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ethereal form on the oouch.

“Toe sent for mé," she says In a 
low. gentle murmur. "Are you so llir

"Hush!” whispers Floe ale, putting 
her fingers to her lips. “I am no worse 
than I have been—aot much, at least 
•What Is that you have onî Went you 
take It eftr and she touches the 
demine.

Paula, still kneeling, unfasten* the 
knot, and drops the «oak.

Flossie utters en exclamation of ad
miration.

“How beautiful! Oh," beautiful! 
beautiful!" and In her eyes comes a 
gleam of the old tight "Why, that "le 
the prettiest combination I hare ever 
seen. I don't think even I ever looked 
better, even fa the old days!"

“The eld days?” says Paula, With a 
faint smile.

The pale face flushes.
“I—I mean when I wore pretty 

things, my dear," she says. “And you 
have been to the ball, of course? You 
look rather tired; bet you enjoyed ltr

Paul* smiles curiously, and her Ups 
twitch as If with sudden pain.

"Not very much," she answers, 
gravely. “I don't care very much tor 
balls. But this was a very grand one."

"And you were "a great success T" 
says Flossie, with a faint smile.

Paula shakes her head Indifferently, 
her eyes tied with anxious scrutiny 
upon the pale face, upon which a sub
tle change has fallen since she saw It 
last She can hear the breath cutting 
the words short,—knows that the smile 
costs more than It Is worth.

“Do not talk about myself,” she 
says, gently putting her hand on the 
thin arms. “You are very tired your
self this morning; are you In any 
pain?"

Flossie shakes her head, her blue 
eyes tied on Paula’s face with anxi
ous doubt

“No, I am never In pain—very sel
dom. You are wondering why I sent 
for you? And I—I can scarcely sum
mon courage, to say nothing of 
strength, to tell you," and she sighs. 
“But I must and at once. I wonder 
how you will take it? Perhaps you will 
get up and leave me without a word?*’

“My dear!" murmurs Paula, with a 
sad smile.

"No, you will not do that" says 
Flossie. “You àre too good for that 
It Is women like myself who are hard 
and unforgiving.”

"I cannot Imagine you as unforgiv
ing," says Paula, drawing the furs 
round the frail form, for a alow shud
der runs through her.

"Imagine me as had as you can, 
and the picture will not he too dark," 
says Flossie, slowly, gravely.

Paula looks at her. Is she deliri
ous? To connect anything tike evil 
with this pure, delicate piece of wan
ing humanity would be too ridiculous.

There Is silence tor a moment Sir 
Herrick, behind the half-opened door, 
can-hear the laboured breathing of 
Flossie—can see Paula bending piti
fully over her.

Then Flossie speaks again, now very 
low and slowly;

“Do you remember the first time 
you came here? Do you remember how 
we talked, we two, as It we. had known 
each other tor years Instead of for a1 
tew short hours?”

“I remember,” says Paula, gently.
“It was strange, curious, was It 

not?" says Flossie, with a singular 
smile. "Do you remember telling me—
I worried It out of you—that you had 
been unhappy?”

Paula Inclines her head.
“Yes."
"You did not tell me much. Suppose 

there was no occasion? Suppose that 
1 knew your story even before I saw
your

Fault, starts, but her syss do not 
leave the white face.

"Is that possibler she says, with 
a forced saille.

"It Is more than possible, it is true,”
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something else yet. You—yon na/e 
forgiven me, you can forgive him?" 
eagerly.

Paula's eyes drop.
“You cam—you must. Ah, I remem

ber. What is this about your marri- 
age? That 1» not true* Say It la not 
true?" fervently.

Paul* looks at her steadily, and a 
flash of shame rises to her face.

«It was—It Is not now," she says 
In a low voice. “That Is past and done 
with. Do not speak of it"

"No, no. Thank Heaven! Ah, no, ti
ts not too alte? Tell me—euppose 
suppose that—come nearer—can you 
hear me? I can scarcely hear myself. 
Is the sea loud to-night?” And ehe 
looks wildly and wonderingly at the 
window.

Paula shudders.
"No, dear. It Is all quiet and still. 

I can hear you; but do not talk^any 
more. Walt till to-morrow.’’

“No, no,’’ with a struggling smile. 
“I am on the boards now, and It Is 
my tines; I must speak them,’’ her 
mind wandering back to the old stage 
days. “Let me—suppose he—Sir Her
rick—were In this placer’

“He Is here; I have seen him,” says 
Paula In a low voice. “But—’’

Flossie stops her Impatiently.
“Do not think of me! So you. have 

seen him! And—and—”
“He has gone," says Paula, wearl-
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CHAPTER XLL
“Pity!* she echoes. “Don’t you see? 

You said ‘sold herself,’ and tt Is true. 
They have forced her to it It must 
be so! 1 have seen him myself"—and 
■be shudders. "Oh, Rick, save her! 
save her! I know that she loves you— 
1 saw it In her face. Do you think a 
woman who hag loved cannot tell 
when she sees a woman In the same 
case? Oh, Rick, you must save her!”

He raises, white, and trembling, and 
paces the floor, his hands folded on 
his breast with a tight pressure to 
k?ep down the storm that rages with
in His heart

"Save her, Rick!" says the low, 
sweet voice. Imploringly, “Only you 
can do it I know—I can understand 
It all. They ate marrying her to the 
roan tor his money. I have heard of 
him. Weston brings me the news of 
thial wretched place—a man not fit to 
touch her! Oh, Rick, I did so long to 
make her and you happy before—be
fore—’’

She stops and covers her face with 
her hands, and the great drops fall 
through her fingers on to the fur.
“What can Y do?" he says, hoarsely, 

With outstretched hands. “I can kill 
hhn.eBy Heaven! I will, rather than 
She should do this thing! Flossie, you 
—you are a good glrl.I—I wronged 
yeu deeply—I see It now; but you 
have done your best to make atone- 

have done

ectly I heard your 
killed me, that name of yours,’ 
she smiles.

Paula’s face grows pale, and her 
hand trembles.

"How do you know It?” she asks.
“Ah!" sighs Flossie, shuddering, 

"that Is so difficult to answer. I tried 
to tell you the other day. I have been 
trying to find courage to tell you ever 
since we met, but I have put It oft. I 
had better not put It off any longer,’’ 
with a emlle that brings tears to 

’Tell me—you see I

name
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SERVICE DRESS.“Goner’ with a look of alarm In the 

blue eyes. Then ehe remembers and 
smiles itintly. “Ah, I see! He thought 
he had lost you really for good and 
all. But he has not, has he? And If he 
were here—If—what Is this—the room 
Is dark—Rick—Rick!"

Paula starts and looks round as the 
door opens and Sir Herrick comes to
wards them. He comes with outstretch
ed hands, thinking only tit his recover
ed treasure, his regained love—selfish 
as the best of men are, alas! But 
Paula puts up her hand, and glances 
swiftly at the face lying on her bosom.

“Oh, Rick!” shesays, just as If 
they had never been -parted. “See! 
Poor girl, poor girl! Fetch the maid!”

He just touches Paula’s outstretch
ed hand before he goes, and returns 
almost in a minute with Weston.

In that moment Paula has lifted 
Flossie’s light weight in her arms and 
sits upon the couch bolding her almost 
bodily.

With a sob Weston rushes to her 
mistress’s side.

"Oh, Miss Flossie, Miss Flossie!” 
Is the faithful creature's piteous cry.

“Hush!” says Paula. “Send for a 
doctor.”

“I have, miss. Ok, my poor mis
tress!"

Flossie opens her eyes.
"Is that you, Weston?" she mur

murs, almost lnaudlbly, hut with the 
old smile. “Have I slept too long? 
Don’t let us be late; It makes them 
Ill-tempered. I shall get four encores 
to-night, Weston. I feel tike doing my 
very best.”

(To be continued.)

Paula’s eyes, 
know so much that I may as well know 
all—did you love him very, very dear
ly?”

Paula Is silent for a moment, then 
she murmurs almost lnaudlbly, but 
with a steadfast look:

“Yes, I loved him very dearly."
Flossie stretches out her hand timid

ly, and touches the hand with a meek. 
Imploring gesture.

“And yet—yet you can forgive the 
—the woman who came between you? 
You said that, you know,” eagerly.

"Yes,” says Paula, pale and ayed. 
“Yes, If he is happy. .Why should I 
not? He loved her first before be saw 
me. And she-r-why should she have 
suffered any more than I? Poor girl!”

Flossie flings her hands before her 
face and cries:

“Don’t—don’t pity her! Oh, If you 
knew; if I could tell you. You must 
not pity her—she is bad and wicked, 
and It la quite right that she should 

You cannot understand. But

$3.00 to $6.50 pair,^Usf-^OO)

Sole Agents for Newfoundland
ment Be satisfied; you

"No, not all!” she says, holding up 
her hand warnlngly; tor her ears, 
keen tike those of most sick persons, 
have caught the sound of an opening 
floor, and the‘tread of feet In the hall. 
•There is someone coming. Go into 
file next room, Rick, and—wait—”

He turns and comes to the couch, 
and stands besides her, his haggard 
face dark with despair.

“Promise me that you will not go— 
that you will remain there, whatever 
happens, until I call you, If I should 
pall you? Will you promise?”

He puts his hand Into hers without 
S word, and goes into the next room, 
divided only from the larger one by 
folding-doers.

Flossie lies bick panting; her 
Strength is very low. and she has al- 
piosi exhausted It Thev door opens, 
and Weston comes In and whispers, 
thon goes out and reenters, follow by 
Paula.

She Is enveloped In her doinlno, her 
golden hair riffled by the silken hood, 
her fan even on her wrist—Just In
deed, as she left the ball; and as she 
crosses the room, the silver on the 
dress shimmers In the stray rays of 
sunlight

pV12.6f.eod

suffer.
think, supposing she was vile and-un
worthy even of your pity—what then?’

Paula draws her breath, and is sil
ent for a moment 

“Then, even then, I pity and for- 
she says, solemnly. “But—
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We Meet
Rose ofgive her!

“Wait,” pants poor Flossie. “Re
member what she did—that letter. It 
was a cruel thing to do, vile and cruel, 
and It was not true, for he did not 
love her. It was you he loved, and he 
flhme to her to tell her that they must 
part, and she—ehe kept him against 
his will, knowing every moment that 
he had come to do the right thing. Oh, 
Heaven! those three days!—Misa 
Estcourt—Paula—It was I who sepf 
arated you from the man you loved. 
It was L I am Flossie Hamilton, the 
actress—the woman who wrote that 
letter. You will not leave me!” for 
Paula, In the shock, prepared for It 
as she had been, has risen and stands 
looking down with white, strained, 
averted gaze.

For a moment the longing to get 
from the house—to he alone—almost 
overmasters her; then she conquers, 
and coming back to the couch, kneels 
beside It

Flossie has cowered back, her face 
hidden In her hands, her whole attitude 
that of penitence and remorse. Paula 
gently draws the hands away from the 
face, and raises the head with Its 
short golden curls, and Flossie, gain
ing courage, lifts her eyes and looks 
fearfully Into the depths of the dark 
ones bent upon her. So the two wo
men exchange glances—the sinner and 
thé pure. Heaven alone knows what 
longuage passes between them In that 
silent interchange, but elowly. sol
emnly, Paata draws the head to her 
1 «jeun, and bends and kisses the white 
forehead.
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