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LOVE TRIUMPHS
AT LAST.

CHAPTER XXIIIL

“Oh, no,” assented Mrs. Feltham
with a laugh. “No man is more cap-
able of taking care of himself than
Jack. No, I don’t suppose he has
been run over, or anything of that
sort; but it is very strange that h2
hasn’t written to me and told me
where he is and what he is doing. I
have a kind of dread that he may be
ii.”

Nora. was sorely tempted to solve
the mystery by sayving, as calmy as
she could: “Mr. Chalfqnte has gone
off, with* Maud Delman.” But she
shrank from wounding Mrs. Feltham’s
feelings, and, instead, she said: “Oh,
T don’t think that is likely. Mr. Chal-
fonte is vemy strong and healthy; I
san scarcely'imagine his being too {ll
o write; :hesides. seme one could
have written for him.”

‘“That’s true,” said Mrs. Feltham,
with a perplexed sigh. “Well, I don'tl
understand it; it’s quite unlike Jack.
Po you know, dear;T think T’ run up
to town and see Mr. Tredgate.”

“I should,” ®all Nora; “but I am
sju'e thére is no cause for anxiety.
w‘iay, in Ag&tralia men go off for
viseks, months, and you hear nothing
oﬁthem. an.ﬂ usually they come back
a;i safe and sound.”

:,3‘1 dare say; but this {sn't Australia,
ni; dear,” observed Mrs. Feltham,
sh‘hking her head. “Yes, I'll go up to
town this morning.”

‘After she had departed Nora went
for a ride. She did not go to the Ab-
bey, but struck off across the moor for
one of the distant farms; and during
the whole of her solitary ride she
tried to convince herself that he was
indeed heartless, that he was 8o ab-
sorbed in his owq happiness as to be
indifferent to his cousin’s anxiety.

It was a very unenjoyable ride, and

as she was returning, tired and list-
less, she was stopped by old Fleming,
who was standing by his gate and had
evidently been waiting for her. He
was a very oid man, with a bent fig-
ure and red-rimmed eyés,. and‘the
hand he raised to his forehead was
trembling with weakness and nervous-
ness. Nora had spoken to him once
pr twice before, and she pulled up the
mare and greeted him in a friendly
way.

*“Good-afternoon, Mr. Fleming.- I
aope you are well? Do you want to
speak to me?” . %

“Axin’ your pardon, Miss Norton, I
did rather,” he quavered. “No, I
bean’t so well as I might be. You see,
{'m comin’ on in years, and growin’ a
bit feehle. And T'm Summut troubled
in my mind about my boy, Stephen.”

drop of liquor in him.

{ing,” sald Nora, and she frowned in-
voluntarily; for here it ‘was again;
& | at_every step something cropped up.

} | to remind Her of Jack, “Nothing has
A happéned to your son, I hope?”

I wwell, T dubnio,” responded the old
man;“8haking his head; “that’s just it.
1 ain’t “heard nothing of him.” He
went ‘awsy quite sudden-like, without
sending more than good-bye, or telling
me where he was goin’. And that
weren't like him; for, though Steve
was a bit wild, as young men are giv-
en to sometimes, he was always .-a
good son to me; yes,I'll say that for
un, allus good, even when he'd got a
I ’ad an idta.
as he’d gone to the Colonies; but
lately, thinkin’ things over, it's been
borne in on me that he hasn’t” '
“What makes you think that?’ ask-
ed Nora. X7t
“Well, you see, miss, he didn’t take
no luggage with him, no outfit, as you
might call' it, nothing proper for the
voyage. And there was no reason as
he should go empty-'anded; we're not
so poor ag he couldn't ’a gone well
provided for.” With an effort he
drew himself up with a little show of
pride. “No, miss, I'm thinkin’ as he
hasn’t 1eft Bngland, an’ I'm afeared

‘he’s gome up to Lunnon, an’ may be in

trouble thére. Lunnon's a terrible
place for young men, ’specially when
they're a bit wild like my Steve.”

“He hasn't written?” said Nora
somewhat absently; for she could not
help thinking of the similarity ‘be-
tween Jack’s silence and Stephen
Fleming'’s. :

“No, miss,” replied old Fleming,
shaking his head. “Not a word, not
even a postcard. You seée, miss,
when he went away he weren't alto-
gether what you might call in ’is
right mind.. Not luny, aggsactly, but
all topsy-turvy. Beggin' you pardon,
miss, Steve was upset about a young
gel in the village there. My experi-
ence is that it's generally some young
gel as to blame, when a young man
goes wild, I dessay you may - ’'ave
’eard of her—but of course you 'ave—
Maud Delman, the glovemaker.”

“I baye—heard of her,” said
almost  lacomically, and
straight before her.

“Yes, miss. A decent kind of gel,
‘and one as would ’ave ‘suited Steve
right enough. As a matter of fact, I
did think as they’d make a match of
it; but there was some one else—"
He paused in-a confused and bewil-
déred way, as if he had remembered
suddenly that Mr. Chalfonte was Miss
Norton’s agent, and therefore a kind
of personage of whom it would not
be proper for him to speak ill. “Well,
there it is, miss; ®there ain’t no trying
to go agh; natur; gels will be gels,
and they’ll make their own choice and
follow their own whimsies. All the
same, it was a bit hard on Steve, and
I do not make so bold as to maintain
that she’s the cause of his trouble.”

There was silence for a moment;
then his thin, shrill voice went on,
still more quaveringly:

“I was wonderin,’ miss, if you could
'elp me to find Steve. You big and
mighty ones o’ the edarth have ways
and means of larnin’ things which is
denied to us low and ignorant ones.
You see, miss, I want him back,” he
went on plaintively.
at the farm here without him, and very
soon I. should have~to give up; and
where I'm to go, 'cept the workus, the
Lord knows. 1f I can get Steve back
—Lord bless ’ée, miss, do 'ee help me,
it 'ee can!”

Not a little touched by the old
man’s misery and helplessness, Nora
nodded; then turned her head away
a8 she sald: .

“1 understand, Mr, Fleming; you
‘want me to find out wheré your son
is? Well, Ill try. I should think it
would not be difficult to discover whe-
ther he has gone to the  Colonies or
whether he is in London. And you
mustn’t think of giving up the farm.
‘Why, your family has held it for many

Nora,
looking

_“I'm sorry. to hear that, Mr, Flem-

years!”

“I ain’t no good !

TP ; ,
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Thre is the Rev. A. D. McLeod’s
opinion. of Zam-Buk. This clergy-
man, who lives at Harcourt, N.B,
-writing to the proprietors, remarks
upon the unusual popularity which
Zam-Buk enjoys in the homes of
the people of his parish. He says:
“] know of mnothing that can
compare with it. Having charge
of ‘an extensive mission, over
“which I travel constantly, I meet
with many sick and afflicted people,
and I have been amazed at the
good which Zam-Buk is doing daily.
I have learned, as an absolute fact,
that for bad ulcers, old wounds,
eczema and skin diseases of all
kinds the heaMhg powers of Zam-
Buk are simply marvellous. -For
the painful ailment, piles, alse, it
is excellent. Many a doctor’s bill

is saved by the use of Zam-Buk.”
For cuts, burns and scalds Zam-
Buk 1s equally good. Nothing ends
pain. and heals &0 quickly. 50c.
box, 3 for $1.25. All dealers or
Zam-Buk Co., Toronto. Send 1c.

stamp for free trial box.

am-Buk

“Nigh upon two\ hundred, miss,”
said the old man, \B trying * to
“And nothing but
Mr. Chalfonte—I
mean, young Mr. Chalfonte—said as
we shouldn’t be turned out while we
paid the rent.

ajain
draw himself erect.
a yearly agreement.

Them'’s his very words;
he“was a kind-’earted gentleman—wi’
all his faults—npt'as he’s many, ‘cep-
tin’—ah, well!—and all of us consid-
ered his word as good as his bond.”

“Yes,” said Nora, with a sudden
ache at her heart, “Mr. Chalfonte was
quite right. You shall not be turned
out. TI'll try to find your son, and he'll
come back and everything will be
right. Don’t worry.”

The old man raised his bleared eyes
with the tears standing in them.

“God bless ‘ee, miss, you've a good
‘eart,” he faltered. “And I do bes
lieve as you’ll get Steve hack to m&
I ax your pardon for speaking to ’ée
miss.” ; . '
“That’s all‘ri'ght,’; said 'ﬁora; an'ui
as she spoke the words, she remenla;‘
bered how often she had heard then;
on Jack’s lips, and the colour, almost
that of shame, rose to her face.

When she got back to the Hall shé
found Mr. Horton in the library, and
with an abruptness which startled the
lawyer, if anything could have start-
led him, she said:

“I have just had a falk with old Mr.
Fleming at the Upper Farm. He is in
trouble about his son, Stephen.”

“I know,” said Mr. Horton, with &
nod. “He has disappeared—rather a
good thing for the village.”

“But a bad thing for his father,”
said Nora quickly. “He needs him—
is worrying about him. Would it not
be possible to find him?”

“Oh, quite possible,” assented Mr.
Horton; “or at any rate, not imfipos-
sible.
tective on his track; he would soon
But I should think
he’s left thé country-——for his coun-
try’s good.”

We have only to set a good de-

fbe run to earth.

“His father thinks not,” said Nora,
: gravely, and conscious of a determina-
i tion to bring back the old man’s son.
“I wish you wo\uld find him, or, at any
rate, find out where he has gone.”

“Certainly,”- said -Mr. ‘Horton. “I'll
h, by the way,
do you chance to know

see about it at once.
where the
plans of The altreations at the Moor
Farm are? I can’t find them amongst
the papers Mr. Chalfonte gave me.”

“No, I don’t,” she replied; and, for
the life of her, she could not help ad-
ding: ‘“Why not write and ask him
where they are?” :

“Just so,” returned Mr. Horton,
with a slight frown; “but I don’t hap-
pen to know Mr. Chalfonte’s address.
Do you?”

left the room.
% R
CHAPTER, XXIV. o
LATER on in the afternoon Nora

was on Horséback, and presented so
striking a picture of the “perfect gen-

‘leap with love and pride at glght of

| him." Here was a man whom eveéry

right-minded gir] must admire and he

Tolwe_;pgle face suffused +by an un-
| wonted  colour, .bent 698f and - kissed

“No,” said Nora shortly, and shé|

saw Ferndale coming up the drive. He|

tleman” that Nora grew furious with’
‘herself because her heart would not}

réady to fall in love with, and yet his}|:

eachhahd, and held thém until with
& sudden fush of coldmess she drew
them away. They passed through the
hall into the gardéh, “&#d Ferndale
proceeded to tell her of a certain ar-
chitéct whom—at Nora's ‘bidding, by
theé-Way—he had- consulted ‘in regard
to the 'tqstotnplon of t,hé :Abbey, which
was {0 _be done while they - weré .on
their honeymoon. -Of course,” Fern-
date was deeply interested in' the sub-
ject, and she tried to compel herseit
to share the interest, succeeding so
well in persuading him that;she did,
that with an unusual dispaly of feel-

ing, he took her hand and pressed it
tn hia hanrt -

"ot course’ull this gves- - mé g.o.
pleasure, Nora,” he said; “but T beg
you to believe that it is not on my
own account only. I am fond of the
Abbey; but this restoration-of the old.
place—which we owe to you, dear-
est, to you alone!—is a delight to me
because you are going to adorn it with
your presence. No shrine could be
too. beautiful for my queen.”

She blushed with guilty remorse as
ghe said, almost reproachfully:
“That's far too big a word for me,
Edward. I'm not in the least like a
queen. Sometimes, when you are—are
glorifying me, and exalting me above
my place, I wonder what you would
have thought of me if you had met me
when I was out there in Australia, a
wild— what you would have called, I
‘common’—girl,

|

am sure, quite a
amongst a lot of rough miners; 'or if
you had come upon me, 2 poor, shab-
bily-dressed girl, in a back street in
one of the poorest parfs of London?”

As she said the words she thought
of Jack, who had seen her in the days
of her poverty, who had ‘treated her as
a lady, had displayed no sense of su-
periority on his part. She frowned
and bit her lip, and thrust the mem-
ory back from her.

“I should have admired, loved you,
even then,” ,said Ferndale. “You
mnst _have shone like'_a_ pearl amidst
your surroundings. Ng, Nora,
past life does not affectsme in the way
which I imagine you #éimetimes think
it might. I like to thitk of you soifig
through all these ye;_gs unscatied;

your

unstained, and unflecked, retaining all
your purity of mind and the indefin-
able charm which fascinates me and
keeps me your
slave.”

This was-very well, and Nora was
not a little touched by it; but, unfor-
tunately, Ferndale, with a little ges-
ture, as if he were yielding to an im-
pulse of candour, went on slowly, and
il a low and troubled voice:

“No, Nora, your past is clear and
unblemished. Alas! I wish that I
could say the same of mine.”

your worshipper,

He paused for a moment, then,

with another impulsive gesture, very
unlike his usual characteristic retic-
ence of movement, he continued:

(To be Continued.)

Fads and Fashions.

Brown, furs are particularly fash-
fonable this winter.

Sleeves may be full and caught in
with a narrow cuff.

Tulle, we notice, is often embroider-
ed in glittering jet.

Rustling taffetas are used
cheaper silk petticoats.

White chinchilla is as much liked as
ever for babies coats.

Many of the new gowns are made
with front and back alike.

for the
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Have You Seen Our Window

Qispl_ay of Autumn
Wearables ?

It You have not, do so at-your eariies..
will surely prove interesting.
Let us tell You why:

Men’s Wear, such as we are going to describe, is almost impossible
for us to secure just now, and it is only keen foresight and early pur-
chasing that enables us to put up such a complete display.

The down town window containe NECKWEAR of every variety, and
you will certainly say that you have never witnessed a- smarter line,
Every known shade is stocked by us, and the refined tene for which our
Neckwear is noted, and that better-than-the-average Took that it bears,
brings us a class of customers that will not go elsewhere when seeking
Neckwear.

Then our Prices---Mark themi: Stie... 75c¢.,
$1.00, $1._25, $1.50.

Arrow Collars, all newest Shapes, 25c. each.

We are also showing a few

Swiss Silk Mufflers, the kind you see only at
SMYTH’S,} $600 to $12.50. -

Now is the season fora light-weight Muffler. Secure yours early,
we have only a limited number. -

Our Western Window Contajins the
JAEGER ALL - WOOL DISPLAY.

Almost everybody knows that

JAEGER WOOLENS are like the British
Navy---None Better!.

Have you noticed the seafcity of All Wool Goods in town? We an-
ticipated the shortagé and sought the markets early. As a result we are
nearly as well supplied with All"Wool Goods as in pre-war times. Here
we have g f
JAEGER ALL WOOL UNDERWEAR ..$10.50, $12.00, $1500 per suit
“UNIVERSAL” ALL WOOL UNDERWEAR, $3.50 gar., $7.00 per suit

Jaeger Bed Socks .. ..$2.00 pr. | Jaeger All Wool Chest Protec-
Jaeger Slippers.. .. ..$3.50 pr. tors .. ..i. USEES i evs)
Jaeger Ladies’ Slippers, Jaeger Heavy All Wool Flannel
$3.50 to $7.00 Night Shirts .. ... 8750
Jaeger Heavy All Wool Flannel Jaeger All Wool Socks, $1.20, 1.50
Pyjamas .. .. .. .. ..$12.50 Dressing Gowns . .- ..$30.00
Jaeger Light Wool Taffeta Py- Jaeger All Wool Smoking Jack-
jamas ¥ i J$12.50 8ts ., .. by 15,00
Jaeger All Wool Cholera Belts, Jaeger All Wool Raincoats,
$3.00 : - $45.00

Jaeger All Wool Gloves. ..$2.50 Jaeger All Wool Top Shirts,
Jaeger All Wool Mufflers, $6.00, $7.50
$2.50, $3.00, $3.50 Jaeger All Wool Vests . .$10.00
Jaeger All Wool Tweed Caps, Jaeger All Wool Sweater Coats,
- $3.00 - { $10.00

Owing to British Government regulations, concerning woollens,

v

these goods are practically unobtainable, even in England, until the War * |

is over. Don’t wait until our stock is depleted before making your selec-
tion. | i

c — N TRESS CAPS,

I

lhes Poundi .
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WAR REVIEW.

" While both Germany and Austria
igre secking to secure a cessation of
 postilities and Turkey also is report-
L ed to Dbe favorably disposed toward
peace, the Entente Allies troops on
‘all the battlefronts are giving no
heed to peace proposals, but are con-
L tinuing without mercy to drive their
foes before them, and in all the bat-
ﬁeg the Allies are meeting with
marked success. In France the Ger-
mans’ battle line is slowly disinte-
tnung under the violence of the Al-
Jied offensive. In Northern Italy the
Austro-Hungarians are being forced
fpack by the British, French and Ital-
Hans with heavy losses in men killed
and wounded, or made prisoners.
Near the shores of the Mediterranean
fn Albania the Italians are driving
the Austrians toward the Montene-
frontier, while in Asiatic Turkey,

h in Syria and Mesopotamia, the
British are fast clearing the Turks
from their former strongholds. Al-
_'&ough the Germans in France and
Flanders are still strenuously resist-
ing the Allied attempts to break their
line they are steadily giving way un-
der the force of the attacks. In the
other theatres there apparently is not
fhe same disposition to offer stubborn
denial of the right of way except pos-
sibly in the mountain region of Italy
where an attempt is being made by
ithe Allied force to open the back-door
In Austria. South of Valenciennes in
France, Field Marshal Haig’s forces,
motwithstanding stiff opposition, have
advanced their line in the general op~
ation which have in view the cap-
ture of Valenciennes and pressing on
fowards Mons and Maubege in the
i eneral converging movement that is
igoing on between Belgium and the
z»: on. north of Verdun. Further

'lnth from:.the Oise River to the re-
glon of Rethel the French have gain-
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women that have s

“For men must work
And wowmen must we

Our Beck’s Cove Window is

Which are “unexcelled for 8

presence failed to. stir within her a;

| single’ warm " impulse!” Full of re-
tq T 4

style and _q'uahfty. all their own.
Price: $2.50, $3.00
Walking Sticks,
. Dents’ & Perrins’ Gloves:

e showing
in newest and most up-to-date
23 styles, 7. || AND VA

¥

OUR SERVICE IS, UNBEATABLE

mnﬂl'l has been the worry
ang ching and waiting
of what might happen.
€ mental suffering
g and debilitating t
comforts women k
' to bear.




