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PEvery Sick Woman Should Try

”LYDIA E. PINKHAM'S

EASeSN

Happiness
Secured

AT

A Heavy Cost'!

CHAPTER XXIL
A PROMISE OF SECRECY.
“Would to Heaven I never had!” is
/the passionate response. “God knows

“ # it was not with any wish or desire of

mine. struggled as desperately
ap.lnst ti ion as ever man strug-
gled ! for his life! : But there are peo-
ple m “the.world for whom it is use-
less to strive against fate—to try to
go right—to keep in the straight and
narrow path that is made so smooth
and easy for others—people who, no
matter how they sfrive, can never be
anything but unfortunate—whose ev-
ety hope ‘fails them—whose love 1is
trshed--into the dust—whose whole
m is a failure, as mine has been.
el ley,” he adds, laying his hands on
my shoulders with a fierce and sudden

; idjp, “where is Adelaide? I must and
will see her! 1 must speak to her at
once!”

“"You. cannot see her!” I reply.
“There is nothing to be gained b,v';n
inzerview She sends you her forgive-
ness and best wishes for your happi-
ness; for, cruelly as you have re-
duited her, she loves you still! But
she will ,not trust herself to see you
any more!”

"“And does she ithink—do you think
that I am to be sent away like that—
without one look into her dear face—
one touch of her hand in parting—if
we must part?" No, Lesley, here I am,
and here I remain until I have seen
her)” he exclaims, throwing himself
into & chair with a look of dogged des-
peration.

“Go- to’ her;,” he adds, “and tell her
what I say—that ' nothing " on earth
snall induce mie to -leave this house
until she ° ha;s zranted me an ‘inter-
view!” : 2
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CHAPTER XXITI. -
THE HEART’B BIT:I‘ERNESS
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She is deadly pale! Even in those
few ‘short hours sorrow has set an in-
delible seal on the sweet face, that
invests it with quite a new and differ-
ent character. But something—a
swift and sudden light that is almost
joy—leaps into her eyes as I, speak,
and, ‘rising to her feet, she turns to
the door as if with the purpose of go-
ing downstairs.

“Come with me, Lesley,” she ‘says,
as I stand hesitatingly whether or not
to follow; “I dare not trust myself to
meet him alone.”

Together we descend to the parlor,
where Ernest, with the pale, resolute
face of a man who is bent upon some
desperate course, strides restlessly up
and down like & caged animal.

He turns as the door opens, and
looks for one dombtful moment into
her face; the next he rushes toward
her, and, catching her in his arms,
draws her, with a passionate cry, to
his heart. S

“My poor, little girl—my poor, lit-
tle love!” he exclaims, as, with her
whole frame quivering with pain, she
yields: for one sweet moment to Hhis
embrace. “Look up! speak to me, if
it is only to curse me, for bringing
this sorrow upon you—anything but

| that silent,' accusing face that goes

to my heart like a knife.”

“Then it is true?” she asks, dnw-l

ing back from his embrace with a
shudder—*“true what they tell me of
that dreadful woman at Ivy Cottage?”’

With a groan he releases her.

“Too true! But, oh! my love, for-
give me, for as Heaven hears me, I
would rather have been shot down
like a dog at your feet than ever this
miserable story should have reached
your ears.”

“Yet, knowing tms, you could at-
tempt to make me your wife?” she
asks. “Oh, Ernest, how could you
WIONg me 50 deeply; how could " you
marry me, knowing that ‘your wife
still livedr'_

My ‘wite!” le repeats. “Do you
call that vile disgrace to the name of
woman my ~ ‘wife? Oh, ‘my darling,
do not think so badly of me as-that—

1 am not the villain you would make

me out. That Maud Lennox, as she
is called, uthewmn;owhommr

‘officious friend, Mr. Smiles, “married

'.ﬁue,mglnndon.ldonntdm but 1

that :m
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“Don't, Ermest—pray do not try to
deceive me!"” she entreats, .with .a
pitiful little gesture. = “Your :sophistry
does not deceive me; it never can! I
am not your wife, and I know it.. My
duty lies straight before me; I see it
plainly.” ! ;

“What do you mean?" "he asks,
looking into the poor, little quivering
face with a dreadful earnestness that
is almost terror. “For the love of
Heaven, Addie, don’t tell me that you
mean to let this one wretched, long-
repented folly of my youth come be-
tween us and our happiness! ' In the

anything to each other!” '

“And 8o you think that I will ever
submit to this?’ he asked, “Do you

think that I will ever suffer & hun-

dred cnzyvhags‘llke that to stand be-'
4 tween' us two? You never loved me,

or 'you would not think of such @&

thing!” i T 5
“You know how cruelly unjust ﬂn.t

accusation is, even while you speak

it!” she replies. “Heaven knows that’
471 do love you, and always shall! But

it is useless—worse than useless—to
prolong this pain! I :dare not listen
to you, Ernest! You may break my
ﬁea.rt, but you cannot blind me to the
truth—~to my duty!”

“Which, accerding to- your ideas, is
to break mine, it seems!” he ex-
claims, his ‘voice. changing from pas-
sionate entreaty to passionate re-
proach. | “What a poor ‘thing a wo-
man's love must be after all our mad
craving to win it, when, for a mere
quibble—a wretched scruple of con-
sciend®—a mistaken sense of duty, or
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name of mercy, try to forget what you|
have been told. Try to forgive mia!™|

“I have forgiven-you, Ernest,’s she:
replies, looking up at'him with " “eyes;
that are full of misery. “I hhfv‘e:
thought of everything, but think as I
will, I can see but one course open to
us. We must part!” \

“Never!” he replies, pressing her
again tp his heart as if by the sheer
might of love he could keep her with
him. “You are my wife; and do you
think that, knowing ‘this, anything ‘on
earth shall ever induce mie to give
you up? Oh, my darling!” he adds,
striving to look  into .the . anguish-
stricken face she is averting from his
gaze, “be merciful to me! Think of
all I'have suffered, of the heavy pen-
alty I have already paid for that one
fatal step, of my lonely life, of my
great love; and do not cast - me | off!
What do you suppose my life would be
worth ‘to me bereft of your love—
bereft of my darling?

“Have you ever realized what you
are fo me, child?” he goes on, in low,
impassioned tones. “Do you think
that I should ever care to live one day
deprived of the sight of that sweet
face, the sound of that dear voice?
Remember, Addie, what you are to me
—my one love, my very life! How,
then, can you bear to give me up?”

“And do you think that I do not
suffer?” she asks, her eyes still bent
on the floor, as if dreading to meet
the passionate pleading in the hand-
some face she loves so well. “Oh,
Ernest, be mercltgl to me! My love
renders me weak, but not so weak as
to blind me to the -truth.- I see my
duty oplytoo plalgjly; 1 cannot shut
myeyes toit if I wonld. The one
course open to us is lepmtiqn—;
there is no other! We must part!
But why, oh, why did you ever - de-

~ | ceive me about that marrhge?"

. “Remember how greatly 1 .

tempted, dear,” he pleads. “1 loved |

whatever you chogse to term t—you
can throw me over like this—rob me
of ‘my one and only hope of happiness!
Adélaide,” hé adds, in a low, suppress-
ed tone, “have you paused to consider
what is to become of me if you desert
me, now?”’

“#You will think of it differently by
and ' by, when you are calmer, dear,”
she says, looking at him with all the
agony of her bitter renunciation in her
eyes. “I should despise myself if I
could act . differently;. and the day
would- come when you would despise
me tool”

“Cold as marble and as unimpres-
sionaple!” is the bitter reply. “Oh,
my darling, have you nothing but this
to say to me?’ he asks, throwing him-
self with a despairing gesture into a
chair.

“Nothing—save good-by and Heaven
bless and” keep you, dear!” she re-
turns, looking pititully ‘down at him
as, for. oneé miserable moment, he sits’
there, shaking from head to foot with
all the agony of a strong man’s grief,

Seeing that he neither -moves nor
speaks, she goes gently up to him,
n.nd gravely, reverently lays her ups
on his-forehead in guch a kiss as wo
‘press on some dear, dead’ face ' on
which our eyes shall never rest again;
and tlien‘L before he is aware of her
lntqnﬂon.‘ ‘steals ’sw:y.

At the door she pauses, looking back
at him with & long and lingering gaze,
in which the light.of ‘her  life fades

| with me;” she replics. “However dis-|
{ tastetul that marriage may have been
’ tom.ltmlmrrluo ‘and so long
'umtwmuuvu, wonovcrunbe

2331—Cood for gingham, chambrey,

seersucker, linen, linene, khaki, per-
cale’and lawn. The fronts ar3 revers-
ible, a» practical feature. The dress
may have the sleeve in wrist or elbow
length.

The Pattern is cut in 7 sizes. 34,
86, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches hus
measure. Size 38 requires 7 yard

It.may create a surprise and possibly a ques--
tioning look in' these times, but it is the truth.
We can now really offer you something at-its
pre<war price’ and which you may have been

looking for. .'Tis

DIAMOND ‘DYES,

only

1 0 cis. packet

; A new. dress to-day may cost: youranything
from $15.00 t0.$30.00 for the material alone, and
“ten cents may give you a:new dress..::

36-inch material. The dress measures | .

about 23§ yards at the foot,

A pattern of this illustration mailed’

to any address on receipt of 10 cent.! 43

in silver or stamps.

| JUST THE RIGHT FROCK FORTRE
GROWING GIRL. ' =

2567—This is a splendid model for
combination of material; & sgrﬂcenble
style for cotton or cloth. /The foun-
dation may be of ‘serge,* gtbardlne or
other plain fabries, and the' over:
blouse of plaid or checked suiting, |
satin or velvet. One could make those
parts that are covered by the ovérs
blcuse, of lining, and so save material.

The Pattern is cut in & siges: - 10,

12, 14, and 18 years. Size 12 will re-|
quire 3 yards of 36-inch material for
the foundation. The ovorblouu wiu §

require 2% yards:

A pattern of this illustration nnled -
ts any address on receipt of 10 eenu y

in silver or stamps.
¥
} F 1 § No- e 0 oc_co ..

m -‘. #s ®0 se ea -; a0 oo,‘

in fulli— M7 TR

A ‘ - 5
@---.n o0 Rd o& DW WR WK WE S RG

lt,ndt.henat.shehugonounto,_'

herroommmrnedthekey' X

you so madly that T-would have-dared { &=

call '70\1 mine, ‘to

yourum,tohomyon!&thltm'

hsnpv. blisstul moinont to my longing | .-
-| heart—the heart that will beat tor |

mnlouunbutsatsm Oh.my

2 plgndidqselec-
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However; we beg fo

- \remind. ‘our  custom-

|ers these goods are

selling rapidly, and

cannof be replaceda ‘

1.'. the.. same price.
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last accoiints, - Further imports
.ve ions of the enemy lines ha
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al- Haig’s men have
ir victorious thrusts.
6 front have the Gen
 stay their foes, who
M number of addi
m&e points  whi
prosecution ‘of the
e utmost strategic
& the enemy being pe
pause for breath. The a
iwlinson, Byng, Mangin
. are pressing their ady
ength that brooks no d
orts.: Thousands of
‘guns and mad
and lu'se stores of war sup|
ve been added to the stocks al
@ Allied hands as trophies of
¥ 8 work since the tide of b
was turned against the enemy by
ment ‘of General Foch’s
jsive on the Mirné ion  July
the British alone in the past
| have come more than 5,000 g
..In a new offensive begun
morth of the Somme to AlY
i advance of two miles eastward
3 has been made over the
e front. In this fighting the t
bert, on the Ancre, the keystl
German defense protecting §
8 _porth of the Somme,
Wn. Here the British m
prisbners. The An
e south of Albert
p - the British in their df
: mq‘nlnz, a sérious menace to
jmy around Bray, where at last
Americans were in.their ba
Mpente resistance has b
pd to the further advance of
fish in the sector immediat
gouth of Arras, where the impo
railroad town of Bapaume seems
be the immediate objective. Parti
Brly fierce fighting occurred at A
Jt le Grande, but althoughk the to
thanged hands many times, the
yantage belonged to the British

S ee—————— L] Lg g BT L R R R R it ot i it

—— o« —

o e e

@d and the British are oped
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ghty wedge seemingly had be

B in between the armies of Ge,

5 1‘\

‘bon Boehm and the Germ

s s ———

bro Prince . Over the entire fro

w;:'éufm?
e ca
ently—it is the &

-

N R AR TN NV £ S L W~

I S A W 5l e ~ B~




