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“What is amiss, Adelalde? Have you|

and Broest quarrelled?” he adds, i a|.

tone of surprise and perplexity. “Won't,

you tell me-what has happened? What
is the trogble between you two?”

“I cannot, Len!” she replies, turning
away her face to hide the anguish in
her eyes—*1 - cagmot, . indeed! Only
that we have parted forever, and that
it you love me you will never mentior
his name to me &ny more!”

But, apart from ithis, lho takes it
very quietly. >

Her womanly pride keopl her wi-

mnu-m-na.m Len umu
away an. urgent appeal, which brings
a mptuylrm the doctor, say-
lunwmbovmu»-mmw.,

‘WHEN LOVE COMES KNOCKING.
" NEARLY eight weeks have gone
since Ernest. Warden quitted Han-
bury, apd, so far,. we have heard
pothing of him from any one.

‘It i September ‘mow. Everywhere

';Ha “is plain,” I reply, with a laugh,

a1 remember my own first impres- | m

lbm of the doctor. *“But it’s a plain-
ness all his own, though. You would |

not find another man like Doctor Full- |

er if you pei.rcl_sed all London over;
and it {s sstonishing how you grow
to like him as' you come to know
nim.»

“Humph!” he replies, with a sus-
picions liftle glance at me,. “never
saw a man-/who realized my inner no-
tipns of Mephistopheles more thor-
oughly! Does he always take refuge
in such a brilliant flash of silence as

nmr wu," I nply

hard quuuons. I hope you will answer
them.”

“f!'hare!slltﬂenoedtormtom—
swer that You know, you
must know, that I love you, Lésley!
Oh, my dear, don’t torment me—
whatutobemyumm-? Will you be
my wite?"

oo B may create a surprise and posmbly a ques- :
tlomng look in these times, but it is. the. truth,

» now.really offer you something at its’ |

g pré-ﬁar price"and which you may have been -

lookmg for. Tis
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> m to Lihons, the Third
Fourth British armies under Gen-
Byng and Rawlinson at mid
pn  were  vigorously following
successes of to-day, which
tly have been one of the most
gastrous days ever efperienced by
Germans. The enemy has lost
¢ mhes of ground, numerous
sa.ndl of men and large
tities of material and guns. He
again has had heavy casualties.
jwn Prince Rupprecht of 'Bavaria,
, has thrown his men in
ro the advancing British armies
effort to stave off the inevitable,
it only to have them mowed down
agein and agaim by storms of metal
ed from the British guns. One |
gtire enemy battalion was annihila-
ﬂ during the fighting. Dead Ger-
mn in great numbers are scattercd
mrywhare over the battlefield. As
! xample four hundred enemy dead
were observed this morning on one
gmali plece of ground over which the|’
pattle had swept. With all this fierce

10 cfs. packet

A new dress to-day may cost you anythmg
from $15.00 to $30. 00 for the material @lone, and

ng and notwithstanding the fact
t the British at many places have
mht over open ground against an
my protected in pot holes and
m points of other kinds, the Brit-

lent.  Not even to me does she wutter | the blackherries wre ripsning on thel, L, o piy 1o treated me to-day,| Tt his come at Isst! The very crfe-

a word of complaint; but 1.can see|bedged, while the sharp crack of thej o . ooy tne inestimable pleas-| is ‘that, half unconselonsly to myself,

that ber heart is bleeding {nwardly. | SPortsman’s gun Tings out over thel o of basking in the light of his dis-|I have been dreading and struggling
There is 8 'beseeching - pathos -in stubbly Selds, from whieh the barvest tinguished presence?”’ to keep off as long as possible,

her sad eyes—a white, stricken Took {Dhas been gatheréd in; and, although

in her face that frightens me; and as
the days wear on, Len, =il uncon-
scious as he is of the real nature of
her trouble, grows so anxious about
her that he insists upon calling in
medical a¥d,

Almost immediately wupon Ernest
Warden's departure she goes back to
her desk and tries to write; but the
task is evidently beyond her strength.
And as time drags on, sleep and ap-
petite both fail her so utterly that she
bégins to look more like a wan specter
of her-former self than anything.

% 1t she could but sleep she might,

perhaps, learn to for‘got in time, ¥
think, ag I find her, night after night,
lying awake, absorbed in that silen,
tearless grief that is eating away her
life. But, alas! to quots the fussy
little country  surgeon, .who comes.
over nearly every day from Hanbury
to see her, “insomnia is the: most @if:
fieult feature of the case!” Laudanum,
morphia, and choral are alike power-
less to lull the aching brain to re-
pose; and, finding at last that his pa-
tient's symptoms will yield to neither
tonic nor opiate, the doctor begins to
talk of change of air and scene.

“As if one place were not the same
as another to me, Lesley!” she ex-«
claims,” almost - instantly, when I
strive to rouse her into something
like interest in the subject. “Only
let me alone, dear! I should be/bet-
fer if I could but write; work is the
great anodyne for suffering; but I be-
gin to think sometimes that I never
shall again.”

“Things can’t go on like this, Les-
ley,” Leonard remarks in confidence to
me one morning. “That poor little
soul is simply dying before our eyes!
I tell you what it is, dear, I've lost
all faith in that Hanbury man, and
I’'ve made up my mind that T'll write
to Doctor Fuller this very day, and see
if he can spare time to run down and
se her. It is a strange thing; but I
have a- strong presentiment | that  if

any one can do anything for her, Doc-’

tor Fuller is that man.”

DOCTOR COULD
- NOT HELP HER
i
Operation. -

tntllontvnd m!nt, thrnnm(o-
ing on much as wsual at D«pdeao.
very umpublo change has come ov-

| er. us all.in the interim.

For pne” jhing, Miss Clitheroe is a
very much less frequent visitor to
Deepdene than formerly, While poor
Len, looking pale and m! ble, shuts
himself up in his studio/ and works
away at his painting with such g des-
peration of industry as he has not
disphyed for months.

Something Is wrong between them.
I see it all too plainly; and I am
afraid T can only. too easily divine
what. I make no mention of the sub-
ject to:Len; but I csnnot help sus-
pecting that it'is certain significant
little rumors concerning the beauti-
ful Miss Clitheéros and the wealthy
owner. of the Priory that are troub-

Tling him.

“Once or twice while walking alone

‘with Mr. Denton, who has got into

the habit of conmstituting himself my
very frequent escort of late, I have
caught sight of Gwendolen Clitheroe’s
beautiful blond face in the Priory

a8, accompanied by her fa-
ther, to whom Mr, Erroll is reported
to have become wondrously polite of
late, she was being driven over to the
great house for some quiet llitlg din-
ner or luncheon, to which no one save
the Clitheroes are ever invited.

One thing is clear: A wonderful
intim\acy has sprung up of late be-
tween the master of the  Priory and
the inmates of Forton Rectory; and
taking the fair face of the rector’s
daughter, and Mr, Erroll’s very sig-
nificant attentions into consideration,
people are.béginning to draw their
own inferences,

Mistress of the Priory is a position
few women would disdain to occupy;
and, as the Hanbury gossips very op-
enly assert, Misg Clitheroe, with her
extravagant bibits and lack of dowry,
is certainly not one of those few.

At Ivy Cottage, 80 far as I am able
to judge; things are going on much
as usual. Mrs. Lennox, as the poor,
demented creature who occypies it is
called, still remains there with her
solitary attendant, Mrs., Martin, who
no longer comes to Deepdene.

Our most  frequent visitor since
Ernest Warden’s departure is Mr.

Denton. Week after week he stays on

at his old quarters at the Red Lion;
and very few days pass without
bringing-him over on:ome pretext or

‘To-dsy it is a tempting little bas-

- | ket of fruit for Addie; to-merrow a
'-;-mmmu.wumchdoed-

. mhtl‘ﬂhhhlhdmrm

“He is Fwther stern in his manper,
I'm afraid,” I admit, with a glance at
the handsome face wunder the cool
shade of Charley Denton’s careless
straw hat. “But we, of all people in
the world, cannot afford to criticize
him very severely,” I add, snipping off
8 spray of prettily tinted leaves, with
& very vivid contrast in my mind, pre-
sented by Doctor Fuller's starn; dark
face and rather stiff manners, to hand-
some Chgrley Denton’s free-and-easy
fascinations. '“We owe him a debt of
gratitude which nothing can ever pay!
But for him we might have lost. poor
Len in thatderrible illness of his; and
friends like that-afe mot so common
that we can afford to despise them.
So whatever your personal impres-
sions of Doctor Fuller may.be, Mr
Denton, T beg you will remembéer that
I am not at liberty to listen to one
single disrespectful word ' against
him;” I.conclude, rather icily.

“Hang Doctor Fuller!” is the im»
patient reply. “I hate him! I believe
you would quarrel with me for his
sake!”

“I would quarrel with any one who
spoke disrespectful of my - friends,” I
return, with as much dignity as I can
muster. “Doctor Fuller has done us a
great service.”

“Good Heavens, Lesley!” he ex-
claims, “do you suppose that there is
nobody in the world ready and willing
to do you a service but that surly old
sawbones—that there is anything 1
would not do—any sacrifice I would
not make—that I would not be proud
and happy to share my last dry crust
with you?" he adds dramatically.

“Thanks, very much,” I reply, with
& demure little glance into the earn-
est, gray eyes that are mrciﬂnx my
face. as if they would Tead my
thoughts, “but I'm afraid I am net
particularly fond of dry crusts.”

“No, nor of anything else I can of-
fer you, I believe,” is the bitter re-
ply. “Oh, \Lesley, why cannot you be
atlittle nice to me? Why cannot you
be as pleased to see me "as Doctor
Fullér?”

“You are very ux}gratetul," I reply,
looking up from a careful inspection
of the contents of my basket. “I'm
sure T'm always very pleased to see
you.”

"A;‘e you, indeed? I'm glad you

have told me, for I'm sure I should

never have suspected it,” he returns.
“You see I always thought that when
people were ;lad to see, thoir rriendn,

R) hell
Shocked

For the moment I do not answer
him—for-the simple reason that I
cannot. That I like him well enough
for a friend, a companion for a moon-
light stroll, a gentimental little chat,
or & harmless little flirtation, even, I
very ‘well know; but, whether thers
is anything in him to satisfy the cedse-
less craving of my woman’s heart, I
am not so certain. Whether I like
him well' enough for the companion
of my life—my husband—is another
matter.

“What am 1 to-understand, Legley?”
he asks, impatient of my silence. “Do
you love me?”

“I am afraid not,” I reply, my eyes
still fixed on the ground. “Not as. I
have always thought I should like to
love my husband if I ever bave one—
riot as your wife ought to love.you.”

He drops my hand, and, with a look
of pain, turns away without-speaking,

“Oh, *Mr: Denton!”’ I 'continide, my

heart smiting me for the disappoint-
ment I am making him feel, “why can-
not.we remain as we are? Of all the
friends I ever had,-I believe that I
like you best. Won't you be content
to be my friend still?”

“No!” is the response. “I'll have
all or mothing! If you cannot give
me. your .love, you may bestow your
friendship where you please for me,
I'll have none of it, thanks! There
may be people in the world who, hav-
ing lost the diamond their heart was
set on, find consolation in a piece of
glass that looks like it; but I'm sorry
tosay I am not one of them, Lesley,”
he adds, with an intensity of tone and
manner almost startling in gay, de-
bonair Charley Denton. ' “Will you
answer me one question: is there any
one else?. Have I a rival? Tell me
the name of the man you leve best?”

“Well,” 1 reply, half frightened,

alf amused at Kis tragic air, *if it be
any consolation to you,:I don’t mind
tamu you that I think'it's’ Ioom.rd.
T doubt if there is a man.in the world
I love better than my dear old brot.h_or

“Then TN win you yet, dear!” he
exclaims, his face lighting up with a
look of ‘radiant mﬂnm, and, gath-
eﬂnxmeintohlsums hepresseua
m; on my lips. “I'll be very patient,
“‘,i"" he adds, as I turn away, my

fage suffused with such blushes as I.

'@%id’ not think Charley Depton could
hno called to it. - “T will not tease
you any moro about it mow; but,

Hp&v_en helping me, I will win you

" “And such a prize as yowll have
when I am won-—if ever!” I laugh,

2381—Good for ginghsm, chambrey,
seersucker, linen, lineme, khaki, per-
cale and lawn. The fronts ar: revers-
fble, a practical feature., The :dress
may have the sleeve in wrist or elbow
length.

The Pattern is cut in 7 sizes. 34,
36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust
meagure, Size 38 requires 7.yards.of
36-inch material. The dress measures
about 234 yards at the foot. ¢

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.
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JUST THR. RIGHT FROCK FOR THE
GROWING GIRL.

2567—This 18 a splendid model for

combination of matefial; a servicsable | §5

style for cotton or cloth.  The:foun~
dation may be of-sefge, gabardine or
other plain fabrics, and the over-

blouse of plaid or checked suiting, | 38
sslir or velvet. One could make those ; 7

parts that are covered by the over-
blouse, of lining, and so save material.:

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 10,
19, 14, and 16 years. ' Size 12 will re-
quiresnrdsotu-inchmmw!or
the foundation. :The overblouse wm:
require 3% yards.

to any address on recelpt of 10 cents

in silver or stamps.
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THE WEDDING RING

suggests the selection of an article guar-
anteed to be Finest Gold, good clour, and
made with greatcare—a ring to-be found

—'-r, J. DULEY & €O,

Reliable Jewelers, St. John’s.
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Q losses everywhere seem to have

extraordinary light. This is

bly due to the confusion which

. Germans find reigning behind

ir lines, as they are fighting a los-

batuo Swhich for them hourly

s more disastrous. Crown Prince

Rupprécht! to-day had strengthened

,. {ines at many places, but this in-

stead of stopping the British simply | @

meant that the Germans suffered big- | ¢
sér losses, During the niglit and this
imoraing the front upon which the bat-
tle was being fought yesterday, was

dened appreciably both in the north g

nd the' south, while the ground in|9

the middle between Albert and Beau- | 9eC

ourt 'Sur. Ancre, which heretofore
thad been' fairly quiet suddenly was
Jrawn into the whirl. New attacks |©
[ Yom thei River Cojeul and in the|®
outh - ried the British across the
; railroad embankment. | d
A apparently hold Boiry-|®9
hd Bowelles, ‘and have |l
ond - the Arras-Bapaume |G

ment’ mrped forward and reached | 8
Hamelincourt and are pushing on to-
d Ervillers, St. Leger and Crois- | Id
plles. Alrplanes reported that British
Wctmled the road between | m
1 llq‘l and S8t Leger, while some |n
pfantry was reported to be less than|p
thousand yards west of Ervillers | tille
ome hm;h ‘ago.. At about that time | tg
ah'ﬂa.pe reported that the Germans | g
had m from their positions |s
Ethwest of St. Leger and between
town and Hamelincourt, and that | B]
i fighting British found time in the |a
iidst of their task to cheer heartily. | tif
D rently‘the hard pressed Germans |rd
P than suffer more here where | cd
have mét with some of their |th
Bviest losses, decided to get out of | T
locality which was one of the|A
p8 where the Germans had doub- | w
their strength. The fighting to|ta
south of this region began in the | ng
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100.1bs. Beechnut Bacon.
“’lh& n Bacon.

ew Y Sausages.
~Bologna Sausages.
Pige’ Feet—Pickled & Spiced.
New York Cormed Beef.
Pul Loins.
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