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Lydia E. Pmkhsm s Vegetnble Com-
pound is famous for restoring women to
normal health and strength. When this
is done wives no longer despair of having
children.

A woman should be reluctant
to submitteas cal operatior
until she has given Lydia E.Pink-
ham’s Ve etable Compound @
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CHAPTER XXVI.
“Did you”—her voice fails her for a

moment, but she struggles  with it—.

“did you send these flowers for me?”

He colors, but looks at her stead-
ily.

“Yes, I did,” he says, as-if he were
pleading guilty to a crime which he
was-yot ashamed of, but which he
might be pumshed for. “Yes, I did!”

“Why" '—she says, almost ° piteously

. —"“why did you do it? I mean”—for
she sees her danger—“what makes
you 80 kind to me? 1 wish you would
believe that I am not worthy of it. I
wish I could persuade you to regard
me just as your aunt’s servant! You
wouldn’t send flowers to her lady’s-
maid, you know!” and she tries to
speak lightly.

“No,/’-he says, “but I don't—" He
is just about to say, “but I don’t love
her lady’s-maid,” ‘but he stops in time
and rays instead, quite seriously, “It
is only a fair exchange. "Did you not
place rome flowers in my room wnen
I came?”

“Now, that is not fair,” she says, a
Crimson flush - flaming her cheek;. “I
did not know that it was you who

were ¢coming, or——"

“You would not have done it,” he
says, sadly, dlmost bitterly, i} he could
be bitter. “I understand. Well, is it
sucl) a’ heinous offense to send a lady
whom .one—likes—a bunch of low-
ers?

She ]ooks at him and then at the
flowers. é
“Yes,” she says, “in my eyes. Do
not do it again, please.” g

“Very “well,” he says. “I will not
if it offends you. God knows I would
not do anything to offend: you, Dul—
Miss Dorrimore. I had hoped that
vou would have known that.”

“Yes, she says, “I do knmow  it,”

. and she puts her hand timidly on his
arm, with, «an.imploring look in her

Do Yon Sufier with

-4 about:it directly!” and he " shuts the

have been so kind, so gentle and good:
to- me; but——" and ‘she pauses.

looks at her steadily.

I understand.

The dinner-bell rings as he speaks,
and he goes to offer his arm to Lady
Brookley, and Dulcie follows with
that look of his——the mute look of de-
spairing Jove—to haunt her.

But eveh at dinner he is thoughtful
and considerate, and, instead of being
dull and depressed, is remarkably
cheerful, and so full of anecdote that
Lady Brookley waits until the butle:
coughs three times, and .puts the yel-
low-s€ffled claret right under her. nose
as a hint for her to retire.

_Then, as she rises, and Dulcie, who
has scarcely spoken a word, follows,
Archie, with the door in his hand,
says, with an affected matter-of-foct
tone: ;

“I forgot to mention it, but I mus!
take may departure to-morrow, aunt.”

“What!” exclaims Lady Brookley,
with surprise and something like in-
dignation, “you said you were going
to stay a fortnight,” and she con-
fronts him in the doorway.

“Oh, it’'s a- particular engagement
just cropped up. Had a letter' from
the trainer; must go down and see
the horses, you know. I'll tell you
door and goes back to his claret with
a heavy heart.

He has quite understood her. That
“but” meant “it is all of'no use!” and
he accepts his sentence. He has not
learned the way to woe her, because
she was not to be won.

“Won?” he murmurs, as he pushes
the claret-glass from him. “She was
lost to me from the first. It was
Hu'gh who wooed and might have |
won her, but for some slip, which T
cannot guess.’” Hugh! What a mad
fool he must be! ' But so it is, one
man drops from' his hand the lieart of
gréat price which a.not:her man would
risk his soul to obtain. Well, it is no
use. My poor Dulcie! If she thinks
that I will stay here and torment her
she misjudges me. If ever eyes said
‘Go, leave me alone,” hrer eyes said it
And where am I to g0?” he mutters—
where? I've tried Wales, and that
was no use. No, wherever I go I
shall carry her image with me. I
have loved for the first and last
time!"”

Meanwhile Lady Brookley was
fighting for him in the drawing-room.

“What nonsense is this about Arch-
ie's going?”’ she says, sinking into
her chair by the tea-table. “For, of
course, it is all nonsense. He meant
to stop the fortnight, you know. Do
you understand it, my dear?’ she
asks, pitilessly.

Dulcie leans forward with her
hands clasped, her dark brows drawn
into a straight line across her, fore-
head. :

“N—o,” she says, faintly.

Lady Brookley sighs as she shifts
the tea-cups. :

“I am afraid there is sometlnlné
wrong,” she says, avoiding the pale,
beautiful face. “I am afraid that
love-affair I was telling you about
before he came is more serious thhn
I thought.”

No answer, but the dark brows
knit closer .over the shadowed eyes.
“He has altered so much—for the
better, perhaps, but for the worse it
seems to me. Of course, he was very
funny to-night, but I detected an
under-shade of sadness behind his
merriment—didn’t you, my dear?”
"‘Yes." faintly. :

;"I am very sorry,” she goes on.
“@rcflie is such a good boy, and—
and—it may do him so much- harm.
| My dear, you can’t tell how anxious |
we are that he should marry and s&-
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ik it Hlie’ forgive me! 3 n Tove with will have much to an- ).
did not mean to wonnd you—you who swer tor

Dnléie sun:ts and looka up, but her

eyes sink again, and her hands elasp
His face grows very pale; and he}each other more tightly.

“] must say,” says the old lady'.

“Don’t go on,” he says, and his|still intent on her tea-cips, “that she
voice quivers. “I understand. No,|is a—well, a foolish young lady, who- |
don’t run away; I am not going to|ever she is. What more: can she
say a word. But you shall see thal.l want? Archie is—I don’t think 1

ever saw a handsomer man, my dear
At one time he was too handsome
almost, but he-has grown out of that;
and as to his position, why, it is one
of the best in England. The girl who

‘marries him will marry one of the

oldest titles in the kingdom, and an
estat‘ big enough to uphold a duKe-
dom.” ;

At last Duleie speaks.

“Perhaps,” she says, faintly, ‘“she
does not care about that.”

“Rvidently not, my dear,” responds
the old lady; “and I think the better
of her for it. Indeed, it is one of the
reasons I have for cohjecturing that
‘she is worthy of him. But there is
gsomethinge: elsé beyond titles and
wealth; theére.is goodness of heart
and innate °‘nobleness—see, - I - am
growing quite efoquent," and she
laughs, but sadly. “And * all that
Archie possesses. There isn‘t' a
truer-heartéd boy in the world, and—
and”—with a sudden burst of feeling
—*oh, Dulcie, don’t let him go away!”

Dulcie_ looks up, pale and trembling.

“You—you—meant me!” she_ says.

Lady Brookley nods; the tears are
in her eyes. 2 ¢

“Yes, my dear; the [}oor boy told
me. It is very unfair of me, I know,
to tease you——"

Dulcie slips down from her Ilow
chair, and somehow finds her head
resting against the bosom of the ten-
der-hearted old lady.

“Oh, my dear, my dear,” she whis-
pers, “think well of what you are dCE-
ing! Such a love. from such a ‘man
is not to be'thvown aside for a miere
whim. Think well of it! There,
fdon’t cry!” :

Du]cie lifts her eyes to the kindly
old face, and then bends and = kisses f
her hand. X

“I am not crying, dear Lady Brook-
“My heart is too

‘
ley,” she breathes.
heavy for tears.”

“My dear, I didn’t mean to hurt
you; you know I have never attempt-
ed to pry into your past; but, Dulcie,
dear, all your future may be bright if
you are wise. Dulcie, dear, no girl
could know him long, and not love
him as he deserves!” 2 .

A faint, low cry escapesr the " pale
lips.

“Ah, that is it—that is it! As he
deserves! And if I should not? ~You
don’t know how hard my heart is!”

“Give it to him, my' dear; hard
though it may be, his love will soften
it. Why, you foolish child, . his love
has told upon you already! You
don’t know it!” for Dulcie looks up
startled, almost ashamed. *“My deér,‘
I have watchéd you two together, and
I know that I am right! Come, dear,
gee if you cannot, at least, give him
hope. See, he will be here directly.
1 will go upstairs.”

“No, no!” Dulcie exclaims, but the
old lady gathers' har skirts together
and rises. ¢
“But I will,” my dear. At any
rate he deserves ‘]la hearing. Send
him away if it must be -s0; but’—-
stooping and kissing her—“don’t. if
you can help it, for my sake. ‘Why,
child”"—with a little tremulous laugh
—you will be like my own then.”

And then ghe goes out softly. Dul-
cie rests her -head upon the empty
chair; her heart beating wildly.

It is all S0 true, so true. She knowss
that the love offered her is beyond
priee, that this lover is all that 'he
lag = been pronoqnced: handsome,
noble-minded, and worthy -the best
“voman’s love, that the world ~ would

éeem her one of its most fortunate|.

mﬂdenn.m having .won his love, but

-——-ah, Heaven!—the shadow of the old

ﬂo-—-mam _the .Tight sort ot persor,
A1 mn. It would be dreadful if ‘he
dldn't' and how often a yourg man,
when he is dlnppolnted &s Archie is,

g v;uu and ‘does nmethlng desperate— 5

y

love comes, before her; that, grave,| .

1 mean, rnhu into an imprndent

| the new robes.
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“Pape’s the’dn" fixes sick, soury
* upset stomachs in
five -mtu.‘

‘You don’t‘ want a slow remedy when

your stomach is bad—or an uncertain

with drastic drugs.
Pape’s-Diapépsin is noted for its

The lioio Dmnmer should nop'

one—or a harmful one—your stomach ; :

2 ; a Catalogue Serap Boek of our. Pat-
is too valuable; you mustn’t injure it dor ONlE. ? be found very
usefol to refer to from time to time:

speed in giving 'relief; its harmless-

regulating sick, sour, gassy stom-
achs, Its mﬁilons of cures in indiges-
tion, dyspepsia, gastritis and other
stomach trouble has made.it famous

the world over.
Keep this perfect stomach doctor in

| your home—keep it handy—get a
large fifty-cent case from any drug
store’ and then if anyone should eat
semething which doesn’t agree with

them, if what they eat lays like lead,
ferments and sours and forms gas;

causes headache, dizziness and nau-
sea; eructations of acid and undi-
gésted food—remember a8 soon as
Pape’s Diapepsin - comes in contact
with the stomach all such: - distress |,
vanishes. Its promptness, certainty
and ‘ease’ in overcoming the worst
stomach dlsorders is a revelation to
tbose who try it. . i

handsome face, with its grlm smile

“If one” could but forget!” . she
monns, burying her head in her hands
“if one could but torget"'

Five minutes pass, and still shé
lies fighting Wwith' the past; then'the
floor opens and Archie enters. She
has scarcely time to take her old seat
before he is heside her.

“Aunt’s fled the festive scene,” he
says, with forced lightness. “The
announcement of my sudden depar-
ture overwhelmed her, no doubt,” and
he' Jaughs a mirthless laugh. “Well;
lifeis made up of entrances and ex-
#8: % The world—ot-Grosvenor Square
at !east—-will go on just as well
without me——" : b

Then he stops suddenly, sfruck by
the downcast face, and, without look-
lng up, she says, with an effort:

y “Must you go to-morrow?”

ed’ Earelessness 4“Yes, business muat
be atﬁendéd to At,present my bus1-
ness-~ig~-herses.« My - trainer - -has a
likely, horse. which he wants me to
run and ride in'the Torchester Handi-
cap, and I must go down and look at
nim or break my-.trainer's heart—-"

Thdn he stops agam, smitten by the
pallor of her: l&é and he comes and
tdkes the-chair rwhicp Lady Brookley
has just left, and leans 'forward to
her:.

. ‘Dulcie.”

She .doesn't look,” but turns her
head.

“Dulcie, it is no use looking like
that. It—it is a mockery. Ybu know
why I am going. But as I am going,
you need mot look so sad 3

(To be Continued.)

Fads and Fashions.

Augora-'ihm‘s have velvet brims.

Peacock blue-is & popular shade.

The four- cqnered hat is fashion-
able.

Lagge black’ velvet bags have gold
tops.

Gray and brown shoes are in favor.

Japanese embroidery 1is seen on
blouses. s

closings. a
Seérge tunics are worn over black
satin slips..

favored.
“Almond green eloth is one. of thelt
pretty ‘shades:

Vests are a new tea.ture of this win«
ter's; suits. ~- -

All clothes for- daytime wear are in

sober tones. 22t

latest revivals.

Panama weave.

with ' clubwomen. -

. Some new hats have a tendency to

the poke offect. i} .
llatelasse is belng used tor some ot

"‘Zea he says, with the same forc~}-

12 and 14 years.
Petticogts in_ changeable colors are | yards of 44-inch material.

ness: its certain, untailing sction in | A' SMART DRESS IN MOYENAGE

STYLE.

r

2227—Ladies’ Dress with Sleeve in

Wrist or Elbow Length. s

Serge, Jersey cloth, satin, taffeta,
corduroy, plaid and checked suiting,

are nice for this style. The dress has

4 long waist, and is real smart with
the square neck outline and jaunty

or' elbow-length. The Pattern is cut
in 7 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and
46 inches bust measure. Size 36 re-
quires 5% yards of 36-inch material.
The skirt measures about ‘“/{; yards at
the lower edge.

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

A SIMPLE ONE-PIECE DRESS,

WITH SLEEVE IN EITHER OF
TWO LENGTHS.

2232—Secrsucker, linen, gingham,

Cbats of pIaid are among the new | percale, serge, cdrduroy, satin, messa-
ones. line, repp and poplin are good for this
. Black satin covers some of the new model, The front has a deep yoke, to
hats which the skirt 'portions are joined.
Belts ‘on coats have doble-breasted | At the back the dress plaits extend to
the shoulders.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 8, 10,
Size 12 requires 5

'AA pattern of this illustration mailed
0 any addresg on receipt of 10 cents

in-silver or stamps.

No. .. ..

The three-tier skirt is one ot the TR IR e S R e
Economy cloth is wmethmg like a Adﬁreu in full:—

Siip-on _ waisooats are oDuler|neme .. L. [ .. .. .. .. ...

S 88 S8 e e se sw te v s

*8 28 @s 88 ws 20 ee ee e e

“Glave silk is ne'hubsmute tor knit-
ted nnderwear e
Bstver and nnlrla ‘are great fay-

POSITIVE SALE!

‘| dollar. The sleeve may be in wrist }§ <

Now on all Our
Stock of

LADIES' and MISSES

These Coats are all this sé’aseu’s éf)"]es and
all British made. - This means that .they are

made of woollen materials, which signifies more

warmth, and that they will hold their colour bet-
ter than American made Coats, which as a rule
are made of at least 75 per cent. cotton, but
which are now being introduced on this market
owing to the. ulfhculty of gettmg Bmtlsh made
goods

However, we have been fortunate in gettmg
a big stock of British Coats , but owing. to their
late arrival and our being Very much ‘pressed
for room, we have decided to offer them

At Reduced Pri_ces,

Thus giving our Customers some

@
Bargains.
This ot of Coats is absolutely and by far
The Best Value

of any Coats, now offering the Newfoundland
public. Do not delay making your purchase as
bargains are few and far between these days,
and as our Retail Prices are now less than the
Wholesale Prices of those of the Wholesale Coat
Men, this lot may not last long.
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RICH IN BUTTER FAT

is made from Pure, Full Cream Milk, and dothing
is added but finest granulatéd sugar. PURITY is

away above the Government Standard for bufter fat.
INSIST on geltmg *Purity” the Full Cream Milk.

T. A. Macnab & Co.,

CITY CLUB BUILDING.

Wholesale stmbutors. 7_
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lmy 'me Batile Groun

Everylhmg points to the belief tl
theé Allies have awakened not only t
the necessity of aiding Italy on
grand scale, but to the opportuni
which the mew situation offers the
What the Associated Press corresd
podent at Cadorna’s headquarter
means by his statement that “anoth
wall will face the enemy,” and tha
“all "Europe and America are no
doing their part,” seems to be somd
thing. more than the mere. fact th
Cadorna is preéparing a stubborn r
sistance. So does the remark of ti
military correspondent of The Lo
don: Times, “The Germans beckon 1
to whie Italian front” and with a ve:
“hearty good-will we shall obligd
them,”

It seems certain that the Allies :
their Paris conference have decide
on fiothing less than the transferenc
of tjm Winter’'s warfare from Flai
ders‘and the Aisne to Italy. The
will-jrold [their lines in the north, «
course, and continue to pound th
enemy ‘there; but Germany has offer
ed them the opportunity to face a Ger
man‘army in the open, before it ca:
dig irf, and without doubt great Frencl
and .British armies will be sent
Italy with the idea of striking th
smashing blow there. And it is to bo
borne in mind that if a German arm)
is smashed in Italy, the smashing can
be fgllowed up as it cannot be on the
Aisng or at Verdun. If the Germans
can be driven back in Italy they can
be followed; they can be followed to
e€nemy territory. The German drive a
Italy was a calamity, but it has in it
the possibility of a blessing. If that,
German army can be defeated, it cai
be routed, it can be driven home
Whereas, a German defeat in Fland-
ers of France offers no such possibil
ity =™

Thus it seems probable that thq

Whole aspect. of the war may have

been changed in the twinkling of an

: ‘g €ye; that the Allies have.the inten
tion of making Italy the great battle

groung for the defeat of Germany;
and it certainly. seems that their op-

. Portunities on such a Dbattleground
are "Ql‘y much greater than they

ome-for, a long time in the
- field. Germany may have is-

: f'“dmvchallenge that, being accept-
®d, will end the war.

It this is, really the intention, as it
868ms to. be, then not even Cadorna’s
eat hefore the French and

ere fully on: the spot would

Bubthere geems no reason §
8 defeat: The Italians
., There was no de-
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