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The Romance
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It is the evening of the second day
after Paula has bidden farewell to Sir
Herrick that Bob returns,

Best not to enquire how those two
dsys have passed with Panla. Thers
are some battles that it is best to fight

‘in 30cret, and without audience or

spectators; a fierce battle was fought !
: Alice,

in that neat, little dimity chamber
between Paula and her lost love; a
struggle so severe that in after-years,

]
when she recalls it, her soul ghrinks:

bagk

8 struggle which leaves her pale, and ;

i Bob, ahsently.

sppalled at the memembrance; |

wan, and weak . but, thank Hegven, :

victorious.

*For me there is no joy in day or
night,
Gone is the sunshine and the light
Of happy hours—"
she could say, but she does not. How-
ever deep the iron may have entered
her soul, she has vowed that she will

cover the wound decently, and hide the

fox under the vestment, as the Spar-
tan boy did, “and smile even though
her heart broke.”

- The thought of going about like a
deserted maiden, with a pale face,
and perchance a black dress, makes
her shudder and laugh with mingled
bitterness and self-scorn, and prompts
her to ohoose the brightest frock
when she comes down to meet Alice’s
curious and keen serutiny,

. Alice starts and raises her eyebrows
when she sees the pink cotton in all
ita bravery; but there is a look:in
the pale face that warns her that any
remarks would be unwelcome, and
she contents herself! with watching
the sorrow-stricken girl covertly, and
wondering whether this {s really the

or whether the major has some-
thing else in store, and when she shall
hedr from him,

8o the two days pass, apd In the
avening of the second there is a great
barking on the part of the dogs, the
solind of a man’s firm tread in the
hall, and Bob comes in.

“Hello!"” he says, with a faint imit-
stion of his old, cheery brusqueness,
a8 he enteérs the parlour and flings his

And*tile Worst is Yet to Come—

I left,” he goes on, hurripdly, glangs|

ing, with \Mll-concealed anxziety, st

n-h/-mm

it; bt be talks uncessingly, ss if be

were talking aseipst time and
thought; and Paula, sitting back in
the window, understands him,

“Apd have you done your business
in London? asks Alice, lving back ip
the arm-chair and surveylng him

under her half-closed lids.

“Yes,” he says, with a nod, and an
intense interest in his plate.

“And what is the new fashion?’ she
asks, "Is it true that méarly ail the
women are wearing their hair short?”

“Yes—np—1 think so. 'Pon my
word, I didn't notige,” he repligs in

. sugh @& helpless fashion that Paula

cannot suppress.a smile.

#“You wouldn't remark the difference
if all the women were shaved says
with lazy contempt.

. *“I dop’t suppese I should,” - says
“But they weren't
ghaved—at least I think not.”

“And did you go te the theatre?”
asks Alice.

“No,” he says, with a sigh cut short
in the middle—*“no, I was busy.”

“What! All night?” retorts Alice,

‘ incredulously.

“Oh, no, of course not; but I don't
care about theatres, you knew.”
“I suppose long skirts and trsine

 have quite gome out?™

“Yes, I think so,” he answers, grave-
1y, with such a palpable ynconscious-
ness of thé reply that even Alice
Jaughs.

“The fact is” she says, “you must
have walked about with your eyes and
ears ghut."

“I wish I had,” he says, with a sude
den groan. Then he looks up, and col-
ourp almost angrily—salmost.

‘““What do I know or oare whether
FNoman wear their hair short or their
skirts long? he says, impatiently.
“Waht is the use of asking me such
idiotia questions?

“1 don't think there is any use,” as-
sents Alice. “I think I'll go to bed.”

And she takes her departure, much
te Bob's relief,

There is silence for just a minute,
while Paula mixes him bis usual glass
of ‘whiskey-and-water, and he sits,
with his head resting on his hand,
staring at the cloth,

Then he gets up and fills his pipe
and lights !t, carefully avoiding her
eyes. |\

“"Den’t trouble, Bob,” she says in &
quiet voice, as she comes up to him
uddnudonnthhmt.“llmow
uL.

He starts, and looks down at her
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;{ do—say anything to gain his end.

" storfes a mile long about 'em down at

; “But what did you hegr, Bob?”

T
v T By
t and h reviedy,
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with & sudden look of surprige gad al-
most alarm on his frank face.

“You know—" he says, hesitating-
ly.

- “I know 3l],”* she repeats, her eyes
fixed on the Japapese umbrells in Lhoi
fire-place, her white hands locked to-
gether on her lap., “Bob, he—Sir Her-
rick”—she winces as the name leaves;
her lips—*“Sir Herrick has been here."l

He almost springs to hig feet. i

“He has been here? Curse his im-
pudence!” he exclaims, be.neer. his
tecth.

“Hush! Men't curse hir, Boh™ she
says, with a little shudder. “I ean't
bear that, for all that he has donel”

He looks down at her with a man’s
tender pity and a man’s flerece anger
in his face.

“Paula, my dear,” he says, and his
strong voice falters, “he~-he is a vil-
lain—a migerable, double-faced scoun-
drel!” :

She Iooks'ul'a at him for a moment,
and her lips frams a “No.”

“A man who ought to be—be shot,
and would haye been if he Lhad Hved|
fifty years ago; and T wish to Heaven |
we were fifty years back. I'd shoot him
like a dog!”

“Your promise, remember your
promise,” she whispers, taking bhis
hand. “And—and Bob, dear, don't 88y
‘hard things about him.” ‘

“Hard things!” he repeats, with '
suppressed indignation. “Perhaps you |
don't know all, Paula?” {

“I think I do,” she says. “But-—=but
tell me what you know, Don't be
afraid!” she adds, looking up at him
with & wan face. “I can bear it. I,
sha'n't make a scene, Bob, I never do, |
you know! I've had my bad half-hour, |
as the French say, and am quite rea~
scnable, Tell me all, Bob.”

He is silent for & momeunt, pufing
at his pipe furiously.

“It isn’t much, my dear,” he says,
gently. “But that cursed letter was '
true—true, every word of it, I suppose
he denied it. 'Those kind of gentry al-
ways do.”

“No,” she says in a low voice. “No,”
he- didn't deny it. I don't think he
would lie to me.”

“He!” he retorts, bitterly. “He would

Paula, what T said when I first heard
his pame was true; he is a bad lot
Remember, he comes from & bad race.
| The Powises! Why, they can tell you

the Arms.” P
“I daresay,” says Paula, wearily.
“I heard—I heard all that was bad
of him,” he replies, with a sigh and
a groan. “He is just one of the fastest
of a fast set—a ;mmm nd Q
gambler.”
l She smiles—ah, so -uuy! m eum!
" bave forgiven him all that; thers s

!

“man will not forgive the ‘man she
m,—uwwuuaﬁocq,

.| Why, Pauls, he was riding about with

! layghs a3 strangely bitier laugh,

' @ sudden, shert gesture of despair—

: is pot an hour when Iam awake tnat
‘1 do not think of him, I can see his

 mean that he was all in all to me.

i ed him every happiness, Poor fellow!

! —and”—suddenly

' Out-ot-order stomachs foél fine st

¥Ry 15 & villafe!™ saye honest Bob
=" right-down bad-hearted scound-
ol

“Bob!* plaadingly.
“%yey, that's noj too strong for him,

this other ons only tvo days ago. My

Paula is sllent s moment,

T kmow it M—h admitted ™
she #ays in & low, tremulous veice,

' “He did, did he? I wish he had ad-
mitted it to me™

“Rob, did you~did you find out who
-She was™ ;

“No,” Re says, throwipg down his
pive vigigusly—"pa; my friepd djdn'
know, and I didn’t trouble to enquire
elsewhere, Why ‘should I? The fact
was enought” :

“Quite, guite,” she says, despairful-
fy. “But—byt I should have
liked te have kmown. Is she—is she
yery beantifyl?”

Bob grunts angrily.

“I don't know-~yes, my friend says
80.2

A low, deep sigh,

“How he must love her!”

Bob kicks the five-irons.

“Love! Such men don’t know what
love means,” he says, scornfully.
“Don’t—don’t think any more about
him, Pagla”

She looks straight before hcr, and

“That is good advice, Bob,” she says,
“but, like most good adyice, it is dif-
ficult to ofllow . Think!"—and she
stretches out her clesped hands with

“I think of him night and day. There

face, hear his voice as plainiy as if
| Le were here at my sids, It is shamr -
' ful, unmeidenly, isn't 1, Bob? But"— :
with a shudder—*“I can't help it: 1!
have fought ageinst it, oh, so hard!
out I cannot forget him—not yet, not
yet: I shall in time. Ono forgets every-
thing in time, they say; and I shall
learn to think of him with a smile,
perhaps—who knows? But that time
seems a long way off—a very long
» way indeed, Bob.”

And she laughs.

“And—and what did you say to
“Bim? he asks, losking down at her
with gentle pity and wonder. “Did you
eall him a scoundrel, and tell him that
if you hadn't made me promise—I was
& fool to give that promise—that I'd
have broken every bone in his body?”

She laughs again wearily.

‘No,” she says, with a sigh. “We
parted very good friends. Isn't that
the right expression? Very good
friends—think of {t, Bob! When only
four days ago we were all in all to
each other. No"—with a shudder—*I

That makes all the difference, doesn’t
it? We parted quite kindly. I think we
shook bhands—yes, we did, and I wish-

~don’t be angry!—he looked so
wretched. I suppose even the worst
of men don't like being found out. And
throwing up her
head to force back the tears that glis-
ten in her bea,utiml, dark eyes—“that’s
the end of it! Let there be no more
talk between us, Bob! The end has
come. From to-night I mean to_drive
—to force him oyt of my mind. I will
think of him as the husband of that
other beautiful girl, and ‘I will not
wear the willow any longer, Never let
us mention his name again, Bob, He
came like a dréam, let him go like
one. I shall wake some day and forget
all about it.”
(To be ennunnod)
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Pattern 3115, cut in 7 Sises: 34,
36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inghes bust
measure, is here partrayed. Size 38
will require 5% yards of 86 inch
material,

Gingham in a neat check pattern or
percale in dots or figures, would be
good for this medel. It i excellent
for linen, drill, repp or cotton poplin,
also for flannellette, lawn and serge.
The width of the skirt at lower adge
is 2 yards.

A paitern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10c. in
silver or utnmpi.

A PRETTY Gown IX ONE PIECE
STYLE,
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hndaﬂaboutthehumanfod.lhmstmdion.
jts deformitigs, and haw these mayall be over:

le, but entlﬁc means. He will be found

all times, ready to examine the feet and

vice thout clurge. You are invited to call

His education as a foot speéialist
- has shown him that

Thereisa

Rmt@l&fvegﬁoﬂ}a&
mdhewm g‘lu!ly demonstraté, on your own foot, how the
proper Schell Appliance will make it possible for you to
wear the stylish shoes you like without theislightest discom-
fort. He uses the same methods as the famous authority, Pr.
Scholl, and employs the devices which Dr. $choll invented.

Come in and see for yourself. No charge whatever for
bis services. Everybody invited to get “foot-happy.”

ASK THE FOOT EXPERT AT

PAKER & MONROE, Lid. |
—)|
.%tchlburFe '

9’

2017—This design is nice for serge,
satin, silk, bordered goods, gabardine
and velvet. The loose panels may be
omitted.

The Pattern ds cut in 7 Sizes: 84,
86, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust
measure. Size 38 requires 53 yards
of 44-inch material. Width of skirt
at lower edge, is about 1% yard.

A pattern of this jllustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10c. in
gilver or lc. and 2c. stamps.
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How About That
Office Desk?

You've been talking Office
D :sks for some time? Intend-
ing to renew with modern ones?
To get a gond Typewriter Desk
for the busy stenographer?
Here’s your chance to ' select
Solid Oak Desks in various de-
signs—roll or flat tops, different’
sizes and finishes from a supply
only just crri- d from the-best-
makers in the U. S. A.

Just rememher—Your office
equipment has a lot to do-with
the business impressions yoti cre-
atémKeep yours up—to-the-mln-

U.S. Picture & Portrait Co.
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European / Agency.
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SLATTERY'’S
Wholesale Dry Goods

are now oﬁering to the trade the following

English and American Dry Goods.

English Curtain Net. White Curtains.
English Art Muslin. Valance Net.
SR Fiainiosk. &'35'; o Glaghs
, en’s gham

Children’s White Dresses Bréuses
Ladies’ Handkerchiefs.
Gent’s Colored Handker-

chiefs,

G,

m. Mer-

M QW -mm ‘of SMALLWARES.

TERY'S DRY GOODS STORE,

: i‘ﬁi nd George Streets.
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