” she replies, “as happy
as most. peopie, I suppose. There is
not too much of that commodity—
happiness—in the worid, I'm afraid.”

“Not too much,” sdmits Flo¥sie;
“bot—" She stops and hesitates,

“Well? says Paula.

“But your story is nat complete, It
leaves out the chief element is & wo-
maxn’s life—love.”

Taizla starts and iooks at Rer; but
the actress, skilléd in controlling her
face, merely smiles up at her.

“Love!*™ she echoes.

*“Yes, love,” says Fiossle. “Do you
mean to tell me that you don’t know
what it means?”

Paula looks at her, them her fase
grows pale.

“No,” she says, “I did not say so.
Let us talk of something elde. That
themeé is—is rather hackneyed, isn’t
it

Flossie nods.

‘“Yes,” ehe says, with a hollow
latigh, “too hackneyed, quite worn out,
in fact—fit only for school-girls. Yes,
fet us talk of something else. Are you
fond of music?”

“Very,” says Paula; and her eyes
turn to the cabinet piano in ivory-and-
gold that stands unobtrusively in &
corner of the room
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“will you play—sing?’ says Fios-
sie.

Padia Mughs.

“I can do neither,” she says. “But
you—ah, no, you are not strong
effough.”

For answer, Flossie springs to her
feet and laughs.

“Not strong énotugh!” she retorts]
“why, 1 could sing it I were dying!”

Paula shudders.

“I have sung with a splitting head-
ache, with my heart beating like a
sledge-hammer, with thé people walt-
ing—" L

She stops suddenly, and glides to
the piano,

Paula follows her and opens the
instrument for her; shq is so frail and
ethereal that Paula deems even so
slight n effort too much for her.

“You afe suPe you are well enough?”
Padla says, gently. “I long to hear
you sing; but—"

Flossie seats herselt on the stool,
and turns her blue eyes with defiant
mockery . on Paula’s apprehensive
ones,

“It is the one thing I can do,” she
says. “What will you have—some-
thing blithesome and flashing, to dis-
pel sentiment; something like this?”

And hér fingers fly over the keys,
and & wild baéchanalian dance re-
sounds through the room, to which
the rippling laughter of the player
keeps an harmonious accompaniment.

Paula stande bgwitched, hér dark
eyes fixed upon the elfish face, crown-
od by its short curis. But the music
teases suddenly.

‘“That will not do; you do not care
for it, and I want to please you. This,

| then.”

And the thin fingers touch the keys
softly, and the anusical voice sings a
soft, flowing melody.

Paula stands amazed, touched, and
—uneasy. There 1! something weird
and unnatural in it. She csanot but
rememper that the performer is hover-
ing ‘twixt 1118 asd death. Who is she—
what is ghe, that she can sing like
this—change [rom one mood to an-
other at will?

“Is that too mournful?” asks Flos-
sie, with & mocking smile. “Listen!”
and with afh upwird movement of ths
supple wrist she striles the opening
chords of her great song in “Old King

‘| Cole,” and dashes into the first verse.

Paula stands amased and astound-
ed. Suddenly, in the midst of it, Flos-
sie stops, and looks at the lovely face
bent over het.

“You don't like it? No. I can under-
stand. I will sing no more. Are you
fond of danoe musie?”’

Her fingers, straying over the keys
as she speaks, strikes them now, and
—oh! strange and wohderful coin-
cidence—~there floats  through the
room that walty which she and Bir
Herriok danced to on the gravel path
outside the Coart ball-room.

Wrought to an unusual pitch of ex~
citement alrepdy, this is the climax
for Paula. Byery note of the familiar
walts recalls that night—recalls him

| who 18 dead to her, him who has left

her forever.
With flushied cheeks and sparkling

éyes Flossie plays on, unconscious

that her comipafijtin’s head has droop-
¢d lower, uad thet bitter, scalding
tears are welling in the dark eyes.
At last Paula can bear it no longer.
She lays a faltering hand upon Flos-
sie's shoulder—balf in command, half
hw ths  waltz comes
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Pattern 8101, cut in 3 Sizes: 16, 18,
and 20 years, is here depicted. Blue
crepe de meteor whs used for itd de-
velopment, with bead embroidery Ior
decoration. This would be nite n
brown satin or crepe, with embroidery
in colors. The 18 year 8128 will re-
quire 5% yards of 36 inches materixi,
with 3 yards of ribbon or material 8
inches wide, for the sash. Width of
skirt at lower edge is 13§ yard.

A pattern of this illustration mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10e. in
silver of stamps.

e

A SMART GOWN.

Pattern 3107 here illustrated 1s cut
in 6 Sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44
inchés bust measur® Sise 38 will re-
quire 53 yards of 44 inch material
Width of skirt at lower edge is about
164 yard. As here shown gray taffteta
Lwas used, braided with white soutche,
One coilld have this in brown serge or
aatin, with worsted, bead or chenille
smbroidery. Blick velvet with facings
of ivory astin, or taupe duvetyn Wwith
old blue pipings would be very ate
tractive for this design.

A pattern of this illustration mail-
od to any address on receipt of 10e¢ in
silver or stamps.
]
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C' TLERY

Purohuoed at Low RATE
OF EXCHANGE.

500 dozen KNIVES and FORKS.

200 dozen KNIVES ONLY.

100 dozen pairs SCISSORS.

100 dozen POCKET KNIVES.

300 dozen ASSORTED SPOONS.
200 dozen ASSTD. SHEATH KNIVES.
200 pairs ASSORTED CARVERS.

. 100 dozen BREAD KNIVES.
OUR PRICES ARE CONVINCING.
; WHOLESALE ONLY.

HARRIS &ELLIOTT, Ld

McBRIDE’S COVE?
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WARNER'S
Rust-Proof Corsets

The value in Warner’s
Rust-proof Corsets has’al-
ways been one of their fea-
tures. That is why we are
able to guarantee them to
you.

Our new models have an
rived ahd among them ars
unusus! values, in the lat.
est fashion lines such as
are here shown for avar.
age figures,

We have also many, spe.
cially recommended styles
for stout figures and slen-
der—all guaranteed not to
“RUST, BREAK or TEAR”.

Price from $2.00 vair up to $5.50.

astiald 3

Sole Agents for Newfoundland.
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CUT THIS OUT

AND PUT IT IN YOUR COOK EOOK.

Owing to the uncertainty of case eggs, and fresh ezgs
scarce, we offer

EGG YOLKE

(powdered)—one pound being equal to 4 dozen egge.
’ DIRECTIONS FOR USE.

3 parts water to one part Egg Yolke, allow it to
soak 8 hours or more in a cool place. Just befm e usmu
stir gently, but don't beat it. Be sure all is dissolve
before using. Use water of tap temperature or lul‘c
warm water, but never hot.

Also Bird's Egg Powder (Tins & Pks.)

RAISINS— Lemon Crystals.
Seeded, Seedless, Robinson’s Pat. Barley.
Table. Robinson’s Groats.

Currants. Brook’s Baby Barley.
Citron & Lemon Peel. fl Bird’s Custard Powder.
Cake Flour. Horlick’s Malted Milk.
Lemon Curd.
Guava Jelly.
Almond Paste.
Ground Sweet Almonds.

BOWRING Bros., Limited,

GROCERY.
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Oranges &Apples

now ifi stock. ‘Good guality.

 Good Winter Keeping Apples—No. 1
l“M cmmu ﬂl‘anges-Navel.
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