soned by poorly digested and

body is

inated food-waste. It is a wise thing hhh

Beecham’ S
Pills

to relieve these symptoms by
helping to remove the causes
Sold everywhere in Canada, InBoxss; 25e., S0e.

The Romance

Marriage.

CHAPTER II.

«“How beautiful it sounds!” she
says, with a. little, wistful laugh.
“Next to dancing, the best thing is to
hear the music. I expect Alice is en-
. joying herself now; that is, if she has
got a good partner, and isn’t in mort-
al terror lest anyone should tread on
her dress. I wish I were there now.”
Mark, it is the first time she has
uttered that wish. She—Cinderella—
has been quite content to prepare
others for the ball, content and cheer-
fu It is the first time desire has failen
upon her.
With a yearning, wistful look in her
dark brown eyes, she stands looking
towards the Court, her lantern swing-
ing in her hand.
“How plainly one can hear!” she
says again. “If I were to cross the
paddock and stand under the elms, I
cculd hear every note, I've half mind
to go!”

Half a mind witk Paula is equal to
anyone else’s whole mind. With a Ht-
tle, short laugh she sets down the

lantern, and with a quick step crosses |*

the paddock, aad climbing the two-

} rail fence that divides the Eastcourt
grounds from the Palmers’, stands in
the Court garden.

As she does so, a flood of light from
the great saloon falls on her, and with
a little start she skirts to the left, and
going stealthily on, reaches an open
space of lawn just beneath the saloon
windows.

Here she can hear every. note, cali
see the shadows of the dancers cast
upon the blinds, can almost feel the
faint breeze of the dresses as they
whirl past the window. The band is
playing one of Waldteufel’s waltzes,
a sweet, dreamy music which one can-
not listen to without longing to move
one’s feet.

Paula, leaning against a flower-
stand, listens with. parted: lipe and
wistful eyes.

“If one had but a partner,” she
murmurs, “one could dance here as
well as in there. How happy they
must be!”

The music goes on; the fascination
—it is nothing less—grows upon her,
and before she knows what she is do-
ing, she finds herself beating time
to the rhythmic strains.

From beating time to actual danc-
ing is but a short step. The smooth
gravel path is as good as a ball-room
floor to her lithe limbs, and, uncon-
sciously, she begins to move to the
music of the waltz. All unconsciously,
without a thought. She is in a part of
the garden unfrequented even in: tho

~ day-time; it is not likely that any-
one will see her there now.

With parted lips, with her dark
eyes glowing with the fascination of
the music, she waltzes round the
path, until, suddenly, all too soen,
the music ceases, and with a sharp
breath of surprise she comes to her
senses. With a laugh at her own folly,
¢he draws the shawl that has fallen
to her solitary exercise round her
head, and turns to depart for home.

As she does so, with a rather hurri-
ed step—for someone may open the
window any moment—she stumbles
against something. The shawl faills
over her eyes.

“Good gracious!” she laughs, “I
must have fallen against a flower-
stand,” and she puts up her hand to
clear the shawl from her face.

As she does so the staris back aud
utters, not a cry of alarm—for fear
and Paula are as yet strangers—but
a cry of surprise; for there, standiag
in front of her, is not a flower-vase,
but a man.

For a moment she looked up at him
in the misty moon-light, expecting to
see a footman, attracted, like herself,
by the music and light; but instead
she sees a tall figure which, in a mo-
ment, she recognises as that of a
gentleman.

Instinctively she acknowledges iz,
for there is nothing particularly aris-
tocratic about the dress.

The figure is clad in a suit of cords
—a suit that fits likee a tkin; coal,
breeches, gaiters.

Stablemen and gamekeepers wear
cords; but Paula knows at a glance
that this is neither groom nor game-
keeper, though as yet she cannot see
his face.

It is so sudden an apparition. He
towers so tall and statuesque before
her that, for the moment, she loses
her presence of ‘mind.

If some fairy had been to work
and transformed the flower-vase into
a living man, she could not be more
surprise—astounded.

Where she has been “playing the
fool,” to use the words she hersslf
would use, is an unfrequented part
of the Court grounds, into which no
one would be likely to stray. It is, in-
deed, only open to the path from
Myrtle Cottage, by which she had
come. How did this tall ‘ figure in
cords come here? and why?

With a swift drawing of Mary's
shawl about her face, she turns to
flee, when she feels a hand upon her
arm, closing on it as strongly as a
blacksmith’s vice, vet gently and sofi-
ly, and a deep, musical voice savs:

“Wait a minute, Mary. What is your
hurry?”’

Paula’s face flushes, and the hat
fire of indignation rushes to her face.

She is evidently taken for a ser-
vant. Well, that is the best thing that
can happen to her,

If she is wise che will acecpt is as
a fit punishment for her vagary aad
fly; but somehow she connot acoept.
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© 'Well, that is all that is required.
Why does she not turn and flee? .

‘For the simple reason that, though
one of his hands is enguged in lifting
his hat, the other lﬁll'fholglp her, in
a gentle grasp if you will, but in a
‘grasp that is not to be shaken off.

“I beg your pardon,” he repéats. “I
took you for a servant.”

“And how do you know that I am
not?” asgks Pa’:h, with an involuntary
emile, aroused by his sudden discom-
fiture.

“How?™ he says, his grasp relax-
ing,” though his hand still 1lies upon
her am. “By your voice. I think I
know when a lady speaks.”

“That’s nonsense,” she says, quiet-
ly, with a short laugh. “Ladies and
servants speak alike now, only that
seryants are more particular.”

"I)eg your pardon, then,” he says.
“You -are a servant?”

“I did not say so.”

“But,” he says, eyidently deeply in-
terested, “you inferred as much. It
that be so, then old Palmer is to b2
envied. If I were ‘in his place, I
shouldn’t wish for a more lady-like
servant.”

“Indeed!” says Paula. “Envy whom
you please; but let me go—if you
please.”

“Now I know you are no servant,”
he says, and his hand dreps, for the
first time, frem her arm,

Now is the time for Paula to fly,
but she does not. Instead, she stanls
with her shawl drawn over her face,
with just her eyes free to scrutinise
him.

“How do you know?
curiously.

“How!” and he laughs—a short,
musical laugh that sounds very pleas-
ant and companionable. “How! By
the ‘hom.’ Servants don't say ‘whoin’
Come, you stand confessed!”

And he looks down at her laugnh-
ingly—at the two dark. eyes shining
with ‘mischief ‘and emjoyment between
the folds of the fleecy shawl.

Now, this young stranger has a very
pleasant laugh; it was not confined
to his lips, but shone in his eyes, and
hovered about his mouth, s0 much of
it as was not hidden by the brown
moustache; it was the sort of laugh
that calls up an answering smile on
the face of the listemer. It is a laugh
that a man rarely keeps after he has
passed the meridian of life, and wo-
man—never!

Paula, looking and listening, felt her
own lips curve; but she suppressed
the inclination, and tried to lodk
grave. o

“I don't know what I stand coa-
fessed of,” she says. “I am not con-
scious of having done anything very
wicked.” /

“No, no!” he says, quickly.

“Perhaps it was rather foolish to—
to— Did you see me dancing?’ she
agks, quickly, and ready to be offend-
ed if he should smile.

But he doesn’t smile.

“Were you dancing?’ he says, with
an evident evasion. “It was very na-
tural. It's a good band—a very good
band. I could dance myself.”

“Do, by all means,” says Paula.
“Good-night!” and she flaps the end
of the shawl over her shoulder with
a peculiar feminine gesture and turams.

“Don’t go!” he says, quickly, "I
mean—"

She stops and

she asks,

logks over her

simply enquiry.
“I'd offer to escort you back to the

58, “Firstly,  becsus¢"—looking
down with a smile—*I am scarcely in}

mu!clnnounnt."
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| er nalt-dops her arm, and he raises

. “I beg your pardon” nm! k.
beg your pardon.” ; 1

“And Ive driven you away. There is
no oceasion for you to go. I am a tres-
pusei here, and I'll take my depar-
ture; unless—"

And he pauses,

_t"Unleas what?” she asks,
‘uwell” he says, with a certain
frankness which has a charm of its,

own, “I was going to suggest that, as

we are both lookers-on, we should
both stay. There is nothing particular-
ly wrong in that, is there?”

Paula hesitates a moment. There is

nothing particularly wrong in it—at

least from her point of view; from
Alice’s, it would be different.

“I think I'd better go,” she says.

As she speaks, the band strikes up
another waltz—the “Manola,” Paula’s
favaoyrite waltz, one she would walk
a good many miles to hear. Almost
as if he knew this, he says:

“Wait until this waltz is. over, will
you not? If you do not, I shall thiak
I have driven you away.?

This is the strongest argument ke
could -use, if he but knew it

“Why should you drive me away?”
she says, with a touch of the pride

o1°

avd self-reliance which are her chief 54

characteristics; and she seats herself
on' the garden-seat and leans back
with the air of one entirely alone.
He glances at her for - a ‘moment,
and then at the lightéd’ window, on
which the shadows of  the dancers

come and go fitfylly; then he sinks |

down on to the arm of the seat at a
respectful -distance - from Paula, and
slowly takes out a cigarette-case.

“Do you mind my smoking a cigar-
ette?” he says.

Paula shakes her head; her foot is
beating time to the music.

“Not at all.” \

He lights his cigarette\aud smokes
in silence for a moment, then he says:

“Pretty waltz.”

“Isn’t it?” she’ relponds,\wlth a
little sigh. - “My ta.vourlte‘waltz."

“It's a pity you are not in there
tgo” v

“Ian"t it?” she assents, with a laugh.
(To be continued.)
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LARGE ASSORTMENT AT PRICES
WHICH RE!'LEG,T ECONQMY.
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Thls advertisement; ﬁoana a Sale in true
sense of the word. The goods are new.pur-
chases—up-to-date and ‘thoroughly -desir-
able. ' They are being offered for a double

purpose. ey

First, to cement further the belief of our « §
customers and to maintain the reputation -
of this Sale—the greatest opportumty of
the year.

Second, to get our normal percentage of
increase this year—and we are doing it by
offering befter values than ever before.

We will leave it to you if the quality, the
styles, the handsome materials and trim-
mings, as well as Lowest Prices, do not com-
Fare in every detail which are offered neare

double the price elsewhere. : &

To the Gentlemen:

We are offering SUITS & OVERCOATS
in the smartest styles at a very low price,

The
English - American g
Clothing Co.

312 Water Street.
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yRY MAN m‘ WEARS A BUT-
TON mmmr HAVE WON IT.

—
AldonsA of the battalion was
~sed to be armorer-sergeant. He
not efficient; never ought to have
me along at all. The colonel fanciel
. though, back in Torouto during
. formation period, and although
4 by the ordnance people that “the
n Wwas. not fit for the job,” per-
tod in his ‘desires. it is a way col-
ls have at times, and a mighty
way it 18, too. The sergeart
jod ‘England with his ineflicicncy,
» France with the same incubus.
his ‘brave front went to pieces, |
d he a burden to all concerned. |
the front, never tinkercd
rifle, ﬁever earned his passage, was
y o nuisance. So, back he came
talk largely of his experience, al-
ys§ growing larger, to get a hution
d become a veteran. !
hate in 1918 the last batch of
aftecs went forward; they natur- =
y included ~many of those W ho
rough N0 fanlt of their own lad
t got over Jefore.. The batch also
luded mamy-wwho were quite un-
lling, and_gquite the’ last lot ome
puld pxckm Wetoics. Bill Foulks
the datter. His gen- |
al make—ﬂn‘ and’ character shoved
fm into ther.@ook-liouse help class.
fese are gemerally men who, huskv[
ough, do mot ‘yearn for drill and |V
hartness, but rather for easy- -going |
bs about camps and such. He
aches France about November,
18, is attached to a celebrated To- |
ato unit, does his share cf cookery |
ores, still craving the fleshpots, and |
mes back in the spring of 1‘3]‘)‘
hite 2 hero, by the ‘cheers Mnm|
eeted him; gets a button, too.
iThe captain in this salade had
fen a captain for som= Yyears be- |
o the -wdr. ‘He was the very Sori

Extra Special !

Attenﬂontn Me !

Suits aa Overco:

If you want clothes of good quality and
yet want to save money, then you should
see the bargains we are offering. They are
all perfect merchandise of usual high qual-
ity. But because they are mail order over-
stocks and samples, because of our low rent
and small expense, our prices are almost un-
believably low.

Sizes, Quality, Style,
Prices to suit
anybody.

A convincing demonstration of the value-
giving power of our clothes, the frost was
still in the ground last year when we placed
our order for this‘season’s stock, long be-
fore shortage of #ﬂte!'ialé made ﬁelf felt

.as keeniy as it hn}smcg
Over one thoq@g

What a th
merely fred
be welf, ab
mentat vir
with physig
But you ¢
coustantiy
taken into
whole systag
"~ he mode
is Nujol.
The actio
from that
Nujol is.p
force and
nair digesti

AN B et .

CEBLA N P WD PERIC U . AV <,




