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Comfort and Style 
for every Figure

Tall or short—stout or slim— 
there is a D & A Corset designed 
on a living model to fit you and 
improve your style.
D & A Corsets are made in Canada and 
coat you half the price at which im

ported corsets must be sold 
-va Ask your conetièn
Nfês» DOMINION CORSET CO.

Maker!IkMakers also of the La Diva Corsets 
and the D & A “Good Shape” 

Brassières

MONTREAL

liter the Ball,-
OB,

The Mystery Solved 
at Last.

CHAPTER XLI.
After tile Crisis.

“The worst had not come—she was 
still alive; while there was life there 
was hope,” striving to gain consola
tion and strength from his own words.

And the sorrow-stricken father 
once more returned to the watching.

Presently Carlotta lifted her disen
gaged hand—the sign agreed upon be
tween the doctor and herself—when 
Maud moved. "

The doctor glided around and sank 
on his knees beside the bed.

“She opened her eyes for a sec
ond,” said Carlotta, the tears stream
ing from her own.

The doctor nodded and lookked anx
ious.

"Sh—sh!”
The large, mournful eyes opened 

once more and fixed themselves on 
Carlotta's face.

At that moment a noiso was heard 
in the courtyard, and Sir Fielding 
turned angrily, fearful lest the slight
est sound should disturb his beloved 
child, and bent forward.

Keeping her eyes fixed 
lotta’s face, the beautiful 
mured faintly:

"Has he come?”
Carlotta’s tears dropped fast^ and 

her bosom heaved.
“I dreamed he was coming—I heard 

his voice. I am sure he is coming. If 
he Is alive he would not be so cruel 
as to let me die without kissing him; 
if he is dead he is the angel Heaven 
is sending to carry me away, and I 
shall be in his arms, against his 
breast once more when I am dead—”

Sir Fielding hid his face.
Chudleigh sobbed like a child, while 

Lady Mildred left the room, unable to 
bear the scene longer.

The sweet, faint voice died away, 
and the thin, snow-white hands cross
ed themselves upon the lily-like 
breast.

They thought that Heaven had tak
en - her, but Carlotta still held her 
against her bosom, and suddenly the 
lips sent forth a low, wailing cry:

“Maurice! Maurice!”
Before it had died away the door 

opened noiselessly, and a tall, mud- 
bespattered figure, with white face

on Car- 
girl mur-

the bed, thrust Carlotta aside, ai:J, 
clasping the lovely form to his breast 
murmured, with a flood of tears, in a 
voice broken with sobs: .

“Maud—my darling—I am here!”
She fixed her eyes upon his white 

face with a glad smile and with an 
effort placed her white arms around 
his neck, and, leaning her face upon 
his breast, murmured:

“I knew Heaven would send you, 
Maurice—I knew Heaven would send 
you alive!”
*••***•

“Live!" exclaimed the doctor, half 
an hour afterward, as he grasped Sir, 
Fielding’s hand and wrung it nearly 
off in a vain attempt to keep the un
professional tears back, "of course 
she will. There's no earthly reason 
why she shouldn’t live to be as old 
as you or I.”

We have a suspicion that all we say 
after this our readers will peruse 
somewhat impatiently.

Let us assure our readers that the 
doctor’s words proved true, and that 
Maud Durant, with her husband and 
a sweet-faced copy of herself, can be 
found either at the rectory or the 
hall all the year round.

The Retreat, too, the home of Mr. 
Chudleigh—not yet baronet, thank 
Heaven, Sir Fielding being as, well 
and hearty as ever—the Retreat, I 
say, is a well-known place, and the 
Right Hon. Mr. Chichester and Lady 
Carlotta are as well beloved, and 
very nearly as popular as the Dur
ants.

They have a bright-eyed girl and 
Turk of a boy, who has already fallen 
in love with his cousin Maud, and 
generally addresses her as his little 
wife.

The Folly, that monstrosity which 
so long annoyed Sir Fielding, exists 
no longer, having been purchased 
and bulled down by Mr. Durant, who 
is reputed to be as rich as an Indian 
nabob.

The former owners of the now 
vanished Folly, have taken their 
wealth and pomposity to a well- 
known watering place, at which their 
two daughters, each “my lady” now, 
are reigning queens.

Master Tom has married the- bar
maid at the “Annsleigh Arms,” a 
showy girl, whose chilf recommen
dation to him was her extreme weight 
and confidence, and he has managed 
to win a small handicap at a well 
known race meeting.

Of cot^e Mr. Gregson cut him off 
with a shilling wrapped up in an 
anathema, and his mother and sisters

munication with him. But he does 
not care a “pony” for that, he says, | 
and declares he is happy in his own 
way.

And, after all, no one can be more ] 
than that In this world.

THE END.

“fa lie is Cast
For Better or For j 

Worse.”

WONDERFUL TALE 
OF AN ACTRESS

Struggled with Sickness and Dis
couragement; How Relieved.
Dayville, Killingly, Conn.—“I shall 

be glad to have every woman know 
what I know now,

and flashing eyes, sprang to-ward | are not allowed to hold any com

II you want health
you can have it, by heeding Nature’s laws. Keep the 
stomach strong, the liver active, the blood pure, and 
the bowels regüdar, and you will seldom be ill. Take 
good care of these organs, and at the first sign*of 
anything wrong—promptly take Beecham’s Pills.

you certainly need
the helpi and relief of this world-famed remedy, to 
keep the body in health. They quickly psfahhsh nor
mal conditions, so the organs perform their functions 
as Nature intended. No other remedy will so surely 
strengthen the system, stimulate the liver, regulate 
the bowels and quickly improve the general health as

Uh.lUUw.1

CHAPTER I.

A Bohemian Party.

"Kit! Kit-tie! Where are you?” 
Kittle Norton’s father opened the 

door of the sitting-room, and called 
down-stairs. After he had shouted 
about half a dozen times, a clear, 
shrill voice, strangely musical for 
all its shrillness, floated up in re
sponse from the room below.

"I’m here. What is it, father? 
cried the voice, in a tone of good 
tempered impatience.

Mr. Norton leaned over the balus
ters, and, in a lower tone, said coax- 
ingly:

“Run around to Bloggs', the gro
cer’s, will you, Kit; and get a bottle 
of Scotch—Prime Old Glenlivet, 
usual ; you know?”

"Yes; I know,” came up the young 
voice. “But another one already!”

“Sure, and there’s six of us!” re
torted Mr. Norton, with just Indigna' 
tion. “Be sharp, now; there's a good 
girl!”

Norton went back to the room. He 
was a middle-aged man, tall, well 
made, and handsome; one of those 
men who look younger than their 
years. With his florid, nearly always 
smiling face, his bold eyes nearly al 
ways twinkling with a sense of hu
mor, his dyed, but plentiful, hair, his 
not ungraceful form—he still kept a 
waist—and his full, round, genial 
voice, which now and then had a 
touch of the Irish brogue in it, Mr 
Norton—he called hinjself De Coure) 
Norton—was what used to be knowr 
as “a fine, handsome figure of a man 
His face was more flushed than 
usual to-night; for he had a party 
on, and the whisky had circulated 
freely, as Miss Kittle had remarked,

The room, of the usual size—not by 
any means large—in the small hous
es to be found in that portion of Choi 
sea which likes to call itself Kensing 
ton, was dense with tobacco-smoke 
and odorous with the fumes of hot 
toddy. Seated round the table were 
five guests, each one of them flushed 
as the host, and all of them evident
ly enjoying themselves amazingly. 
They were as varied In appearance 
as five different persons always must 
be; but there was a singular likeness 
of tone to each other; for they be 
longed to that now almost extinct 
race—the London Bohemian.

There was Teddy Wilson, who 
wrote the sensational reports for The 
Dally Telephone; next him was a 
carelessly dressed man, who did the 
“Men’s Fashion” column for High 
Life; there was little Bickers, the 
dramatic critic, who wrote one-act 
farces which were not always pro
duced ; there was Percy Vllorne— 
whose real name was Jones—who 
supplied musicians with verses so 
full of tender sentiment and thrilling 
passion that they drew tears from 
drawing-room audiences ; he was a 
fat man, with a bald head ; and there 
was Herbert Mandeville, fifth-rate 
actor, at present out of an engage
ment—I should say “resting."

Norton was as Bohemian as the 
rest; but he was differentiated from 
the others by a certain refinement In 
his manner and voice, which his com*- 
panions acknowledged by bestowing 
on him the nickname of the Dock; 
they were aware that he was of a 
higher social position than them
selves, though Norton never hinted at 
the fact, nor ever gave himself the 
airs of one who had peen better days.

As the phrase goes, he was "a per
son of varied experiences,” and a 
really gifted man. He had a ready 
and a fluent pen; could write better 
farces than Bickers, and could play 
in them; he could knock off a set of 
verses as full of tender sentiment as 
those of Percy Vllorne; and, what is 
more, eouldx supply the accompani-

af ter using Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Vege
table Compound. 
Although I am only 
24 years old, I have 
suffered for the past 
eight years. I hated 
tiie doctors, for a 
doctor told me to 
give up the stage 
where I was playing 
with my husband. 

I had bearing down pains, my health 
failed me. and I could not work on the 
stage, and wasn’t able to tend my baby 
or even get around myself. I was 
always downhearted and discontented 
with the world, and only lived for the 
sake of my little girl. The doctor said 
to move to some quiet little town away 
from the noisy city, and I might be able 
to live and feel well, so I went to Day
ville in November. At that time I was 
so sick I could not walk around, and my 
husband kept house and I stayed in bed. 
One day in January I read your adver
tisement in a newepaper, and I sent for 
Lydia È. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com
pound, and started taking it Within 
two weeks time I was a different wo
man, could get around, and felt so good 
that it was a pleasure to do my house
work. I felt contented and happy, and 
now am the picture of health, and am 
tempted to return to the stage. We 
appreciate my health as the most pre
cious thing on earth. ”—Mrs. H. I* 
Klenett, Box 86, Killingly, Conn.

ment to them, and sing them, for he 
had a beautiful voice, the echo of 
which had just now come up from 
Kittie. There was scarcely anything 
he could not do, and one would have 
thought that with such varied accom
plishments he would have been pros
perous; but the man came of a reck 
less, improvident race. He scarcely 
ever had a shilling in his pocket, was 
always in debt, and, in consequence, 
always having to “shoot the moon”— 
that is, removing just before the rent 
was due— and dodge his creditors. 
Of his past history he never spoke; 
for him sufficient for the day was the 
evil and the pleasure thereof; and it 
only wanted the smallest slice of luck 
to make him jolly, and happy, and 
full of generous impulses.

At such a party as the present one, 
with himself as host, De Courcy Nor
ton was at his best; no one could tell 
a better story, no one of them could 
sing a better or more tuneful song: 
he was the soul of the gathering, full 
of the genial emotion in which his 
race is so rich, and as hospitable as 
the Arab. As he sank into his seat 
and refilled his long clay pipe, Bick
ers said:

“Touching the whisky, Dook?”
“It’s all right,” said Norton, with a 

nod and a laugh and a twinkle in his 
eyes. “Kit’s gone round to Bloggs’ 
for it; she’ll bring it, sure enough; 
for Bloggs is a confiding soul, and 
I’m not in his bad books—as yet. 
I’ve promised to stand godfather to 
his last ba^y. 11 Will be here direct
ly—it’s not the baby I mean, it’s the 
whisky. Kit’s gone after it.”

'Miss Kittle is growing up into a 
woman,” said Vllorne. “She quite 
startled me when I met her as I came 
in just now. I hadn’t seen her for 
some time. She will make you look 
old at last, Dook, if you don’t take 
care.”

(To be Continued.)

Telegram
Fashion Plates.

The Home Dressmaker should keep 
a Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat
tern Cuts. These will be found very 
useful to refer to from time to time.

A SMART AND PRACTICAL MODEL.

mr

List of Letters Remaining in the G.P.O. 
to March 19th, 1917.

1977—Ladies’ Apron.
This style is especially nice for ging

ham, percale, alpaca and brilliantine. 
The front is cut in panel shape, to 
form deep pocket sections over the 
side fronts. The Pattern is in 4 sizes: 
34, 38, 42 and 46 in mes bust measure 
It requires 714 yards of 36-inch ma
terial for a 38-inch size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any addres on receipt of 10 cents 
in silver or stamps.

A SIMPLE ONE-PIECE MODEL.

W7

A
Wonderful 

» Tonic
tor

Women
A tonic that drives away that 
distressing feeling of tiredness and 
nervousness. A tonic that brings 
strength and vigor—that stops 
Headaches, Biliousness and attacks 
of Indigestion—that purifies the 
blood and clears the complexion 
of pimples and blotches. This is

H Dr. Wilson's Ç
ERBINE BITTERO

The best of tonics for women 
especially because it is prepared 
of Nature’s healing herbs-and 
used by the women of Canada for 
more than half a century.
25c. a bottle. Family size,five times 
as large, $1. At most stores, as

Tht Brayley Drag Co., (.imitid, St John, N.B.

1997—Child’s Dress with Sleeve in 
Either of Two Lengths.

Lawn, nainsook, batiste, flannelette, 
albatross, cashmere and silk are good 
for this style. The hack is plain, hut 
the front has plaited fulness. The 
sleeve may be finisht l in wrist or el
bow length. The Pattern is cut in 5 
sizes: 6 months, 1, ?, 5 and 4 yea!s. 
II requires 2 Ms yards of 36-inch ma
terial for a 2-year size.

A pattern of this illustration mailbd 
to any address on receipt of 10 cents 
in silver or stamps.

If your wardrobe would be com
plete, it must have a little apooo of 
silk. They are wearing them In the 
drawing room, and there are garden
ing aprons and beach aprons.

Slue

Address la full:—

Name

■ • »* *• nnuunau v. it »,

Allen, Lodwig M.„ Water Street 
Adams, John, Water Street 
Austin, William, care A. Harvey & Co. 
Anderson, Mark, Hamilton Street 
Anderson, Miss N., Military Road 
Adams, Samuel, care Gen. P. 0.

B
Baker, Jackson, care G. P. O.
Barrett, Mrs. James, 15 -----  Road
Barnes, Mrs., Newtown Road 
Baldwin, Mrs. P. V„ care Mr. Parsons 
Bartlett, Miss Jessie, New Gower St. 
Bamister, Miss Eva, Bond St.
Baird, John
Byrne, Thomas, Nagle’s Hill 
Beacon, Mrs. F„

care John Mayo, Pilot's Hill 
Brennan, F„

care J. J. Tobin, Water St. 
Benson, Mrs. Susana, Monroe. St. ' 
Bellman, Mrs. James C., Water St. 
Bellban, Mrs. James 
Brennan, Timothy 
Bishop, Miss B.
Bowman, Edward, Patrick St.
Brown, Eph., Blackmarsh Road 
Bolger, Miss Alice, Pleasant St. 
Brooking, Miss Jennie, Walsh’s Sq. 
Bradbrook, Miss A.
Budden, L., 22 -----  Street
Blundon, Robert 
Bugden, Miss Carrie L„

New Gower St.
Butler, Mrs. Joseph, care G. P. O. 
Bradbury, A. G.
Blanche, Miss N., Water Street W. 
Beams, Thos., Newtown Road 
Bennett. C. H.
Butler, Mrs. John, Lime St.
Byrne, Miss Mary, Pennywell Road 
Butler, Bert
Brown, H., card (P), Prescott St.

C
Campbell, Richard.

care General Delivery 
Carter, Maud, card,

care General Delivery 
Carrigan, Miss Ellen, New Gower St. 
Carew, Miss Amelia, Queen's Road 
Chafe, Miss Laura B„ New Gower St. 
Clarke, Albert, Carter’s Hill 
Carew, Miss Stella, Monroe St.
Cotter, Denis, Nagle’s Hil(
Comeford, Patrick, Clifford St.
Cook, Joseph, South Side 
Cole, Solomon, care Philip Cole 
Corbett, J. J., care Gen. Delivery 
Clarke, Victor, South Side 
Cooper, Mrs. Arthur, Cook St. 
Costello, Mrs. Lizzie, New Gower St. 
Coyle, Edward
Comeford, Patrick, Clifford St. 
Coombs, Mrs. Eugene ,

D
Dawe, Alfred, Casey Street 
Delaney, R. J„ care Post Office 
Driscoll, Hubert, Cornwall Avenue 
Downes, Thomas 
Duffy, Joseph, card, care G. P. O. 
Downton, Robert, card,

Water Street West
Duff, Michael
Doyle, Miss E„ card (P),

206 New Gower St. 
E

Earle, Henry, Osborne House 
Elms, Mrs. John, Beaumont St. 
Elsworth, Mrs. Geo., Hayward Avenue 
Edwards, Miss Annie

F z
Farrell, Miss Annie, Carter’s Hill 
Fewer, C„ card, New Gower St. 
Fitzgerald, Will, care G. P. 0. 
Fitzpatrick, Stephen, Gower St. 
Fitzgerald, S. E.
Fields» Wm, Gear St.
Fowler; J. H.
Foley, Patrick 
Fitzpatrick, Wm.

G
Gamier, Miss V.
Garland, Miss Laura, Henry St. 
Gray, Mrs. Lyman 
George, Miss R.
George, Miss Hilda
Gillingham, Mrs. John, Charlton St.
Griffin, Miss Minnie,

care Knitting Mills 
Goldsworth, Mrs. Gideon,

Hayward Avenue 
Godley, W, F., York St.
Goodland, Mrs. A. J., Victoria St. 
Gushue, Miss Mary 
Giles, Miss Hannah, James St. 
Groves, Mrs. Richard

Irving, Mrs. Wm„ McDougall St. 
Ivany, Miss Bessie

i
Janes, Mrs. Lizzie, Patrick St.
Jones, Francis H.
Janes, Miss Lizzie,

care General "Delivery 
Jacobs, Miss Susie, Prescott St.

K
Kenny, Miss Rose, 9 -----  St.
King, Robert
KnighL Miss Marion, card

Leary, Miss Bridget, Water St.
Lu ley, Fannie, retd. j

M
Martin, Miss Francis, St. John’s East 
Martin, Jas., Newtown Road 
Maidment, S. G., Newtown Road 
Manning, Thqs. F.
Mackey, Paul ,-V 
Martin, John, Newtown Road 
Milendy/ John, care John Winsor 
Mercer, Abe, Casey Street 
Mercer, Ida, Springdale St.
Miller, Miss D., Brazil’s Square 
Moores, Alfred, care Bishop & Sons 
Mills, Miss A., Pennywell Road 
Morgan, Mrs. Wm.iv Colonial St. 
Mouland, Miss D. N.,‘ Gower St. 
Morrissey, Mrs., Pennywell Road 
Moore, Miss Annie, Pleasant St. 
Morrissey, Mrs. Thos., Queen St. 
Mugford, Mrs. Julia, Flower Hill 
Murphy, John
Maher, M„ card (P), Water St/' 
Miller, Mrs. C„ card (P), Bond St.

Me
McDonald, Miss Nellie, Nagle’s Hill 
McGrath, J. J„ Bell St.

Neary, D„ Barnes’ Road 
Newhook, R. H„ care Post Office 
Neal, John, Barter’s Hill 
Noseworthy, James, Pennywell Road 
Noel, Allan, Flower Hill 
Noftal, Mrs. Wm., Larkin’s Square

0
O’Brien, Frank W., retd.
O’Brien, Miss Catherine, Water St.

Parsons, Miss Gertie, care G. P. O. 
Pardy, Miss Violet, Springdale St. 
Parrell, Mr., Allandale Road 
Percy, Mrs. Robert, Duckworth St. 
Parsons, A„ late Wabana
Parsons, Mrs. Wm„ 192 -----  St.
Peddle, Miss Nellie, New Gower St. 
Penney, Thos. W„ Alexandra Street 
Pendergast, Catherine,

care Insane Asylum
Picco, John
Philpott, Mrs. Jane, Mundy Pond Rd. 
Pynn, Mrs. C„ card, Nagle’s Hill 
Power, Miss Alice, card, Gower St.

Q
Quinton, Miss Naomi, card,

Cochrane Street 
Quigley, Mrs. Matthew, St. John’s E,

It
Ralph, Daniel, Bond St.
Richards, Miss Beatie, card 
Rolls, Miss Mary, Signal Hill Road 
Rodgers, James A., Codner’s St. 
Rochford, Mrs. John, Gower St. 
Rose, Nicholas, Gower St.
Ricketts, Miss Bride, care G. P. O. 
Rose, George, Mt. Scio 
Russell, Miss Jessie,

care Methodist College Home 
Rogers; Miss Mary, -----------  St.

H
St.

4 I.INI «•«NT

Just landing a cargo of

Best Screened 
North Sydney Coal

(old Hunts).

Oar Usual Good 
z Coal.

M. MOREY i CO.
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Hayward, Miss Sadie, Water 
Hart, Mrs. Wm.
Hammond, Thos., card
Harvey, W. T„ LeMarchant Road
Haiter, Lottie
Heldren, Mrs. Morris
Hickey, Miss Catherine, Gower St.
Hickey, Mrs. Patrick, Cochrane St.
Hiscock, Miss Francis,

care Wm. Sinnott, Theatre Hill 
Hines, Miss Eva, care G. P. O. 
Hounsell, Mrs. Henry, Bond St. 
Howell, Wilfred, late Burin 
Howard, W. S„ care G. P. O.
Hogan, Thomas, Cuddihy St. 
Holloway, John, Gower St.
Horwood, Cyril
Holloway, Miss K., George St.
Harris, S„ Gower St.
Hollett, Miss Annie, Duckworth St. 
Hirtles, Capt. V. J.
Hiscock, Miss F„ card (P),

care Wm. Sinnott

Stapleton, James, • Water St. 
Saunders, Stanley, Springdale St. 
Sparks, Joseph, Springdale St. 
Starks, Mils Annie, Circular Road 
Shaw, Martin, James St.
Sheppard, George, Water St. West 
Stead, Miss Victoria, Codner’s Lane 
Sheppard, Martin, Gower St. 
Sheppard, Miss May, Prescott St. 
Smith, Miss Bertha, Prince’s St. 
Snow, Mrs. Edward (of Abner),

LeMarchant Road 
T

Taylor, H. C.
Taylor, Miss Myrtle, Queen’s Road 
Taylor, Mrs. William 
Templeman, Miss Maggie, Military Rd. 
Thistle, Arthur, John St.
Thistle, Miss T„

care T. J. Barron, Gower St. 
Turner, Miss Hannah 
Tuffln, Ernest 
Turpin, Mrs. Alice 
Tuck, Peter 
Tucker, Mrs. George 
Tompkinson, Mrs. H. A„

Bannerman Street 
V

Vavasour, Miss M.
W

Walsh, Thomas, Long Pond Road 
Walsh, Robert F„ Mt. Scio 
Whalen, Miss M„

care Jessie Crocker, care G.P.O. 
Walsh, Martin, Nagle’s Hill 
Way, Wm., Barter’s Hill 
Weir, James, Newtown Road 
Winsor, John, LeMarchant Road 
Wills, Miss Laura, New Gower St. 
White, Miss Martha, Duckworth St. 
Whitten, Miss Martha 
Whipple, Mrs. Robert, Summer St. 
Walters, Mrs. George

J. ALEX ROBINSON, F.. M. 6.
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LATHROP
Make and Break

Kerosene Engines,
Strong, Heavy land Reliable. 

Also

Gray, Ferro and Fallon
The Fulton is self-sparking; 

no coils or batteries required.

SCRIPPS 4 CYCLE.
The standard In 4 cycle engines.

A. H. MURRAY, St. John's, Agent.
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Previous to
BRITISH OFFICE

LONDON, M 
The enemy's resistance 

ing «along our whole front 
Quentin to south of Arras 
official report from the Br 
quarters in France to-nigl 
snow storms during the da 
the difficulties of our ad 
carried out a successful 
day afternoon northeast of 
took a few prisoners. The 
deavored to counter attack 
open and suffered severe 
A small hostile party sue 
entering our trenches e 
morning, north of Y pres, 
ers were driven off by ou 
after sharp fighting. Anot 
raiding party was disposed 
machine gun fire southwei 
Our airplanes were active 
terday in the area of tii 
withdrawal, and much va 
connaissance work was ci 
One German machine we 
down behind our lines.

FRENCH OFFHT

PARIS,
Hard fighting has been 

between the French and 
the neighborhood of St. Q 
cording to an official stater 
by the war office to-night, 
mans made a number of 
drive back the French fro 
bank of the St. Quentin Car 
attacks failed. There were 
engagements west of La F 
the German strongholds.

GENERAL MAURICE
LONDON, Ml 

Germany, in the work 
tion which is turning the 
territory of Northern Fraud 
desert, may have a politil 
in the direction of a threl 
treat all occupied territq 
France enters into peace nl 
was the theory advanced 
General Maurice, Chief 
Military Operations, of the ■ 
in his weekly talk to the j 
Press to-day. The extent 
man retreat was no surprid 
said. You may feel certa’| 
are prepared for it. Just 
new line will be formed it | 
blc to say, and it is by no 
tain that the Germans will


