
THE WESTrERN HOME MONTHLY
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By W. R. Gilbert.

W'oodlaud Rosd expected its V.0.
about six o'clock, and ah tthe inhabitauts
urere on the alert te urýeonie hum.
Eager faces lined aîl the windows.

"~Oh, I do hope lie urill corne before we
have to start," theugbt Dorothy, rhien
she urss dressing for a party te which

shle hsd promised te go. To*lier delight
the next moment the wheels cf a taxi
were heard cering douru the street. It
stopped at thie bou-si next door, and
Dorothy sav a oina, iau-niav. two,
Yoliiig men-in khiaki st'.p out. SuI re-
nefflired thiat Miss Aniy Hilton. .Jaek's

amînt, liad told lier that Captain M-%errv-
-Veatliîm-r-%vas to a(oniiany Jack, and
,pend a few dava uith thein.

Tlie turc yeung men were cf the saine
lieight. both; had bronzed faces, and wsvy
brown hiair. But D)orotiv knew Jaek in
an instant-would have known hlmi at

ionce, even uithout the arm in' a slig,
; which told cf a wound sustaiued in uriî-
iniug the V.C. Hoeurss just the saine
ide ar old Jack! Miss Amy Hilton ap-
p ared, snd in a moment had felded hum
in ber arme, ho subritting with that
haif whimsical, haif bashful fashion,
urbich marks a thoroughly geod felleur,
on the occasions urben bie womenfelk
justly think it is' right te show how
xnuch they love hum. Juet the sainie dear
oid Jack! tlîought Dorethy. The iëxt
moment ho disappeared. To liersoîf elie
wlî-ispered: "Hoeurili be sure te corne into
the gardon early to-merreur!"

Dorotlîy, et any rate, urss out in the
gardon early enough the next morning.
Slie couldn't bave pcplaihed wlmy shie feit
se inôrdinstely hiLppy. But YJack bad
won lus V.C. aud had cone borne. Ah-
surd te lie lu bed lu a world where such
things happen.

To thîe pergola sewuent, f resb sud as
sweet as sny rose of them ail. She
stepped inside, when she beard veices
frein tho next garden-one of the veicea
urss Jaek's. he

Hoer urhy ere up aud out! She
stood fer a mment, undecided, ap te
whethîer sie ' slould make lier preseuco
knowu. Shie lenged te speak te Jack-.
te have hum leap the hedgo and. stand
beside ber, with the emile she kneur se
weil. But she suddeuly foît sbsurdiy sby.
W'as she sure mie vsnted hlm te 80e ber
quite at once? JPidn't she ebrink a little
f rom the meeting?

1 rnOROTHY rau aceross the lauru
with fot as light as any that
evor "lgeft the daisies r'ôiy," in
the fond imagination of a
lover.

Her heart urss light as well as ber fot,
for a dear friçnd had gained the V.C., and
hoe was coming home; snd the homo was
next door, sud she would scec im, and
might hope for a renSwal cf thoso happy
turnes when' ho and eue had been sý.ch
splendid chums. It wouldn't 'bie quite
the saie, cf course, seeing that when
'they last saw eacb ether, three yesrs ago,
sho was a child, whereas new she had
attained the sodate and serious age cf
eighteen. StiR the meeting was sure te
bo delightful. Jack was such a good
sport. Ho ceuldn't have sltered niuch.

The lawn was in bier father's gardoen
at the back cf the bouse. At the bottom
of the gardoen there was a pergola forrned
of Dorothy Porkins roses. Jack Hilten
hda td the trees for bier in thoser
days we hie big lad frem next deer
bad been as manch ln the Dales' gardoen
as in hie curu. It urss se easy te leap the
hedge of golden yews, aud there w~as ne
ono hoe liked se much as lie liked Dorothy
Dale. The reses had done splendidly in
the three yoars, the first cf which hsd
been spont by Derethy in travelling with.
lier fathqr. The last two lhad been spent
by Jack at the front. The pergola was
eue mass cf lovely piuk, contrastiug
swoetly with the utderlyiug green. It was
a veritable fairy bowor.

Scissers urere in Derothy's ingera, and
sho hovered above tlhe roses like some
dainty butterfiy, uncertain urbere te
settle. She wanted te send a spray of
ber namne flowers te Jack bye, wa ycf
greeting, and uaturally wanted te cheose
the most perfect. The clîoice was made
at last, and she went back te thebouse,
'with sbiuiug eyes and a spray cf roses
in bier band. Seen thîoy uere nestling in
a flat oblong box.

This done, sîme psused.
The roses were te o bler greeting te

Jack, on his'arrivai.
Ho would be home early in the even-

iug: but she must net expect te sec hum
until to-morrour.

Nthing could bo btter fer ber greet-
ing than the roses; but slîonld iot a
little note accompany thein. "I arn
grotiu up now," she mused. "S hould sle
write the little note or net? Did girls
write notes te unnarried men?'"

Motherless froin infaucy, lier solo
tutor had been bier father-the very
dearèst father in the îverld, but tee much
absorbed in scientific experimeuts te
kueur auything about the little ays cf
society. Dorothy was a girl brought up
by a muan, sud with ne intimate frieud
cf lber ouru sex.

She quickly settled the question. Yes,
cf course, %lie might write. IVas net al
the neighborhoed, dowu te the very chil-n
dren, prepared te urelcome its V.C. as l
soon as hoe should appear?

Slie seized a peu and urrote rapidly:- b
"Dear Jack, - Have you forgetten n

Dorç#liy Dale? And do you reniember 81
pianting the rese trees fer the pergola? 1(
1 ara seuding yen a spray, sud I hope fF
you uili cerne and sec thîe pergola for T1
yourself. 1 shahlleok fer yen in tlhe di
gardon. And, oh Jack, 1 can't tell you
heur preud wve are cf vou! Corne as seen ti
as yen can.-Yours sincereiy, Dorethv." bg

She tied up the box very nestly, with Tj
the letter inside, and sent it in next t]
door. Tr

While she liesitstod. the tur o yung
mnn went on with their conversation,
linconscieus cf a bearer.

«'I tell youý aId cîîap, being a V.C. isaa
bit sickeuing," said-Jack. "I surear I
novor tuiouguît that uromen could make
ucli asses cf tiiemselves. Look at that
ltter. Wliat is a fellour te do in the
face of such an invîtatîbn? I ask you.
Thîat's urbat I got frein the girl next
coor."
Thq girl next door! Dorothîy feît morne-

lhing seize lier hy thie thîroat, wiih. lier
heart thurnped violently. Wliat girl?
rhîcre could hocu>ut turo uext doors-
Lmeir ourn sud old Professer Phillipe's.
lie professor anîd lus iife livî'd qimite
loue, and they had ne visiter. Ne;
moire urss ne girl tliere.
Tie girl next door! And lie was show-

ncg Capta in Mtýrryýwet-zter lier lettor!
Jack's veice. aîigrilv eoriteînptuous,

vent on: "Sîje sent mne8s1111. flourers as
v-Il as the botter. Tliu.y uere livre urhîen
gotin iast niglit."
-And yen hîad givon lier ne encourage-

neut uren yeu lived bore '" interposed
1apta in M.%err.vweatlier's voice. ("Excuse
e asking suei a question?"
"-Encouragemenfnt? Hleavens. ne!" said

aek. more vedeilYfhian cirer. "0f
ourse, I mighît bo said te knour lier, I
ýZ.i, , Ilwavs ivil; but I neyer gave lier a
hought. Nour, I ask yenu wliat is a
Alour te de if girls are, capable of com-
g on like that?"
*-H'm! Quite a coming-on voung lgdv.
Hopes te see you in, the gardon! WVeil,
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wndow, rhere ie had seeli lier but a
few minutes before..

Dourstairs suie went, saddeurept acroe
the lam-n ike a young quevîî, her dainty
hittle head beld high iu tlhe air, lier
meuth and eyes expressing aithe prove-
estive aloofness ef maidenhmood, consciolîs
of its pourer te charm-the turo young
mon stood auraiting lier. JIu*r glamîces
were ail for Captain Merryureatber.

«'W(-11, Dorothîy, hiere is our V.C. at
hast," said lier fathir. "I hiave heen tell-
ing Jîuk tou' proud ure aIl are cf him!"

Dorothir boured to thie aIing-the o met
graceful.iiost cldly coirteoils of b)Ous.
Tîere %vsa noe ision cf a hiandalake,
fer it urss thie righît lband thiat urus
injured.

ure, e are proud cf Our 7.C.". sio
sail, in a toetewhienli teftly extracted
froii milier reniark îany c oiijl itiviut for
thiat partIcmifar V.C. urlio stood befori'
li-r. The ne.xt moment she. "as shaki-hg
liaiîds îutli Captain Me(rrvwteatlier and
smiling into lis oyes. 'Tie'flirtation
thus hegun urent on liriskly. le urss
honestly cdtivite-d hi'tlite dark-eyed
lovelinescf Dorotlîv. 'TIie flime ilher
heurt lent a ni-w giwttu t lier huc-auti-
flushod lir cheük a riehier (laniask, gave
neur curves te hier inîutîi, neîv lustre- in
lier oves. Slîe searcely kneur lier herself
fer tlîe <quiet littIe girl unie liad' sc-arc-hir-
darvd to pou-p from tinder ber fatlier's
wing, and wîtlibad been called -aboîi-
inalol 'y plain."

"cHo had a right te think me plain, of
co-urse," alie said civet anîd oveir to lier.

Jack, dont rn away from your luck. Ie
she pretty 1"

"*Pretty! Great Scott No!" growlcd
Jack, diagustedly. III always tbeught
lier aborninably plain. Here, give me the
letter!" And tiiere followed the sound cf
tearing paper.i

Dorothiy stood still as a statue, hier
banda clencbied, hier lips parted, a look cf
misery in the eyes wbich had been sQ
radiant a few minutes before.

Oh! how horrid mon were! How horrid
and batefuil! This was how they talked
together-beov tbey thought about girls.
Jack, who liad alwàys been suchaà good
sport, se fair, and straight, and se cl*n
minded, to. show hier ltter te another
man, te seof at it, and te accuse hier of
being forward.

"Ill nover forgive hirn!" she criod.
"Nover, nover."

The next moment the two young men
had left the garden. Deretby waited
until they had disappeared, then suie rau
into the bouse, and eased hier hoart with
tears.

Two heurs later Dorethy igatelhod
frein herbedroern windowt, lber fathor, as
hoe walked up and down the garden. He
was grappliîîg ith seme knotty prob-
lemn; but lus eyes beanîed with delight
as lie saw twe klîaki-clad figu,'res enter
tbe gardon gate, the leader of the two
being the lato V.C.

"Why, Jack, my doarboy!" Dorothy
eould hear through the window, and tbe
next moment tbe twe young mon joiuod
tbe professor on the lawvn.

"Dorethyl Dorotby, my dearlP hoe
called, looking toward the dralving-room

r ~rr~A~

O *

ýve
19 sluggish

Look for
You love
Dd around
cial Soap.
treatment
sufficient.
'n sale, at
iunters in
,a -wher-

nough for a
ookiet, ""A
Syou fer 5c.
o the Soap,
and Facial

Indrew 1er-
Perdia Oui.,

r

iself, "but, te say Bo, and to show my
letter-Oh 1tIl

After sucb meditations as those, Cap-
tain Iferryweatb r always found the
cbarrning Miss »othy more cbarming
than ever. Day after day tbat gallant,
officer spént et cf bis time in Profes-
ser Dale's.gardon, wbilst poor Jack, bis
alÏm in a sling, looked on, grim. ahd
Bilent.

On the flfth day hoe went acroseate the
Dale's b, invitation te tea ini the gardén.
Ho founid Dorethy alone.

*'Wbere is Captain Merryweather-?"
elle asked, the moment greetinga had
been excbanged.

"«Oh! bang Merrywoatber," muttered
Jack tlîrough hiie teetb. "Rang" wasn't
exactly the word hie used, or Dorothy
fancied se, but it waeu't werth enquirlng
iute. He went on: "He bas been de-
tainod in town, and will corne acroos
later. 1 euppoe we can contrive te exiat
witheut hum for ten minutes ?"

"Oh, certainly," slle repliod, with ohIlly
politenees. "It maye rthrdul o
you, perbapeutlm father cornes.
Would you like te look at the papor?"

"iNo! 1 prefer te look at yeu!"'e aing, lie tbrew bimelf into an
asy chironthe lawn and watehed lier,

as sbe piled up dewy etrawberrien on a
Iîigh dieh. She becarne 50 lutent upon
ber tenir, that 0 -, . hiit have failen Into

the~ ~ l mitae ffacy laohad torgotten
Jaek's presence. Hie brew darkend
and quite suddenly ho spranig up, and
laying bothbhands on lber shouldere coin-
pelled bier te turn and look at hum. Re
ne longer needed a aling.

«'I say, Deretby, there le semething 1
muet know," hoe said, in a rather dogged
tone. "Are you ferions about Meryweathert Do you menu temarry hiIm?"
Sho drew borself away frem in biand
looked a cold reproof.

"I arn sure you will net expeet me to
answei' aucb a question. You mnust b.
aware it is eue yeu bave ne rlght te
ask." -

"Has fiendsbip ne rigbta at ail,
thenl lieh dernanded heUy. "You'd have
told me anything-yes, j ut auything I
liked te aàk you tbree years ago."1
niP'erbapases. But we bave changed,
mnce tben. 1 am not the sme porion'lu

your eyes, and it ie net te lie .uppoeed
Lliat yeu are oxactly the smn1 mine."

.ýorothv, why de yeu upeak in tlîat
eoldblo;oded way? And why ebould we
alter? Wlîat bave 1 dene ?"

"That je ratlier an absurd question,
tsn't it?"

"Absurd in wbat way ?"
"RBecause it eeerms te irnply that 1 have

some right te bc interested in anythlng
voli nay de-or lbave undone. I suppoee
it je ecarcely neceseary te tell you I1bhave
no eucb interest."'

Slîo looked him full in the oye. a@ ae
spoke. He fluslied a deep rea, and hie
lipe met in a rigid Uine.

"That will do! You've made It quite
plain. P'lu îucb ohliged te you. I1rnigbt
possibly have made an ami cf myseli, if
'ou liadn't etoppedl me. l'l go back, and
tell Merryweather you are waling for
him. Please make my excuses te yeur
father. 1 den't think 1 chaI! trouble you
again."-

He was gene, walking acroes the lawn
with hie bead erect, liii ehoulders iquared,
but with hand clenclied ai it bung by
hie side. Dorothy watched him dis-
appear, and thoen sat down, witb a loudly
beating la'art. All urs cier nowl

Blut in five minutes sîme saw him
returning. Yes, it waslho, and net Cap-
in MeIrrywe»ather, se eehadl firet
thoughit. It uras ho, and lie carried in
jei hand, auernal lîhte oblong box. She
Risoled frein chin te brour, for eble receg-
ized that box as the one elle bad
ient him. Heo bad kept it thon. But
fhy? Andwhîy urs lie bringing it back
'lîer? Wlat did it mean?
Slime roe up to nmcd him aet the

-tranîee of the pergola, and elle eaw, In
Limoment, thiat soinethaing of the rigidity
iad gene frein hie face. In ibisthont
tue( ve*s there urss perplexity and

egret, b)ut a look of l'ope as well.
"Look hore, Dorothy, I've just found

Iils." lie cried. "They put ail the thinge
n a Àîuddle in my roomf the day 1 carne

mole, and 1 nover sa* it tilI now, wlben
urss geing te pack up. It wae awfully
e,)d (if Nvoutu svrîd trie that sureet little
ote, anid the roses. But 1 don't'know
b1at youi'vm tlouglit'cf me formaot thank-
rg Yom soulier. 1 say Doro*iyv,"Y seeing
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Wonderfu! night war photo taken on the Western front showing an incendiary grenade
attack. The entire front is a splurge of bursting shelis and explosions, turning the black
night into day. Thi s j, a most unusual photo, but night attacks of this kind are extremely
frequent. The barbed wire entanglements can be seen. Under a barage cf this sort the

treops often advance to attack


