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THE FIRST KISS.

"FORGlVS me! Forgive me!"
White, motionless as a statue, she 

looks down at him with wide-open 
eyes in which tear, amazement, ahd 
the dawning pf a new life struggle tor 
expression. She says not a word, 
does not move, does not tear her 
hands from his pleading grasp, hut 
looks down at him, as some vestal 
might have done in the Old Roman 
days when the savage Vandal broke 
into the sanctuary and seized the sa
cred maidens. - ,

“Forgive me!" he praye, breathless
ly. "I was mad! mad! I • did not 
know what I was doing. Do not look 
at me like that I have frightened 
you. Yes, yes—I know. But you' 
have no cause for tear now. See! 
If you will speak to me one word, one 
little word, I will not ask you to ton- 

11give me—I will go away. Mise Tem
ple—Lela, speak to me!"

Slowly a faint tinge of color comes 
back Into her face, her eyes lose their 
fearsome look and slowly .fill with 
tears; pgnttngly she draws her hands 

i from his grasp and clasps them 
; tightly. In these moments she has 
. passed the magic stream—the girl 
’ Lela Temple, innocent of the meaning 
, of love and passion, has vanished for- 

and the woman has taken her
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A SEAT DRESS FOR MOTHER’S 
GIRL.

THE UNIVERSAL PIPE

JUST smoke—dean, dry smoke 
down to the last piece of to

bacco—that’s what you get from a 
Wellington. The moisture stays 
in the well The bowl is genuine 
French briar, fashioned and fitted 
by a master hand. The WD C 
triangle trade-mark tells you so. 
Good dealers have the shape and 
size you want—$1. and up, and 
worth every penny of it.

WM. DEMUTH ô CO.
New York

me, or meeting me. I will do any
thing you say or wish It you will Just 
say those words, T forgive you.’”

She scarcely hears him, her brain 
is in b whirl, her heart beats so loud
ly that it seems to keep time to the 
words that mi her whole soul with a 
strange tempest of pain and delight 
and wonder—"I love you! I love 
you!”

"You—love—me ! * she says, as a 
child might question some novel tact 
In the world of science that had brok
en on it for the first tints.

"Yes," he says, gently, all the 
roughness awad out of hlm, "I love 
you!”

She looks down at him, then be
yond him with a meditative look In 
the large, lovely eyes, as if trying to 
realize it.
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Are made in all shapes and colors. Come 
see the New Spring Styles in Soft and 

. Felts. All one price.

2744—This model Is economical of 
material and labor. It Is easy to de
velop and suitable for wash fabrics 
as well as silk and cloth. It Is cut to 
slip over the head. The sleeve may 
be cut off and finished at elbow 
length, or made in waist length.

The Old Marquis
Sold only at

She thinks'Vf love ae she
has read of it in books—not under
standing It by'any means, treating It 
as she has read of It as something 
that never could by any possibility 
come within the range of her experi
ence; and as she thinlcS she tries to 
realize that here, at her feet, Lord 
Edgar Fane is telling her that he 
feels for her this strange, mysterious 
love.

He does not speak; he waits, 
watching her every look.

Presently she comes down from 
heaven to earth again, and fixes her 
eyes upon him.

"Yesterday,” she says, so softly 
that he can hear her and that Is all— 
"yesterday you saw me for the first 
time.” ,

"Yes,” he says, steadfastly, "for the 
first time. I know it.”-*’

"And yet you say that—ah, It is 
impossible!” /

"No,” he rejoins, his eyes glowing 
with passionate fervor and Intense 
eagerness to convince her; "no, I love 
you. I think I loved you then—”

“Yesterday!" with a sudden flush 
and quiver of astonishment and 
doubt.

"Yes, I am sure of it Why nor? 
One does not 'learn to love! No, no! 
I know that now. It comes at once, 
in a moment! As you stood—but I 
shall only offend and grieve you still 
more deeply and make It harder .’or 
you to forgive me!”

She opens her lips, but does not 
speak; but her hands move slightly, 
and he takes the gesture for one of 
permission, and goes on:

"As you stood before me—you were 
so beautiful, so sweet-looking, so 
quiet and gentle, that—that I thought 
of an angel—”

"Ah!” she murmurs, reproachfully, 
but he will not take back the word.

"Yes, and I could not speak. My
heart seemed to gobant from me. I 
can not explain. f*rould not make 
you understand If I talked for a week. 
But it was just that; I felt as if I 
were not worthy to stand before you 
—to speak to you—to hear you speak. 
I did not know it then, but I loved 
you In that first moment"

Something in the ardent words, 
breathed with such reverential devo
tion, such gentle manliness, makes 
her tremble, and half uncbnsciously 
she sinks down onto the grassy hank 
and sits with clasped hands looking 
down at the stream.

He rises and stands beside her, bis 
eyes fixed wistfully upon her face, 
drinking in her beauty, and longing 
for some sign of forgiveness to ap
pear In the lovely eyes.

”1 loved you at that moment; else 
why should I have dreaded the mo
ment when I must leave you? I re
member how I longed to stay, how I 
seised on any excuse to remain; 
though I felt awkward, clumsy, 
rough, and altogether unfit to he 
near you.”

“No, no," she murmurs, but without 
looking up.

"Then I went, and when I had gone 
I still thought of you, and. I came to 
thé cloisters Just on the chance, in 
the wild hope, that I should see your 
shadow in some window, and bo know 
you were near. May I go on? I will 
go directly; directly you t^ll me that 
I have not sinned past your forgive
ness 1”

(To be Continued.)

ever, 
place.

"Ah, Heaven!” he murmurs, tortur
ed by her tears. "What have I done? 
—what have I done? Don’t—Hlon’t 
cry! That is more than I can bear, 
and yet I deserve It—I deserve it!”

The tears run down her face un
heeded by her in silence for a mo
ment, then she says, in a strangely 
still voice;

"Why did you do it?”
His heart leaps with relief at tho 

The silence was

The Girl of the Cloisters
CHAPTER VII.

A CHAINED HEART.
"I must go back!” she says, trying 

to laugh, but looking at him with tne 
sweetset dismay in her lovely eyes; 
then she looks over her shoulder, and 
her face grows more troubled. “No! 
I could not. I must wade—after all, 
it doesn’t matter. It is quite warm—"’

“What!" he exclaims, with horror. 
“You wade! Why the water is awful*- 
ty deep a little further on. I know, 
lesides, you don’t suppose I would 
It you!”

She laughs— a troubled laugh.
"But I must I can’t stay here till 

the stream runs down!”
“No,” he says; then, with a leap of 

the heart, he adds, trying to speak 
carelessly; 'T'l shall have to carry 
you!”

He makes the hold proposition, 
avoiding her eyes and looking straight 
beyond her, and so does not see the 
wide-open surprise in hers, and the 
swift, sudden flash of color.

“Oh, no!” she says, softly. “I’ll go 
back, please.”

A wild courage takes possession of 
him.

“Look here,” he says, with sup
pressed eagerness; “you can’t go 
back; you can’t turn on this wretch
ed stone, and you can’t wade. Why, 
it might be the death of you, » deli
cate' girl—”

“I’m not delicate; I’m very strong!”
“I don’t care,” he rejoins, waxing 

bolder each moment. "Anyhow, you’d 
get fearfully wet, and would be sure 
to take cold! Besides, it you won’t 
think of yourself, think of me.”

“Of you?” with wide-open eyes.
“Yes! Remember what hard work 

it was to get Mr. Temple to consent 
to your coming with me, and how I 
had to promise to take care of you! 
Pretty kind of care it would be if I 
let you go back wet through, to take 
a dangerous illness.”

She laughs softly at his rough earn
estness, and, encouraged, though she 
did not mean It for encouragement,
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And she? As she feels; his strong 
arm around her a thril/—mysterious, 
half pleasurable, half painful—runs 
through her; but she can not shrink 
hack, even if she would; there Is not 
room for it In the moment of his 
hesitation she looks at him, then her 
eyes droop and her face goes pale, 

j With a sadden resolution he lifts her 
gently, as easily as if she were a 
child, and holding her against his 
heart wades toward the opposite 
shore. He can feel her heart beat al
most against his own; the tips of her 
fingers just touch his neck; the trim
ming of her dress brushes against his 
lips, and for the moment the keen 
delight almost overpowers him. Ho 
can not go quickly, lest by a false 
step he should stumble and drop her. 
In his heart he wishes that the stream 
were a mile wide; the rush of the 
water makes ecstatic music in ' his 
ears; he is in that paradise which 
men call "first love!” Trembling, not 
with fear, for shp feels as safe in iris 
strong arms as if she were a child in 
its cradle, she lies pale, and rapt In 
that mysterious feeling which is too 
new and mystical for her to undo 
stand.

But rapt and confused as she is, 
she is alive to the sense of admira
tion and wonder at his strength. 
Deep as is the water, uncertain as is 
the footing, he carries her as easily 
as if he were on the pavement of 
Piccadilly, She does not know that 
he has set his whole mind on this 
task, and that every step is . taken 
warily and with the deepest consid
eration, and that, strong as he is, it is 
just as much as he Can do to keep bis 
legs at all in the middle of the 
stream, with the wild passion that 
possesses him setting his heart heat
ing like a eteam hammer and con
fusing hie very brain so that the 
bank wavers before his eyes.

At last in silence he reaches shal
low water and then dry land ; but he 
does not set her down; for a moment 
he stands as if trying to regain his 
breath, but in reality to regain /his 
self-composure, to beat down the in
tense, mad longing to draw her still 
closer to him and—yet—to kiss her!

He wins the day at last, and bends 
down so that he may set her on her 
feet, but—ah, these buts!—at that 
moment a Strand of silken hair that 
has blown free of its coil sweeps 
across his face and catches in the pin 
in hie scarf. With a faint, awakening 
cry of pain, she puts up her hands to 
free it, her hands touch hie face, the 
mad longing, like an unseen spirit, 
rises within him again and overmas
ters him, and before he knows what 

■he is doing, he draws her .to his 
heart with a fierce embrace and is 
about to kiss her. But even as his 
Ups are almost on hers, so close that 
he almost fancies he has touched 
them, a sudden awe and sufiden re
morse seise him, and sinking on his 
knee, he catches her hand imploring
ly and pants:

“Forgive me! Forgive me!”
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Total Si
sound of her voice, 
killing him. Let her upbraid him, 
smite him with scorn and contempt, 
if she will—anything rather Ahan that 
;iwful look of outraged innocence and 
dread.

"Because—because I was a brute 
and a coward—because I was mad!” 
he falters, with fierce remorse.

The answer does not satisfy her; 
he does not look like a brute or a 
coward as he kneels penitently before 
her, his handsome face

She thinks swift
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The first and last word in Grafo- 
nola perfection is “Columbia.” Here’s 
a fact impossible of contradiction,
and we are proud to be the New
foundland Agents of so world-famed 
a talking machine.

In all grades the “Columbia” ranks 
an easy first, but the new Cabinet 
Grafonolas are nothing short of re
markable. Their tone qualities cap- 

t able of exquisite shading, their mag
nificent tone volume, capable of be- 

• ing subdued to a mere whisper of 
sound. In fine Mahogany their ele
gant design and beautiful workman
ship place them beyond compare.

Columbia Cabinet Grafonolas in 
prices from $165.00 to $350.00 are al
ways to be seen in our Showrooms, 
Let us show them to you.
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full of sad,
sincere contrition, 
ly of all hie gentleness and consid
eration for her—of the nameless little 
things, looks, tones, that have pro-, 
claimed him a true-hearted gentle
man, for all his rough-and-realy 
manner ; and she is bewildered and 
unsatisfied.

"Why did you do It?" she repeats, 
her delicate brows knitted, her lips 
quivering, her eyes fixed on his with 
solemn trouble.

"Why?” he says—then, with a deep 
breath, the truth leaps to his lips. 
“Because I could not help it; because 
you were so near to me—you hair 
touched my face. Because I love 
you!”

It is said at last. For the first time 
she hears the words which mean so 
nyich, so terribly much in a girl’s life. 
For a moment she scarcely realizes 
their import, and the bewildered look 
still lingers in her eyes; then sudden
ly the meaning flashes upon her, and 
a vivid crimson rushes to her face 
and neck, and goes, leaving her pale 
and trembling.

“It is the truth,” he says. "It does 
not excuse me. It—I am only making 
you angrier—no, not angrier, out 
more ashamed for me—but it is the 
truth. I shopld not have done it It I 
had not loved you. Ah, Lela, say 
that you will forgive me and let me 
go. I will never come back again— 
you shall never be troubled by seeing

2748—For the blouse. One could use 
galatea, gingham, drill, or linen; for. 
the trousers, these materials are suit
able too, and likewise flannel, serge, 
velvet and corduroy.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes : 3, 4,
6 and 6 years. Size 4 requires 1% i 
yards of 27- inch material for the : 
waist, and 1% yards for the trousers.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10 cents 
in silver or stamps.
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a complete commercial guide to Lon
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$7 A0.
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Brooklyn, N.T.,—“For one year I 
was miserable from a displacement, 

. which caused a gen-
Fer Golds, Grip

mod Influenza ting Pubs,era! run-down con
dition with head
aches and pains in 
my side. My sister 
induced me to try 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s 
Vegetable Com
pound. I found it 
helped me very 
much and each a 
splendid tonic that 
I am recommend
ing it to any woman 
who has similar
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