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"HI*" she murmurs, » taint flush 
ou her ctteeks, “do you mean that— 
that you have never loved until— 
s»»r

It Is an unwise question to ask, a 
question that a woman, of the world 
would have carefully shunned; hut 
Paula is not a woman of the world; 
only a little country lass, ae ignorant 
of the world as a alliage maiden 
ootid well he, and eheeeees ne danger 
in the question.

For a moment Sir 'Herrick’s dark 
eyes fell before the eager light In 
here, and his brow contracts. He is 
silent tor a moment, and-a faint shad
ow of disappointment gathers in 
Paula's eyes; but suddenly, though 
slowly, he looks up and smiles. He 
has been thinking. After all, why 
should be not give her the answer her 
heart longe for? The Ignoble passions, 
the whims and follies of hie past Mfe 
cannot be dignified with the name of 
love. No, they were not love, only the 
clumsy counterfeit thereof. Of a surety 
he knew not love until he saw her In 
the moonlight three nights ago.

So he smile*, and lests his hand 
slide to the shell-Uke ear-as he an
swers :

"No, Paula, I have never loved un
til now. Never until I saw my little 
witch-maid, who stole my heart from 
me by wicked magic and black art; 
never until now.”

Paula draws a long breath, and her 
face pales with oxeesi of joy.

"It Is possible?" shs murmurs, gat
ing up at him, "Of1 ail the beautiful 
women you must hasrs known, of *11 
ths young girls, fair and dark—”

"Fat end forty," he murmurs, with 
a smlls; but shs Is not to bs movad 
from hsr subject by a light blow from 
ths bladder of mirth,
—"You oust bavs walksd, and drlvsn, 
and danced with, was thsrs not ons 
you could love?" ,

"No," he says; and he does not 
mean to lie. He le thinking of pure, 
Heaven-sent love, such as burns m 
his heart tor the heart nestling
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CHAPTER XVUL
Pat'ta wakes next meriting with a 

start. What has happened to hurt AD 
night lier sleep had been, broken by 
dreams, dreams so sweet .and strange 
that In V-he first moments, of consci
ousness Û'ie blush still hovers on her 
cheek. Whxxt Is It, this vague feeling 
c* joy and happiness, such joy and 
happiness that never till now have 
visited her?

With heavy eyelids shestares at 
the morning sain, and wonders, until 
the remembrance qf yesterday flashes 
upon her and turns the faint blush of 
sleep to crimson.,

It is realty tnte. or Is It only a 
dream? Is die really loved? Loved! 
The Very word almost frightens her. 
All night the vision of Sir Herrick's 

1 handsome taco has mingled with hsr 
dreams, his deep, musical voice, whose 
every tone she knows and loves, has 
rung in her ears. “Is it really true?" 
she asks herself,' “or has she only 
dreamed It? Ah, if it should only be a 
dream!"

But before long she realises that it 
Is more than a dream; she oaa fsal 
hie kisses on her lips, hear hie love- 
vow in her sers.

She Is loved, and by the best, the 
noblest, the handsomest men In the 
world. A score of times she pauses In 
tbs course of her dressing to recall 
the passionate look, the tender tones 
of his voice,

She—she the lest girl on earth to 
he worthy of him—Is beloved by itr 
Herrick Fowls, the handsomest, the 
beet of men.

There is no song on her lips as she 
goes down, and the pigeons that flut
ter at her feet look up at her sideways 
in wonder. Even the dear old mastiff 
creeps up to her amazed at the rapt 

-silence that holds her. A strange sil
ence has fallen upon her, the whole 
world seems altered and to have 
taken upon It a new beauty; the trees 
look greener In their summer bravery, 
the sun ihines more brightly, the soft 
breeze that fans her cheek Is ladun 
with a sweeter perfume, and hears 
upon its bosom the voice of her be
loved. Ah, how hackneyed Is that line:
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We are pleased to inform our 
many customers that our delayed ship
ment of “Diamond” Gluten Meal 
has at last arrived qx. S.S. “Runa” 
after her eventful voyage from New 
York via the Azores, and we are pre
pared to-day to fill all orders for this 
indispensable feed at lowest prices 
for prompt delivery from ship’s side. 
Get your requirements without delay.

Let "Danderine" save your hair and 
double, its beauty. You ean have lots 
of long, thick, strong, lustrous hair. 
Don't let it stay lifeless, thin, scragg- 
ly or fading. Bring back Its color, 
vigor and vitality.

Get a 35-cent bottle of delightful 
"Danderine” at any drug or toilet 
counter to freshen your soalp; check 
dandruff and falling hair. YouV hair 
needs this stimulating .tonic; then its 
life, color, brightness end abundance 
will return—Hurry I
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strings. Well, eo he does, but not alto
gether; I have a little purse of my 
own, as I told you, I think. You won't 
mind being poor, Paula?" And he 
entiles down at her.

■he meets him with entile for smile.
•T like It," she says; "oh, I like It! 

Do you know what I should really 
ohoose If I had my way?"

"Tell me."
“I should like to lire In that old 

inn with all the funny people—the 
barristers and the poor young min 
out-et-elbowe—end enter Into their 
life. There!"—breaking off suddenly 
—"I've shocked yon; I knew I 
should."

He laughs.
"I'm shocked, of course," he says. 

"You ought, to be anything like the 
young lady of the present day, to wish 
for a palace, or certainly a house In 
Park Lane, a set of Howell & James’s 
diamonds, and a pair of ponies. But, 
by George, Paula! I’m glad you don’t! 
I’m glad you like the other Idea, be
cause”—with a little, grave smile— 
'It’s more likely to come to pass.'But 
yott’U be dull, my darling, woefully 
dull and bored alone with me—”

"Yes, I shall,” she says, and her 
eyes brim over with the tears of a 
heart even too full of love.

Then he lifts her to her feet, and 
draws her arm through his.

“Now for duty,' 
smile.

"Duty?"
He nods.
“I am going to face brother Bob and 

sister Alice, and with hat In hand, or 
on bended knees, If necessary, beg 
them to bestow the pearl of their race 
upon their unworthy servant I won
der what they'll lay?"

A bright blush creeps over Paula's 
face.

•Tve—I’ve told Bob already,” she
says.

"You did!" he says, with an air of 
relief. "What a dear, good girl it Is! 
And sister Alice?"

Paula shake» her head.
"No. not Alice; but I tiftnk she will 

be very glad. She will be awfully sur
prised.”

"Surprised V
"Surprised that anyone should be 

so bereft of their senses as to wish to 
—as to want to—as to like inch a mis
erable girl ae myself.”

"It is surprising?" he says. “Her as
tonishment is natural." And he laughs.

“Stay outside," he whispers, ae they 
step on to the terrace. "Stay here"—

new beauty. For titim, too, the sun 
shines with a novtf import It ie, let 
the past be what it may, hie first real, 
genuine love. And me he comes upon 
her seated by the «tump by which 
they ate the scanty luncheon only two 
days ago, he holds out hie arme with 
an exclamation of wonder.

"Fault, you here!”
"Yes, I am beret" 

rosy as eunbreak. "Bu 
not very early?"

"Early, my darling! 
folding her. "I have b 
hours—hours! I oould not sleep for 
thinking of youl" and be holds her 
sweet young face la his bands, and 
be look* down at it with rapt Joy.

"Could you not?" she says, gating 
at the bright eyes, all aglow with 
love, and youth, and hope.

throwing himself

Comprising Waist Pattsrn Sill, ana 
Skirt Pattern 3118.

The Waist Is cut In 6 sitae: 14, II, '
81, 40, 41, end 44 lnohes bust measure. ! 
The Skirt in 8 sties, waist measure 
IS, II, II, SI, 80, and IS inches. The 
width of ths Skirt at its lower edge 1i 
about IH yard* when plaits are ex
tended, Ai here illustrated black vel
vet wee used with narrow facings of 

duvetyn,
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■•tin, trlcotlne, and taffeta are also 
appropriate.

To make the costume for a Medium 
else will require St4 yard* of 88 Inch 
materiel,

This Illustration calls for TWO se
parate patterns which will be mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c FOR 
EACH pattern in silver or stamps.
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“No," he ears, 
down betide her. "All night you have 
haunted me. Wicked Paula, to rob a 
man of his rest! All night, darling! 
And I’ll be hound you haven’t given 
a thought tome! Confess!"

She hangs! her head.
"I have thought of you!” She pants 

in his arma. “I have—dreamed of you 
-all night. Sir Herrick!”

A slight shade crosses his brow.
"Don’t call me Sir Herrick!” he 

say*, reproachfully. “Call me Herrick, 
or Rick. Yes, Rick; that Is the name 
I am known by.”

“Rick!" she murmurs, obediently.
"And you thought of me!" he eays, 

gratefully. "And I—Heaven, how I 
Paula, I don’t think you

A Fine Selection of

Serges & Tweedssay, are made in heaven, raws, oure 
must have been,” and his head droops 
until his lips touch the chest-nut 
hair.

Suddenly she looks up.
"I wonder,” she says, and the old, 

naive look cornea Into her eyes, the 
sudden flash of light which is like the 
sun on rippling water—”1 wonder 
whether the major will think so?”

Sir Herrick doesn’t start, and smiles 
on still; but It is rather the entile of 
B man prepared for the worst

he says. "It doesn’t

Also, a splendid assortment of
"There is nothing half so sweet In Ufe 
As love’s young dream!”

and yet how true it is!
And it Is Paula’s first lore. No other 

has occurred to take off the* ke*n 
edge of it. Never until now has lore 
been other than a meaningless word. 
No other lips have touched her own 
red, ripe ones with love’s magic Idas 
until Sir Herrick’s; come what will, 
he is the first the only on*.

So rapt and enveloped, so hall-mark
ed by this strange love does she team, 
that she scarcely finds courage to en
ter the bouse and face Alice’s steely 
smile end Bob’s conscious glance; 
and begging a glass of milk from 
May, she wanders down to the valley 
to be alone—all alone with her new 
happiness. So with the old mastiff 
following at her heels, sorely puzzled 
by her silence and inattention. »he 
makes her way to the stream, and, 
wandering by its babbling course, re
calls every word her lover, her king, 
her god, uttered.

And here Sir Herrick finds her. For 
him, too, the day has broken with a

Winter OVERCOATINGSwith a

Satisfaction Guaranteed
love you!
know, understand how dearly I love 
you!"

She smiles up at him, content to tie 
In hie arme, the sweet sun smiling 
down at them.

“I wonder,” she murmurs, “whether 
you love me as I love you! I think 
not You. who have seen eo many 
beautiful women—so much better than 
I am—"

"Hush!” he say*, chldingly. “There 
never wee a woman more beautiful 
and better than you. my darling— 
never." •

"Are you cure that you love me?” 
she whispers, «torts It only a mistake? 
it it is, tell me now—now, at cnee; 
I could not bear it later."

“My Paula!" he whispers. "I am 
quite sura You are my queen, my 
pearl beyond price! See! Look at me! 
Do you doubt me?"

And she lifts hsr heavy eyes and 
looks at him.

"No, I do not doubt," She whispers, 
let It is so wonderful—eo wonder, 
full" and she smiles dreamily. "Only
a few eight» see end we had ester 
met—did net knew each otter. I won
der," slowly and softly, as if speak
ing to htnelf rather than to hlm—"I 
wonder if we had never met until we 
were eld, quite old, whether we 
should hare known that, had we «et 
earlier, we should have levedl"—she 
breaks off, with a shy smile. "That is 
nonsense, isn’t It? Bet," suddenly, 
"how dark the world wae before that 
niafet we danced outside the Court, 
Riek-V

A lover la quick to understand even 
the meet mystic of hie mistress's 
word*, end itr Herrick understands 
her; It Is the young, per. eon! dazed 
and astounded at the overwhelming

J. J. Strang,“I don’t know,’ 
matter."

“Does it not?" she asks, her brews 
a half-doubt,

Tailoring of Quality 
COR. WATER and PRESCOTT STS.

coming together with 
her eyes fixed on his face. "You are 
sure It doesn’t matter, Rick?"

"Not a bit," he says, pushing his 
hat from his forhead with the pecul
iar trick of manner habitual with him. 
"Not a bit; we—or at least I am not a 
child. My uncle, the major, does not 
role the universe."

"I—I thought,” falters Paula, "that 
you said—I don’t like to go on.” And 
she looks prettily troubled.

“Go on,” he says, laughing. "You 
mean that my uncle holds the pursq-

Pattern 3108, cut In S sizes: 12, 14, 
and 18 years. It will require 3% yards 
of 44 inch material for a 14 year size. 
As here shown brown serge was need 
with trimming of silk braid. Gabar
dine, satin, taffeta, velvet and poplin 
are also attractive for this style.

A pattern of this Illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c tn 
stiver or etampe.
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"Hallor he says, getting np and 
nearly upsetting the ink "How do 
you do? Here!”—end he Clears a chair 
by the simple process of tilting the 
hooka off It on to the floor—“sit down. 
Glad topee you."

"I’m disturbing you?" says Sir Her- 
ri* glancing at the ledgers.

"Not a bit," says Boh, with suepioi- 
one alacrity. T» only too pled of an 
excuse. I’m delighted to *ee anybody, 
Are yea good at account*?" j

Sample Cases from |I0 upwards, 
Fancy Goode and Perfumery,
Herd ward, Machinery and Metal 
Jewellery. Plate and Watches,

--------— id Optical Goods,
Oilmen's Stores, 
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p.c. to g p.c.
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