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Tumors formed by a morbid dilation of the
, hemorrhoidal veins. When they do not dis-
, charge blood they are called blind piles. When
they occasionally emit blood, bleeding or open
piles. (Webster's Dictionary.)
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Distributors for WATROUS MINERAL WATER—One of the most wonderful waters
in the world for indigestion, constipation, kidney trouble, rheumatism, high blood

pressure and skin diseases.
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“Yes.” .

«“You’ll be sorry to leave it?” .

Berenice looked at him once—a fugitive
glance. He saw her pansy eyes brimming
with tears—silly tears, that would start
up at his words. .

“Yes,” she said again, very low.

He wheeled about.

“Well?”” he said.

The Denisons looked at one another—
then at him.

“Is it a deal?” he asked.

“Yes. We accept your offer. Of course
there are things—personal things which
my girls value—" .

“Quite so. This room, now—is there
anything you wish to take from it?”

dy Denison was heard to murmur
something about hgr books—a certain
piece of china.

Mr. Williamson nodded. )

“Then with those exccptions you give
me the room as it stands?”’

“As it stands.”

“With your daughter?”

They all stared at him. . )

“T don’t understand,” said Sir Joln in
a puzzled tone. Lady Denison gave a
little gasp. .

“I can’t manage this place without a
mistress. I offer your daughter the post’
She has said she does not want to leave
the place. There is no occasion for her
to do so. I want her to be my wife. T'll
come in again tomorrow. But I buy the
place in entirety—or not at all.”

And Mr. Wiiliamson went straight out
of the room and shut the door, leaving
behind him, consternation, blank amaze-
ment, speechlessness.

’ * * Lok

Berenice was the first to speak.

“He is mad!” she said, her face a
flaming pink.

Her father looked at her doubtfully.

“He certainly has rummy ideas,” he
said, with a whimsical smile. “But the
man isn’t mad, Berenice. And he’s
deadly serious. (od knows I don’t want
to seﬁ ou, child—but you know how
things stand. Take your time about it.
Think of your sisters, and the future.
Of course I shall make all inquiries, but
I don’t suppose there’s a father in England
who would refuse to take him gladly as a
son-in-law if they got the chance!” '

* * *

In the dark bewilderment that settled
on her like.a cloud, Berenice could find no
ray of light. . What a responsibility rested
upon her! She thought it over—recalled
all her mother had urged upon her—the
future—the present, so full of difficulties
which she now had a chance of removing
for ever—thought, too oddly enough, of
Mr. Williamson’s pleasant brown eyes and
manner. After all, she really didn’t
dislike him. She even felt that in time
she might grow fond of such a man. And
she didn’t suppose he would expect much
from a bride who had been so curiously
won.

* * *

He came the next day. Ile was very
nice. He said there was no hurry. She
could take her time.

Sir John looked at him doubtfully.

“She knows so little about me,” added
Mr. Williamson in an explanatory way.
“It’s natural she should want to think a
little before she makes up her mind to
take me for better or worse—ch?”

“Just so—just so. But, after all, Mr.
Williamson, you know just as little of my
girl.”

An odd look flashed for & moment into
the financier’s keen eyes.

“I'mm accustomed to judge my fellow
men and women pretty sharply, Sir John.
I knew what I wanted when I looked at
Berenice, and if I want a thing I gen-
erally get it. I just freeze on to it, you
see.” ‘

* * *

And that was just what he did.

He froze on to Berenice.  Ile was very
tactful and pleasant.  Davs slipped by,

a weék passed, and she learned to know ,

him a good deal better.,
And the others looked on and waited,
and feared—and, at last; hoped.

* ¥

It was her birthday.  Down where the

stream purled over houlders, and purple
flags edged its bank thickly, Bereniee sat
beneath a spreading heeeh tree.
Through the Teaves the sunshine fell in
a pattern of gold on her white frock. It
caught Mr. Willinnison's eves as he came

along  the narrow puthe aud dropped
down on the grass heside her.
“Good  mornine.”” he caid,
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very happy days. You will make me

very happy if youwll accept this little
present.”’

He slipped a small parcel, done up ip

stiff white paper, into her lap. Berepj

took it up and opened it rather fearfully.~

She did not want to feel the chains of goid
fastening themselves about her yet. She
did not want to wear his diamonds op
pearls. @

But the little parcel contained neither
Only a slim book, beautifully bound in
“soft blue leather, emerged from its paper
wrappings. She lookedat the title.

“Poems—by Henley.”

She lifted happy eyes.

“How did you know I loved tlcgc?”
she asked shyly.

Then an amazing thing happened.

Mr. Williamson, for the first time, put
his arm about her shoulders. He drew
her to him gently.

“Because 1 remembered—Verynice,”
he said.

There was a breathless silence. Bere-
nice shrank from him for a moment, then
mastered enough courage to look at him
straightly.

“You arc Humphrey?” she cried.

“T am Humphrey!”

“But the name? Your name—"

“Is Lingard Williamson. It’s a long
story, Verynice. I went to America all
those years ago, and after a number of
happenings I was_taken into rather a
famous firm. I did some work that com-
mended me to the senior partner, whose
name was Williamson. I was later the
means of more or less saving his life in a
ship-wreck. He made a good deal of
fuss about a very simple thing, and
eventually took me into the firm as a
partner. Last year he died, leaving
everything to me. I wronged no one by
accepting the legacy, for he had no near
relations. He asked me to take his name.
It’s all very simple. But you didn’t
know me!”

«T felt I did, somehow, but I couldn’t
understand it.”

“And all those years, Verynice, I was
working for yow' I always meant to get
you—some day. And, thank God, the
day has come. Do you remember how I
told you I'd make my fortune and come
back for you? Well, it’s come true.
Look, Verynice!”

He pulled a fat letter-case from his
breast pocket; opening it, he extracted a
little packet of newspaper cuttings—a
portrait or two—and put them into her
lap. She looked at them, and a low cry
escaped her.

Her own face smiled at her from the
portraits. One of them was cut from a
popular weekly journal—the picture of
her taken by a famous photographer in her
first Court gown. Another taken with a
house party; yet another on the river.

And the cuttings were all about her
There was her presentation at Court; a
paragraph describing her gown at Ascot—
the only Ascot she had been to—“the
prettiest debutante of the year.”

And more stuff of the same kind. Yet
another hinted at an engagement shortly to
be announced between the said pretty
debutante and the Earl of Lomond.

* * *

Mr. Williamson put a large, shapely
finger on the paragraph.

T felt I could have shot the fellow when
I read that,” he said. “And when I read
later on that he had married a girl from a
music hall I felt like cabling him half my
fortune. A thank offering, you know.
followed everything that happened to you.
I always hoped that when my chance
came you'd still be free. And you are,
aren’t you, Verynice?”’ .

Berenice looked at him with shining
eyes, in which he surely could read the
answer he longed for. Yet her lips said:

“Aren’t you afraid?  Aren’t you afraid
that I'm just going to marry you because
you're rich, and we're poor—because
ought to be settled by this time to make
room for the others?”

Ie lwughed—and she was in his arms.

“I'nf not a bit afraid of that!” he cried
with happy triumph. “Only I'd like you
to tell me, sweet, that there isno onee
that fol've waited, just as I waited.”

“I believe T did,” she said seriously,
“only T didn’t honestly know that I was
doing it. Something always came bgtt-
ween me and anyone else I might have
warried. I think, it was the thought o

—VOu.

“Oh Vervnice,” he breathed, ““so dreams
do come true after all!”

And that bargain  for Berenice was
~caded o time honored fashion.




