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CHAPTER XVIL .
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HAUNTED BY A FACE.

My righthand compenion during
tea is Mr. Denton, who seems from

the first.to have constituted - himself |

my cavalier, as a matter of , course;
and neither Len nor Ernest Warden

" mre more loveriike or devoted. to thelr

rupecuve_hu' ones than ‘this new-
found ldmirer of qnno isto me, and
withwhomlmmﬁdlunﬂn'ﬂnx
desperately.

Once or twice Len gives me a ‘look

,of astonished disapproval, but I pay

no regard to it. I have been so often
lonely of late that it is an immense
satisfaction to me to be 'petted - and
made much of by this good-looking
stranger with the laughing eyes, of
whom I flatter myself I am upldly
making a conquest.

“It certainly is the strangest thing!"
Do you know, my dear Miss Kendrick,
I never was so puzzled and perplexed
in all my lfe!” remarks Mr. Smiles,
in low, mysterious tones, catching me
for- & moment alone during the bustle
of packing up the tea things, which
old Bell is to-convey back to the rec-
tory in the donkey cart; “but that
face literally haunts me—Mr. War-
den’s, I mean!” he goes on, in an ex-
planatory tone, as I turn a pair of as-
tonished eyes on his plain, middle-
dged face. “Do you know, Miss Ken-
drick, there is something in__the face
of your sister's friend that puzzles
and perplexes me to.such a degree
that 1 positively cannto take my eyes
off it!” he adds, staring with the air
of a ma.n;f"wﬂ has been suddenly
firoused from a bewildering dream af-
ter Addie ang Ermest Warden, who,
arm in arm, are strolling away to-
ward the trees.” “I feel certain I have
seen him somewhere! It is not a face
‘® be easily forgotten, you know; and
Jet. to save my lifs, I can't fetnember
where and when!” :

_“Oh, is that all?” I reply. “Surely
til'gre is m_)_t._h!ng so wonderful in that?
Warden is an old resident in Han-
; no ddubt you have met him

"Scarcely; 1 was inever in Devon-
shire-until-a few days ago, when I
came down here as curate to Mr.
Clithéroe. My life; for many years
past, has been spent amid the cares
and work of a great London parish.”

“You have met him in London, per-
haps?” I return, feeling but slight in-
terest in the subject. “Mr. Warden-lim
ed‘there at one time, I believe.” g

7 “0Oh, that must be it—in London;

but what are the memories that strug-
gle in my brain at sight of that face?”
he asks, placing & long, thin finger on
his white forehead with a dramatic
air that makes me smile in spite.of
myself. “I shall remember by and by,
perhaps,” he adds, as Mr. Denton
comes up to beg me to be his compan-
ion in a stroll “It will come to me
by and by, I dare say. I never forget
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soldier boy—

the question l@g mpowhu to ut-{

ter.
“Good heayens, Jult 1opk thd(cl”

a look of blank: surnrlu and, glﬁg
ing in the direction to wb.lch ‘he polnu,»

we' are staring, wiﬂxbate@btelﬂ; at ;
wild figure, outlined, clear }

a strange,
as a silhouette, against the ' yellow
light in the western sky beyond. :

At a glance I recognize it. I have
peen that gray, disheveled figure twice
before, but it was in the old garden at

' Deepdene.

This. time, instead of disappearing
in that vague, mysteriously spectral
way that impressed me so deeply at
the time, she comos slowly, silently
into our midutL until, having gained
the side of Ernest Warden, she throws
her ‘long, gaunt arms_about his neckla
and looks up into his face with the
half-timid, haltclinging fondness of a
scolded child.

“PDear love,” she murmurs, as,
speechless with -amazement, we all
stand round looking helplessly on,
“why did you let them sing my song?

_| Why, oh, why, did yon forget your
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a face that interests me; and it is not
often I am so puzzled to place it.”

CHAPTER XVIL
A MADWOMAN'S. REFRAIN.

THE lengthening shadows on the
beds of fern and long, bush grasses
at our feet warn us that it is time to
think of turning our steps in the di-
rection of the rectory, where the even-
ing is to be brought to an appropriate
ending by music and supper.

“But what’s the matter with havirg
a song right here?’ Mr. Denton in-"
quires, in his clear, Western tones, as
we stop for a few minutes’ rest in one
of the lovelle;t spots on the ravine
road. “Which of you ladies will be
kind enough to indulge us with a
song?” 3 7

“Ah, indeed! Capital idea, sir!”
Mr. Clitheroe assents, taking a seat cn
a huge stone by the wayside, and pre-
paring to make himself comfortable
after his own indolent fashion. “There
is Lesley Kendrick; now she has just
the sweet, pathetic sort of voice that
I love to listen to. My dear,” he adds,
turning to me, “won’t you give us one
of those delightful old ballads I am so
fond ‘of hearing you sing?’

“If one of the gentlemen will sing
us something first,” I retori. “Mr.
Denton, there isn't the slightest use
in your trying to look modest, old fel-
low! You know you are a second Or-
pheus, so plnck up your courage and
begin.” '

“Oh, well, iince 1 mu-t," he replies,

as, shrugging his shoulders, he throws

Turning Failure
Into Success

himself on the grass and looks at me.
“What shall it be?”

“Something distinctively American,”
; re'ply.

“So be 1t!” is the response; and he

:, N‘fn;. in the sweetést tenor I have

'adﬂ-.u

ever heard, & qqmnt. old “Southern

md«ly thlt charms usall, ;
“Now, my dear Miss Kendrick,” he

ooleluliu notes. of his

song die away among the distant

echoes, "rqnbar your promise.”

. “What shall T sing?’ 1ask. “Wouid

you like “The Banks and Brass of Bon:| i

poor, poor love?”

Something—a muttered imprecation
it seems to me—breaks through Ern-
est Warden’s firm, white teeth, as with
a look of horror, of unutterable loath-
ing, he glances down on the pallid
face and gray hair straying in wild
disorder over the woman's breast.

There is a dangerous look in his
eyes, a suppressed rage in his face,
that makes me shudder 'in the warm,
summer night as if an icy breath had
swept over me.

“Maud,” he says, at last, the ho’t
blood that came surging up over hbﬁ
neck and face receding, leaving him?
white to the lips; “what are you do-
ing here? ‘What can Mrs. Martin be
thinking of to suffer you to wander
about like this? Come,” he adds, dis-
engaging himself from the clasp of
those long, thin arms, “you must go
home; {you ought never to have left
it.”

“Ah!” she exclaims, looking pite-
ously around as if addressing herself
to space and vacancy, “he does  not
love me any -more! -Ernest—my love,
my life—is false, and my heart is
broken! To think,” she adds, with a
pitiful, little wail of pain, “that all
the glory and brightness of life could
be so easily clonded over! There is
no more happiness, Ernest—no more
for you or me, either! The shadow
of the past has darkened it forever!”

“Who is she—what is-she, Warden?”
some of the gentlemen are beginning
to ask, recovering ‘a litfleé from their
surprise as the gray, mysterious figure
dashes away toward a bend in the
road and disappears.

“A poor, mad creature, whom I am
cominissioned by her friends to look
after,” Warden replies, his face ashy
pale and full of a fierce, passionate
pain, as he turns with 'a beseeching
look toward Addie.

“I am sorry it should have happen-
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.exclaims Lem!urmtohtltqutm

very mwm he ndds, » little

| nesitatingly; “but there was really

nothing to be alarmed at, for, ak
though ‘her mind 18’ quite gone, she is
perfectly harmless.”

“Where ‘does she live—to whom
does she belong?” I ask.

“At Ivy Cottage. Can't you guess,
Lesley?” Ernest retarms.. “It is the
unknown’ Mrs. Bennox, about whom
your curiosity has been so often excit-
ed. Will you all kindly eéxcuse me for

a few mlnn% please? I must find
out where she has gone, and take her
back to her attendant.~ Mrs. Martin
must be more careful for the future,”
he adds.

So this is the prosaic ' explanation
of the mysterious inmate of Ivy Cot-
tage—of the Deepdene ghost, I think—
as I continue the walk to Forton ree~
tory, with Mr.-Denton on one side and
Addie, looking pale and tired, on the
other. A mere madwoman’'s pranks!

Later, in the evening, Mr. Warden,
looking strangely umnlike ‘himself, re-
joins us in Miss Clitheroe's pretty
drawing-room; but, after that first
brief explanation of the incident that
has left an uncomfomﬂie impression
on:our ‘minds, he quietly ignores the
subject.

Nothing more is said by any onc
about that startling apng.;itiou on the
ravine road; but, in spite.of the ra-
ther too palpable effortgiof some -of
the party to look and act &8"if siothing
had happened, the spirft of en}byment
has evidently fled. 3

it is a gloomy endlng to an after~

noon that began so brightly. ‘A feeling
of depr:esaion seems suddenly to ixave
taken possession of us, one and all
It will be rather a relief when the
time for seéparation arrives, I think;
and, disgusted with their serious faces
and monosyllabic replies, I slip away
and step out, through the long, French
windows into the .mgrant twilight of
the dewy lawn.

1t 1 had entertained a hope of Mr.
Denton’s following me, it is not grati-
fied.

Miss Clitheroe is dntertaining him
in"the library with ‘& long dissertation
on church architecture, or something
equally prosaic; but I am not left
ms#y minutes alone, . for all that. A
step ‘sounds behind ‘me, and, turning
toward the newcomer, I' am a little
sufprlsed to behold Mr. Smiles.

“Will you grant me your attention
for a few minutes, - Miss Kendrick?”
he asks, in a tone of quiet earnest-
ness.

“Certainly,” I reply, a little sur-

piised at the strangeness of the re- |-

guest. “I ‘am. entirely at your dispos-
al, Mr. Smiles.”

The moon has not yet risen, but the
light streaming out through the open
windows of the drawing-room falls
full on the pale, careworn face of the
curate, who stands thoughtfully re-
garding me, as if & little in doubt as
to whether he lh"ul proceed or not.

““My dear Miss Kendrick,” he says at
last, “I am about to take ‘what I am
afraid vou may be disposed to regard
as a most unwarrantable diberty; in
tuct.tounkm;quuaothmay
ter- | possibly strike you as a strange—nay,
an impertinent one. Will m mwor
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Comprising Waist Pattern 2500.a8

Skirt Pattern 2504. Foulard, taffete;{ 8

batiste, dmitiy, dotted Swiss, ofgandy;
shantung, crepe and satin .sre ‘do~
sirable for its development. The skirt
may be made without the irimuls.
The waist is finished with shaped vest
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portions.- The sleeve may be made ia §

wrist or elbow length. The,
Pattern 2504 is cut in 7 sizes:

mcnsure It w111 require 63 yl

40-inch material for the eniire dresh

in a 38-inch size.: The skirt measures
about 2 yards at the foot.

This illustration calls for TWO
separats patterns which will be mall-
ed to‘any addreSs ~'on receipt of IU
cents; FOR EACH pattet'n, e
or''stamps. .
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) ; : v‘ If you are thinidr,egf reneﬁng': ‘
- Your Winter ﬁ

~is well for the buyer-wisé, as it Wwill 'go tp at’
least-half a dollar a garment very shortly, :

Just now. perhaps a Half and Haif “would be
as-good as anything, and we-can offer-you some-
thmg good. We would like you to try some

r;JU%uieruwaar;

”it’ﬂﬂjo $1.70, $2.00 and $3.50 garment. "™

We are shH showmg
a splendid selec-
tion of

jonris 30 - vadd
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2502—Here I8 & smart and prett!
model, easy to devolop, nlce for ioft
| batiste, crepe or foulard, and just as
good for satin, gabardine, serge ‘or
linen. As here shown, white voile
was_combined with cluny insertion.
The girdle is of pale blue satin.” The
tunic is finished separte from *®iha

--our custom-

t‘ fom

skirt, and could be made of contrast-| -

ing material. White serge with braid-
ing or, emhroidery wonm benloo for.

tnls model, |

'rheucnnnssim 1s>1a‘,

and 20 years. Bize 18 will , requirs

Gi‘moflo-lnchmt.ﬂﬂ. 'm”—

skirt elnm ubont 1% yard: u the

A pattern ﬁﬂn‘ 1llustration m
tc any address on receipt of-10 cents
b nilver or stamps.
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LINE ADVANCED.

% LONDON, Aug. 15.,

e ‘British line has been advanced
east of Rainecourt in tha
northwest of Claulnes, on the
battlefront, to-day’s war of-

n{gwmment announces. Since Aug-
'when the Allied attack in Picar-
the British and French have

prisoners to the number of 30,-

FRENCH MOVING AHEAD.

LONDON, Aug. 15.

ne French' have captured all the
h@ ground on the Lassigny Massif,
are working down the north and
térn sides, so that a full retire-
mhru of the enemy in that sector is
jable, according to advices re-

c this afternoon.

c@no-smuxs IN DANGEROUS
POSITION.

LONDON, Aug. 15.
® Czecho-Slovaks in Siberia are
‘& dangerous position and are liable
cut off altogether, says_ the cor-
ndent of the Times at Vladlvos-
Only ‘a fraction of those be-
tween the Volga and Lake Baikal are
ltﬁ%d and all are deficient in every

!'ﬂl the ¥ar Bast and ¢4 i_mpossi—
ble to learn what is shappening to
them. The correspondent says there
is much apprehension . concerning

. them in Vladivostoek.  In an editorial

the Times emphasizes the urgency of
bastening Allied action. It says that
the Czechs have been driven back
from the Ussuri and also have suf-
fered reverses in Eastern Russia. It
is imperative; the Times declares, to
gend help to Western Siberia through
Harbin, whence the Times says Lake]
Baikal ought to be reached in moder<
ate strength within a reasonable time

GIVING ENEMY NO REST.

5
WITH THE BRITISH ARMY IN
FRANCE, Aug. 15. (By the AP.)

In addition to a continuous harassing@s

fire from the artillery the Germans
are suffering at the hands of the Brit-
ish air forces.  Tons of bombs are be-
ing dropped on them day and night
and transports in towns and villages
behind the line have been hit. Brid-

. ¢lsewhere have been bombarcd heav-

ily. Prisonérs captured are unani-

I. J . EDENS.
Due Wedhesdag. August 14,
. New York Corned Beef.
New Potatoes.
‘New: Carrots.
Califomia Oranges.
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