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oMe with me to the Garden of Eden in Mesopo-
the best of them selected, laid in unbruised layers,

tary Jaffa Package. + Jaffa Dates are table dates in quality,
but cooking dates in cost. They cost less than meat or almost
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The House of
Dreams-Come-True

By Margaret Pedler

(Continued),

tinacity; he would hold to an idea
or belief immovably if he conceiv-
ed it right, no matter what the
temptation to break away. And in
the flood of light vouchsafed by
Lady Anne's disclosure, she felt

convinced that he had somehow
come to regard the tragic happen-
'ings of the past as standing be-
twixt h'm and any future happiness,
Why, Jean could not  altogether
fathom, but she guessed that the
dominant factor in the matter. was
probably an exaggerated consclous-
ness of responsibility for his wife's
death, and perhaps, too, a vertain
lingering tenderness, a subconscious
feeling of loyalty to the dead wo-
man, which urged him on to the
sacrifice of his own personal hap-
p'ness as some kind of atonement.

Unless—and a swift spasm of pain
shot ‘through her, searing its way
like a tongue of flame—unless Lady
Anne had been altogether mistaken
in her fixed belief that Blaise had
not really cared for his wife but
had only been carried away on the
swift tide ,of passion—that tide
which runs so flercely and un-
trammelled in hot youth.

Jean had her black hour then,
when she faced the fact that al-
though her love was given, and al-
though she tremulously believed it
was returned, she would probably
never know the supreme joy of
utter certainty, never hear the be-
loved’s voice uiter those words

| which’ hold all heaven for the wo-

man who hears them.

But, through the darkness  that
closed about her, there gleamed a
single thread of light—the light of
her own bestowal of love. Even if
she never knew, of a surety, that
Blaise. cared, even if—and here she
shrank but forced herself to'face
the possibility sincerely—even If
she were utterly mistaken and he
did not care for her in any other
way save as a friend—his “little
comrade”—still there would re-
main always the golden gleam of
love that has been given. For no
one who loves can be quite un-
happy.

CHAPTER XVII
IN. THE ROSE-GARDEN

The chalcedony of <~ the spring
skies had deepened into the glow-

ing sapphire of early June—a deep

{ pulsating blue, tremulous with heat.

on the sundial, the shadow’s finger
po'nted to‘twelve o'clock, and the
sleepy hush of noontide hung over
the rose-garden where Jean was
gather:ng roses for the house.

“Can't I help?”

Burke's voice broke across the
drowsy quiet so unexpectedly that
she jumped, almost letting fall the
scissors with which she was sclen-
tifically snipping the stems of the
roses. She bestowed a small frown
upon the head and shoulders ap-
pearing above the wooden- gate on
which he leant.

“It's not very helpful to begin

by glving one an electric shock,”
she complained. “How long have you
been there?”
' H's attitude had a repose about
ot which suggested that he might
have been standing there some
t'me watching her.

“I don't know. But as I am here,
may I come in?"

Without waiting for her answer,
he unlatched the gate and came
striding across the velvet greenness
of the lawn.

His visits to Staple had grown of
late so much a matter of da'ly oc-
currence that they were no longer
hedged about by any ceremony, and
Jean had come to accept his ap-
pearance at any odd moment with-
out surprise,

Since the day when she had
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lunched at Willow Ferry, and learn-
ed, as she belleved, to understand
and make allowances for the bitter-
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ness wh'ch had so warped Judith’s
nature, her acquaintance with both
brother and sister had ripened|
rapidly into a friendly mﬂmuy,nug
the fact that Burke's feeling to-
wards her was something - other,

friendship, had failed to penetrate
her consclousness.

Tt was patent enough to tho look-
ers on, and probably Jean was the
only one’ amongst the little coterie
of intimate friends who had not
realised what was impending,

It is not very often that a wo-
man remains entirely obvious of
the small, unmistakable signs which
go to indicate a man's atttude, to-
wards her. In Jean's case, however,
her thoughts were so engrossed
with the other man that, at the
moment, all other men occuped
but a very shadowy relationship to-
wards the realities of life as far
as she was concerned.

So that she scarcely troubled to
look up as Burke halted beside her,
but went on cutting her roses un-
concernedly, merely observing:
“Idlers not allowed. You can
make yourself useful by paring the
thorns off the stems.” S8he gestured
towards a basket which stood on
the ground at her side, already
overflowing w.th its scented bur-
den of pink and white and crim-
son roses.

He glanced at the russet head
bent studiously above a bush rose
and there was a gleam, half angry,
half amused, in his eyes. His fing-
ers went uncertainly to his pocket,
where reposed a serviceable knife,
then suddenly he drew his hand
sharply away, empty.

“No,” he sald. “I didn't come over
to be useful this morning. I ecame
over"—he spoke slowly, as though
endeavoring to gain her attention
—‘on a qu'te different errand.”
There was & vibration in h's
voice that might have warned her
had she been less intent upon her
task of wrestling with a refractory
branch, As it was, she merely ques-
tioned absently:

“And what was the 'quite differ-
ent’ errand?”

The next moment she felt his
hands close over:both her, garden-
ing scissors and washleather gloves
notwithstanding.

“Stop cutting those confounded
flowers, and I'll tell you,” he sa'd
roughly.

She looked up in astonishment,
was coming dawned upon her. Even
the blindest of women, the most
preoccupled, must haye read the
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expression of h's eyes at that mo-
ment,

“‘Oh, . no—n0,”- she :began hastily.
“I must finish cutting the roses—
really, Geoffrey.”

She tried to release her hands,
but he held them firmly.

“No,” he said coolly. “You won't

moment. He was thinking of the
other women he had known—wo-
men who would never have re-
mained blind to his meaning,
had, indeed, shown their will'ng-
ness to come half-way—more ' than

Burke searched her face for a half-way—to meet h'm. I like you far too much to hay
“I really believe that's true,” he [wished to hurt you.”

said at 14st, grudgingly. “But if it| “I don’t want liking, I want yo

is, yow're the most unselfconscious|love. And I mean to have it. Yo

who| woman I've ever come across.” may not have understood befor
“Of course it's true,” she replied |Jean, but you do now.”

simply. “I'm—I'm so sorry, Geoffrey. " (To Be Continued)

finish cutting your flowers—at least,
not now. You're gong to listen to
me.”

He drew the sc'ssors from her
grasp, and they flashed like a fish
in the sunshine as he tossed them
down on to the rose basket. Then,
quite deliberately, he pulled off
the loose gloves she was wearing
and his big hands gripped them-
selves suddenly, closely, about her
slight, bared ones.

“Geoffrey—"

Her voice wavered uncertainly.
The realisation of his intent had
come upon her so unexpectedly,
rousing her from her placd un-
consciousness, that she felt stunned
—nervously unready to deal with
the situation. She struggled a little,
instinctively, but he only laughed
down at her, a ring of masterful
triumph in his voice holding her
effortlessly, with all the ease of
his immense strength.

“It's no good, Jean. You've got
to hear me out. I've waited long
enough.” He paused, then drew a
deep breath. “I love you!” he sad
slowly. “My God, how I love youl”
There was an element of wonder
in h's tones, and she felt the strong
hands gripping hers tremble a little.
Then their clasp tightened and he
drew her towards him.

“Say you love me,” he exclaim-
ed. “Say 1t!”

It was then  Jean found her
vo'¢e. The imperious demand, in-
fringing on the secret, inner claim
of which she alone knew, stung her
into quick denial.

“But T don’t! I don't love you!”
Then, as she saw the blank look in
his eyes, she went on hastily: “Oh,
Geoffrey, T am so sorry. I never
guessed—I never thought of your
caring.”

. “You never guessed! Good God!”
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ST CHARLES Evaporated Milk is
pure whole country milk, with noth-
ing added and 60% of the natural
water removed. Then it is sterilized,
after being sealed in the tin, to assure
petfect, sweet flavor and absolute
purity.

Back of this Borden quality, a staff
of milk experts are working day after
day—inspecting the farms which sup-
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will send *The Good Provider? by
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—with @ harsh laugh—“I should
have though I'd made it pla'n en-
ough, Why, even that first day, on
the river—I wanted you then. What
do you suppose has brought me to
Staple every day? Affection for
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Blgise Tormarin?"—cynically,

“I though—I thought—" She cast
about in her mind for an answer,
then presented him with the simple
truth, “I'm afra'd I never thought
about it at all. I just took your
coming over for granted. I knew
you and Judith were old - friends
and nelghbours, so it seemed quite
natural for you to be here often
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Just as Claire Latimer is.”
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