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The Romance
or a

Marriage.
CHAPTER XXI.

The major stooped and gare It to 
her, and she stood—as it too proud to 
sit down—end fanned herself.

"Now tell me all about It," she said 
in a voice of command that would 
brook no hesitation. “Tell me every
thing. When—when did It _ happen? 
Where la he?”

"At Fowls," replied the major. 
"Won’t you ait down, Flossie? Pray 
■it down. I beg—”

“No," she says, shortly; "you sit 
down. Sit there,” and she pointed to 
• chair, “where I can eee and hear 
you,” and she began to pace the room. 
"At Fowls; that used to be his own 
place. And—and the girl; what la ehe 
like? How did he meet her? Who is 
•be?"

The major, impaeslve^ae he was, 
staggered under this torrent of ques
tions.

"He met her— Blew my soul, I don’t 
know where! She’e—she’a a—"

‘‘One of your grand ladles—a swell, 
I suppose,” broke In the clear voice, 
bitterly. "It Is always so: one of those 
that would look down on me—Floesie 
Hamilton, of the Frivolity—as If I 
were dirt I know them. Don’t I aee 
them In the stalls, with "those cold, 
fixed eyes staring at me like figures 
id a wax-works. Perhaps I’ve seen 
her there,” with a snap of the small, 
white teeth.

“My dear child, it Isn’t likely; she 
Is—a mere nobody.

"What?" incredulously.
"A mere nobody,” repeats the maj

or, plaintively, extending his hand. 
"A—a sort of farmer’s daughter.”

"What?” again, and Floesie’s eyes 
ope nincredulously.

"Yts, a fanner’s daughter, without 
a penny,” saye the major, almost tear
fully.

Flossie draws a long breath, and 
the fan goes quickly, keeping time to 
the rapid tread upon the thick carpet.

"Then”—suddenly, with a start—“if 
she la a nobody, and poor, she must 
be—beautiful. Is she? Tell me, what 
is she like?”

"Like,’’ murmurs the major. “Real
ly—i—well, my dear Flossie, impres
sionable as I am by your sex—’’

“Can’t you tell me?” with a stamp 
of the tiny foot “Is she beautiful?"

“My dear child, no,” says the maj

or, uttering the falsehood with calm 
emphasis. "Nothing of the kind; the 
girl has red hair and freckles."

■Red hair and freckles," she echoes, 
incredulously.

"Yes; believe me, that makes the— 
the matttr so Inexplicable. The pew 
boy must be bewitched."

"Then”—with a sudden, swift glance 
at the glass—"then she Is not so 
pretty as me. Ie ehe, or le ehe not?” 
swiftly, Impatiently.

"My dear child,” and the major 
holds up hls hands, "there Is nn com
parison. I tell ye* the girl has red 
hair and freckles, and no style, ab
solutely no style.. Poor Rick must li 
bewitched, as I said, as I told him.”

The pâle face flushes suddenly, and 
the blue eyes sparkle dangerously.

"Not pretty, not a swell, not rich; 
and he leaves me for her. He—he 
must be mad!”

"He is, he le," assents the major; 
”bnt in this case that does not make 
It the lees disastrous, Floesie; tor, un
fortunately, they marry madmen, and 
when they come to their senses it Is 
too late to undo the mischief.”

“Merry!" she says, turning upon 
him like a tigress, her eyes flashing, 
her hands clenched. "He shall not! 
Do yon hear? He shall not! Leave me 
—me, tor a girl with red hair and 
freckles; marry her! I’d sooner—I 
will—kill him first," and ehe raises 
the fan in her hand as if It were a 
dagger to strike the blow.

The major looks at her with veiled 
eatlsfactton- in hls cunning eyes.

“My dear Floesie," he murmurs, 
with feigned remonstrance.

“I tell you I would!" she says, with 
a gasp. “I’d sooner eee him lying dead 
at my feet No, no!" tor the mental 
picture has smitten her suddenly, and 
gone straight to her heart, and ehe 
covers her face with her hands and 
shudders. “Not that! I didn’t mean 
that!”

“My dear Floesie," he murmurs, "of 
course not Ridiculous. I understand; 
and, after all, there’s an easier and 
pleasanter way of preventing this ab
surd marriage.”

"What?" and her hands fall, her 
eyes meeting his eagerly.

“Come and sit down and I’ll tall 
you,” he says.

-CHAPTER XXIL
"And to-morrow you will be far 

away in London," says Paula.
It Is evening; the sun is sinking to 

rest behind the woods, the sky, that 
has been like a sheet of steel, with 
the sun emblazoned In its midst, so 
clear and bright that the rods lying

And the Worst is Yet to Come—

yes, very silent; but their 
bands would meet and clasp, and their 
eyes would exchange thoee mystic 
glances which mean so much but can 
not be written In any known Ian 
guage. And now, as the time comes 
for them to depart—for Sir Herrick 
is going np to town by the evening 
mail—a gentle melancholy alts heevl 
ly upon Paula’s soul; so heavily that 
it feels like a presentiment, a sensa
tion of coming disaster that, strange 
to say, another young lady—Floesie 
Hamilton—experiences about the 
same time; but Panla Is not the girl 
to be overcome by foolish presenti
ments, or to make this last hour of 
their communion a miserable one.

And Sir Herrick is very quiet; he 
l(ee full length at her feet as she sits 
on the stump, the old stump behind 
which she hid when the Palmers came 
down upon Sir Herrick.

Very beautiful she looks, Sir Her
rick’s girl-love, this evening. Love 1* 
a powerful tonic; It will lend come
liness to the plainest of maidens, and 
It seems to have glorified Paula’s 
fresh young loveliness.

Surely there Is a deeper light In the 
expressive eyee, a brighter gold In the 
chestnut hair, a new and mystic grace 
in the lithe young figure. Love has 
sailed -down from his empyrean 
heights and touched her with his 
magic wand, and added to her charms.
' At least so it seems to Sir Herrick, 

as he lies back with his head on hls 
arm, his eyes fixed on her face with 
that absorbed, watchful, devout look 
which true love alone wears; the look 
which longs and desires, and yet re
veres, all In a glance and at one and 
the same time. . r

•And this is the last day," says 
Paula, with gentle sadness; "to-mor
row you will be engulfed by the 
mighty London; It will swallow you 
up and devour you utterly.”

"There will be enough left to hold 
memory of yon, my darling,” he says.

"Will there ?” she says, looking 
down at him, “are you sure? You 
know what the poet saye:

” ’Love Is of man’s life a thing apart, 
Tis woman’s whole existence!’ ’’

“That’s Byron," he says, with a 
smile. “I thought women never read 
Byron.”

“Don’t they?” says Paula, innocent
ly. "IVe read him. And you will re
member Myrtle Cottage and Its In
habitants. Are you quite sure? I won
der where you will be this time to
morrow evening?" And she looks 
down on him with dreamy enquiry.

“Oh, at the club,” he says. "Very 
likely sitting in my chambers lonely 
and grim, and wondering what you 
are doing. What shall you do?"

“Are you going to ask me to look 
at the sunset at a particular moment, 
or drink your health at a quarter past 
six,- or something of that sort,” she 
says, with a too palpably affected 
gaiety. “Do not; I never remember 
vows of that kind; I should be sure 
to forget And yet”—wistfully—“you 
might safely do no, for I shall think 
of you all the time; while you—

’’ ’Love is of man’s life a thing apart’

"bn’t sit all alone to your rooms; go 
to the club and enjoy yourself, smoke 
cigars and play billiards: they do at 
the clnb, dont they? Be happy. I 
should like to be sure that you were 
happy. I like to see that strange light 
in your eyes which shines there,-all 
across them, as it were, when you aro 
amused and happy. I wonder—" 

"Well, little witch," he saya. lean
ing forward with an air of enjoyment 
Ho delights moat to her when she 
is in this mood, when her clear Intel
lect la soaring above the common
place, or. rather, endowing the com
mons lace with good-natured humour 

| and philosophy. At such timea he says 
; to himself, exulting, "I have won net 
j only beauty, but intellect; not only 
! parity and the sweetest maiden 

modesty, but wit and wisdom; I bare 
woe n pearl. W»L little witch r he
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always be able to fetch that light Into 
your eyes?”

"Always, while any light la possible 
to them, or I have ears to hear your 
voice, my darling," he says—"always. 
And you are sorry that I am going?"

She looks down on him thoughtfully, 
with maiden tenderness; the sweet
est of all tenderness.

"It you were to tell this stream here 
that the sun, which is now dropping 
into the west, didn’t mean to rise for 
three days, do yon think, if It could 
speak, that It would not say It wxs 
sorry? I think so; and the fish, and 
the birds, and the flowers. Well, then, 
you are my sun.”

"My Pauls!" he says. In a low, ■xl- 
moet awe-toned voice.

"Yes,” she says, and there was a 
touch of solemnity In her voice. “My 
•un. I see how cold the world must 
have been before you came—how cold! 
It makes me shudder. And I lose my 
sun for three days!” with a smile. “It 
la a long time; do not be surprised If. 
when yon come back, I am pale end 
shrunken, with all my leaves blighted 
and bent earthwards," and she laughs.

He looks at her, and «hen a strange 
expression come into his eyes—an 
expression which haa visited them by 
flashes many times during the last 
two days, as the fulness of her sweet, 
pnre nature has unfolded itself to him. 
Regret, remorse, even shame are em
bodied in the shadow which falls over 
hls brows.

‘Three days are not long, Paula,” 
he murmurs. "Then I shall be back— 
to stay with you as long—as long as 
you will let me, until—until we meet 
to part no more while life lasts. See, 
you make me almost a poet by ex
ample!" and he laughs, a restless, un
easy laugh. “More than that, you 
make me nervous and apprehensive. 
Say the words—just three words— 
‘Don’t go, Rick!’ and I won’t go— 
there!" and he rises on his elbow and 
looks at her resolutely.

She laughs softly,
“They are the last words I should 

say,” she responds. "Didn’t you say 
that you ought to go, that business 
called you? No; you said more: you 
said ‘honour’ called you!”

His face darkens, and he plucks »t 
the grass with a restless hand.

(To be continued.)

DOUBLE BEAUTY
OF YOUR HAIR

“Danderine” creates mass 
of thick, gleamy waves

Fashion
Plates.

A POPULAR STYLE OF SCHOOL 
0* PLAT DRESS.
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Pattern 8181 Is here portrayed. It 
Is cut In 4 Sites: 4, 6, 8, and 10 
years. Size 8 will require 814 yards 
of 36 inch material for the dress, and 
114 yard for the bloomers. This 
style Includes the bloomere Illustrated. 
It is a practical, serviceable model, 
suitable for all wash fabrics, and alee 
for serge, gabardine, plaid or checked 
suiting, velvet and taffeta.

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

A DAINTY MODEL FOB "PIBUT" 
OB "BEST” WEAR.

Z7SZ .

2753—Girls’ Dress, with sleeve In 
Either of Two Lengths.

Lawn, bastiste, crepe, chalie, taf
feta, messallne, gabardine, nnn’s veil 
ing, linen and other wash fabrics are 
nice for this style. Braid, bands of 
embroidery and lace aro suitable tor 
trimming. The Pattern is cut to 4 
sizes: 6, 8, 10 and 12 years. It i 
quires 1 yard of lining 27 Inches wide 
for the underwaist, and 3 yards of 
material for the dress, for an 8-year 
size.

A pattern of this Illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.
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Dressing Well
On a small amount of money is difficult to-day, 
but it is an impossibility for any lady with any 
amount of money to be well dressed unless she
is

Properly Corseted.
The ladies who wear

“W.
Corsets

have reduced the worries of good dressing to a 
minimum. In the “W. B.” Corset they have the 
first foundation of smart dressing. The “W. B.” 
Corset is the best value for the money, and 
means economy as well also as comfort.

HENRY BLAIR
Sole Agents for “W. B.” Corsets.

Ia a few moments yew can trans
form your plain, dull, fist hair. Yen 
can have it abondant, sett, glassy 
and toll of Ilfa Jnst got ai any 
drug or toilet counter a email bottle 
of “Danderine” for a tew cents. Then 
moisten a soft doth with the “Daa- 
dortne" and draw this through year 
hair, taking one email strand at a. 
time. Instantly, yea, immediately, 
you have doubled the beauty of your 
hair. It will be a mass, so soft lus
trous and so easy to do np. All dust, 
dirt and excessive oil is removed.

Let Danderine put hear* tita. enter, 
vigor, and brightness to year hair. 
Thie cumulating tonic will freeheu 
your scalp, check dandruff gad fall- j 
ingrate and^halp your^ltototo grow j

LONDON DIRECTORY,
(Published Annually) 

eaablaa traders throughout the WerM 
to communicate direct with English

MANUFACTUREES * DEALERS 
hi each class of goods, Besides being 
a complete commercial rolde to Lon» 
Cm and Suburbs, It wslzlM 'lata of 

EXPORT MERCHANTS 
with the goods they ahlp. and the Col- 
cnlal and Ferega Martela they sup- 
ply; atee

PROVINCIAL TRADE NOTICES 
el leading Manufacturera, Marchante, 
etc., to the principal Provincial Towns 
and Industrial Centres of the Unite! 
Kingdom.

Business Cards of Merchants a 14 
Dealer» seeking

BRITISB AGENCIES 
can new be printed under each trod» 
|e which they are Interested el a oast 
et 86 for each trade heading. Largsr 
advertisements from $11 to 840.

A copy of the directory wui be se»tt 
by poet on receipt of postal orders £*? 
17 Ah.

The London Direetorj 
Company, Ltd.,
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NOSEWORTHY’S
PHOTO STUDIO,

406 Water Street West,
solicits your trade for a first-class and up-to- 
date Photo, and also wish to inform you that we 
are at your service

Day or Night,
Jan21,3m,eod

We Thank Our 
Many Customers

For their patronage during our 26th year of manufac
turing, which haa enabled us to BEAT ALL PREVI
OUS SALES RECORDS, and assure those that have 
been disappointed as regards deliveries that this was 
unavoidable owing to the GREAT DEMAND FOR OUR 
PRODUCTS. We will make every effort to deliver on 
time during 1920, but would advise the placing of or
ders early in order to have them handled promptly.

OUR MOTTO FOR 1920—“QUALITY FIRST.'*

NFLD. CLOTHING C0„ Limited.

JUST
A small shipment

ACCORDEONS,
$8.00, $13.00, $16.00, $18.00.

Chas. Hutton,
Musical Mdse, Dept.

No Matter How the Fire
Caused

if you’re not insured, you’ll » 
loser. Taks Une to aee about 
your policies. Wo give you */}•
best corapamcs and reason*6" 
rate». -*"1 ;

PERCE JOHNSON,
Insurance Agent.
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