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Fashionthe carriage, and—do—do yon think, 
you are able to ride?”

He looks at her with a smile.
“All for me,” he says very quietly; 

not a thought for yourself, not one—”
“I've not been nearly drowned, and 

quite broken my arm," retorts Kitty. 
“Oh, please,” beseechingly, “don't let 
us stand and talk; you will catch your 
death—let me—shall I help you?”

She puts out her hand, and he lays 
his on It, not that he wants her help, 
but because the temptation to touch 
the arm that has saved him is not to 
be resisted.

“Now," says Kitty, swinging into 
the saddle; "how soon can we get to 
the abbey, that is the question? Your 
arm? does it pain you?”

"Not at all,
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Borrowed an Auto- 
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—he u«d it once 
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wrote home for one.
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include an AutoStrop 
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feature it it always ready 
for service.
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83-87 Poke Street, __
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says Lord Sterne, tell
ing a deliberate falsehood, or obliv
ious of the fact that the- pain is some
thing almost unbearable, 
ride fast for

Use that danger, perhaps Death him
self had nearly laid his grip upon one 
of them.

Lord Elliot Sterne is the first to 
speak; he is still rather white, and 
there is a curious expression in his 
eyes. Had it been he who had saved 
Kitty's life, there would not have been 
the shadow of an embarrassment 
about him; but to owe his life to the 
pluck and the sheer strength of a wo
man—a girl—a child!—one of the sex 
whom he had always regarded as weak 
and with some cause for such opinion 
—it is a strange experience, one at
tended by so many and such varied 
sensations, that Lord Sterne, for the 
first time in his life, loses his self- 
possession.

He puts out his hand, and touches 
her habit

“You are wet through.”
Kitty frowns quickly, and looks at 

his arm.
"Why did you not swim stronger?” 

she says, utterly ignoring his remark. 
“Your arm—it is hurt? I thought so.” 

He touches hie left arm carelessly. 
"Yes, a little, I think. He must have 

kicked me as he fell.”
Kitty's face flushes, and her lips 

trembles, but she looks him bravely 
in the face.

"It was all my fault. I—I knew 
that the brute couldn't cl jar it, and I 
tempted you to try it. It is all my 
fault----- "

“It is all your fault that I am stand
ing here, alive and well ! ” he says, the 
light flashing into his- eyes. “Why, 
Kitty”—taking hold of her arm with 
an earnest tenderness, with a sudden, 
well, shyness, too, that is very new 
with him—“you're not going to cry 
after such a piece of heroism!"

Kitty shakes her head and bites her 
lip, but the tears flood her eyes.

“Who cares if you did want to give 
me s ducking?—it would have done 
me good, and I deserved it, richly— 
who cares about that? Not I, when I 
remember all the rest. Courage! why, 
who’ll talk of men’s pluck after this, 
when a girl like you, Kitty, outdoes 
them all?”

He speaks hurriedly, perhaps to 
conceal a certain tremor in bis voice;1 
it does break when he adds, in a low
er tone:

«God! to see you kneeling there, 
you”—he looks at her—"kneeling there

Love in the Abbey Hazeley Down Camp, 
Winchester,

y, Z Hant’s Camp,
England.
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1 the parcel where the postage stamps and 
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(4) If second address is not furnished at the time 
- of posting and delivery cannot be effected,

the contents of the parcel, unless of except 
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turned over to the Military Authorities for 
distribution.
Parcels containing articles of personal na
ture or of special value will be returned if 
request for their return, in case of non-de
livery, is made by the sender, such request 
to be written on the cover of the parcel at the 
time of posting.

(6) The procedure outlined in (4) and (5) is 
adopted at the suggestion of the British Post 
Office, to prevent the waste of a large quan
tity of perishable food stuffs which form the 
contents of 90 per cent, of parcels sent to 
soldiers.

v 0 Parcels should be packed securely.
(8) Attention is drawn to the Notice concerning 

Christmas parcels recently published by the 
Postmaster General. All Christmas mail for 

• B. E. F. should be posted in time to arrive at 
the Pay and Record Office, London, not later 
than the end of November.

J. R. BENNETT, 
Minister of Militia.

'We will 
your sake,” he saya, 

glancing at her habit regretfully. 
“Wet through!”

“It will do me good," says Kitty; 
“It is not the first time I have been in 
the Lombe. I used to like it; I hate 
it now.”

“I love it,” he says Quietly.
Kitty laughs, but the. treacherous 

colour ripples over her face.
“There is the Abbey; I do hope Mrs. 

Pritchard is at home. Oh, dear! how 
she will talk; she’ll talk hard enough 
to dry us.”

Mrs. Pritchard is at home, and there 
is the inevitable scene.

“Now," says Kitty, cutting short 
Mrs. Pritchard’s bewailings and lam
entations, “I am going to the village 
for Doctor Greene.”

said Mrs. Pritchard, “and 
and

lady Ethel’s Rival
CHAPTER XI.

RESCUE.TO THE
But Kitty takes no more notice of 

him than would a deaf person. With 
eye and every limb alert she wades— 
the water is up to her waist—to the 
bar that stretches from pier to pier, 
and climbing onto it throws her arm 
round the upright beam, and leaning 
forward waits, with her heart heating 
fast and her lips tightly^eL

Lord Sterne, coming closer and 
closer, sees what she means to at
tempt, and smiles grimly.

"Go back!" be manages to about. 
“Do you think I will allow myself to 
pull you in? go back!” and with all 
hie might and main he strives to keep 
away from the side on which she is 
perched.

But Kitty has made acquaintance 
with the Lombe before to-day, she 
knows all its tricks too well to make 
a mistake in the calculation of jts 
current, and like grim death, the 
stream beat's her victim toward her. 
And now for the first time Elliot 
Sterne gets excited.

“You silly girl!” he gasps, "I can 
swim to land—directly I get out of the 
current. Don’t, for God’s sake! don’t 
touch me or you’ll be in!”

Kitty looks at bis white face—it is 
white now, white with fear for her, 
with a dauntless, inflexible, stubborn 
smile. But she does not speak, for the 
life of her she could not speak. All 
sjje can do is to watch the stalwart 
jrm struggling in the swift stream— 
(fiifting lather and thither with each 
Spell qf the eddy, but always coming 
nparer. Then Lord Sterne swears— 
tïud^ïs. truth—curses the obstinacy 
ai the wtiman who wil! not let him 
alone—who will risk her llfèjp save 
his, and he makes one effort to get 
beyond her reach.

But Kitty is one too many for him. 
As he nears the bridge he strikes 
against the pile, and sways aside.

This is Kitty’s opportunity. With a 
great thump of her heart and a tight
ening of every muscle she possesses, 
she stoops down and grasps him by 
the collar of his coat,

"Great Heaven!" ho exclaims, “I 
shall pull you in!”

“No, you won’t,” she says, between 
her teeth. "There!” and with a 
mighty effort she holds him back from 
the stream that tears and pulls at 
him.

Lord Sterne throws his arm over the 
bar and looks up at her breathless— 
with a look that Kitty will never for
get while she has eyes and memory 
left her.

Breathless he holds, for quite a min
ute, to' the bar, then he pulls himself 
onto it, and extends his hand to help 
her.
' But Kitty, seeing that he is safe, 

springs into the shallow water, and 
gains the bank as she left it, wading.

It has all occurred so quickly that 
now, as they stand side by side drip
ping like the seals fresh from the 
tank at the zoo, they can scarcely rea-

u of throwing aside their chief 
teapon for insuring the signature of 
[ jUSt peace and the performance of 
L, conditions, particularly in the pre- 
L,t chaotic state of Germany. After 
[noting evidence in an eiideavor to 
refute Dr. Soifs declaration that Ger- 
Bany is starving, the newspaper says, 
■at the German statement on this 
rnbject requires careful examination. 
Ifhen the truth has been ascertained 
L Allies and the United States will 
illow the Germans from time to time 
Inring the peace negotiations such 
Bod supplies as humanity dictates, 
mt the blockade must remain in 
Brce until a definite peace has been 
«tilled. Thereafter it may be kept in 
ibeyance as the chosen instrument of 
he League of Nations for enforcing

•2641. Skirt—2620.Waist-
The Waist Pattern 2642 is cut in 7 

sizes; 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 in
ches bust measure. The skirt is cut 
lu 7 sizes: 22, 24, 26, 28, 30, 32 and 84 
inches waist measure. To make the 
dress for a medium size will require 
6% yards of 27-inch material. The 
skirt measures 2 yards at the foot., 

This illustration calls for TWO sep
arate patterns, which will be mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10 cents 
FOR EACH pattern, in silver or 
stamps.
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“Yes, yes,
hie lordship ’nil go upstairs 
change Ms things—if I may make so 
bold there’s a suit of Pritchard’s, my 
lord----- ”

"My good woman, I am not going to 
stay here a moment—I won't budge an 
inch, I mean; I won’t do anything un
less Miss Trevelyan changes her 
clothes.”

“I,” begins Kitty, expostulating.
He looks at her with a smile.
“Do you think you are the only per; 

son in the world who can be obstin
ate? I will do nothing you want me 
to do, unless you change your clothes 
—nothing else matters but that!”

“Your arm,” pleads Kitty reproach
fully.

“I don’t feel it,” he responds ; nor 
does he, for it is numbed. “If you 
will change your clothes here I will 
do the same.”

“Of course, my lord, Miss Trevelyan 
must get out o’ those wet things. She’s 
so daring, my lord!" chimes in the 
old lady, “and I can send for the doc
tor. Pritchard,” calling out through 
the doorway, “ride over for Doctor 
Greene as quick as thee can.”

“Aye, aye!” responds Pritchard, only 
too glad to do something in his ^ex
citement, and he disappears.

Kitty flops down onto a chair with 
a sigh of resignation.

“Come upstairs with me, if you 
please, miss. The first door on the 
landing, my lord,” dropping a curtsy. 
“I’ll bring you the clothes. Will you 
come into my room, miss? Oh, dear 
me, I do hope as you won't catch cold, 
miss,” and, hustling on in front, the 
old lady leads the way.

In about half an hour, Kitty, in a 
figured cotton, oythe Noah's-ark pat
tern, ventures to descend. It has been 
a long and a hard battle between Mrs. 
Pritchard and her as to whether she 
shall don this antediluvian costume, 
but Mrs. Pritchard has won at last, 
and Kitty, half ashamed and half 
amused, ventures to make her appear
ance. In the sitting room she sees 
what she takes to be an old gentle
man, the brother probably of old Prit
chard, but he rises, and it is Lord 
Sterne—Lord Sterne, in male costume, 
and of the antediluvian era—nankeen 
trousers, blue coat, brass buttons, all 
complete!

For a moment they stared at each 
other, then they both burst into an 
uncontrollable fit of laughter from 
which Kitty, however, suddenly re
covers.

“The doctor—has he come yet? Oh, 
your arm!”

“Is all right,” he eays, but he does 
not take it from the breast at the coat 
into which he has thrust it “I am 
sorry the poor old fellow has gone—”

"What Pritchard, my lord?” ex
claims Mrs. Pritchard. “There's no 
fear o’ him; he’s been used to horses

Kitty backs, and Lord Sterne smiles 
a refusal, t>ut Mrs. Pritchard looks so 
dreadfully heartbroken that Kitty 
takes up her glass and sips it, at the 
peril of death by scalding.

“You’ll have to drink yours,” she 
says, in a low voice.

"Shall I?” he says. “Very well.”
But he waits until she has put down 

her glass, and declared she can drink 
no more; then he takes her glass, and 
sips the fiery liquid. Kitty notices 
that he has disregarded his own, but 
does not display her consciousness 
by word or look.

“Can’t we go and sit on the settle?” 
he says, surveying himself in the 
glass over the mantelpiece.

“It would be quite a safe proceed
ing,” says Kitty; “no one woulS 
know us. How long do you think Doe- 
tor Greene will be?” she asks, turning 
to Mrs. Pritchard.

“He ought to be here almost direct
ly, miss.”

“We don’t want him at all,” says 
Lord Sterne.

Kitty, uneasy and anxious. Why 
does he keep his arm in the breast of 
the Noah’s-ark coat, if he has not hurt 
it?—goes to the door, and looks pa
tiently down the road.

“Why should you bustle so much?” 
he asks, “there is no hurry. Let us 
go into ttye garden; we’ve made poor 
Mrs. Pritchard’s pretty little room | 
smell like a public house.”

Kitty smiles, and, more intent upon 
the road than his words, moves to
wards the little garden that, all gay 
with its spring flowers, stretches to
ward the ruins.

“What a beautiful old place!” says 
Lord Sterne ; “one . could be happy 
here----- ”

“In a blue coat with brass buttons," 
says Kitty.

“Yes, or without,” he responds, sit
ting down on a rustic seat beneath 
a chestmft so crowded with bloom that 
it looks like a huge cauliflower. “Sit 
down,” he says, "and complete the 
picture; for we do make a picture, I 
flatter myself.”

“Darby and Joan,” says Kitty, and 
the moment it is said, she would give 
all she possesses to recall the words.

“Yes," he says slowly and with an 
intent gaze into her eyes that she will 
not cast down—“yes. Darby and Joan; 
they were a very happy couple. I 
feel this morning that I should make a 
good Darby.”

“And I feel that I should make an 
execrable Joan,” says Kitty quickly, 
“Where can that stupid old doctor be?
I wish I had ineisted upon going .my
self.”

“Insistence was out of the ques
tion,” he answers, “Why do>yon worry 
about the doctor?—there. Ja no occa
sion; I feel no pain, and I don’t be
lieve there is anythingfthe matter with 
the arm.”

(To be continued.)
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KING GEORGE IN PARIS.
PARIS, Nov. 28.

King George accompanied by the 
’rince of Wales and Prince Albert, 
rrived in Paris to-day. His Majesty 
las received at the Bois de Boulogne 
tatlon by President Poincare, Premier 
lemenceau, Foreign Minister Pichon 
nd other cabinet ministers and the 
’residents of the Chambers of Depu
te and the Senate. Troops lined the 
itire route and they had difficulty 
•ndling the throngs. The crowd was 
1 gteat in front of the quai Dorsay 
ist it broke through the line of po- 
cemen, the Parisians frantically 
louting “Long Live the King,” “Long 
ire France," "Long Live England” 
id "Long Live the Republic.” King 
eorge, after a brief rest went to the 
alace of the Elysee to visit President 
id Madame Poincare.
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NO NEEDLE TO CHANGE. 

vNO ATTACHMENTS.
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2642—Seersucker, Cambria, gingham, 
lawn, percale, drill, linen and alpaca 
are nice for this style. ,

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: Small, 
32-34; Medium, 36-38; Large. 40-42; 
Extra Large. 44-46 inches bust meas
ure. Size Medium will require 2% 
yards of 36-inch material.

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

AUSTRIA WANTS HELP.
VIENNA. Nov. 24. 

Provided the Allies extend immedi- 
* help, the Austrian Republic will 
6 ‘hie to arise from the position it" is

CHARLES HUTTON
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The HOLIDAY SEASON
don’t;YOU? ' If so, and when purchasing your necessary require
ments from US we will supply YOU free upon request an up- 
to-date

By Steamer_ . « « from New York 
IL To-day, Nov. 23:
S ORANGES.
Wkegs GRAPES.
&*«wes GRAPE FRUIT.
1# boxes CARROTS.
» boxes PARSNIPS.
1 boie8 CAULIFLOWER.

COOK BOOK
Address In fell:-*

Here are some of the necessary requirements necessary to 
produce good results.
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”|] (] [I fn) Victor, Potato, Corn, Rice
3 I rf\ Buckwheat, Graham. 
üavy/ylj/U U 4Prepared Cake Powder.

SNOWDRIFT 
and ATTORL—

Name
JUST ARRIVED :

: 100 Barrels

WAGNER APPLES,
(Selected), l’g and SX

in fcV Offi 
Naibtj 
son t 
him I 
man 
guish 
the p

Raisins , WHITE FLOUR,
lew barrels by the stoneIN GLASS 

and PACKAGES., 
Gold Reef Cres* 
Almond P»**8- 

Custard Powder. 
Blanc Mange 

Powder.

European Agency. MINCEMEAT,SEEDED, 
SEEDLESS. 

Calif. Currants. 
Grecian Currants. 
Shelled Walnuts. 

Shelled 
Almond Nuts. 

Baker’» Chocolate. 
Idngs. 

Angelica. 
Glace Cherries.

Noaparlels. 
Citron * Lemon 
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Dromedary
Dates.

Essences.

Ko. 1 SALMON. 
AmbrotWholesale Indents prompt!^ execu

ted at lowest cash prices for all Brit, 
lah and Continental goods. Including;

Books and Stationery,
Boots, Shoes and Leather,
Chemicals and Druggists’ Sundries, 
China, Earthenware and Glasswares 
Cycle*, Motor Cars and Accessories,

’®e Janes’ Pack.

;Pple-Slleed (Libby’s).
Tongues by lb. 

—Strawberry & Raspberry,
Jellies,
Black Currant 
Bed Currant 
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Junket Tablets.
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Fond of Good Cojf<
of course ! jgggjffiM

cud 12 oz. tumblers.

tip Me. lb.6 *•* et 45c.' lb.Fancy Goods and Perfumery, 
Hardware, Machinery and MetaL 
Jewellery, Plats and Watches, 
Photographie and Optical Goods, 
Provisions and Oilmen’s Stores, 
_ etc., i etc.
Commission p.c. to 6 p.a 
Trade Discounts allowed.
Special Quotations on Demand. 
Consignments of Produce Sold

But why not train it BETTER 
Cofteo? Coffra at it. BEST, 
in fact—

-SEAL. BRAN© COFFEE
Send for our booklet "PerfecÇ 
Coffee—Perfectly Mode”, it sokfcf ' 
the problem. \,

CHASE & SANBORN MONTREAL

BOWRING BROTHERS, Limited
332 GROCERY, SL John’s. 3»
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