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ascend! from somewhere near, and re­
peats the sad words, “How can ye 
chant, ye little birds,, an’ I so wAary, 
full of care.”

No one speaks—no one moves. 
There is something so weird; so un­
canny, in the voice of the unseen 
singer, coming upon us, as it does, in 
such a strange, unexpected way, that, 
surprised, literally spellbound we re­
main for the moment staring into 
each other’s faces with eytss that ask 
the question lips are powerless to ut­
ter.

“Good heavens, just look thdfe!” 
exclaims Len, starting to" his feet with 
a look of blank surprise; and, glanc­
ing in the direction to which he points, 
we are staring, with bated breath, at 
a strange, wûd figure, outlined, clear 
as a silhouette, against the yellow, 
light in the western sky beyond. -

At a glance I recognize it I have 
seen that gray, disheveled ligure 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 midat^ until, having gained 
the side of Ernest Warden, she throws < 
her long, gaunt arms., about his neck 
and looks up into his face with the ■ 
half-timid, halt-clinging fondness of a 
scolded child.

“Dear 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 you forget your ; 
poor, poor love?”

Something—a muttered imprecation 
it seems to me—breaks through Era- i 
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, i 
that makes me shudder in the warm, i 
summer night as if an icy breath had 
swept over me. i

“Maud,” he says, at last, the hot 
blood that came surging up over hh{ 1 

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
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will be H Yoo Detide we are In (heA Heavy Cost ! Every Dress must be
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AFTERNOON WEAK. 00 Drwe can give you MEN’S BALBRIGGAN UN­
DERWEAR, special values, at 50c.

85c. garment
If you are thinking of renewing

Your Winter Underwear,
we can give you MEN’S STANFIELD HEAVY 
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CHAPTER XVL
00 DrHAUNTED BY'' A FACE.
00 DMy right-hand companion 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 
are more'loveriike or devoted to their 
respective, fair ones than this now- 
found admirer of iplne is to me, and 
with whom I am afraid I am flirting 
desperately.

Once or twice Len gives ms 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 rapidly 
making a conquest

“It certainly is the strangest thing! 
Do you know, my dear Mies Kendrick, 
I never was so puzzled and perplexed 
in all my life!” remarks Mr. Smiles, 
In low, mysterious tones, catching me 
for a moment alone daring 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 eyee on his plain, mlddlo- 
aged face. "Do you know, Miss Ken­
drick, there is something in, the face 
of your sister’s friend that puzzles 
and perplexes me to.each a degree 
that I positively cannto take my eyes 
off it!” he adds, staring with the air 
of a man)* wfc* has been suddenly 
aroused frSm a bewildering dream af­
ter Addie am} .Ernest Warden, who, 
arm in arm, are strolling away to­
ward the tçeee. “I feel certain I have 
teen him somewhere! It is not a face 
V> be easily forgotten, you know; and 
let, to save my life, I can’t remember 
Where and when!”

“Oh, Is that all?" I reply. "Surely 
t$£re is nothing so wonderful in that? 
^g. Warden to an old resident In Han- 
lwy; no doubt you have met him

5.00 Dri
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else on slew redi

THE FIFTH APrivate Ross ed. I hope none of you ladles were 
very much startled.” he adds, a little 
hesitatingly; "hut there was really 
nothing to be alarmed at, for, al­
though her mind la quite gone, she Is 
perfectly harmless.” V

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

“At Ivy Cottage. Can’t you guess, 
Lesley?” Ernest returns. “It is the 
unknown Mrs. Lennox, about whom 
your curiosity has been so often excit­
ed. Will you all kindly excuse me for 
a few minutes, 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 rec­
tory, with Mr.-Denton on one side and 
Addle, looking pale and tired, on the 
other. A mere madwoman’s pranks!

Later, in the evening, Mr. Warden, 
looking strangely unlike himself, re­
joins us In Miss Clltheroe’s pretty 
drawing-room; but, after that first 
brief explanation of the incident that 
has left an uncomfortable impression 
on our minds, he quietly ignores the 
subject

Nothing more Is said ‘W any one 
about that startling apparition on the 
ravine road; but, in epife <g the ra­
ther too palpable effort»’job some of 
the party to look and adt 6s if-nothing 
had happened, the spirit of enjoyment 
has evidently, fled.

It is a gloomy ending to an after­
noon that began so brightly. A feeling 
of depression seems suddenly to have 
taken possession of us, one and all. 
It will be rather a relief when the 
time for separation arrives, I think;, 
and, disgusted with their serions faces 
and monosyllabic replies, I slip away 
and step out, through the long, French 
windows into the .fragrant twilight of 
the dewy lawn. 3 er‘

if I had entertained a hope of Mr. 
Denton’s following me, it is not grati­
fied.

Miss Clitheroe is entertaining him 
in the library with a long dissertation 
on church architecture,, or something 
equally prosaic; but I am not left 
majy minutes alone, for all that A 
step sounds behind me, and, turning 
toward the newcomer, I am a little 
surprised to behold Mr. Smiles.

“Will you grant me your attention 
for a few mlnutee. Miss Kendrick?” 
he asks, In a tom
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s)4£rtly east of Rainecourt in the 
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Picardy hattlefront, tc-day’s war of­
fice statement announces. Since Aug­
ust, when the Allied attack in Picar­
dy began, the British and French have
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SMrt—2504.Whist—2500.
Comprising Waist Pattern 150V awii 

Skirt Pattern 2504. Foulard, taffeta; 
batiste, dmitiy, dotted Swiss, organdy; 
shantung, crepe and satin are de­
sirable for its development The skirt 
may be made without the trimming. 
The waist is finished with shaped vest 
portions. The sleeve may bo made in 
wrist or elbow length. The ’ àkirt 
Pattern 2504 is cut In 7 sises: 32] 24, , 
26, 28, 30, 82 and 84 Inches waist { 
measure. The NTaist 2500 nt 7,sizes:, : 
34, 36, 88, 40, 43, 44 and 46 inche* bust] 
measure. It will require 6% yards bit !

FRENCH MOVING AHEAD.
> LONDON, Aug. 16.

The French hare captured all the 
high ground on the Lasslgny Massif, 
and are working down the north and 
eastern sides, so that a full retire­
ment of the enemy In that sector is 
probable, according to advices re­
ceived this afternoon.

CZBCH0-SL0VAKS IN DANGEROUS 
F0SITI0N,

LONDON, Aug. 16.
The Czecho-Slovaks in Siberia are 

in a dangerous position and are liable 
to be cut off altogether, says the cor- mi 
respondent of the Times at Vladlvos- hi 
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a face that interests me; and it is not 
often I am so puzzled to place it”

CHAPTER XVII.
A MADWOMAN’S REFRAIN.

toefc. Only a fraction 
tween the Volga and Lake Baikal are s l 
armed and all are deficient in every kftl 
sort ot equipment They ate, cut off ng 
tom the Far East and It** imposai- nJ 
lie to learn what is happening to UB 
them. The correspondent says there IfJ 
is much apprehension concerning Xtl 
them in Vladivostock. In an editorial Kyi 
the Times emphasizes the urgency of ■ial 
hastening Allied action. It says that HJ 
the Czechs have been driven back Mill 
from the Ussuri and also have suf-(n,J 
fered reverses in Eastern Russia. 11 Herr] 
is imperative; the Times declares, toA^J 
send help to Western Siberia through®- 
Harbin, whence the Times says LakeHjriJ 
Baikal ought to he reached in moderH^l 
ate strength within a reasonable time*tr0(]

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 dl-, 
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 having 
Denton in-l

cents. FOR EACH pattern, in effVi 
ot stamps. ' 1<we*

FOB AFTERNOON OR CALLING.

We are still showing 
a splendid selec­

tion of
a song right here?” Mr. 
quires, in his clear. Western tones, as 
we stop for a few minutes’ rest in one 
of the loveliest spots on the ravine 
road. “Which of you ladles will be 
kind enough to Indulge us with a 
song?”

“Ah, indeed! Capital Idea, sir!” 
Mr. Clitheroe assents, taking a seat on 
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]

’won’t you give us one

“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 wall of pain, “that all 
the glory and brightness of life could 
be so easily clouded over! There is 
no more happiness, Ernest—no more 
for you or me, either! The shadow 
of the past has darkened if forever! ”

“Who is she—what is she, Warden?” 
some of the gentlemen are beginning 
to ask, recovering a little 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 
commissioned 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 Addle.

“I am sorry It should have happen-

GIVING ENEMY NO BEST.
WITH THE BRITISH ARMY 1 

(By the AP.)
nut» to

FRANCE, Aug. 15.

In addition to a continuous harassing! 
fire from the artillery the Germans] 
are suffering at the hands of the Britn 
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
ées across the Somme at Peronne and 
elsewhere have been bombarded heav-

unani-

Su* dJfcs.
erf; èe vHectea- ,, ,^ ib scarcity at
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My dear,
«7” turning to me, 
on of those delightful old ballads I am so 

tile fond of hearing you sing 7” 
of “If one of the gentlemen will sing 

by, ng something first,” I retort. “Mr. 
ton Denton, there isn’t the slightest use 
an- in your trying to look modest, old fel- 
me low! You know you are a second Gr­
eet pheas, so pluck up your courage and 
— begin.” * . _

“Oh, well, since I must," he replies, 
A as, shrugging his shoulders, he throws 

I himself on the grass and looks at me. 
"What shall It her 

"Something distinctively American,’’ 
I reply.

“So be it!” is the response; and he 
begins, in the sweetest tenor I have 
ever heard, a quaint, old Southern 
melody that charms us all.

“Now, my dear Mise Kendrick," he 
adds, as the concluding notes of his 
song die away among the distant 
echoes, “remember your promise.”

“What shall I sing?" I ask. “Would 
you like ‘The Banks and Braes of Bon­
nie Doen’7"

, “Not thAt; for Heaven’s sake, not 
that," whispered Warden, passing be­
hind me. “I hate It! It Is full of 

. miserable associations for mC 
I But he is too late. The proposal Is 

carried with acclamation by all the 
others. 7"x

If not a very brilliant one, my 
voice—thanks to a professional friend 
in London—is well cultivated; and, In­
spired by the loveliness of the hour 

I end place, I sing as'I think I have

ebeeb ,tj
ily. Prisoners captured areHqme^ we beg to

remind our custom­
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2502—Here is a smart and pretty 
model, easy to develop, nice for soft 
batiste, crepe or foulard, and Just is 
good for satin, gabardine, serge of 
linen. As here shown, white voile 
was combined with cluny insertion. 
The girdle is of pale blue satin. ' The 
tunic it finished separts from * the 
skirt; and could be made of contrast­
ing material. White serge with braid­
ing or. embroidery would be nice for 
this model. I

The Pattern Is cut in 3 sises: 16, 18 
and 20 years. Sise 18 will , require 
6% yards of 40-inch material. The 
skirt measures about 1% yard at the 
toot

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any addreks on receipt of lO cents 
‘e silver or stamps.

Due Wednesday, August 14, 
1918:
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try Lydia E. Pink- 
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Ijfeund it to ha tea 
H beat medicine I ever 
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A cloth or satin cape will take the 
place almost of a summer fur neck-
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Period to match Is charming on a gown
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