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Pay'fa wakes next morking with &
start. What has happened. to Rer? All

night lier sleep had been,:broka‘ by |

dreams, lreums so sweet.and: strange
that in ythe first moments; ¢t cousel-’
ousness fle blush still howers on her

cheek. Whut is it, this vague. feeling |

of joy and happiness, such joy and
‘l-pplness that never till' now have
visited her?

With heavy eyelids ghe 'stares at
the meotning sun, and womders, pnm
the remamhrancg of yesterday flashes
apon her and turns the faint blush of
slesp to crimson.

It is really true, or is it only a
dream? Is she really loved? Loved!
The very word almost frightems. her.
All night the visiom of Sir Herrick's
'handsome facé has mingled with her
dreams, his deep, musical voice, whose
every tone she knows and loves, has
rung in her earg. “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
{s more than a dream; she can feel
his kisses on her lips, hear his love-
vow in her ears.

She is loved, and by tho best, the
noblest, the handsomest man in the
world. A score of times she pauses in
the course of her dressing to recall
the passionate look, the tender tonuos
of his voice,

She—she the last girl on earth to
be worthy of him—is beloved by sir
Herrick Powis, the handsomest, the
best of men. i

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 masti?
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 shines more brightly, the soft
breeze that fans her cheek is laden
with a sweeter perfume, and. bears.
upon its bosom the voice of her be-
loved. Ah, how hackneyed is that line:

“There is nothing half so sweet in life
As love’s young dream!”
and yet how true it is!

And it is Paula’s first love. No othar
has oceurred to take off the® kean
edge of it. Nevep until now has love
been other than a meaningless word,
No other lips have touched her own
red, ripe ones with love's magic kiss
until Sir Herrick’'s; come what wiil,
he is the first, the only one.

So rapt and enveloped, so hall-mark-
ed by this strange love does she seem,
that she scarcely finds courzge to en-
ter the house and face Alice’s steely
smile and Bob’s conscious glancs;
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 puszzled
by her silence and inattention, she
makes her way to the stream, andy
wandering. by its babbling course, re-
calls avery word her lover, het king,
her god, uttered.

And here Sir Herrick finds hér. For
him, too, the day has broken with a
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new beauty. For lhim, too, the sun
shines with a novel import. It is, let
the past be what it may, his first real,
genuine love. And as he comes upon
her seated by the wtump by which
they ate the scanty luncheon only two
days ago, he holds out his arms with
an exclamation of wonder.

“Pauls, you herel”

“Yes, I am here,” she murmurs,
rosy as sunbreak. “But—but are you
not very early?

“Barly, my darling!” he says, en-
folding her. “I hawe been awake for
hours—bhours! I could pot sleep for
thinking of you!"” and he holds her
sweet, young face in his hands, and
he looks down at it with rapt joy.

“Could you not?' she says, gazing
at the bright eyes, all aglow with
love, and youth, and hope.

“No,® he says, throwing himself
down beside 'her. “All night you have
haunted me, Wicked Paula, to rob s
man of his rest! All night, darling!
And I'll he bound you haven't given
a thought tosme! Confess!"”

,She hangsiher head.

*1 have thiought 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 §ir Herrick!” Le
says, 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 says,
gratefully. “And I—Heaven, how I
love you! Paula, I don’t think you
know, understand how dearly I love
you!”

She smiles up at him, content to le
in his srms, the sweet sun smiling
down at them.

“I wonder,” she murmurs, “whether
you love me a5 I love you! I think
not. You, who have seen €0 many
beautiful women—=so much better than
1 am—"

“Hush!” he says, chidingly. “There
never was a woman more beautiful
and better than you, my darling—
never® .

“Are you .sure that you love me?”
she whispers, ®"or+is it only a mistako?
If it is, tell me now—now, at once;
I could pot hear-it later.”

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

"And ghe lifts her heavy eyes and
looks at him.

“No, I do not doubt,” she whispers.
“But ft is so wonderful—ao wonder
ful!” and she smiles dreamily. “Only

“Rick,” she Mmurmurs, & faint flush
on her cheeks, “do you gmean that—
that you 'have never Joved until—
now?’ : ;

It is an ‘unwise question to ask, a
question that.a womsan.of the world
would have carefully shunned; baut
Psula is not & womam of the world;

only a little countrylul.ulpm:
of the world as a willage maiden |
could well be, and shewsees no danger |

in the guestion.

For a moment Sir 'Herrick’s da~k
eyes fall before the eager light in
hers, and his brow coniracts. He is
gilent for a moment, and.a faint shad-
ow of disappointment
Paula’s eyes; but suddemly, thongh
slowly, he looks up and smiles. He
has been thinking. After all, why
should he not give her the answer her
heart longs for? The ignoble passions,
the whims and follies of hfs past life
canpot be dignified with the name of
love. No, they were not lowe, only the
clumsy counterfeit thereof.-Of a surety
he knew not love until he saw her in
the mopnlight three nights ago.

So he smiles, and lests his hand
slide to the ghell-like 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 oxeess of joy.

“It is possible?’ she murmurs, geas-
ing up at him, “Ofiall the beautiful
women you muat hawve kmown, of all
the young girls, fair and dark—"

“Fat and forty,” he murmurs, with
o smile; but she is not to be moved
from her subject by a light blow from
the bladder of mirth,

—''You must bave walked, and driven,
and danced with, was there not one
you could love?” .

“No,” he says; and he does not
mean to lie, He is thinking. of pure,
Heaven-sent love, siich as burns in
his heart. for the heart nestling
against it; and from that view his ra-
ply is Gospel truth.

“No,” she echoes. “It—it is almost
teo sweet to be true. Rick, it seems al-
most as if we had been waiting for
each other, doesn’t it?” solemnly.

“Yes,” he says, touched by her
simplicity and trust. “Matches, they
say, are made in heaven, Paula; ours
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 eld,
naive look comes 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 smile of

‘| 2 man prepared for the worst.

. “I don't know,” he says. “It doesn’t
matter,”

“Does it not?™ she asks, her brows
coming together with a half-doubt,
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-
far trick of manner habitual with him.
“Not « bit; we—or at least I am not a
child. My uncle, the major, does not
rule the universe.”

«I—1 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 purse-
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strings. Well, so he does, but not alto-
gether; I havo a little purse of my
own, as I told you, I think. You won't
mind being poor, Paula?™ And he
smiles down at her,

She meets him with smile for smile,

“I like it,” she says; “oh, I like it!
Do you know what I should really
ghoose if I had my way?

“Tell me.”

“I should like to live in that old
inn with all the funny people—the
barristers and the poor young mon
out-at-elbows—and enter into their
life, There!"—breaking off suddenly
—"I've shocked yom; I knew I
should,”

He laughs.

“I'm ghocked, 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™!
I'm glad you like the other idea, be-
canse”’—with a little, grave smua;
“§t’s more likely to come to pass.'But
you'll. 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, ani
draws her arm through his.
says,

“Now for duty,” hg with a

smile.

“Duty 7"

He nods.

“I am going to face brother Bob and
sister Alice, and with hat in hand, o~
on bended knees, if necessary, beg
them to bestow the pearl of their race
upon their unworthy servant. I won-
der what they'll say?

A bright blush creeps over Paula's
face. i

“I've—I've told Bob already,” she
BaYyS.

“You did!” he says, with an air of
relief. “What a dear, good girl it is!
And sister Alice?™

Paula shakes her head.

“No, not Alice; but I tifink she will
be very glad. She will be awfully sur-
prised.”

“Surprised

“Surprised that anyone should be
80 bereft of their senses a8 to wish io
«~as to want to—as to like such a mis-
erable girl as myself.”

“It is surprising ?” he says. “Her as-
tonishment is natural.” And he laughs,

“Stay outside,” he whispers, as they
step on to the terrace. “Stay here”—
and he seats her on the rustic bench—~
“while I go and know my fate. I'll
come back.and tell you the verdict,”
he adds, and he goes into the house
with his light, self-possessed step..

Bob is seated st the table making
up his accounts—a weekly trial whicn
is the grest of poor Bob's Iife.
“from the piles of bills
and  the open aceount-books—a
amudge of ink acress his mose, his
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Comprising Waist Pattern 8119, ana
Skirt Pattern 8116, |

The Waist 18 cut in 6 eises: 84, 86, '
88, 40, 43, and 44 inches bust measure, |
The Skirt in 0 sizes, walst measure
23, 24, 26, 28, 30, and 83 inches. The
width of the Skirt at its lower edge ia
about 3% yards when plaits are Cl-l
tended. As here illustrated black vel-
vet was used with narrow facings of
satin for trimming, Serge, duvetyn,
satin, tricotine, and taffeta are alio
appropriate,

To make the costume for a Medium
size will require 5% yards of B2 inch
material.

This {llustration calls for TWO se-
parate patterns which will be maliled
to any address on receipt of 10¢c FOR
EACH pattern in silver or stamps,
A BECOMING DRESS FOR THE
GROWING GIBL.,. . '~

Pattern 3108, cut in 3 sizes: 12, 14,
and 16 years, It will require 83 yards
of 44 inch material for a 14 year size,
As here shown brown serge was used
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 in
silver or stamps.
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The Great Milk Producer

We are pleased to inform our
many customers that our delayed ship.
ment of “Diamond” Gluten Meal
has at last arrived ex. 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 feea at lowest prices
for prompt delivery from ship’s side.
Get your requirements without delay,

F. McNamara,
QUEEN STREET.

2 New Arrivals

FROM ENGLAND.

A Fine Selection of

Serges & Tweeds:

Also, a splendid assortment of

Winter OVERGOATINGS.

Satisfaction Guaranteed.

J. J. Strang,

@B Tailoring of Quality,
COR. WATER and PRESCOTT STS.
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