llscu1ts Baked In A
Snow-white: Palace

AKED from the cHoicest mgrednents in the finest biscuit and candy-

making plant in Canada—it’s no wonder McCormick’s Products

' look so fresh, so dainty, so tempting, and taste even better than they

look. McCormick’s Jersey Cream Soda Biscuits are a wholesome, eco-

nomical food. McCormick’s Fancy Sweet Biséuits are served at sociat

functions. McCormick’s Peter Pan Chocolates are enjoycd by, cveryonq
thh a sweet tooth, Be sure you get |

Biscuits and Candies
(Know and used in Canada for. over 6o yeors)

The McCormick Manufacturing Co:, Limited-

R General Offices and Factory: LONDON, CANADA.
BranchWarehouses : Montreal, Ottawa, Hamilton, Kingston, Winnipeg, Calgary, Port Arthur, St. John, N.B.
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CHAPTER XXXI.
A Terrible Suggestion.

In the midst of a little, admiring
hush the ce}-emony begins. Now for
the first time I have leisure to single
out moom, and, with a lit-
tle, derisive smile, as 1 think of Len
»-poor, hear, handsome Len—I look
W¥n . severely over.

7That he is tall, and thin, and very
shld I see at a glance, with a stoop
in the shoulders, agd a face that even
in-his young days could néver have
had much pretence to good looks.
But, oh, how old, and shriveled, and
cb&ﬂqonpla&e he looks, I think, be-
sn{hsthat fagtiant vision of youth and
bﬁiity, who in a few minutes will be
hig wife; and, alas, what a miserable
mockery it all seems!

But the ceremony is over at last.
The old organ peals forth the “Wed-
ding March,” the register is signed,
copgratulations offered, and the bril-
liant company return to their car-
riages” over the stereotyped flower-
strewn path, to be conveyed back to
the wedding breakfast.

Nothing is wanting; nothing is left
out that wealth or fashion can sug-
gest or devise; and envied, courted,
admired and flattered by all, Mrs.
Erroll sets out on the first stage of
her married life, and .with the depar-
ture of the last carriage I make my
way out of the crowd and set o‘ut. in
the direction of home.

“Such a ridiculous old fright! Buch
a glaring illustration of May and
December!” exciaims a merry, girlish
voice, as I pass a group of laughing
girls, who are loitering at the gate to
discuss the all-important event.\ "I
would not be the newly made Mrs,
Erroll for twenly times her finery
and grandeur! J would rather have
married that handsome artist from
London, with whom she was flirting
80 desperately all the summer, if he
weré as poor as Job, than a man like
Mr. Erroll if he cculd make me a
duchess!”

“You mean to do. the “au for love,
and the world wel! lost’ sort of busi-
ness when your ‘time comes, Bespie?"
asks a companiion; and at the same
moment & hand is laid on my arm,
and, on turning toward the owner, I
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am surprised to behold my old ac-
quaintance, Mrs, Martin, standing by
my side.

She is looking very ill, I think, as
she stands there, the bright October
sunlight falling on her pale face, her
thin, compressed lips, and rusty black
bonnet and shawl and there is a
worried, anxious look in her eyes that
strikes me as the look of a person
who has something on their mind.

“I'm in a bit of trouble, Miss Les-
ley,” she begins; “and I thought as I
should feel it a relief to speak to you

l

ing that it was on the evening of that
very day that he: visited Adelaide.
“What time was it?” :

“In the evening—quite late in the
evening, Miss Lesley,” {s the response.

‘He did not stay very long, however,

but went away looking like a ghost.
I stood at the door and watched him
out of sight inte the wet and dark-
ness; and all at once, as I thought
of how strange he looked and acted,
the recollection of what he said came
back to me like a blow.

“’You will never see me again,

about it] if you !lon't mind. . It's about Mrs. Martin;  but*that will make no
Mr. Warden,” she adds, dropping heridiﬁerence to you, he said; and, some~
voice to a whisper, and stealing a how, as I thought of it, the questien

curious  frightened glance around
that gomehow seems to send a little,
apprehensive shudder all over me.
“I'm in a deal of trouble about him,
Miss Lesley;, and. I'm afraid to say a
word about it to any one but you.”

“Mr, Warden!” I exclaim, my heart
coming into my mouth with a sudden
leap.. “What of him, Mrs. Martin?”
- “Well, miss, maybe it's nothing,
after all, only that I'm getting a bit
Hervouslike,” she replies. “It do tell
on one’s spirits, you know, to be shut
up day after day like this with that
poor, lost creature, and not a soul to
speak to.” -

“But have you seen Mr. Warden
very lately, since he left Hanbury?”
I ask.

“Yés, mias; he walked into the cot-
tage all unexpectedlike one evening,”
is the reply. . “It was Friday, week,
and he looked so bad and acted so
strangely that I couldn’t make him
out at all. He came to tell me what
arrangements he had made for Mrs.
Lennox and me during his absence—
that a certain sum would be paid
monthly to my application at the of-

fice of the new lawyers in Hanbury..

“I tell you this, Mrs. Martin, so that
you will know how to go on and what
you will have to trust to,’ he said.
‘Until I see you again, sir, I suppose?
1 asked. ‘Again!’ h® repeated, ‘You
will never see me again, Mrs. Martin;
but that ‘will make no difference to
you. 2%

“l didn't think much of it at the
time, miss,” she adds, “though he did
look awful bad and strange, to be
sure; and yet not so much ill as'
miserable. He looked like s man who
didn't care much what he did or what
happened to him. He seemed like a
person strung up to that pitch that
he was ready to kill himself or any-
body else that came in his way.”

“And this was on Friday week, you
say, Mrs. Martin?” 1 uk. remember-

kthTﬂoont;ﬁftd:ly -
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went through my mind:
ing to kill himself?
“If you 'will believe me, miss, the
thought kept. me awake all night. It
has haunted me night and day eéver
since. It haunts me still, and do what
I will I can’t get it out of my mind.”
“But you ought not to give way to
such fancies, Mrs. Martin. It is'the
height of folly, I am sure!” I reply,
fpeaking with an assurance I do not
feel. “You have nc reason to suppose
that Mr. Warden would do anything
so rash and dreadful!”
“Wait a moment, miss;

‘Was he “go—

that’s not
all!” she replies, with an agitation of
manner pitiable to witness. “Two
days after, a boy brought a hat to the
cottage—it was Mr. Warden’s hat—
and he had found\it on that lonely
path across the cliffs; just at the spot
bthey call Warne’s Leap—you know
the place, Miss Lesley, and you may
have heard the story attached to it—
of how, fifty years ago, a man named
Warne—a desperate horsethief and
murderer—rushed up to that dread-
ful spot when the officers of justice
were on his track, and leaped to his
death in the awful depths below! The
sea comes close up to the cliffs when
the tide is high, as it was that night;
and that was the last ever seen of
Warne, living or dead, from that day
to this!”

“Good heavens, Mrs, Martin!” I
gadp, turning so sick and faint, that
I am obliged to rest for a few mo-
ments against some fence for sup-
port; “you surely:de not mean to
luggest that Mr. Warden has leaped
over the cliff?”

““Heaven knows, miss, what he did
or where he went that night! He
was a miserable man, if evere there
was one;-and then, how came hie hat
to be lying up theére on that lonely
path—what could have taken him' to
the top of the Cliff at that time of
night?”

“Questions for which there might be
a dozen explanations,” I reply.
might have lost his hat in tho wind
~-remember how high it was that
night—and not being able te find it
went “away without it:”

“I thought of that, miss,” she re-
plies, with a mournful little shake of
the'head; “but I've found out that he

1did not go away from Hanbury that

pight; and, so far as I can hear, no
living creature has seen him sincel”

“But how dp you kmow—how can
you be so sure?” I ask, my heart

“He %

- | sinking within me. ‘He may have|m
: mmwmnuummunman.

“to the station and ' made

byl "
inquiries,” is. the grave:reply, “snd 1|

fould:but that no train lesves ‘Han-
bury ‘after ten; 85 it ‘wis past that
when he came to -the coth;a that
n]gm, looking white as dﬂ&. _and

drenched through and through, llks af

man who has been walking about in
the wind and rain for hours!”

. “As he-probably had,” I think, re-|

membering that it could  mnot have
been more than five or half past when
he left us that evening.

“As cautiously as possible I made
inquiries,” Mrs. Martin pursnes, “for
1'did not dare give any one a-hint of
my dreadful suspicion, and, so far as I
could discover, no one saw anything
of him after he left the cottage.
Barlier in the evening he called at the
Red Lion, it seems, and ordered a
dinner to be ready for him at seven;
but he never returned to eat it! And,
oh, Miss Lesley, I'm mortally afraid
that something dreadful has hap-
pened. to him!” she adds, her lips
twitching nervously, and her whole
form trembling visibly.

A fear I am secretly sharing to the
inmost depths of my soul, and which
I would give the world to be able to
dispel. i

“But is there nothing else you can
do, Mrs. Martin? No other direction
in which you can make inquiries?” I
ask. s

“No, miss, nothing as I know . of.
He told me not to say a word to any
one that he had been to the cottage,”
is the response; “and I don’t care to
disobey him for the “world! He only
came just to tell me what arrange-
ments he had made about poor Mrs.
Lennox, it seemed, and I asked him
just as he got up te go whether heé'd
like to seé her before he went, poor
soul! I mever thought he had any
real liking for her, carefully as he had
always looked after her~welfare; but
I shall never forget the ook of hor-
for and loathing he gave me. ‘Yes,’
fie exclaimed, ‘when she is dead and
in her coffin. Until then keep her out
of my hiht, unless you wsih me to
become a murderer!”

“Poor gentleman,” she pursues. “I|

really do think that he must have had
some trouble, and that it kind of
turned his brain; and I'm afraid of
the worst.”

“Don’'t—pray, don’t say that!” I ex-
claimed. “I believe—oh, Mrs. Mar-
tin, I hope and pray that nothing of
the kind has happenéd. But what-
ever you do, make no mention of your
fears to any one. Mr. Warden may
come back any day, and I believe he
would never forgive you if you said
anything about nim,” I add, alarmed
lest any hipt of Mrs. Martin’s terrible
suggestion should reach the ears of
Adelaide.

“I know that, Miss Lesley,” is the
reply, “I'm afraid there is nothing to
be done but to keep silent about what
I fear. But it has been quite a relief
to speak to you; and if you should
hear anything to relieve my mind, I
hope you will be good emough to let
me know at once.”

A promise that is freely and willing-
ly given; and, wishing her good mern-
ing, I turn my steps toward home,

1 do not quite believe in Mrs. Mar-
tin's terrible suggestion about Ernest
Warden, and yet—

My heart turns sick within me as I
think over the story I have just
heard, and which, taken in conjune-

tion with the desperate state of mind |
in which he took leave of me at the

gate that evening—of his parting
words, “Many a man less miserable
than I am has put a pitol to his head
and blow out his breins,” excited &
horrible fear in my mind, Which for

many a day to come makes me shrink

like an undetected thief from Ade-
laide's sorrowfu}, questioning eyes,
and that prompts me to steal away
into quiet corners to search the pa-
pere unobserved, iu -sickening dread
of some mention of the miserable
traie_dy of whica I live in constant
fear and dread.

White chiffon embroidered in silver
thread and xlrﬁled broadly with sil-
ver cloth makes a chl.rming dinngr
‘gown.
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Waist—2392. - Skirt—2400.

The pretty soft crepés, thé nw
foulards and the smart ginghams, lin-
ens and shantungs are all admirably
suited to this style. It is also nlce;
for combinations of material, and
perhaps you could remodel a last sea:
son's frock on these lines.
skirt lend themselves nicely to’ -sep-

arate finish. The skirt of cloth or ln- |
look well |

en taffeta or crepe will

with a waist of material. As 80°little

trimming 1§ now required, just a bt}

of bead embroidery—a touch of bright

color or a little lace is all that.-vou b
reed. The Waist Pattern 2892.is cut!l

in 7 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46
inches bust measure.
is also cut in 7 sizes: 23, 24, 26, 28, 80,
32 .and 84 inches waist measure.  The
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TOOLS.

We carry a full line of Henry Disston &
Sons Tools, including

“The Celebrated D8 Hand Saws,

Circular Mill Saws, Hack Saws,

Back Saws, Compass Saws, Brick Trowels,

Plumb and Levels, Swages, Saw: Sets,

Squares, Bevels, Files, &ec.

Every Saw bearing the brand “Disston”
is warranted free from flaws.

Bowring Brothers, l.imi!ed

Hardware Departmenl
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The Skirt-2400 | I3

entire dress-will.require 8% yard .E‘QE: -
3¢-inch material for .a medium:. give/| &

The skirt portion measures about 1%
yards at the foot.
This illustration -calls for: TWO

separate patterns, which wiil be mail- !

ddress on receipt of 10’;
ACH pattern, in silver or

ed to any

A GOOD STYLE FOR MATRONIY
‘ FIGURES. -

Waist~2574, Skirt—2575.

This will be pretty in gray gabar-
dino - combined with taffefa’in a match-
ed shade, or in black satin, with crepe
de chine for sleeves, trimming  and
drapery. - The Waist Pattern 2574 is
out in 7-sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44
46 jnches ‘bust measure, The Skirt in
7 slzes: .22, 24, 26, 28, 30, 82 and 84
inches waist measure. A medium size
avill require 3% yards for the skirt, 3
yards for the tunic and 3% yards ‘or
the waist, of -27«inch material. The
skirt measures 2 yards at the foot.
This illustration calls for TWO sep-
arate patterns, which will be ‘mailed

FOR  EACH -pattern,
stamps.

in’ silver or
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{ Just arrived, Large Shipment

OATS BRAN 1

- HAY!

Oats, Bran, Hay. :
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Your many footwear requirements in such
. strenuous times can be filled by
these famous shoes
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Th:héﬁi Queen Quality shoe creations
fulfil the d of the majority of women
in the following manner:
Style without gaudy display.
Dependable leathers,

Harmonious colo : ;
Extreme foot comfort. /

Thousands of women in this and other
. countries are continually enjoymg these
advantages.

Our store is the only place in town where
these famous shoes may be bought. -

PARKER & MONRGE, l.imited.,
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WAR SUMMARY.

Omr a front of thirty miles from
region of Arras to Peronne, Field
hal Haig’s forces have literally
hed the German front. The

thern portion of the famous Dro-
ﬁnrt-Queant switch-line, which has
&en heralded as the impregnable;
'wark of the Germamr defence in the
Yorth, has given way under the vio-f
e of the British onslaughts overi
entire fropt from thé Scarpe River |

Queant, a distance of virtually teui

les, and Monday night saw the Cana-

AT and English troops, who carried

Sut the manoeuvres, hard after the de- ,
feated enemy some three miles to the
eastward. - Thousands of prisoners |
‘have been taken from the strongly re- !
l!sﬂnx enemy, who at last accounto!
l
|
!

|

was fighting violently as he gave!
mnd towards the (Camal Du Nord.
By this victory seemingly is ended the
menace of the Hindenburg line to the |

, sonth, which the British are gradual-
" ly approaching over its entire front

already. Thoroughly outflanked q on

| the north and with the French well ;
. Upom {ts south base,
ylit!'»lpparently will require the Ger- !
| mans to relinquish the Hindenburg

military neces-

fortifications and realign their front
from Flanders to Rheims in order to
avert disaster at the ends of their now
#Swiftly moving antagonists. ® Already
the roads to Douai, Cambrai and St.
Quentin  are thoroughly invested by
the British and French armies, while
morth to Soissons the French and
Meuns are in a position of van-
M from which to carry out turning
Mlmntl which will outflank Laon
and the Chemin des Dames and Aisne
h\.‘, The situation of the  edemy,
¥lewed from the map, is of the most
'll'llm‘_ 8 he has yet been in.

. FEROCIOUS FIGHTING.

WITH THE BRITISH ARMY IN
SANCE, Sept. 2. (By the A.P.)—The

"‘ have pierced the Drocourt-
line in a fierce battle, which

m raging since dawn, and

will probably prove to be ome




