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, CHAPTER XXXVI. 
“The wagons are safe, boys! Close 

wagons!around the horses at the 
Don’t let them be wounded!"

The Englishman waved his sword, 
and turned his head to encourage his 
men. They saw he was smiling. A 
ball struck the turf at his horse’s 
feet, and the gallant animal leaped 
over the trench. A dozen men fell at 
that ovlley.

'Hurrah, boys! out of range at last! 
Now follow me! Aha! they see us 
from the walls. France and food!”

He said no more after that. There 
was no need. The Uhlans had seen 
them on a direct charge, and had 
wheeled and put spurs. The wagon
ers plied the whip, and the terrified 
animals plunged along at the top of 
their speed. The escort kept close 
around the wagons.

The reins lay between the teeth of 
the riders. A pistol was clutched in 
one hand, a naked saber in the other. 
They remembered the order; or they 
followed the action of their leader.

The plain trembled with the pound
ing of the hoofs. Two to one—nearly 
three to one, the Uhlans, with their 
terrible streaming lances, bore down 
on them. The Englishman took aim 
and fired. A Uhlan tumbled from his 
horse. Crack! crack! crack! .the 
shots flew, and many a horse dashed 
riderless into the plain.

Then they were together, and it 
was lance-thrust and saber-stroke. 
The Englishman fought like a demon, 
and hacked his gory way into the 
German ranks, and back among his 
own soldiers. Cries and moans, yells 
and curses—German and French— 
were all mingled in a hideous uproar. 
The other body of Uhlans was com
ing down on the flank. The convoy 
was stopped.

The Englishman looked around for 
a brief moment Then he raised his 
voice in a wild yell that rose above 
the other cries:

“Death or Paris! Follow me!”
Dashing down two Germans who 

barred his way, he opened a pathway 
to one of the wagons, and seized the 
bridle of one of the horses. The 
driver lay dead and ghastly over the 
sack of flour that had been his seat.

The terrified horses had been leap
ing and plunging, but with a strong 
hand on the rein of the leading horse 
they bent to their task. With saber 
waving in one hand, bridle rein in 
mouth, and* the other hand grasping

Makes Stubborn Coughs 
Vanish in a Hurry

"I was thanking God, dear. He has 
been very good to me. That is Lionet 
He will forgive me before I-die.”

the rein of the wagon horse, the Eng
lishman made a mad dash through 
the Uhlans.

Twenty of his own mem followed.
Half of them-dropped on the way. A 
bullet struck the shoulder of the Eng 
lishman; the saber dropped out of his 
hand.

“Fall behind, and protect the rear", 
he cried.

The order was obeyed, and the wag
on flew across the plain. The pursu
ing Uhlans had cut down all but 
three of the guard. Only a hundred 
yards more and the relief from the 
city would be up with him.

The last guard rolled with a wild 
yell upon the plain. The swift Uhlans 
were closing on the Englishman. Two 
more strides and the cruel lance would 
pierce his shoulders.

No, he wae not to die that way. He 
loosed the rein of the wagon horse 
and slapped him with the palm of his 
hand. Then wheeled and drew his 
pistol from its holster and shot Th 
man fell almost in his arms.

The next Uhlan was close behind, 
but there was no time for the Eng 
lishman to turn again. He looked to 
see that the wagon was flying with 
its precious freight toward the fam
ished city, and then fired again.

After that he did not remember, for 
the shot had not taken effect and the 
lance of the Uhlan had pierced him, 
and he had fallen off his gallant 
horse.

His next recollection was being 
carried somewhere on a litter, and he 
opened his eyes.

“Ah, comrades,” he whispered, “did 
the wagon get in?"

“Yes, it did, my hero,” was the an 
swer.

“You’ll have to divide my share, 
he said.

“No, no! You’ll be up a|id around sur8eon' 
with they best of us, and .dance in the anyhow- 

camp o( the Germans when they are 
retreating.”

“Any of my party saved?”
“No.”
“They died like brave men. Wher 

are you taking me?”
“To the hospital."
“Is it far?"
"Not two minutes yet Why?”
“I’m dying or fainting. I don 

know which. Ah, ah!”

He said no more then, and was car 
ried insensible to the outdoor hospit 
al—a collection of tents and shanties.

“Don’t take him in there,” cried 
some one, hastily, as he was being 
carried into a tent. "Sister Flora is 
in there."

The flap of the tent was lifted as he 
was being carried away. The face of 
Phyllis, heavy with sorrow, looked 
out at them. One of the men touched 
his cap.

“We did not know Sister Flora was 
in there. We will carry him else 
where."

“Let him come In,” said a whisper 
ed voice from inside, and all the men 
involuntarily took off their caps.

“Bring him in,” said Phyllis. “Who 
is he?"

“He is the hero who saved the wag
on.”

He was taken in and put on one of 
the cots—there were only the two.

“I will attend to him,” said Phyllis.
Will the surgeon be here?"
“He is on his way."

The men went out respectfully, 
each oue glancing at the white, beau
tiful face of Sister Flora, and then 
hurrying out ;

“Is it a bad case?” asked Flora.
“I do not dare to look,” answèrcd 

Phyllis, with difficulty restraining 
her tears.

“Poor fellow!” whispered Flora.
War is a terrible thing, dear; but it 

brings its mercies, too. Let me see 
him."

Phyllis lifted her so that she could 
see the wounded soldier.

What is it, dear?" she said, as she
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CHAPTER XXXVII. ,
Lionel—Sir Lionel!” whispered 

Phyllis, looking from the white face 
of Flora, on which a peaceful smile 
had settled, to the still, death-like 
face of the soldier.

Then she bent over him, and though 
the eyes were shut and the blood had 
gone from his cheeks, she recognized 
him.

There they lay—husband and wife, 
brought together by the inscrutable 
working,of Providence.

“Has the surgeon come?" asked 
Flora, suddenly.

Phyllis looked out of the tent.
"He is coming now,” she said.
Yes, he was coming in haste. He 

had just learned that a wounded sol
dier had been taken into the tent.

“You fools! you brutes!” he had 
angrily exclaimed. “She is dying for 
you, and you could not let her do it 
in peace."

He hurried up to Phyllis, and whis 
pered eagerly:

“It was an outrage! How could 
you permit.it?"

“Hush!” said Phyllis. “He is her 
husband!”

The syrgeon stared and entered 
without a word. Flora did not stir: 
but she seemed to know all that was 
being done. She did not speak until 
the examination was over.

“What does he say?" she asked 
Phyllis.

“It Is not dangerous, but he has 
lost a great deal of blood."

“I was sure he would live," said 
Flora. “Ask the doctor it he will 
forbidden to talk when he regains his 
senses.”

"May he talk to her when he re 
covers, doctor?"

“Certainly," said the surgeon.
If he would have soothed the las 

hours of the noblest woman he knew 
the surgeon would have made the 
wounded man speak, at the cost of hi; 
life.

Phyllis applied the lotion and 
dressed the wounds with her deft 
hands, and then gave Lionel the re 
storatlve.

“I won't wait for him," said the 
“I, can do nothing mon 
I -will return in a little 

while, and see that he is doing as he 
should. You wish him to recover, 
Sister Flora, and he shall."

It was his way of telling her how 
he esteemed her. She smiled.

“France and humanity!" muttered 
Lionel. “Ah,” he groaned. “Where 
am I?”

“Do not let him know I am here 
until he knows you, Phyllis," wbi; 
pered Flora.

Lionel looked up at the beautiful 
sorrowful face bending over him, and 
tried to puzzle out where he had seen 
it. He did not recognize it in the 
nurse’s cap.

“Oh, I’m wounded, it seems."
“Yes, and you must lie still 

you will disturb the bandages."
“Iv'e seen you before. Where?" 

and he stared at her. “Miss Phyllis 
By all that’s great and good! Little 
Miss Honesty! This is luck. Where’s 
Carrie?" he turned his head and 
looked at the other cot.

'Carrie is home," said Phyllis. “This 
is a tent in the outdoor hospital.

“You’re not as glad to see me as I 
am to see you,” he said, abruptly. 
Haven’t you gotten over that odd 

streak yet? What did I do to offend 
you?"

“Nothing at all. This is a strange 
place to find you in, Lord Basingwell.

Sir Lionel, at your service. Ba
singwell had another heir. A girl 
named Phyllis, but she didn’t strike

else
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me as a Misse Honesty. How is Car
rie?"

“Ever so much better. Thanks to 
yoiir liberal payment------"'

“Strictly business, I assure you, 
Miss Phyllis. I paid her just what 
was right. Much better, is she?"

“She can walk a little."
“Can she? Dear little Carrie! I’ve 

carried her in my heart ever since 
you turned me out, you know. I wish 
she were here. She’d be a little more 
enthusiastic than you are over a fel
low. Am I disturbing anybody by 
talking?”

“Not at all. One of the nurses was 
struck by a bullet and badly wound
ed."

“Brute! I hope they hung the man. 
Am I much hurt?"

“Not dangerously."
1 “Astonishing how a man can try 
and try and never get what he 
wants.”

"Oh, Sir Lionel! you didn't wish to 
be killed!”

He laughed in a feeble way.
"I wanted to get the provisions in 

first. After that I thought it might 
come."

“Are you strong enough to hear 
something?"'

“Hello!" he exclaimed. “What 
now? Not going to turn me cut again, 
are you? I declare I’m not strong 
enough for that," and he laughed 
again.

“No; it is something about your 
wife." '

"My wife! Flora! Do you know 
anything about her? Where is she? 
I’ve been looking for her until I was 
sure she must have been killed when 
thât fellow Gree was. Bad lot, Grce! 
He was the fellow who insulted you 
that night. Miss Phyllis. What do 
you know about my wife? Why should 
you be interested? I think I’m talk
ing a good deal. Am I light-headed?"

He was talking a great deal, but 
he was not in a delirium.

It is the fever from your wounds. 
I wish you would let me tell you 
about her. Will you?"

“Certainly. I would like to hear.
I wish Carrie were here. She and 1 
would laugh together. You are so 
melancholy. Go on. Poor Flora!"

Then you don’t hate her any 
more?”

Heaven forbid! I suppose you 
know all about it from the way you 
talk. Do you, Phyllis?"

Yes."
Well, I did hate her—hated her 

bitterly. But all the time there was 
something inside of me pleading for 
her. Men don’t pay attention to 
those things as women do, and I 
wouldn't listen. She asked me "before 

went away if I would kiss her. I 
never have got rid of her look since. 
I’d walk ten miles this minute if I 
knew it would kill me, to kiss her. Is 
she alive, Phyllis? You don’t mind 
if I call you Phyllis, do you? When 

m well I’ll put on the miss. Is she 
alive?”

Yes, but very ill.”
Is she? I suppose you mean she 

is dying. That is the way they al
ways tell any one. Is she where I 
can get to her?”

He started to get up, and Phyllis 
pressed him down.

"Please don’t. You shall see her if 
you wish. Tell me what yoq were 
going to say about forgiving her.”

(To be Continued.)
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Fashion Plaies.

The Home Dressmaker should keep 
a Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat
tern Cuts. These will be found very 
useful to refer to from time to time.

A PRETTY DRESS FOR THE 
TLE MISS.

LIT-

1609—Girls’ Dress, with or without 
Bolero, with Sleeve in either of Two 
Lengths, and with High or Square 
Neck Edge.

White voile with lace and insertion 
is here shown. The dress is nice for 
nun’s veiling or crepe in pink, blue 
or cream, with embroidery or lace for 
trimming. It may also be developed 
in challie, lawn, dimity or silk and is 
nice for serge, mixed suiting, ging
ham, chambrey and percale. The bo
lero may be omitted.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 4, 6. 
8 and 10 years. It requires 3% yards 
of 44-inch material for a 6 year size.

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

A SMART AFTERNOON DRESS.

>1

J6/8

Waist 1610; Skirt 1618—One could 
develop this style attractively In 
serge with matched satin for trim
ming, or in nun’s veiling, voile or 
gabardine. It is also nice for linen, 
gingham and other wash fabrics. The 
skirt is shaped at the right side. The 
waist is made with a chemisette and 
new collar. The fulness of the front 
is gathered beneath the yoke exten
sions of the back- portions. Waist 
and skirt may be made separately and 
of different material.

The Waist Pattern 1610, is cut in 
6 sizes: 34 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 inches 
bust measure. It will require 2% 
yards of 44 inch-material for a 36 
inch size. The Skirt Pattern 1618, is 
cut in 6 sizes: 22, 24, 26, 28, 30 and 32 
inches waist measure. It requires 414 
yards of 44 inch material for a me
dium size, which measures about 3% 
yards at the foot.

This ilustration calls for TWO sep
arate patterns, which will be mailed 
to any address on receoipt of 10 cents 
FOR EACH pattern in silver or 
stamps.

i i

Re..-------------

MIN A RIPS LINIMENT FOR 
EVERYWHERE.

SALE

Sise---------------------- „

Address hi fill:—

Name

N.B.—Be sure to cut out the illus
tration and send with the coupon, 
carefully filled out The pattern can 
iot reach you in less than IS days.

ARE YOU A MAN
who likes to be dressed well? If so, read this: It is, no doubt,

YOCR
ambition to get clothing fit for a 

, KING
and if you will enlist you will be able to get your uniform and 

great coat made by us. Our prices are right
AND

our styles and qualities are of the very best. There is no other 
factory throughout the 

COUNTRY
.where you will be better treated than by us, and where you can 

get better value. We are the oldest established factory 
in Newfoundland. If you 

NEED
proof of what we say, give us a trial and 

YOU
will not be disappointed. We are noted for the finest military 

and civil clothing in Newfoundland.

Nild. Clothing Company, Ltd.

Good TEA
IS IMPORTANT. •

When you buy

Upton's Tea
You will be sure to have good tea. It has always been 
a favourite on account of its purity. Lipton’s Tea is 
put up in % lb., 1/4 lb. and 1 lb. air tight, dust proof, 
germ proof packages or in handsome decorated 5 lb. 
tins.

Prices : 50c. and 60e. lb.

A Special Sale Bargain in Tea.
We also offer for a limited time a limited quantity 

of a superior make of tea other than Lipton’s at 40c.

(40c.)
per pound only. This is put up in 1 lb. packets only. 
You will find this a good tea also. Try a package at
once.

HENRY BLAIR
JUST ARRIVED

per Durango:

A splendid variety of Suit

ings. No two patterns 

alike. These goods were 

ordered before the big 

jump in Woollens and our

Customers
-----------------1
can have the
advantage of
OLD PRICES

Our new style sheets for 

Fall and Winter just to 

hand.

.ADIES’
111 Newest Si 

Very Late
lering af Speeia
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LADIES’ NAVY SPRING ( 
LADIES’ BLOUSES in Whi 

' ored makes.
LADIES’ WHITE UNDEI

underskirts.
LADIES’ WHITE EMBROII 

MED CAMISOLES, CO 
ERS.

LADIES’ WHITE PIQUE 
SKIRTS.

LADIES’ BLACK, NAVY & 
LADIES’ MOIRE, SATEEN 

\ SKIRTS.
LADIES’ and MISSES’ OV1

SEE THIS SELEG

HENRY

When you buy from us yo ]

Fine G* 
Good 
Bright

and every fting is carefully 
Out of town orders recei J

T. J. DUI
THE .RELIABLE

RED Cl

MLN ARP’S LINIMENT RELIEVES | 
NEURALGIA.

281-283 DUCKWORTH STREET.


