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\ CHAPTER XL

T wish this would last forever,” he
says. “I said that yesterday, did I not?
1 say it again, with truth, earnestness,
and sincerity. Paula, I ‘have learnt
semething since we danced together
in the moonlight the other night.”

“Yes,” she says, looking down at
»im with a lstening ‘smile, aird won-
dering whether ail the Powises had
thesd@ieep, intense expression in their
eyes which shone in his dark ones.
“We were not to speak of that, yon
know,” she adds, softly.. “What is
that you have learnt? That it is aot
safe to undertake a four-in-hand un-
til you have leaznt to drive a single
horse?"

He smiles grimly; but his eyes lose
aothing of their deep, sweet gravity:

“Y have learnt that life might stm
be“worth the living,” he says. |

P:qla looks at him intently, curi-
ously. :

“And 1 had concluded, before the
other evening, that it was mot. I had
decided “that ‘the whole thing wis'a

Aollow meckery and a fares, in ‘which
men were happiest whose parts were
played out first, and who left the stage
early. You laugh at me?”’

“No, I did not laugh,” she ﬁn,
simply, her eyes downcast, her fingers
pulling a piece of moss to pleces idly.

“T could laugh myself when I think
of it.” he says. “But—ah! well, you
ecannet understand—how could you?
Thank Heaven you cannot! As soon
‘would the lark that soars each morn-
fag from the meadow to the sky un:
derstand the life of its kinsman coop-
ed in a cage in some squalid alley. But
think how a man must feel coming
straight from a world which he has
lesrnt to know, as well as a man can
know it; who has got to believe in no-
thing and doubt everything but evil;
who has gone through the social mill,
and had all trust and confidence in
the good crushed out of him; think

" what he must feel when, like a flash

of light, it is revealed to him that,

“ gfter all, happiness is not a mere word

gsed to trick fools and children, but

| snit Sorgive me. It3s only the fear of|
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set him longing for 1t, and wendering
whether it would de & possibiiity Jer
him?"

Paula s sfient, 'What oan she say?

Bvery word, as it falls with deep,

grave music from his Jipa, gsining
added eloguence by the earmest, al-
most ‘Wistful expression in the dark
4yes, goes home to her., But she is
silent. -~

"Do you ’know what I bave been|
thinking to-day?™ he says, lesming u'
lttle nearer to her, and speaking in &’
slow, rapt voice. “And"—with a smile
—*I have been thinking a great deal.”’
She remembers how silently he sat
while Mr. Palmer snored—bow Ire-
quently the absent, dreamy look came
into the dark uyes, and she shakes aer
head.

“Tell me,” she says.

“Well,” he says, “I have bees thiank-
ing of the past, ani wishing that I
could drive it away—get rid of Rt—
drive it out of sight amd mind, sed
begin life from—yesterday.”

Silence for a maoment; them bhe
laughs with a strunge, wisttul sert of
bitterness. i

“A foolish wish,” he smy®. “But Rt
clung to me strangely; it pussied jmo
—the fact that Y shoulM wish 2 I
mean. I have never taken Iils us ruy-
thing but rather a grim Jora Jusxt
worth iaughing st, and ro more, uwn-
til I came down here. And I heve boen
wondering how the wish cume to de
bora—what had coma swr me—how
it bad il coms about”

Stlenoe still. Then ia = o wiispar,
Ealt-fearful, half-wisttal:

“And I have found out,”

Pauls tries to smile o8 she Jifty lier
eyes and Jooks down &t him; dut her
ga3e falters and returas 4o the mass
in her fingers. 4

*T have found out!” he ssys. “Wenld
you.like to know what has oocasiohed
the change? Are you curfous?! Ah
no! vhy shonild you be? But if I teld
you, I wonder how yon woel taks
it? Laugh, perhaps—yes, 1 thiok yoa
would laugh—perhaps be angrr, Shall
Itdlm"

Hom,hhqukelonm
face, its fresh lovelineas a little pale
and fixed, as if her whole being were
listening.

A robin drops noiselessly from
above them, and hops almost to their
feet. Paula’s eyes follow it, seeing it
not.

a solid, possible fact. Think what he

- And the Worst is Ye‘t to Come—

|
|
|

{ instend of fn, wWhen sullenly I saw

“Shall T tel' you™ he sayn “If It
would mske you amgry, you must try
an.h“!wu :
when T go sway to look badh Spem’

Her Mps part, snd she tries to say

nﬂoqulﬂ-mm
Métle word falls ou her lips.

He leans nearer to her, 50 near that
his hand touches the sleeve of the
Galatea dress.

“Then 1 will tell you." Be sxys.

With an sbsorbed atr ke pushes his
hat frem ‘bis head and lets it fall and
roll down the bank, and raises him-
gelf on his arm that he may ace her
face and look nte her eyes.

«3¢ egan e might before last,” he
says, “this strange change in me. Do
you remember how 1 first ssw yom?
1 had ‘'wandered into the Court
grounds with ®o motive, curiosity
¢ven, and stood lstening to the music,
mum“lmm

you, I thought you were & ssrvant,

ﬂal.'ulllwd‘.'ﬂ—_-'f g
‘with mo trace -of the semsation hisj ¥

lghts.
eolor are again in your hair,

" and carefully draw it
r hair, taking one small
& time: this magically re.
nli dirt, excess oll and- grease,
not left brittle, dry,

, but charmingly soft,

losxy, co!don gleams and tender
The youthful glines, tints and

ugh

“Danderine” is a tonic-beautMer.

and ‘wes golng sway whea you stum-
bied ageinst me.”

The red blush of maifen whame
burns on Pauls’s cheek; but he goes
on as if he 4id not see it.

“Cn the impulss of the moment I
persuaded you to stay, half-carelessly,
1 coufess. Bee, I am goiag to spesk
the trufh, the whole truth, and Do~
tadag but the iruth. Tou ¥aow what
tollowed, Ty every seiterfuge I comid
thiak of,  kept you there, mentally
resoived thet'I wonld see you again.
Well, we parted. You weant home, and,
doubtiess, forgot me.”

Paula’s eves droop heavily, and her
lins ciose tighily.

what such irifies are wort’;

go oft—anywhere—in the morning”

that has snitten .

*tvhile 1—well, T tried to torget
you. I sat in the solitude of my¥ room
tryisg to amile the little l‘nﬂol
away, (o pat 1t from me us & Mttla,
amusing accidant thed ras worth just
but ft
wogld rot g5 The harder I triod te
get away from it the more psraiatent-
Iy dia your feee, ae I saw it, ail flash-
of and sparkiing, framsd {a the white
shaw], haunt mo; end haif-angry with
myeelf, 3 roseivod that I woald met
take névautoge of the permiwsion X
had got Srec: you---that 1 would not
wllrw the face (hat hawated me, Dnt
taet I wonld pask uwp my treps and

Panls drops the mom from her fin-
gers, ond leaus forward with clasped
uanda, hec face turned away from aim
that he may not aee the suiden pallor

“But when its morn came I found
that I was powerloss. Yes, powerless.
1 could not go. Your face drew me like

a dream, and I—followed it. Fate was
with—or against me, which? Fate
ordained that we should be thrown
together alone that morniug, and ihe
ppell-—-it was no other—grew stronger,
@0 that when I went back to the lone-

Besides doubling the beauty of the
halr at once, it checks dandruff and
stops falling hair. Get delightful Dan-
derine for a few cents at any drug or
tollet counter and use it as a dressing
and invigorator as told on bottle.

Malt-laughing, half-dreading his next
words.

“Paula,” he'murmurs, love in his
wvgics, low, and soft, and infinitely
pleading, love in his dark gyes, fixed
on hers as if they would read her
soul, “I have told you all. Will you
aaswer me one question? Shall T—
dare I ask it? You are so. pure, sO
sweet, s0 like a rose, unstained and
fanocent, that I scarce dare approach
you; but—oh, Panla! I Jove you! Tell
ane, are you angry, or will you love me
8 little in peturn?®”

Changed indead from the self-pos-
m blass man ot the world, he
leans towndl her, pale like herself,
witehed by the passion which masters

Rer with outstretched hands, pleading
and fearful, yet longing to enfold her
i love's pazsionate embrace,

“Paala, my darling, I have frighten-
od you. Forgive me, And yet, if you
imew how dearly I loved you—tell
me—at onoa, one word!” and his hand
drops upenm hers lightly enough, yet
13 sots every fibra of her being throb«
bing.

Tleavy-oyed, pale, and trembling
with the new mystery suffusing her,
she turns her head and looks at him,

“Paula,” he says, breathlessly, fear-
fully bopeful, “tell me: do you: love
me?

~K-Ier lips part slowly, her eyes grow

dim, sp that the handsome face, that
will never be more hmudsome than
now, a¢ this moment, fades for an in-
sisut from her sight.

“I do not know,” she pants, like a

us all sgonor or later; leans towards|

your very smil¢
hard against it
ens—“knowing al.

¢hange which s man feels only once
fn his life, and that wkich has failen
upon me I knew was—love!”

Ho 3 at ‘last, panscs bresta-
len. and pale with supprossed ema-
tion,

“Pauls, it was love!” :

Thers is silense, profound. fiaces,

ly room, not only your face; but your
woice, every little trick of your hands,
~unted me. I fouglt

d his face dark-

i know; I fought
hard, but it was of no use. I looked
forward to the morning as a man
looks forward to certaim happiness. A
ghnnn had come over n:e, the great

but all the air seamed Mlled with those
words, "Pah. ft was love!” The

wild - fawn driven to bay, “I cannet
tell. It is all so—so strange—" with
guick, half-drawn breath.

How can I she says? In all har young
Iifo no word of love hae ever reached
her until now. The young, . untried
soul stands overcheimed, overborne
by the first passionate fiow of a man’s
love. ;

Hep draws a little nearer, and kis
Band closes on hers, as if he fearcd
that he should lose her afier all.

At last Paula speaks, disengaging
harsell gently, lingeringly.

“Isn't it very late?” she says.

“Late!” he repests, his hand ciasp-
ing hers, k's ayes half-dased as cne
oyerwhe!med with too. sudden jo7.
“Late!” and ho looks at his watch.
“What does it matter?”

“You have novor had a sister Alice,”
says Paula, with s tremulous little

M K- i i

He mmfles,
*But 1 shgll have”

2800—Thts style will De pretty end
attractive in lawn, percale,

dotted Bwiss, nainsook, voile, or m
gham. The skirt is & two-piecs
model.

The pattern is cut in 7 Sives: 34,
86 38, 40, 42, 44 and 48 inches bust
‘measure. Size 38 requires 4% yards
of 38 inch materiml. Width of akie
at lower edgo, is about 2 yards.

A pattern of this fllustration maid
ed to any address on receipt of 10
cents in silver or stamps.

A PRETTY AND BECOMING STYLE
FOR SLENDER FIGURES.

8044—This s & good model for
satin, duvetyme, foulard, fariie, crepe
or crepe de chine, or fur combina-
tions of serge and satin, velvet snd
silk. The waist is in kimono style.
The skirt is a gathered two-piece
wodel.

18, and 20 years. Sizo 1§ will re-
quire 3% yards of 44 imch material.
Skirt messures 1% yard at the foot.
A pattern of this fllustration mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10c.
in silver or 1c. and 2¢. stamps.
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| Maunder’s, selected from
{a splendid variety of

Briﬁ:hWoollm,cntby
an - npcto-dlte

moulded and made to
your shape by expert
workers, costs you no
hand-me-down. We al-¥
keep our stocks
complete, and you are
assured a good selection.

Samples and style sheets
sent to any address.

e, Al

=~ John Maunder,
Tailor and Clothier, 281-283 Duckworth Street.
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Buy Libby’s

Tomato Soup.

Sold in Number 1 Cans.

Just add hot water to bring
to right -consistency. Cost
less than any other brand.

New Amval

FROM ENGLAND.

A Fine /Seleciion of

This Pattern is cut in 3 stees: 18, |6g

Sorges & Tweeds:

Also, a splendid assortment of

_Winter OVERCOATINGS.

Satisfaction Guaranteed.

J. Strang,
we-Tailoring of Quality,
COR. WATER and PRESCOTT STS.
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~ J. J. ST. JOHN.

- JUST IN TIME.

40 VERY CHOICE TURKEYS. Sxal
: MSAsgon'mnmLLY POWDERS.
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\ VQBANGES, GRAPES : aud LEMONS
&Mws and ALMONDS.
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