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Love That Would
‘Not Be Denied.
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- ~« CHAPTER XIX.

Leicester had spoken the
when he had said, in answer to the
captain’s inquiry, that he had beea
out to see the ghost.

But he had another object.

Since the morning - when he bad
come upon the captain seated in the
ruined chapel he could not rid him-
self of the suspicion that the captai
was implicated in the eavesdropping
of his servant, Jem, and that the as-9
was the
of some

tute and plausible master
prime mover and director
plot, while Jem was only the machine
or tool. :
Thereupon, not being able to sleep,
partly from his unhappiness concern-
ing Violet, and his disquietude born
of his suspicion, he had sauntered
out and made his \i’a)f to the park.
While he had caught = a
glimpse of the ghost flitting past the

there

ruins.
He was about to pursue it when he
saw the captain emerging from be-

truth |

“Good-by,” said Leicester, drowsily,
 half asleep and half awake, and Ber-
tie was gone.

Could either have forseen even for
twenty hours how different would
have been the parting of the .friends!

When he came into the breakfast
room he found his mother, fond and
thoughtful ever, waiting at the table

fortably.

“Has Bert gone?”’ he asked.

“Yes,” said Mrs. Dodson, with a
little laugh. “He and your father
went off together; and I was almost
glad to get rid of them, for Mr. Fair-
fax fidgeted dreadfully.” 5

After breakfast, Leicester, who felt

hind the bush.
Instantly suspecting that it

i
one of the gang, he bore down upon |

him, as we have seen.
And now he told himself he was as
tar from the truth as ever.
Like the captain, he sank
chair and gave himseif up to thought,
with this result:

into a

“Why should I waste time and en-
ergy on a futile object? It is like a
horse tul mill to grind
Violet Mildmay will marry Lord Fitz,

nimeg &

the intellectual and the talented! She |
has made up her mind to marry a cor- !

cnet,” he murmured, bitterly, “and
she would not marry Leicester Dod-
son, the tallow-melter’s son, if he re-
mained hanging at her apron strings
until doomsday. As for Captain Ho-
ward Murpoint. he may be an honest
man and he may not. | was not bcrn

to solve the problem or to bring him

to justice. Let the world wag 'on its |

way; as for me, I will arise, shake off
this infatuation, for it is nothing bet-
ter, and seek fresh fields and‘ pas-
tures new. I shall have something to
do in Africa, and I shall forget her.”

He took from the drawers a quan-
tity of necessary articles of clothing
and packed them in the portmanteau.
When it was filled he locked it and
attached a label “To be
taken in the yacht to the Isle of Man,
where the skipper will put in until I
come.”

addressed,

“I’ll go overland,” he muttered, “to
cut the journey short, and they shall
pick me up there.”

Then he carried the portmanteau
into his dressing-room and placed it
where his valet could see it.

The man was used fo acting on
such curt and sudden
and would convey the portmanteau,

instructions,

with its terse command, to the skip-
per of the yacht the first thing in the
momiﬁg.

Having made his arrangements so

far, Leicester slowly undressed
got to bed.
. “I must wake jearly,” he thought.
“Bertie is going to-morrow, and must
not know of my intended flight or he
would feel hurt.”

But the morning came and he was
sound asleep when Bertie knocked at
the door.

“I'm going, old fellow,”
through the key-hole. “Don’t get out

of bed. Good-by; I shall be back in
a couple 8f days.”

and

he cglled

was |

anything but cheerful and high-spirit-
ed, strolled out to the cliff.

He looked down at. the
missed the yacht from the harbor di~

sea and

I rectly.

“Sailed,” he thought. “All the bet-
"ter. I will wait until Bert comes
| back,. and then hurrah .for Afric’s
golden sands.” i

He might say “hurrah!” but he did

not feel very jubilant.

With a not altogether
| able heaviness he sauntered down to

unaccount-

wind! |

| the village. .

All was going on'?as usual, and as
; he passed the “Blue Lion” he saw the
|
i the bar.

{ Among the voic‘es he eould” distin-
! guish that of Jem Starling’s raised in
i turbulent tones.

! Then he passed down the street to

usual little knot of idlers collected.: at

{ the beach.

The fishermen were busy with their
nets, and 'old Job, the carrier, stood,
with pipe in mouth, l6oking on.

The men touched their caps,
Job gave him a rough, kindly good-

and

day.

Ten minutes afterward, and before
he was scarcely out of sight, Captain
Murpoint came’ down-the path, saun-
tering very much “after Leicester’s
fashion, with a Bengal cheroot in his
mouth.

With his. placid smile upon his face
he sauntered down the beach.

“Well, my men,” he “good

Beautiful morning,”

said,
night's fishing?
and then passed on. .

But as he passed Job he whispered
in his ear:

“Meet me at sunset behind the
chapel. There is danger.”

Job, by a motion with his pipe, in-
timated that he heard and would com-
ply, and the captain, in his
passed on. :

He, too, as he had gone l;y the
“Blue Lion” had heard the strident
tones of Jem’s harsh voice and had
felt rather disgusted. ;

As he returned he looked in and
saw Jem leaning against the bar in a
state bordering upon intoxication.

Jem saw ‘him, but instead of @ wel-
coming him with a respectful salute,
scowled fiercely and sullenly.

The captain thought that
feigned, and with a cool, “Good-
morning, my man. So you've not left

the village yet,” was about to stroll
cn, but Jem, upon whom -a great

turn,

it ‘was

«;hange hdd . fallen, rendering his sus-

j ~ Made from “fin sham-
e | pagne” grapes Gf the 4
hchoicest vintages gnly.

to see that he had his breakfast com-

“What d’'ye mean?”. he hiccoughed.
“Didn’t yer tell me to stop here? Why

The captain, with an alarmed and
passionate frown on his face, turned
upon hini, and after glancing round
to see ft any one was near, said,

“Silence, you idiot! Go-home, and
come to me to-night, in the chapel.”

;‘No, I don’t,” returned Jem, with
a 'half-drunken shake of the head. “I
don’t go near no, chapels! I've had
encugh of them!”

“The cliff, then,” said the captain,
torn by passion and the fear that
some one would overhear them. “The
cliff, you miserable hound. CoineN
sober, for ‘there’'s work to do.
Do you understand?”’

“I understand,” said Jem, sullenly.
“I’m sensible enough, ain’t 1?”

The captain’s reply was a look so
full of ominous evil that if a look
could kill Jem's days would have
been ended there and then.

There was no time to say more, for
footsteps were approaching.

The captain hurried on, bursting
with rage and apprehension.

Lord Fitz rose .to meet him as he
entered the drawing-room.

On his boyish face there was an
anxious, nervous look which would at
any other time have greatly amused
the captain.

“How do you do, captain?”’ he said,
shaking hands twice in an . absenf,

flustered manner. “I—I came over to
see Mrs. Mildmay—I mean Miss Mild-

may, but she can’t be found. Mrs:
Mildmay’s gone to look for her.
haven’t seen hef, I suppose?”’
“No,” said the captain, smiling. She
won't be found far off, I expect. 1
know some of her favorite seats. Why
don’t you go and help to search?”
“Oh, I don’t know whether she'd
like it, you know,” said his lordship,
with a wise shake of the head.
“Faint heart never won fair
said the captain, significantly.
Lord Fitz flushed and looked at him
eagerly.

You

lady,”

“What do you mean?”’ he stammer-
ed.
about, eh? You don’t mean to ssy—"

Then it flashed upon the captain
that Lord Fitz had come to propos2
for Violet’s hand. &

Here was another tangle!

With a readiness’ not to be too
much commended, the captain pre-
tended to misunderstand him.

“Ah, ha! some sly plan for an out-
ing or a picnic, eh? Well, well, "we
must find her. Ah, here is Mrs. Mild-
may,” he said, quickly, as Mrs. Mild-

“Do you know what I've come

may entered the room.

“I am so sorry, Lord Boisdale,” she
said, “but Vialet is in her room ‘with
a Dad headache, and sent me to ask
you to excuse her.”

“Cer—tainly,” said Lord Fitz,
relieved and half disappointed.
think I'll go now. I'm sorry
I mean Miss Mildmay—has a head-
ache. Can I call 4t the doctor’s as I
go back—I mean, can I do anything?”

“Oh, no, thank you,” said Mrs.
Mildmay. i
/ Then Lord Fitz took up his hat and
nervously said good-by.

The mid-day’ post brought a letter
from Mr. Thaxton.

He would have the honor of waiting
upon Miss Mildmay on the morrow.

The letter broke the dreary monot-
ony of the day, for Violet had kept to

her room and put in no appearance at
dinner.

half
“I—I
Vio—

The evening was setting in, coel
and pleasant, the air seemed to woo
her from her retreat. e

Shée caught up her sun-hat, and
with an attempt at gayety ran down-
stairs into the lawn.

Cpening a side gute; sh'e
‘into the lane.

Still keeping up the effort to ap-
pear gay, if she really was not, she
tripped along, singing, in a low.

sweet voice, a merry refrain, the very

Lord Fitz, !
‘The lane was a pretty - one,

don’t yer say what yer . mean?|
What’s a man to do to please yer?” '

savagely: o3

stepped-| -

refrain. which she had sung with| -

! ., : ‘ittte]
5 used,,the gra.u in its center being |

a hen
it meansthat <ids

help. ’Takéﬁ'ﬁgn 1;1‘11 e 2
oW1l TeHl or ney an

. Bladder Troubl'y ubles. . ;

“What a ﬁeautltul evening,” she4
said, scarcely knowing what she said.
“I have been gathering = some Wwild
flowers.” . =

“So 1 see,” he said, curtly, looking
down at-them:" “It is almost a need-
less secrifice, “eonsidering the hecta-
combs of cholcer ones offered daily;
you have flowers in abundance on
But it is a worﬁan’s way
It does not

flowers are

your tables.
to spoil and s})are not.
matter, Miss -‘Mildmay,
but flowers and of little consequence.
But there are other things-higher in
the scale which a woman gathers with
reckless mood, to fling -asidee* with
wanton scorn. You ask me . what
they are?’ ‘'he continued, standing
stern and passionate before her. “I
answer—hearts. ‘Hearts are only
hearts,” you may reply, but I tell you,

wl}o speaks
that a man’s
heart counts for the
universe, and that a man’s life is too
high a thing to be wasted for a wo-

Miss Mildmay, as one
from sad experience,

sométhing in

man’s toy.”

He paused a moment.

Violet, who had stood - silent and
motionless, was . silent still, but a
burning flush of indignation flushed
to her face. :

He mistock it for conscious
and shame, and it madgened him.

¢{To be Continued.)

Did €hild Wake Up
Cross Or Feverish?

Lock, Mother! 1If tongume is coated
give “California Syrup of Figs”.
to clean the bowels.

guilt

Mother! Your child isn’t naturally
cross and peevish. See if tongue is
coated; tnis is a sure sign its little
stomach, liver- and bowels need a
cleansing at once.

When listless; pale, feverish, full cf
ccld, breath bad, throat sore, doesn’t
eat, sleep or . act naturally, has
istomach-ache, diarrhoea, remember;
a gentle liver and bowel cleansing
should always be the first treatment
given.

Nothng equals “California Syrup of
Figs” for children’s ills; give a tea-
spoonful, and in a few hours all the
foul waste, sour bile and fermenting
food wihch is clogged in the bowels
passes out of the system, and you
have a well and playful child again.
All children 1love this harmless, dz-
licious, “fruit laxative,” and it never
fails to effect a good “inside” clean-
sing. ~ Directions for, babies, children
of all ages and grown-ups are plain-
lv on the bottle.

Keep it handy im*your home. A lit-
tle given to-day saves a sick child {o-
morrow, but get the’ genuine. - Ask
your druggist for a 50-cent bottle of
“California Syrup of Figs,” then look
and see that it is made by’ the “‘Cali-
fornia Fig Syrup Company.”

Cotton dresses will be trimmed with
cluny, valencienn¢és and. filet laees.

When :coat: ‘collars are high they
are usu‘g.lly made so they will turn
down.

AKSSATTR
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‘Price 10c. eat
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tern Cuts. These will he found very

| useful to refer to from time to time.
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9879—A CHARMING COMBINATION.

Ladies’ Negligee or Dressing Sack and
Cap.

This attractive house sack may be
developed in silk or cotton crepe, per-
cale, lawn, flannel, cashmere or hen-
rietta, lawn, crossbar, batiste or dim-
ity. Feather stitching, lace, ribbon or
braid binding or embroidery may serve
as trimming. The sack is fitted by a
belt at. the waistline. Its lines.are
simple, and the peplum is a good style
feature. The sleeve is finished with
a neat cuff. The Pattern is cut in 6
sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 inches
bust measure. It requires 23 yards
of 36 inch material for a 36 inch size.
For the cap, % yard of 27 inch net, all
over embroidery, or lawn, percale,
dimity, dotted Swiss and silk are suit-
able. ;

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

9821—A NEW CORSET COVER.

Ladies’ One Piece Corset Cover, in
Round, Square or “V” Neck Edge.

Suitable for all over embroidery, for
lawn, batiste, cambric, nainsook, crepe;
or silk. Any desired trimming may
be used. The design is very simple
and easy to make. The Pattern is
cut in 6 sizes: 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and
42 inches bust measure. - It requires
13; yards of 86 inch material for a
Medium size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10c. in
silver or stamps.
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Address In full:—

Name
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N.B.—Be sure to cut out the illus-
tration ' . send ~with the coupon,
caretully’%adr- e
sach you -

‘The Home, Dressmaker should kecp |||
‘a Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat-

things belng equal, the ;;roduct's of the

" loecal ‘industries should receive preference
merchants and buying public.

!
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1° Overcoat:

bought during this war seaggy

Every local made

~ Suit or

4

- means a helping hand to the em

® ployees of the clothing factories,

Ask for the goods made by

|

The Nild. Clothing Company, Lﬁ'

romeon| SLATTERY'S | |
Wholesale Dry Goods, |

7@ THE CITY AND OUTPORT TRABE:
We earry in stock for Bpring trade an attractive stock ef
Regular Plece Goods und Pound Remnants. Prices.

CHEAPEST IN THE CITY.

NOTH.—8ee our 8pecial Brand of Cotton, Tweed aad Denim
Overalls and Jackets. Give ca s eall

SLATTERY BUILDING

Pueciworth aad George’s Streeis, Si. Jehw'e.

Yoy
Yo

~

We have just opened a splendid assortment of WINTE!
SUITINGS and OVERCOATINGS, . the quality and utility 0
which are second to none in the city. Let us make your Suit of
Overcoat and convince you: that we are

THE STORE THAT PLEASES.

CHAPLIN, The King of Tailor

BURT
Box 245. :

SRR

>

: lAt‘yery lowest prices:
200 brls. APPLES—all' brands.
30 brls. CABBAGE—Choice stock.
50 cases CALIFORNIA and VALENCIA ORANGES."

50 sacks SILVERPEEL ONIONS.
20 bris. HARD WINTER KEEPING CRANBERRIES

& LAWRENCE,

14 New Gower Street.

Tel. 759.

Jan. 15th. Jan.-2ard, Jan. 2
; g £
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f Givenchy:

G BATTLE AT LA BASSEE.

?icardy: Jan. 26.——Wh_a_t will
11y pe recorded in military
the second battle of ILa Bassee,
place yesterday meorning, and re-
in the defeat of a strong Gex_‘-
3 al'ﬁ!y that had been massing for
& behind- this part of the line.
‘Hundreds of Germans were kiled
4nd several remained in our hands as
L isoners, including two officers of
high rank.
. The stratégical advantage obtained
‘by the Allies is considerable..
¢ without beifig too exacting, on
émay pe allowed to say that the con
 flict raged roughly along the trianglc
st Auchy-leg-la-Basseg, - Guinchy an
5 Once againras at various
 points where the issue had to be de
ided by cold steel,’did the British
- prove more than a miatch for the
lGermans in the use of the bayonet.

A railway line from Bethune to L:

gsee, parallels the canal running

ut a few yards north of it. Th
FAllies hold both towns ,and naturally
these lines of communication are o
he utmost importance to presery
‘intact.

It has been the ambition of the
fGermans to get astride the railway
fand cut our communications. Jus
pefore Christmas, they made a bi:
‘move and drove the Indian troops ou
of Givenchy, but = were Tepulsed it
‘their turn with heavy loss.

I For more than a week past,
‘has been brought to the allied com
manders of large movements of Gel
man troops to this important part ¢
the line, so the British were fullj
prepared, in a general sense, for anj
Pig move, though the soft conditioy
of the ground still forbade expecta
tion of anything like an attack e:
masse.
- But it is the eve of the KaigerS
ibirthday. About ten minutes pas
jseven o'clock yesterday morning 4
private, who now has his right arn
in bandages, was just beginning ¢
h!nk,x_hput breakfast in his muc
lodging when to his astonishment
German soldier came tumbling ove
the top of the trench. He was a Han
overian, and in a moment- he wa
locking down ‘the business end of th
British soldier’s” rifie.  He soon dis
elosed his errand by giving himsel
Up as a prisoner and declaring tha
fie was sick-of the war and the t3
hoid stricken trenches. He added
?W_hen another Tommy began to wield
jiis  bayonet threateningly, that
erand attack by the Germans ha
been planned for 7.30 o'clock.

The deserter was speaking th
truth, and just as our
Starting  hreakfast in
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| STAFFORD'S LINIMENT
3 Cures
teumatism, Lumbago, Neural-
. Eia, and all Aches & Pains.
For sale everywhere.

e Cure of — 7
. ®achs, Wewraiga,~Tic
£ k- dene aous, Da
NONyS Fire, ferema, Plg
% Swaaling of A
o, Mumps, b
"lc.’\.:_ Wind,
Spraams: Corns,
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