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Love in the Abbey
Lady Ethel’s Rival

CHAPTER XXIX.
UNANSWERABLE CHARGE.

AN

“Deceived you!” she echoes faintly. |

“Have I deceived you?”’

His face hardens, and hc drops her
hand as-if it had stung him, and it
falls against the rough seat with the
Yeakness of a dead limb.

“Why. do gou ask me that?” he says,
®.h his bent brows. “You are not so
P1ng; not so innocent of right and
rrong, not to know that you have be-
trayed me, Kitty!”

For a moment she fluskes hotly, and
flashes a proud denial, then her head
droops and she looks the impersoni-
fication of guilt, lovely and irresistible
still, but guilty!

He stands, looking at her with stern
reproachfulness,

“Kitty, I did not
word of this; I would have spared you
but—but—
can you tell me, truthfully, that I am

mean to say a

the shame of accusation;

the only man who has spoken of love
to you—that you have made no prom-
ise to another? I put the question to
you yesterday, and—Guc forgive you,
my poor child! You—lied to me!
MLw,” hoarsely, with a passion inten-
gi. ed by the effort to restrain it, “you
cannot wipe the memory of James
Ainsley from your mind.”

There is no need for her to speak;
her face, crimson and bowed with
shame, is all too eloquent.

“Where were
night?” he asks, forgefting his resolu-
#ea to deal gently with her, forget-
8ng everything but the mad love and
jealousy which burns within his brain,

and levels him_for the moment with

you. on. Tuesday

the commonest type of humanity.
“On Tuesday night?” says Kitty, in
a hollow voice, lifting her face with a
“You know where I
was. Is that
why—why you are leaving me?”
theater alone—

sudden defiance.
Why do you ask me?

“You were at the
alone!” with a cruel emphasis on the
word, “alone ‘with Mr. Ainsley!”

For a moment a wild thrill of hope
rushes through her; she lifts her face,
tremulous and eager, and the words
of denial—the quick, sharp words,
“Not alone with him—Reginald—"
forms upon her lips; but suddenly she

remembers her promise—a promise
that she must keep, foolish, idiotic as
it seems, but still a promise—and her
‘head droops again.

That flash of hope is reflected for a
moment on his own wildly beating
heart, but as it flies away he becomes
more bitter for the very disappoint-
ment.

o | dq_ not find anythirg for reproach
in that,” he says. “You are engaged,
you will be man and wife, and”—with

a pause more eloguent than words—
“there was no harm, God knows; but
why, heaven and earth! why did you
I ask you why did
you deceive me? God! that one so
childlike, should be so
Are all women born co-

keep it from me?

young, so

treacherous!

quettes?”
“Coquette!” she says, wincing, and

passionately. “Coquette — treacher-

ous—"

“Have you not betrayed him?” he
;asks, through his shut teeth. “I am
not the only one who suffers,
Do you think I have forgotten his part
business?

child.
and lot in this miserable
In all my misery, I can
left to pity him.”

Poor fellow!
find heart enough

Roused at last, Kitty springs to her
feet and confronts him.

“You—you need not pity him!” she
pants, fierce and defiant. “He mnever
spoke so cruelly to me, though”—fal-
tering, and flushing with hot shame—
“though, perhaps—perhaps he has
had more cause. You need not pity
him. It is true that—that he has lov-
!ed me for years and years—it is true
that I went to the theater with

him—
“And rode home with him!” he mut-

ters, his eyes gleaming jealously on
her flushed and defiant loveliness.

! “Yest,” says, looking him

| straight in the face. “Rode home with

t‘nm It is true that I promised

”

she

him——

With a gesture of passionate en-
treaty, he puts out his hand to stop
her. ,

“Spare me, then,” he says; “at least
spare me the—the recital of your love
passages, my child! It is too late
now; you should have told me yester-
day—yesterday.”

Stung - with shame at the hard
cruelty of the sarcasm, she shrinks
almost as if he had struck her.

“Yes,” she says, in an altered voice,
and with a deep sigh, “I should have
told you; I was a coward—a coward,

and afraid—"
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“Afraid!” he says reproachfully,
with & spasm of pnn./

“Yes, afraid,” she repeats, with the
same dim frankness. ‘“You—you were
g0 earnest, and so—so grave that I
couldn’t—oh!” covering her face with
her hands and breaking down—*“IL
couldn’t, though I tried | so hard—so
hard—to tell you, I couldn’t do it!”

Her distress nerves him almost be-
yond endurance.

“What is there in me to inspire
such fear?” he says, with a subdued
bitterness. “You were afraid of me—
afraid! and yet you said you loved
me! Ah, Kitty!”

She looks at him with a wan smile.

“There was no love there,” he says;
“love casteth out fear! How came
you to deceive yourself, my poor
child?”’ i

1f he could but read her smile aright
—the pitiful smile on the pale, quiver-
ing lips, that are so unlike Kitty's
red, ripe pouting ones. But his jeal-
ousy, his mistaken unbelief and sus-
picion blind him, and neither with his
actual nor his mental vision can he
see the plain truth, that she loves him
with all her sweet, little heart, and is
his, heart and soul his, if he will but
take her to him.

Wrestling with his own good, thrust-
ing his happiness away from him, with
the mistaken sense of honor and
right, he stands aloof from her; not
reproachful now, but full of & mis-
taken pity that is more than reproach.

To that last question Kitty does not
reply, and with a weary sigh, he
waves it away from him.

“Forgive me, my poor child,” he
says. “Indeed, I.see now how much
better it would have been if I had
effaced myself, left the scene without
these last words; they have been bit-
ter ones for both of us. How clearly
I see it all now, and I blame you no
longer. It is I who should ask for
forgiveness, and see, Kitty,” holding
out his hand toward her, “I do ask
for it.”

“What have 1. to forgive?”
says in a constrained voice.

“Yesterday,” he says.

She looks at him.

“Forgive you for tempting/ me from
—from my promise to James?™For-
give you for coming with your
wealth”—he winces—“with your great-
ness, with yourself, and tempting me
to—to—believe that you loved me?”

He head—rather it
drops on his breast.

Kitty draws a long b_reath and looks
at him with the same smile.
low,

she

inclines his

“Yes,” she says, in a clear
voice, “I forgive you, Lord Sterne.”
He looks up with a bitter reproach.

“Ah!” he says, “if you could but

{ have forgotten that I was Lord any-

thing!”

“You think that—that—I said what
I said yesterday hecause you " are
Lord Sterne?” she says.

“What else am I to think,” he an-
swers wearily. Then, with a burst of
passion, “God! to think that such
things as that ecould wzaigh with you—
I thought yesterday when you asked
me those questions about the "castle
that—that you were joking, that it
was a mere childish curiosity! Even
now I cannot—I will not believe that
you are utterly heartless and mercen-
ary! Can I look on your face and
believe it?”

“Thank you for so much!” says
Kitty, her lips curled with scorn. “It
is much for you to admit that I am
not utterly heartless and mercenary.
1 am grateful for even so0 good an
opinion of me.”

“No more, no more!” he pleads, as
if broken down. “Let us bury the
past—=such a short past—and forget
it. It is the kindest wish I can cher-
ish for you; it is the kindest you can
entertain for me. Let us go, each our
own way, and forget each other.
After all, our short day cannot cling
to you long, and for me”—he breaks
off with a moody silence—“I am used
to disappointment, Kitty, and I must
bear this; good-by.”

He puts out his hand with & mourn-
ful smile that makes his face doubly
haggard and wan.

“Good-by, my little Tove of @ day!

“Good-by, and God bless you.”

White, but tearless, she puts her
hand in his, and” at her touch the
strong man trembles like a child.

“Oh, my darling!” he cries hoarsely,
and drawing her toward him, he
presses her to his heart so tightly
and passionately that he hurts her.
“Oh, my darlifig, if you know how
how deeply you have stabbed me! Oh,
Kitty, Kitty! <If you knew, how I lov-
ed you yesterday—how I: love you:
still! 1It's the last time!” .and he
presses his lips to hers with a cling- )
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Here is a home-made syrup which mil-
lions of people have found to bethe most

dependable means of breaking up. stub

It is cheap an
very prompt in action. Under fxenl-
ing, soothing influence, ehelt
goes, phl loosens, breathing becomes '
“easier, tickling in throat Mps and %
8 | night’s restful steep, he
usual throat and chest colds are
quered by it in 24 hours or less. thh-
ing better for bronchitis, hoarseness,
croup, whooping cough, bronchial asthma
orTwinterkem;? eplendid o
o make this splen cough syrup,

pour ‘2% ounces of Pinex (50 cen s
worth), into_ & 16-0z. bottle and fill the
bottle with plain granulated sugar syrup
end shake thoroughly. If you prefer,
-‘use clnnﬂed *mohueo, honey, or_corn
syrup, sugar syrup. Either
way, YO\I geb lB ounces—a. family sup-
ply—of muech better cough s¥rup than
you could buy ready-made for $2.50.
Keeps perfectly and children love its
pleasant taste.

Pinex is a special and highly concen-

ted compound of genuine Norway
pine extract, known the world over for
its prompt healmg effect upon the mem-
branes.

To avoid disappointment @sk your
druggist for “21%4 ounces of Pinex” with
full directions, and don’t accept *iny-
thing else. Guaranteed to give absolute
satisfaction or money promntly refunded.
The Pinex Co., Toronto, Ont,

born coughs.
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We have just received by the S. S Adolph a large shipment
of photographic supplies, consisting of the following: PR
KODAKS—Premo and Brownie Cameras of all sizes, :
EASTMAN KODAK FILM for every size camera. : J
PREMO FELM PACKS of all sizes. ; :
/VELOX PAPER and POST-CARDS in gross and packages of dif-

ferent size and grades.
EASTMAN M. Q. TUBE DEVELOPER for paper.
EASTMAN SPECIAL DEVELOPER for plate or film.
ACID FIXING POWDER in 1 pound and 3¢ pound packages.
KODAK AMATEUR PRINTER.
ENAMEL TRAYS of all sizes.

Complete stock of PHOTOGRAPHIC CHEMICALS and every-
thing needsd in ‘Photographic Supplies for professional! or
amateur.

Always a Complete Stock on llllld at hen

TOOTON’S,

; The Kodak Store,
320 Water Street, St. John’s.
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ing, passionate, bitter kiss, puts her
from him, and without another word,
turns away and is gone. -

Kitty, sinking into the seat—almost
thrown there by his gesture of fare-
well—rises, panting and"frightened by
his passion, to detain him by a touch
or word, but even as she stretches out
her hands, a peal of thunder sounds
clattering over her head, and a flash
of lightning throws a vivid glare over
the scene, and shows her the stalwart
figure, hurrying, with bent head, out
of hearing and sight.

'Then, as she sinks back and covers
her face with her hands, the rain, that
seems to have been politely waiting
until my Lord Sterne’s adieuse are
quite concluded, pours down in a de-
luge.

CHAPTER XXX,

AN HONEST MAN’'S LOVE.

WITH an energy that seemed to be
almost human, the rain pours down;
the great drops come -at first slowly
and heavily through the ~ chestnut
leaves and fall with a dab on Kitty’s
head, as it r‘ests forlornly -upon the
seat, and then soaking through the
tree and penetrating the cotton dress,
that is not half so waterproof as the
Two little birds taking shel-
ter in the branches above head,
look down, and in forcible language
recommend her to take shelter also,

leaves.
her

and a squirrel sculling along the open
without an umbrella, turns his head
to stare at the prostrate,

little figure, with surprise and

miserable
con-
temptuous superiority.

But, though the rain actually stings
her shoulders and runs in spiteful
little rivaulets down about her neck,
Kitty remains as indifferent as the
ducks upon the pond, and looks like
a naiad taking a constitutional show-
er bath. Motionless and supine she
lies, with her face hidden on her arm,
her cheeks burning with mingled mis-
shame and wounded pain,
wishing, that a deluge
would come and wipe her and her un-
record.

ery and
doubtless,

happy existence out of the
Every now and then there comes a
flash’ of lightning and,a dull crash of
thunder, but the gods -are powerless
their wrath
passes over her as unnoticed as, the

to move her, and all

water that literally runs off her back.
(To be continued.)

Girls ! Have a Mass

of Beautiful Hair,
Soft, Glossy, Wavy

A small bottle destroys dandruff and
doubles beauty of your hair.

Within ten minutes after an appli-
cation of Danderine you can not find a
single trace of dandruft or falling hair
and your scalp will not itch, but what
will please you most will be after a
few week’'s use, when you see new
hair, fine and downy. at first—yes—but
really new hair—growing all over the
Ecalp.

A. utue
do

immediately
No

Danderine
:the beauty of your hair

scraggy, just moisten a cloth with
Danderine -and  carefully “draw it
through your hair, taking one small
strand at a time, The effect is am-
uing—ymn hair will be- light, fluffy
and wavy, and have an lwearance of
abundance; an .x;eomp.nble lustre,
softness and luxuriance.

Danderine trom any drug store or
toilet counter for a few cents and

‘nmn‘thtmrntrunpmumd'
nottuaa—thatithybeenno;bct g
ed ir injured by careless trestment— |

that’s all—you surely can have beuuu-
ful hair and lots of it if you will jnst

try a little Danderine.

JUST ARRIVED:

100 dozen Galvanized Buckets,

Assorted sizest 11,712, 13, 14 inch. .

ALSO'80' CASES 1

Enamelware.

White ‘Enamel Pails. Coffee Boilers.

Saucepans, all colors & sizes, Milk Kettles, 1, 2, 3, 4 qts,
Boilers, all colors & slzes. Pie Dishes.

Wash Basins, -~Dinner Plates,

Dish Pans.
Jugs.

Tea Kettles,
Tea Pots.
Coffee Pots.

Sink Drainers, '
Funnels.

Hollow Ware.

TIN LINED SAUCEPANS AND DINNER BOILERS,

FRY PANS, SLOP PAILS, OIL HEATERS,
OIL STOVES (2 wiek), LAMP BURNERS & CHIMNEYS,
STOVE PIPE ENAMEL, ALUMINUM PAINT,
GENERAL TINWARE, at

JOHN CLOUSTON’S

140-2 Duckworth Street,

PHONE 406.
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WARNER’S
Rust-Proof Corsets!

TUP THEM—
RUR THEM—
SCRUB THEM-—
KESP THEM CLEAN

You can’s hurt
WARNER’S RUST-ROOF
CORSETS.

They_ .have every  Quality that
spells - Service—they are light, dur-
able and comfortable.

The first feature that a woman ap-
preciates in a corset is shape, but the
shaping must be -comfortable.

This you.can rély apon through a
Warner’s Rust-proof. ~ “And the fact
that a corset is Jmpemoqs to moist-
ure is a feature not.to overlook.

Pnce from §2.30 per panr up.

LT

difference how dull, faded, brltt}e and |

Get a small bottle of Kuowltons‘

(3. 3. 1. JomN.)

All Ready for You,
Mr. Man!

3000 brils. FLOUR—
Best brands; .some
white while it lasts.

' 210 brls. HAM BUTT
"PORK at $44.00 brl

185 brls. BEST BONE-

LESS BEEF — Very

tender.’

brls, SPARE RIBS.

puncheons and brls,

Very Best MOLASS-

ES — Grocery and

Fancy.

bags PURE WHITE

CORN MEAL, Table.

bags YELLOW

FEED MEAL.

bags CATTLE FEED

from $4.50 bag.

Ha#¥ Chests TEA—

Great value.

And a full line of GROCER-
IES at Botiom Prices.

J. J. ST. JOHN.

65
130

95
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Cash’s CIGARS
Are Always Good.

136 and 138 Duckworth St. J

Regala Chica Fina

Bock Cigars,

absolutely the very best
Havana Cigar

on the market.

Do you remember what
trouble you had last year
getting your Xmas Cigars?
Better order a box of this
choice brand now.

Wholesale and Retail.

JAS. P. CASH,

Tobacconist,
WATER STREET.

{Expert
Denta! Servnce

Dr. A.B. Lehr,

l)enllsi

has dec1ded to speciale
ize in Extracting and
Plate Work. Fees con-
sistent with first - class
material and skilled
workmanship.

nov20,ecdtf

Insure with the

QU EEN,

tho Oommy having
number of
-‘.iew&undlud.
Every ‘satisfaction given In
gettling losses.

Office: 167 Water Street.
mm«. P. 0. Box 733,
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MINARD’S LINIMENT CURES DAND-
 RUFF. '

m of the votes for

t possible moment

Wihe remaining Parliamentary

LONDON, Nov. 25, 1918,

PARLIAMENT—LADY CAN-
DIDATES.

ghred electioneéer, whose judg-
of a difficult situation is as good

ent thus: Unionists 320
s Lloyd George Liberals (includ-
a few patriotic Labor men), 120; i
r Party, 60; Asquithite Liberals,
”. Jrish of various views (including
2 Feiners), 100. From another'
e I hear it said that six women |
dates are sure of election, in-
g Miss Violet Markham, Mrs.|§

Nup Snowden, and Miss Mary Mac-

‘,’mur. Miss Pankhurst is not reckon- |
‘f‘m the six, and the more general |
view is that Miss Markham is the on- | §

candidate who really has prospects |
of sitting at St. Stephen’s next year,
mconnection with this lady it is)
yery curious to remember that she
was one of the most bitter antagon-
womer move-  §
ment. According to her—and
gave her views on a great number of
put_forms and in many articles in
mapapers—woman's place was the
pome. Now she herself looks like be-
ing our first lady Member of Parlia-
ment and she explains the change
round by an alteration in her views
pecause of the war.

she |

THE LANTERN IN BIG
1 have not seen any reference to the
interesting fact that when the armis-
tice was signed and the news came
out on November 11th not only wag
Big Ben (the clock in the tower
the Houses of Parliament) illumina
ed, but the lantern at the very peak
of the tower, which in time of peace
parns as long as the Houseis sitt
and is turned out as soon as the
House rises, was relighted That
Jantern is a public signal, which is
pot only interesting but also to many '
people useful. Officials of
coming on late duty have looked up
to gee whether it was burning or not,
and if it was out have turned back
pome, knowing that the House was up
and that they were not wanted. I have
myself had first word of a Govern-
ment defeat from seeing that the light |
was out. At that time (it was hefnro“
the war) nothing but .a Government
defeat could have explained the rising
of the House so early. The lamerni
yas put out when the air raids began
—perhaps unnecessarily. At any rate, |
from the first hour of peace it was lit
again, and now once more one can |
look up at the Clock Tower and know |
that if that light is burning the Housr‘?
of Commons is sitting.

THE CENSORSHIP.

BEN.

also.

the House ' g

¢ it ol N i U8 k.

The universal demand for the aboli-
tion of the censorship at the earliest
has some: |

Govern~

made
glight impression upon the
ment, and obtained a few concessions
fo.public opinion. But Lord Bur 1
and his supporters demand
arelaxation of war measures and
cautions will clearly have to use all

in the

U;‘PUI'
funities before the dissolution in de
manding from the reluctant tempor
ary authorities even piecemeal
renders of this, that, and the

petty restriction without justifi

in common sense or utility

man has had charge of the

door he is not very willing to give
up”"—Lord Crewe's epigrammati
Simmary of the situation
stribes the position. Certain restr
tions are still necessary,
know, but censorship which serves no
useful purpose now, is not ev
tongistently applied must
Iy come to an end. If the censor )
should be repeaed or even suspended
during the General Election, the new
Parliament, however composed, Wwill
take good care that D.O.R.A. (the
fence of the Realm Act) is

fully de-;
as we all

and
imme

De- |
never |

| “fesurrected.”

INTRIGUE ON NEUTRAL |
SOIL.

The rapi®ly-growing

GERM AN

suspicion evi- |t

L @ent in various quarters here that the | W8
i Dleésent rulers of Germany—who seem | {

iMrangely undefined—are not acting
Mraightforwardly by the Allies will |is8
e deepened by the knowledge that,
@ttording to a well-placed corres-
Mhdent at Berne (Switzerland),
t‘: is practically a Cabinet of ex-
ign Secretaries and other high
bOficials from Berlin gathered at the:
{Mnt moment ~ in S\vitzerland.t [
]long them may be mentioned Her-;
von Jagow, Zimmermann, and von
lhimann, who meet, apparently on

‘WHENF

of feeling “all knockc d
has “gone back on hixg
too much for him”
moming glass of

Abbey

: what he needs to bnns baCk
" good cheer and bodily vigor.
G - Recommended by Physic
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