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tion. But when [ saw how completely
1 waa jorgotten, and when I found
thut the roie of house-hunter was to
be forced upon me, 1 played the part
ta the besi of my ability. Upon my
word, you slmost persuaded me, be-
tween you, that I had returned home
for the :3& purpoas of playing
gulf on den grasa in the winter
timve. | bad half & mird two—"

“ We should have known you in a
minute without those blue glasses,”
Martha struck In, still with uncom-
promising severity, and I understood
quite well how ahe reproached herself
for not recognieing her old favourite.
“But what with coverlng' your eyes,
and covering your mouth,” she frown-
ed at Jim's long. fair moustache,
+ and covering—-" -

*“1 should have known you any-
where, Martha, covered or—— 1 should
have known ¥you in goggles and a
respirator !, As for these,” indicating
the spectaclea, “I told you at the time
of the sunstroke that I should have
to wear them uutil my sight was fully
restored. Yes, yes, my darling, I am
all right now, and can dispense with
them quite well ; I wish I had thought
of it sconer.”

Jim'a lipa were again pressed to
mine, and he was whispering tender,
foolish, passionate words of endear-
ment.

“ My little one, my own sweetheart,
how beautiful you've grown! Gpeak
to me, dear. Tell me I am not dream-
ing ; that it ie really you I am hold-
iog in my arme at last—at last! Oh,
I can scarcely believe in my happi-
ness !

I eould scarcely believe in mine !
My world, in the space of one short
hour. had become transformed and
glorified. A wik joy was throbbing
at my heart, a strange, intoxicating
delight filled my soul. In my utter
content T could have lain where T was
for hours ; ing at Jim, listening
to him, receiving his caresses. But
there stood Martha, and she was ory-
ing so quietly and copiously that it
seemed almost cruvel to disturb her.
Still, there are situations when the

presence of & third
embarrassing, and 1
one of them.

“ Martha,” 1 anid, smiliog into my
lover's eyes, “1 think you had betier
remove the bill, for My Hurrell seems
determined to take possession at oncet
And we don't wadt more than one
such tenant.”

The bill was on & board in the gar-
den, and Martha, with = muttered
“ Na, indeed 1** hurried away to take
i down.

“ The idea,” I murmured then, “of
kissing me like that before Mre Hew-
Pty

And this was all T could find to eay
to Jim after a separation of sixteen
years |

raon i & Hitle
elt that this was

CHAPTER VI

“A romance of the Middle Agesl
Don't talk mnonsencel™ said Jim, a
few hours later, as with his arm
round my waist we passed from the
Aining-room, where we had parta-
ken of “high tea,” to the drawing-
room, where the lamps had been lit
and a blazing wood, fire gave nus the
chesriest of welcomes.

“0Of eourse, I know,” he went on,
holding me before him with both
hands “that you are twenty-nine—
or rather, that you will be next week;
but you don't look . No, stand
still! T have not half done admiring
you yet—you don’t look a day over
twenty: and in your violet velvet
gown, with these soft lace ruffles at
your throat and wrists, you are ador-
able, my Patricia.”

Before Jim's bright, searching gaze
my colour came and went, and he
langhed mischievously.

“You remind me,” he sald, “of the
child I'at who used to stand just—
sol A little criminal awwmiting sen-
tence; do you remember?”

“Am I likely to forget? Your sen-
tences were oub of all proportien
to my erimes, Jim.”

“0h, 1 don’t think =o0; you were
mosily very mnaughty — but such a
charming eulprit, such an odd and
fascinating little creature! Come,

look uwp, my darling, [ want to ace
the love-light in your eyw. What
eyes, Pat! Oh, it is like heaven just
to see your fare aguin!”

“it ia & heaven you might have en-
joyed aix montha ago,” 1 said sedates
ly, 38 he drew me down beside him
on the couch.

"No, PFat, 1 think not. Yeur firat
offer”™—1 wincwl—*“was hardly one
that any man with a grain of self-
respect would aceept. Kven if 1 hod
beetn the poor mun you thought, |
should still have declined to he the
pensioner of a woman who, believing
her heart to be dead, proposcd to
marry me from a sense of duiy. As
it happened, though, 1 war not poor;
for the land in which I bad invested
Unecle Tim's savings turned out more
valnable than [ anticipated. [ koew
there were vast mineral stores be-
neath the surface, but 1 did not ex-
pect to find gold—and gold in large
quauntities! I am 2 rich wman, Pat,
and what I want, what | have always
wanted, is your love, sweetheart, nat
your money."”

“{ am giad I offered you the money
without the love,” was the unexpect-
ed comment I mnde upon thia long
oration.

“Pati™

“Yea, 1 am glad; because it was
your answer to that letter that made
me feel—I mean, that made me
think—that is, that made me
know——"

“Yes, yes,” cried Jim, impatiently;
“that made you feel. and think, and
know—what?”

“Oh—can’t youn see? Don't you
understand 7"
“See!l TUnderstand! Of course not.

The man doesn’t live who ean fathom
o woman's motives. But I ecan tell
you this, Miss Lang: you were for-
tunate in being out of reach of my
arm when that letter arrived, for it
put-fue into one of the biggest rages

“Rut that was just the beauty of
it,” I began, provokingly, and imme-
diately collapsed, for before my star-
tled eyes Jim triumphantly waved an

envelope—an  envelope conlaining,
oh! | kaew only togp well, what,
. “Nour second offer!” suid Jim, smil-
ing.
at my confucion. *What, are you
ashumed of havige written words that
browght me the greatest juy of my
lite 7 Oh, at, Pai, you are just one
of the small piecer of inconsistency
thut 2 man breaky his heart fur™

He restored the letter to his pocket-
book.

*“You may nkk me for it agin on
ont wedding-day,” he said, taking my
earer, ontstretehed hand inlo hisa own.

“ How soon will that be 7 1 in-
qrirsd anxiously.

Wherenpon Jim, tfurning away his
head, beyrged me not o press for an
early day.

“1 only landedd at Plymouth last
night* he murmured apologetically,
“and I'm fathgried, Give me time”

“0Oh, Jim,™ § cried, with a joyous
peal of lanyhter, * what a tease you
are wtill 1"

“And what a tantalising child you
are still.”

“How could you leave a letter like
that unanswered 7 I asked reproach-
fully.

“I4 not my preseipce here sufticient
angwer 7 I was at the Otogo dig-
ringe when this dear letter reached
Invercargill. It was sent on to Dun-
edin, there to wuit till colled for. OF
course, had T known my little girl
wonld find her heart se sadidenly, and
give it me go fully and freely—what #
Deantiful blush, Tat!—T wonld have
nrrange! for ietters to be forwarded.
As it was, 1 only received thia six
weeks ago, and winding up my affairs
with a despateh that bewildered the
colonial mind. I took the first eteamer
home. T doubt if a latter could have
come quicker.”

*Yon might have telegraphed,”™ 1
snid, thinking of the cruel suspense of
the last few months,

“And givem you the opportunity
for escape ! How can I feel sure of
yon, PPat ? There, there, my darling,
do not let those tears drop. See! I
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have only served to ratify this
opinion which I first expressed
upwards of ten years 2go, and
to increas: my confidence in
this admir ble preparation”

By

EARS

Soap Makers

Specl pointment

HER MAJESTY

The Queen

. PROFESSOF =
SirErasmusWilson
Late President

Royal College of Surpeoms, Engiand.

“The use of a good soap
is certainly calculated to pre.
serve the skin in health, to
maintair its complexion and
tone, and prevent it falling
into wrinkles, PEARS is a
nameengraved on the memory
of the oidest inhabitant ; and
PEARS’ S50AP is an arlicle
of the nicest and most carcful
manufacture, and one of the
mest refreshing and agreeable
of balms for the skin.”

Lal ¥
HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE

ince o« Wales.




