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CHAPTER 1V.

In: Love With a Face.

“And generally miserable. Having
" been in the same condition myself, I
knew ‘the signs and, felt a fellow-
feeling.”

“You stopped and spoke,” resumed
Cyril, his voice so full of music that
it stirred the heart of the listener,
“and insisted upon my coming home
with you and sharing your supper.
You asked no questions, and therefore
got no fibs. And you have asked none
from that hour to this.”

“Which proves that I have not in-
kerited my Mother Eve’s crowning
fault—curiosity,” put in Jack under
his breath. :

“You took me on trust, helped me to
gain my living—were, in short, that
rarest of all rare things, a friend, a
true friend in need; and, as a return
for all your kindness, I refuse to con-
fide in.you!”

There was silence for a moment,
then Jack Wesley looked up.

“Why should you confide in me?” he
said. “Keep your secret, whatever it
may be, my dear Cyril. I am quite
content with my ignorance concerning
it. A man’s a poor kind of friend who
wants to pry into his chum’s private
aflairs.
to London to-morrow?”

Cyril Burne thrust his hands in his
pockets, and frowned at the carpet. -

“No,” he said, not ill-naturedly, but
with firm emphasis, “Jack, I cannot.”

Jack Wesley knocked the ashes from
his pipe, and regarded it intently be-
fore saying anything further; then he
said:

“Then I must go alone.
no work will

And now, will you come back

All play and
make Jack a hungry
boy. You can paint down here as
well—better than in town; I must be
near my books. - Yes, I'll return; but
——" He paused, and, getting up, re-
garded the handsome, pensive face
with a shrewd, kindly “You
didn’t see the lady—old or young—
who quoted Shakespeare on the ter-
race to-night, Cyril?”

smile.

Cyril Burne's face reddened under
its tan, but he raised his eyes,
met his friend’s gaze steadily.

“No,” he said. “I know what you
mean, and I plead guilty. Jack, I'll

and

tell you what keeps me here. You
will laugh—I can’t help it.. You'll
think me mad, even if you don’t say
80; perhaps I am. Well, then, this
afternoon when I left you for a stroll
I sauntered toward the court gates to
get a view of the house. As I was
standing there a carriage came up.
1t stopped while the lodge-keeper was
opening the gates, and I saw an old
man and a girl inside. She looked out
for a moment. I only caught a glimpse
of her face, but”—he paused and look-
ed straight before him, his eyes glow-

ing with a look which Jack Wesley |’

had never observed in them before—
“I gee her now! Jack, it was the most
beautiful face I have ever seen. 1
stood rooted to the spot. She did not
see me, and her eyes——" he paused
again. “Do you know that picture in
the left-hand ‘corner of the large room
of the National Gallery, Jack?”

Jack Wesley nodded. He was not
smiling now.

“They were like the girls
picture, but lovelier. Her hair—'
He stopped again. “If I were to talk

in the

‘for a month I should give you no idea

of the face that haunts me,” he went
on in a low voice; “of its sweetness,
its purity, its nameless charm! The
carriage went on, and I—just woke!”

“And found yourself in love with a
face,” said Jack Wesley.

He turned, as if he almost defied
ridicule. ;

“Yes, I fell in love with a face! Why,
don’t you laugh?”

“] was wondering whether you'd

mind my crying,” retorted Jack Wes-
ley, in a low voice; “for, believe me,
my dear fellow, love is more of-a cry-
ing than a laughing matter. Did you
discover who she was?”
_ “No. I asked the lodge-keeper, and
he could not tell me. I came home,
and the face hovered before me.” His
head drooped, so that his eyes were
hidden.

“And it was on the bare chance of
getting a second glimpse of the face
that you ventured on the burglarious
expedition to the court to-night?”

“It was,” he assented grimly. “I
would go through fire and water to
see her again!”

“And you imagine, suspect, that the
voice you heard was hers?” suggested
Jack Wesley.

Cyril raised his eyes.

“Yes, I think so,” he said in a low
voice. They were silent for a space,
then with a long breath he said, as if
to sum up the matter: “Now you
know why 1 cannot go back with you,

Jack.”

“I think I understand,” said Wesley,
gravely, “and you make a great mis-
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Cyril almost started, and bit his lip.
" “At any rate, she is on a visit to an.
earl. She may be no end of a swell
herself——"

“And I am a miserable painter,”
broke in Cyril. “I know. There is
nothing 'you can say that I have not
thought of, and yet I cannot go. Leave
me here, Jack, for a few days at least.
I know it’s madness, but—well, khow-
ing it won't cure it.”

Jack Wesley nodded.

“I understand, old fellow,” he said
in a veice full of sympathy; “that ar-
tistic nature of yours has caught fire,
and I'll leave you to blaze it out. Is
there anything I can do before I go?
Anything in the shape of”—he hesita-
ted and colored slightly—*“well, to put
it bluntly, anything in the excheque:"
line?”

Cyril Burne grasped his hand.

“That's ‘just like you, Jack,” he
said in a low voice. “No, thank you.
I've enough for my modest wants, and
I shall work—no, you needn’t smile;
I mean it.” °

“Well, then, I'll go to bed,”
Jack. “Good-night.”

“Stop!” said Cyril. “We—we shan’t
want to talk over this again to-mor-
row, and I've remembered one thing
you can do, or rather refrain from
doing.” ‘

Jack held the door in his hand and
waited, while Cyril paused.

“It’s this: I've an idea that possl;
bly some one may hunt you up and
rmake some inquiries about me. It’s
not very probable, but it’s possible. 1If
any one should do so, will you tell
them as little as you can?”

Jack nodded.

“The Sphinx shall not be more dis-
creet,” he responded, with a smile,
“T’11 forget that such a person as Cyril
Burne exists.”

“That’s just what I want,” . said
Cyril. “Good-night, old fellow, and
pleasant dreams.”

“Left alone, he resumed his ‘seat on
the table, and fell into deep thought.
Presently he took some moneiv ~from
his pocket, and counted it out on the
table. It was anything but a large
sum, but he appeared satxsﬂed, and re~
turned it to his pocket.  In doing 80
his hand came in contact with a small
fusee box, and he drew it out, and
looked at it thoughtfully. It was -of
silver, and bore an elaborate mono-
gram, and it seemed to suggest some
idea to him, for, holding it still in i
hand, he opened the door and went in-
to the street.
close by, and he walked to it and flung
the fusee case into the middle. - It fell
with a little splash, and he stood ab-
sently looking at ‘the circle it had
made in the water. ;

“I don’t think ‘there is anything
else,”

said

There was a horse pond-

he murmured, feeling in his
pockets. “No, that was the last link
and it is gc;ne to the frogs.” Then hc
was turning to retrace his steps to the
cottage, when he heard a voioe, a wo-
man’s voice, in the lame on the othe:
side of the pond.

It was a pleading, agitated voice,
and he caught these words 'dlstinctly:
“You are hard—hard! Why do you
treat me so? Do you think I am made
cf stone?”

Then a man’s voice came in re-

“Nonsense! I am prudent for both
our sakes, that is all. Trust-tome and
be patiént. Go home now, and don't
fret over nothing.” ¢

The woman’s voice murmured com-
plainingly for a moment, then all wis
silent. : :
Cyril Burne smiled to himself,

“I'm in' for adventures to-night,” he}-
mused. “A lovers’ quarrel, I sup-
poge.” -APingd
At that moment he heard a step, a
man’s quick, firm step, coming toward
him, an ctively drew back into |
the shadow."",
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friend,” he said to hlmulf’ “you are
too cautious and careful in your move-
ments."

Then he went back  to the cottage,
and the incident vanished from his

-mind. The canvas at which Jack Wes-

ley ‘had pointed attracted his uttentlon
and, going up to it, he took up a piece
of charcoal aund rapidly sketched an
outline of a woman’s head.

_ Quickly as it was done, it bore a
siriking resemblance to the head that
ne had seen at the carriage window,
to Lady Norah Arrowdale.

He looked at it for 2 moment with
heightened color, then muttering “A
libel!” smudged ‘it out impatiently,
turned out the lamp, and went to bed.

CHAPTER V.
; A Trespasser.

WHEN Norah woke the next morn-
ing, and, raising herself on her elbow,
looked round the luxurious room, she
felt bewildered and confused; it was
all so different to the small and plain,
though neatly furnished little room at
Cliff Cottage. Then it flashed upon
her that she was in Santleigh Court,
and that she was Lady Norah Arrows=
iale.

Instantly nnoﬁxer remembrance
sprang into her mind—the mysterious
voice she had heard on the terrace.
Shie got out of bed and peered through
an opening of the window curtaing,
certainly not expecting to see the own-
ar of the voice, nor to revive her mem-
ory of the incident every . phase of
which was strongly impressed on her
mind.

Norah was not a gentimental young
lady, by any means, but she was not
without a natural sympathy for ro-
mance, and the mystery of the unseen,
unknown visitor who had been, ' all
undonsciously, so close to her, affected
aer more than she would have liked
‘o admit.

A knoek at the door caused her to
aurry into her dressing gown. It was
Harman,.who had come to help her
iress.

“Good-morning, my lady,” she said
1 her subdued manner; “I hope your
‘adyship slept well.”

“Oh, yes,” replied Norah;
sleep well.”. . .

“Yes, my lédy," murmured Harman
28 she prepared the bath; “will you
have hot.water?”

“Oh, cold, please,”
promptly.

“I always

said Norah,

“The bath-is ready, my lady. I will
:omé When your ladyship rings,” and
“3hé& went into.the next room,
Norah heard her at the wardrobe.

where¢

: It seemed strange to be waited upon,
zand and foot, and Norah thought with
1 smile what a helpless creature a fine
'ady mflst become in course of time.

When she rang, Harman appeared
with a couple of morning dresses on
her arm.

"V\Vhich will you have, my Ilady?”
she asked, as if the question were of
the deepest importance.

“Oh, I don’t care,” said Norah; ‘“you
shall choose for me.”

Harman considered the matter with
avident conscientiousness, and at last
selected one of white pique with small
black leaves.

(To be Continued.)
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Thousands of people normally healthy
in every other respect, are annoyed with
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A VERY ATTRACTIVE DRESS.

Waist 1849—Skirt 1871—Comprising
Ladies’ Waist Pattern 1849 and
Ladies’ Skirt 1871,

The waist is a popular model, with
its frill revers, and the skirt is new
and novel with its jaunty  pocket
trimming. Serge, gabardine, voile,
corduroy and broadcloth are nice for
the skirt; lawn, madras, crepe, voile,
taffeta and batiste could be used for
the waist. The Skirt Pattern is cut
in 6 sizes: 20, 22, 24, 26, 28 and 30
inches waist measure. The Waist is
cut in 6 sizes: 32, 34, 36; 38, 40 and
42 inches bust measure. .
quire 3% yards of 36-inch material for
the waist, and 4% yards of 44-inch
material for the skirt for a medinm
size. The skirt measures 3-yards at
the foot.

This illustration calls for TWO
separate patterns, which will be mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10
cents FOR EACH pattern, in silver or
stamps.

A PRACTICAL MODEL FOR UTILITY
OR GENERAL WEAR.

1870—Ladies’ Coat.

Plush and velvet fabrics, velour,
zibeline, . corduroy, cheviot, tweed,
novelty suitings and broadcloth are
all appropriate for this style. The
fronts are lapped in double-breasted
style and meet a wide collar at low
neck outline. The sleeve is finished
with a deep cuff, and the fronts are
‘trimmed with smart, comfortable
pockets. The coat is cut in 6 sizes:
34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 inches bust
measure. It ‘requires 6 yards of 54-
inch material for a 36-inch size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 centp
in silver.or stamps.
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" EVERY APTERNOON 2.15_EVERY NIGHT 17.15,

; Prksemipz Allam Farrest and Jay Morley in

““The Gull Between.”

‘A Lubin drama in 3 acts.

“THE UNFORGOTTEN”_A Vitagraph drama with Charles
Wellesly and Zena Keefe.

-Davy Don in “FROCKS \‘ID FRILLS”—A rich and funny com-
edy.

___ PROFESSOR McCARTHY PLAYING THE PIANO.
A NEW AND CLASSY MUSICAL PROGRAMME—DRUMS AND
- EFFECTS. .

UNIVERSAL
_ UNDERWEAR

‘-struc—ted ~—by.:sk1~1-]:ed:tworkmen to fit per-
fectly, loose and eomfortable. It is highly
sanitary and does not irritate. Sizes: 34
to 46. . Prices:

$1.7S 0 $3.50

per garment.

GEO. KEARNEY ./f(aaqyar
East End Store, 164 Waler Si.

Here's a recent néw choice Fall Creation
in ‘Women’s 'Boots!

It is certainly a very handsome and sty-
lish model. It is only one of our many
beautiful styles!

A 10-inch Boot with “V” top. Perforated
Vamp and eyelet stays. Louis Heel.

Every variation of size. A very classy
Street Boot, indeed!

New Styles in Bronze Kid, Laced, at..$6.00
New Styles in Pearl Grey Kid, Led., at $5.00
New styles in Havana Brown, Laced, at $4.50
New Styles in Mahogany Tan, Laced, at $6.00

Pel‘[ect New Styles in Black Vici Kid, Lacéd, at $6.00

Service.

Our Experienced Expert Fitting Service is at the command
of every Patron of this Store!

This Service is well worthy of the consideration of the Woman
Who Cares!

PARKER ‘& MONROE, Ltd.,

The Shoe Men

oct16,m,w,th,sat
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C' ALRY DETACHMENT MEET.

PARIS, Oct. 25,
avalry of the Salonika army i

] ucch w'lﬁy! Italian cavalry detach
L\ne froni Aviona on the Adriatic
Seaz:
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== ligE ROUMANIANS.

S5 BUCHAREST, Oct. 25.

T e Uzul Valley the Roumanians
adv@nced westward, taking more thar
100 Sprisoners. At Oituz enemy trolop.
were: driven beyond the frontier, los
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HELPING ROUMANIA.
LONDON, OctH”a |
eply to a question in the Housdqml
ollgmgwns to-day regarding thelsn
uatm in Roumania, David L“%)\H
Geczge Secretary for War, said: -4
andsbur Allies are working in blc
cerfe Everything that is possi Oi‘l
peifig done to help Roumania. - o
ously it is undesirable to detmk m
e\a§1y the measures being ta en.

e Rl
I'Rl'\(]l HOLD DOUAUMONT.

PARIS, Oct. 25.
clearing out of Fort I)ox]mum’;ll
. t

gecompleted during the nigh
::voammander of the fort who was in
dugnu{ was taken prisoner.
B SR
.‘l‘lll- LOSS OF CONST ANZA.

= PETROGRAD, Oct.
’Hie loss of Constanza, the Roum{
niatr chief seaport on the Black Sn
acobrding to semi-official Lo{nn:i
amﬁilg members of the genera s;)
puts: the Roumanians in a \er(x)\
position, put it is not to be supp 9
it w1l entail any catastrophe.
Shumsk\ military critic of the Bo’\rne
Ga#étte, says the su(‘(he:ts Oxfmt;:loertan
Allies .
t:l?}:“h it appears to have, and “flaeﬁ
onu_ that the Roumanians have e
badk to a new defensive line o
’lctnrnawoda to the Black Sea, SHg
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Onions and Grapes

Now. due per S.S.
“ Graciania,”

100 Cases Small ONIONS.
50 Kegs GRAPES.

% »’Advertlse in The Evenmg Telcgra

Just arrived, a large
assortment of

Bual_ﬁbs !

»Hyacinths :

Single Superfine White.

Single Superfine Rose.
Single Superfine

Red.

Double Superfine Dark Bl

and Light.

Early White Roman.

Tulips:

Double Superfine Mixe
‘Single Superfine Mixed

Daffodils
" Golden Spur.

Narcissus :
Bicolar Victoria.

Emperor.
Von Sion.

Barri Comspicum.

Paper White.

Pocticus Pheasant Eye

Ornatus.

Dark Blu
Single Superfine Yellow
Double Superfine White
Double Superfine Rose a

- " CHINESE SACRED

 LILIES.

'Phone 67

ppre e ——r




