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The Romance
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‘Marriage.

.CHABTEB X1,
S “No. no!” gays Pauls in 8 straingd
voice. It is quite true; 1 neyer’—she
sbudders—"1 mever loved him, How
gpuld 17" wildly. “If was for ihe
money; but I will pay it back. There
1gpst be some way of paving it back,
¥ capnot—I cannot keep my word!"

“Veory fine!” sneers Btancy. "“Whe
eqres for the money? Porhaps S
Herrick will find iL: though perhups
_'_!l

“Mademoisalla af last!” says § velce,
eager and excited, and the young
Frepchman darts into the yoom with
that peculiar gesture charactaristic pf
his race.

"Mademoiselle," he says, gesticulat-
ing, then eh stops and looks round.
“But I intrude!”

‘;“No, no!” says Alice, quickly. *We
#fe only taking s rest. 1Is apything

dlie matter?’

““Matter!” he echoes,
his shoulders up to his
spreading out his hands, palms up-f
wards. “You shall hear. Mademot-
selle"—with a bow to Panla, who!
stands regarding him with an n.baeat'
stare—"'was gracious enough to pev-
mit me to woo fortune in her favour

shruggings
ears and

“Woo who?” says practical Alice, !
gazing at him as if he were somg'
lungtic.

“To woo fortume,” he repeats, “at
the rouge-et-noir taple at the saloan,”

#“What do you mean? demands
Alice, as politely as ghe can. “Has the
man taken leave of his senses?’

The young fellow makes a gesture
of despair. These English are so dif-
fieult of comprehension, he thinks, A
¥reachwoman would have understopd
it'all at a word. ;

“Mademoiselle,” he said, with forced
patience and elaborate distinetness,
“your charming sister honoured me
with her hand for a walta. Wishiag
to find rest for her, I let her, all un-
wittingly, to the salon, There, ats
tracted by the play, we remained
-spectators of the fascinating game. In
& moment of—what will you eall it?*—
fdleness, T hegged mademeigelle  to
permit me to place a stake in her
pame and on her behalfl*

“Well?" says Alice, with 1ll-coneeal.
ed impatieace gnd an anxious glance
st Stancy, who stands, his hands
thrust into his pockets—imagine &
‘savalier with hia hands in his poekets!
w4 scowl on his face, “Well, and you
lost it? Bverybody always dees. It
doesn't matter in the slightest, I as-
sure you," :

“Pardon me,” he says, with a de-
precatory bow, “it mattera consider-
ably. I did not lose it. I bave mever

uuxnmumanw eofn® ~

schieved the nw sort M-le

 bankt”

'm ” exciaims Aun. at last, and

“It i{s true, mademoiseile. I have
broken the bank. Such a rum of juck
has, they assure me, not been kpown
for years. Surely, mademoiselle’s gold
piece was bewitched. The bank is just
closed, and T have hurried away to

find mademoiselle aad place in her
| charming bands the sesult of her good

fortune.” And with s pleasant smile
he takes p crughed heap of otes and
gold from his breast-pocket and ap-
prosches Paula, whe stands staring at
him motignless and silent.

“Stap!” says Alice, with a little
pant. “Thig—this is most extraordin-
ary! ¥ou—you bsvp breken the bank.
Why, then you must have won—"

“Fivg thousand pounds” he says,
calmly.

Aljce sinks back into her chair, pale
and gxgited,

Stancy pricks up his ears, and takes
his bands frem hie ackets.

Paula slene stapds unmoved.

“Five thousand!” murmurs Allce.
“But—of geurag it s yours; it is not
my sister's.”

The young fellaw fushes a deep
erimson, then turns pale, and his ayes
glitter. ‘

“Mademoiselle doss not mean to in-
sult me?” he says, iaying his hand on
his breast and bowing low.

“Inpult!” stemmers Aligp. "Nor no;
sortaiply pot, But—but you kpow yeu
won the money."

“With this colp, which mademol-
pelle gave me, and playing for
mademolselle alone. alone and sele-
1% he says, distinetly. When he lgughs
quietly. “You meed have no scryples,
Were I 3 heggar, I should mot touch
one farthing of this money; it i§ not
mine—but, in short, I have the mis-
fortune to be rich, mademoiselle. I
haxg”—with a shrug of his shoulders
apd in ap spolegetic tone—"I. have
more than I know hew to do with al-
ready; thesefgre’—calmly and with
infinite dignity—'permit me to hand
te you that which is yours in every
sense, and to ceggratulate ypu!” and
he exignds the notes and geld m
Paula,

She dees not move, does not gpeak
for a moment. The truth is gradually
dawning upon her. The truth of this
faet that she has the wherewithal to
pay back the sum for which she sold
hevself, and be free of Stancy de Pal-
mer's seern.

“Mademoigelle,” he says, reproach-
folly, “you will not vefuge. See!” And
respectfully he takes her hand, and
opening it, gently laye the heap into
the white palm. Then, with a how,
he tauches her fingers with his lips,
and goes out.

With & gesture of relief, and a sob
tligt geems to shake her whaole frame,
Papla staggers forward and extends
the geld-laden hand to Btaney.

“The money! Tt is there!” ghe says,)

and as it falls at his feet frem her un-
steady grasp she tears off the jewels
he has given her, and drops them aleo,

Then, with a low, stifiing ery, she
staggers and falls heavily against the
pedeatal.

(BAPTER XLL

“Let us get away-—only let us get
away!" implores Alice as she sup-
ports the motiopless, lifeless figure,
all glorious in its Moonlight dress.
“If we can oply get away before a
scene!' Ga for your father, May, and
tell bhim to order the-carriage.”

For Stancy stands staring stupidly
st the heap of notes and gold and
the trinkets lying at his feet, as if in-
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May hurries out, white and trembl-
ipg, and Mr. Palmer comes.

#Bless my soul!” he pants, puffing;
but Alice stamps her foot impatient-
Iy,

“Get the carriage,” she gays, eurt-
ly; “my sister has fainted. Don’'t lose
a moment, ¢r the crowd will come
gaping round us. Where ig her mask?”

And with a gentle movement she
illps it on to the white face; for al-
ready several couples are stopping
gnd peering into the dimly lit an-
teshamber with curious eves. There 1§
algo the beginning of the excitement
which wlil spread throdgh Nouville
before the day is out—it has already
dawned—the excitement which al-
ways attends the breaking ofsthe bank.
Already it has leaked out that a young
French viscount has won the highest
amount permitted, and that with a
papoleon borrowed—so the rumour
goes—from the hesutiful and mystevi-
pus Moonlight,

Alice, panting a little, stands ' be-
fore Paula, striving to hide her from
the aforesald curious eyes, and in a
flerce whisper says to Stancy:

“Keep them out! Tell them a lady
has fainted in the heat, and send them
away! Do you hear? Have you lost
your senses?”

And she actually pushes him, step-
plns ‘over the precious heap in fromt
of him as she speaks, and covering it
with her long gkirts,

Stancy, roused ‘at last, succeeds in
dispersing the gathered crowd, and
returns; but Alice will not lét him
stay.

“Don’t remain here,” she says, “un-
less you want a scene, which you wiil
gertainly get if she sees you here when
she comes to. I know Paula better than
you do, and she is serious—I never
saw her more serious in her life.”

«“What have I done?” he demands,

gullenly, eyeing the limp figure.

“Done!” retorts Alice, with a smile
of impatient contempt. “Made a fool
ot yourself, my dear Stancy. You have
just undone all the good I have striven
go hard to effect. What on earth made
you ' mention the miserable money?
That was the one thing needed to drive
her over the edge. She could have
borne anything but that: Paula is as
proud as Lucifer. It may not he too
late to remedy matters, but"—and she
shrugs Her shoulders—"“you will most
gertainly destroy the only chance by
remaining.” And thus emphatically
gommanded, Stancy de Palmer slinks
off.

It is not until he has got outside
that he remembers the money, and in
turning his head, he has the satisfac-
tion of seeing Alice sweep it up and
thrust it, jewels and all, into her

/pocket.

By the time Mr, Palmer returns io
announce that the carriage is wait-
ing, Paula has recovered. Slowly op-
ening her eyes, she reveals the direc-
tion of her sleeping thoughts.

“Poor Rick!” she murmurs; then
looking round, she starts anxiously.

“Has he gone?” she murmurs, with a|

shudder.

“Yes—yes,” says Alice.

“And are we at home? Ah, no, not
yet! Why do we not go?”

“Becatise we can’t fly through the

‘rool,” says Alice. “Oh, here is & car-

riage. We can’t go through that crowd,
Mr, Palmer.”

says, m-unmmmw
1 am indebted 1o you.”

*To imagine such s thing is happl- |-
negs for me, mademoiseils,” ha says in
his conrtly way, mumﬂnm&m

| down the stajrease with the air of =

Oold-ptickAn-walting; Mr, Palmer
8t o disoreet distance; but Alies dls-
misses them,

*We had Deiter go . hc.o alone,
thamks,” she says. “Payls is overcame
by the heat; she Will got Detter when
she is at home; and tell Stancy”—this
ina vhupqr—-"not to come to-morrow
Leave her to me”

By “to-mesrow” Allce means w-
day, for the morning sun is breaking
fighting hard with the candles and

As the carriage rolls away from the
entrgnce to the hofel, & tall figure,
with its coat-collar tusned up and its
soft deer-stalier drawn over its brows,
steps forward from the line of faot-
men gnd looks in throngh the window
with an intense stare; then, with a
bitter laugh, and semething like an
oath on the set lips, it turns aside
towards the otwn.

As he does so a woman, who has
also been watching, disentangles her-
helf from the cpowd and follows nira
and having tracked him to a clear
space, free from observers, overtakes
him, and lays her hand with respect-
ful reluctance on his arm, :

He turns and glares at her flercely,
and the sternpess of his eyes does not
abate, when she says in faltering ac-
cents:

“It's me—Weston—8ir Herrick!"

“Well? he asks, curtly, impatient-
1y. “What is 1t?”

“Oh, Bir Herrick," she says, timidly,
yot eagerly, “I have walted for you
such a long time!”

“You haye weited for me?” he says,
wearily, and by no means curiously,

¥es, Bir Herrick, I saw you—~we=
saw you go by the window this after-
naon, and I thought you would be at
the ball,”

He frowns darkly.

“We!” he says,.significantly.

“Yeg, Sir Herrigk. She is here, of

 icourse, or I shouldn’'t be. She sent

me,"

“For me?

She nodas hurriedly, glaneing up and
down the gquiet street fearfully.

“Yes, Sir Herrick; she told me to
wait until I saw you come out, and I
have waited—nearliy all the night
through, I have only been bagk to her
twice, and each time she sent me baek
te wateh for you.”

“What does she want?’ he
His one great desire, if the weariness
in which his soul is steeped can leave
room for desire, is to get away from
Nouville, to get away from the place
in which dwells his lost love; the
girl who has sold herself to Stancy
de Palmer. “What does she want?”
he asks, dully.

Weston shakes her head.

“I don't know, Sir Herrick. She is
much changed—aquieter, I mean, and
all that, and she sits for hours look-
ing out at the sea, She didn't tell me;
all ghe said was, ‘Tell him I ‘am ill,
and if there ig anything of the old
Sir Herriek loft in him he will come
to me,’ ”

Sir Herrick looks down at the pave-
n:.ent, rosy with the rays of the rising
sun,

(To be contirued.)
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A NEW AND PRETTY NIGHT
: DRESS. :

3064,
ghosen for this style with embroidery
in blue, and “Val” lace for trimming,
The style is goed also for lawnm, bae
tiste, nainsook, voile, crepe, satin, and
ik,

The Pattern is cut in 4 Bizes: Smapll,
82-34; Medium, 80-88; Large, 40-49;
Extra Large, 44-46 inches bust meass
ure, Size Medium roquires 4 yards
of 36 inch material,

A pattern of this illustration matlod
to any address on receipt of 10c. in
silver or 1c, and 2¢, stamps.

A COMFORTABLN HOUSE OR
SERVICY TRERS,

2933 "This is & splendid style’ for
gingham, chambrey, lawn, linen, drill
apd khaki. The skirt measures ahout
2% *yards at the foot.

ing. The sleeve ia atiractive in wrist
length, or finished in elbow length,
with the turnback euff.

The Pattern is cut in 7 Sizes: 3, €3

86, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust
measure. Size 38 requires 6 yards of
36-inch material,

A pattern -of this illustration malled
te any address on receipt of 10e, in
gilver or lc. and 2¢. stamps,
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White crepe de chine was '

The fronts | 3
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POCKET BEN

A Large Alarm Clock.
_ A Bmall Alarm Clock,
- = A Pocket Watch.
‘ATl made by “WESTCLOX.”
To be had from

“1.'J. DULEY & Co., Ltd,,

The Reliable Jewellers & Opticians,
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Your Appearance
Means More to You

than most people suspect. Now
doesn’t it? But are you em-
ploying the best means of im-
proving it?

A woman’s appearance de-
pends directly upon her corget,
and her quickest road to beauty
of figure is a well-designed, well-
fitting corset.

Warner’s
Rust-Proof Corsets

are the chaice of the woman
who really cares about her ap-
pearance. Prices from

$3.00 to $6.50 pair.

\

§ole Agents

for Newlouudland,

Just Arrived :

Shipment of

TRENCH COATS,

in Navy and Khaki.

sizes 36, 38 and 40.

;= Also an exclusive line of

Tweeds, Serges, Worsteds

.J.STRANG’S,
Tailoring of Quality,
Cor. PRESCOTT & DUCKWORTH STS.

novad,eod.tt

Ladies’ Winter Costumes,

AT HALF mét;ULAit m‘wn
ve about 25 Ladies®“perfact! d Winter Cos
e i s

“This way,” nummtm
man, entering and opening & door.|
“This leads to & back staircase, Is| '
mm&umnww

- Wi
tumes le

Price to clear.

m MISS THIS GREAT BARGAIN SALE.

m Water St




