For Constipated Bowels— Bilious leer

The nicest cathartic-laxative to
physic your bowels when you have
Headache Biliousness
Colds Indigestion
Dizziness Sour Stomach

Js candy-like Cascarets. One or two

to-night will empty your bowels com-
pletely by morning and you will feel
splendid. “They work while you
sleep.” .Cascarets never stir you up
or rgipe like Salts, Pills, Calomel,

or ‘Oi and they cost only ten cents a .

box.. - Children-love Cascarets too.

“Flowers of the
Valley,

MABEL HOWARD,
OF THE LYRIC.

CHAPTER XXI
MABEL HOWARD, OF THE LYRIC.

Presently, as the music began a
waltz, her father came across the
room, as if looking for her.

“Do you want me, papa?”’ she said,
and the circle round her opened to ad-
mit him.

“It’s rather late,” he said, with a
well-bred little yawn, “and I'm think-
ing of going home to bed. That is all.
The duchess will take care of you,
Lilian.” ¢

As he spoke he looked at her mean-
ingly, and she drew her arm from her
partner and slipped it within "her fa-
ther’s.

“I'll go with you to the door,
said, and, looking back over her shoul-
der, she added, archly, “Am I not a
good child? What is it, papa?’ she
said, when they had got clear of the

" ghe

crowd and stood in one of the rooms |

leading to the staircase. “You want to
say something to me?”

Lord Foyle formed the word “yes!”
with his lips. He was a tall, thin man
from the sole of his feet to the crown
of his head; but there was a look in
his eyes and about the clear-cut lips
which made people, when they saw
him first, grow reserved and cautious.
It was not a cunning look exactly, but
it just stopped short of it.

“He has come!” he said, smiling,
and waving his hand to some one in the
distance even as he spoke.

“I know it. I have seen him. And if I
had not, I should have:heard of it!”
ghe added, with-a littlé scornful smile.
“They watch him™as catd do a mouse!”

“A mouse worth a million, and mas-
ter of Knighton Revels is worth watch-
ing.” he said, in a low, clear, musical
voice. “He is here, and I have been
talking to him. Prepare yourself for a
disappointment.”

“A disappointment?’ she said, and
the faint blush color sped out of her
cheek.

“] cannot understand—I have said
as much all through—why you should
feel so confident,” he went on. “He
has paid you some attention, I admit,

the only intimate he has in society—
and—"

“Did I ever say that I was confid-
ent?”’ she said, almost inaudibly.

He shrugged his shoulders.

“You gave me that impression. Per-
haps the wish was father to the
thought, for you know how much im-
portance I attach to this—to your suc-
cess with him. Frankly, Lilian, I am
at my last tether. Your marriage with
Heron Coverdale would be my salva-
tion. Ah, Lovelace, how do you do? No,
my daughter is not going; we are only
taking a stroll.”

“I know it. Do you think I do not
know it?” she said through her closed
teeth; “and do you think that, know-
ing it, I would not move heaven and
earth to—bring it about? You call me
confident. I am not confident; but”—
she paused—“if I cannot win him,
which of these can?’ with a pride
which was almost sublime in its audac-
ity, and she waved her fan toward the
crowd. ) .

He nodded.

“Yes, you are beautiful. I am proud
of your bea‘nty, Heaven knows; and,
as you say, if any one—— But he is
most difficult. I told you to prepare
for disappointment. He has just told
me that he is going to leave London.
He says that he is not ill, and yet he
looks worn and haggard. If I did not
know that he neither drinks nor gam-
bles, I should say—"

“Leave London?” she said, and the
short, white, even teeth caught at her

under lip.-“That is a new and sudden
resolution! Why?”

Her father ‘'shrugged his shoulders,
and-the ‘hard, cunning look came into
his eyes.

"i don’t know. He dldn't explain.
Heron Coverdale is not one to-give his
reasons for any course of action. I
suppose he is tired of it!”

She flushed hotly.

“That is a poor compliment to me,”
she said, with a cold smile.

“Wwell!” he said. “That is the only
reason.”

“No!"” she said, in a low voice; “it
is not. Papa, there is some secret con-
nected, with Heron Coverdale’s life;
something that haunts him, and makes
him unlike other men. I thonght that
it was some love affair; but I doubt it
now. If it should be——" She atopped.

Her father looked at her sharply.

“Well?”

“If it should be,-I should feel the
confidence you accuse me of!”

“You would?”

“Yes!” and she drew her graceful
figure to its full height,.and flashed a
proud, defiant glance from her beauti-
ful eyes. “Yes! If a man has loved
once, he can love again—and there i#
no woman under the sun that I would
not match myself against!”

Lord Foyle looked at her.

“By Heaven!"- he murmured, “I
think you are right! Hush! here he
comes!” ’

CHAPTER XXII.
BEHIND THE FOOTLIGHTS.

Three paragraphs in the society pa-
pers attracted a great deal of atten-
tion. One was to the effect that the
Earl of Coverdale had left’London and
gone to his country-seat, the Revels,
at Knighton; the second was an an-
nouncement that Lord and Lady Lilian
Foyle had taken a funished house at
Beverley, and the third was a para-
graph in the dramatic columns, stat-
ing t?mt Mr. Stapleson was about to
introduce Miss Mabel Howard, the
young lady whese exquisite voice had
made so much sensation at the Duch-
ess of Rossdale’s “at hame,” to = the
operatic stage, and that great things
were expected of her.

At the first announcement the world
shrugged its shoulders and tried to
look resigned. Lord Heron had earned
for himself the character of being ec-
centric; he had flashed upon society,
the noble and wealthy owner of one of
the largest estates in the country, and,
instead of quietly submitting to be
angled for by all the mothers of mar-

but I am ‘an old friend of his——about: riageable daughters he had turned a

cold back!

As for Lilian Foyle, that she should
leave London in the height of the sea-
son and go down and bury herself
within the depths of the country, at
first excited great surprise; but when
it was discovered that Beverley was
very near Lord Coverdale’s place, the
Revels, the knowing ones smiled at
each other significantly, and under-
stood the whole thing.

The third announcement stirred the
dramatic world principally, but so-
ciety itself-was also greatly interested.
There was a mystery about this beau-
tiful and refined-looking girl which
piqued curiosity; no one new whence
she had come. Until they had heard her
sing at the Duchess of Rossdale’s, no
one had ever heard of or seen her. She
was unknown in dramatic and music-
al circles as in society, and the wild-
est and most improbable rumors were
sep afloat as to her origin.

It was said by some that she was a
protegee of M® Stapleson’s whom he
had been keeping snugly hid until her
voice was formed; by others; that she
was the daughter of an impoverished
Irish peer; but though no one could
learn anything definite, it was gener-
ally understood that Miss Mabel How-

ard was a lady by birth, and somebody |

above the statue of the ordinary pro-
fessional.

Mr. Stapleson, when questioned,
merely winked and looked knowing, to
hide his ignorance and to keep up the
interest and curigsity whl@. formed

The Figest Green Tea

‘you can buy is undoubtedly

N

-.bout as ﬁlu.blo an advntlum.nt
for the Lyric as he could have desired.

of thé stir she was making, went“on’
working steadily. 'l‘hobelioululsw-
gon can be transformed” iﬁtﬁ m’ scwr
in one night and take the ‘world by
storm without having had any experi<
ence or tuition in stage business has
been exploded long ago. The young
ladies who play Juliet for the first time
without any rehearsals and achieve
brilliant Buccesses exist only in fiction,
and are not to be met with in real
l!te./ ;

Mr. Stapleson was quite well aware
of this, and he strove might and main
for opportunities for giving 1Iris as
many rehearsals and lessons as pos-
sible.

“The Imprisonéd Princess,” as the’
new opera was rather stugidly called,
was put off for a mouth, and rehear-
sals were held every day. Iris worked
hard, too, at home. The music was not
difficult, and she learned it very quick-
1y, but the acting was a very different
matter, and this she studied day and
night, almost unceasingly.’ |

She and.Paul ‘spent hours practicing
the various scenes in which she ap-
peared, and he would limp about the
room, taking the part of the prince
and rehearsing the various scenes
with her. His confidence in her success
never wavered for a moment; indeed,
it grew. hour by hour, and often when
Iris would say, with a smile: |

“Paul, what will you do when I
break down and the people take to
hissing instead of applauding—will you
be very sorry?’ he would retort: |

“You break down? I know you will
not, I know it as surely as if the night
were over, and you were -  standing,
bowing, with your hands.full of flow-/
ers.”

“Why do you feel so certain?’ Iris
asked, gravely. “People often break
down on their first appearance, Pnul."i

“Yes, they do, the sticks and incap-
ables, and some who are not sticks and
incapables; but they are mervous or
self-conscious. Now, you are mnot a
stick, Mabel.”

“Thanks!” she said, with a laugh.
“If I could only feel sure of that!”

“You can act!” he almost shouted.
“Do you think I don’'t know?—I, who
have watched actors night after night!
Everything you have got to say you
say as if there was a point to it, and
then you walk and move to the part. |
Why, if you were to act it in a dumb
show they would know what you,
meant.”

“Oh, come Paul!” Iris remonstrated, ;
with a laugh at his fervor.

“It is true!” he reiterated. “And then
the way you move—why, it is a de-
light to see you cross the stage.”

Iris shook her head, smiling.

“Paul, you see me through rose-
colored spectacles. Now, if you would
give out a pair of them to each of thy
audience——"

“They won’t want any rose-colored
spectacles!” he retorted. “And then,
there’s your voice—you’ll admit I can’t
be mistaken there, Mabel? I shouldn’t
flatter you on that point.”

thing I may get through the songs,

Mesnwule, Iris, “quite uneoucioua :

“No, Paul,” admitted Iris, quietly. “I].

perhaps.”

“Yes, you'll ‘get through’ then,” he;
said, with a confident smile;
Lif the audience will let you. It's my |
opinion that there will be such a storm
of applause at the first verse that you
will have to wait, but you'll
through them eventually!” l

“Your song will.be a success, Paul,
at any rate; I feel no uncertainly,
about that,” she said, for the com-;

song, and it had been put in the place
of the criginal.

“If it should, it will e owing to your
singing it, Mabel, dear,” Paul said, with
a flush.

“And it that succeeds,\as it will—I
don’t care very much for my part in
the business—yes, I do!” she added,
quickly, as an expression of - pain
crossed Paul’s pale face. “Yes, I will
succeed for your sake, and Mr. Staple-
son, and Mrs. Berry, and all who have
put such trust in me.”

“Oh, now you talk yourself, Mabel!”
he exclaimed, joyously; “once you be-
gin to look at it in that way, you are
bound to. -be - successful! And-—obh,
Mabel, think of it—all London will be
ringing with your praises; you will be
Tich and famous, and—oh, Mabel, how
happy we shall be!”

Iris turned her face away, that he
might not see the sad smile which rose
to her lips.

Happy! What happiness could there
be for her, who had lost father, name,
and lover!.

But if it cod'm Mot bring her hap-
piness, her.work, hard and unremitt-
ing, brought comsolation. There was
little time to dwell upon her lost home
and the man she had sent from her,
when there were sometimes two re-
hearsals a‘day at the Lyric, and con-
stant practice at home with Paul!

get
Isguardlng the approach to the Scilly

poser of the opera had acknowledged |
the beauty of Paul’s setting to the,

There. was no time for'her to think,
‘| and she Was glad of it. : -

remn.
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\We have ]ust received a shlpment of Boots for Men, Women and Chlld
‘All new stock at 1914 prices.

LADIES’ HIGH Cu: .
good walkmtr heel.

'Pr:ce $6.50

Price only $6. 50
Same in Tan K]d only $7.60,

Price $6.75

: \ 5 .
MEN’S CANADIAN ARMY BOOT—Good
“heavy solid leather boot, only  $6.75.
Same style for boys, sizes 1 to 5, only

$4.00.

e,
e

_OCK BOOT with

We can fit correctly any of these styles
of footwear with Rubbers.

—~ber heels.

value.
oct22,eod

MEN'S BLOCK CALF BOOTS, pointed
“ toes, only $6.0¢ per pair. Re
Secure your size to-day.

LS

Mail Orders
Receive Prompt

Attention

rubber heels.

Price $8 00

MEN’S TAN CALF BLUCHER, with rub-
The Young Man Boots, only

$8.00

Safne styles in Black, only $7.00, without

ar $10.00

F. Smallwoo

The Home of
9 Good Shoes,

218 and 220 Water Street

Life in a Lighthouse.

By a Lighthousce-Keeper.
Lonely as our life is, there is no
lighthouse-keeper who would change
places with any “landlubber” he
knows, for his work has a peculiar

“that is, “fascinatxon for him.

Now is beginning the really trying
time for the keepers, especially those
on the outlaying lights, such as the
“Wolf,” at Penzance, or the “Bishop,”

Islands. The Trinity House tenders
i have made their first autumn tour with
stores and provisions and the long
winter months-ahead will bring their
sum of really hard wérk.

Most lighthouses have thréeikeepers.

Breakdown
extreme depression _and

which comes over
one at times is the most alarming
symptom of nervous exhaustion.

This letter is a message of hope
to all who find themselves i in
unfortunate condmon.

-} working of the foghorn: This is driven

| in special- graphic. charts.

+ mqter and the “barometer, study of

|to-day has become ‘exceedingly valu~
: ablo in npplyinz weather information;

£

Their day is taken. up in doing odd
jobs, lamp-cleaning, scrubbing, and

lighthouse the spick and span appear-
ance that attracts the attention of the
visitor.

With .dusk, work begins in earnest.
It is a law that there must always be
one man on duty in the light-room.
As soon as the sun sets, the blinds,

are lifted, and the lamp is lit.

the clock which regulates the moving
apparatus—lowering ‘the iron shutter
over ‘the light at regular intervals, so
that ‘passing ‘vessels see s§0 many
seconds of steady light, followed by
(80 many of darkness.

- L L] L L * * * L

All ‘through the night the clock is
kept wound and working; every hour
the keeper must raise the rams which
drive the oil up te the lamp, and at
intervals he must stroll out on to the
gallery to watch for gsnything unusual
at sea,

This night-labour- is taken in turns
by the keepers, the relieved man snatch
ing a few hours of sleep.

Should a glass in the lantern break,
as sometimes happens,” the watcher
raises the alarm, and ‘a “storm-pane,”
specially kept for such an emergency,
is fitted. Disaster might follow should
such an gecident not be remedied im-
mediately.

The keeper-has algo to see to the

by-compressed air, and the volume of
the sound is regulated and recorded

Great care must be taken in direct-
ing the goungl. Should the fog change
its course the keeper at once turns the
mouth of the horn .in another direc-
tien.. .

Periodical read.inn of the ther-

the ‘dfrection of the wind and the state
of the sea’andd sky are all part of the
keeper's business. The lighthouse of

" Yét the keeper's life exatfing
throtigh it b& is not all work: Often
mm xQnily occupies the light-
h him. He has his recrea-

When

polishing—all necessary to give the !

which veil the light daring the day, |

{
When this is done, the keeper starts .
'and at August-on-Rhine, or Augusta !

Did Caesar Smoke ?

About thirty years ago potsherds of
pipe bowls as thick as a man’s thumb
{ were found in the course of the exca-
| vation of a Roman Castle in the vic-

inity of Hanan. The bowls were
made of grey clay, and browned by
iheat. Subsequently, numerous frag-
ments of what were evidently clay
. pipes were unearthed in the ruins of
Roman settlements in Switzerland

Rauracorum, as it was called by the
ancient Romans. Careful examina-
tion proved that the potsherds were
parts of clay pipes much like the
clay pipes of the present-day Dutch
fishermen, the only differénce - being
that the stem of the Roman pipe was
very short, and probably a thick
straw was used as. a mouthpiece.
Some of the excavated pipe bowls
have hinges, indicating that the Ro—f
mans used pipes with covers. There
arises the question, “What did  the

. mercenaries

Romans smoke?’ It is possible that
inhalation of the smoke of certain
plants was as common in the ancient
Roman Empires as the use of so-
called patent medicines is to-day in
this country, &nd the people, by-and-
by, became accustomed to smoking
aromatic narcotics, like lavender,' to
while time away. The fact that
smoking pipes were excavated in
ancient Roman castles in Switzerland
and Germany.indicates that barbarian
in the
adopted their southern masters’ cus-
tom. During the migration of the
nations, smoking,,K like other customs
of civilized anpcient times, was lost in
Europe, to be revived more than a
thousand years later when Spaniards
carried tobacco from America to the
old continent.

“A Pleasure
To Take”

our 'Congh and Cold Cure, Because it
is composed ‘ pure and - harmiess
drugs, .

No cough remedy has ever been
discovered 'that will cure every
cough, but we think we have one that
comes a little nearer to doing it than
‘most of them., We have prepared’ lts
for years, it has. been tried in all
‘manner of cases. and given satisfac-
‘tion. We ask you to rememher and
try this: ¥

BBocause it sa!a.‘t

ecauge it 18 mo| Qrtain to curm

Because- it -is pleasant to

Vh:nm”u is mm: hpd Ior chﬂ-

THANKSGIVING DAY.

Lord, teach us to see the greater good
Despite the petty care,
Let us recall when trials fall
The blessings that we share,
Let all our selfish murmurings cease
Before the glorious gift of peace.

Roman army,

Some Fresh
Arrivals
This Week

ELLIS & Bﬂ.

LIMITED,
203 WATER STREET.

Fresh Canadian Chicken.
Fresh Canadian Turkeys.
Fresh P. E. I. Ducks.

Grape Fruit.
Naval Oranges.
Seedless Lemons. ..
Bartlett Pears.

Ripe -‘Bananas.

“Tokay Red Grapes.
_Almeria Green Grapes.
Dessert. . Apples.

FRESH EGGS.

—
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Dear Lord, in years of old" we prayed

Thy favor on our arms.

‘When we were tasked for strength, we..
asked

To stand to war’s alarms.

Now shall life's trivial woes destroy

The memory of our greatest joy?

Out of the dangers we have come.

Here all mankind is free, ¢

Our skies have cleared, the thinz W
feared -

We know shall never be.

Lord by Thy will and Thy command

No tyrant’s yoke is on our land.

With mtelul hearts let us rejoice
11 holds the sky,
'.I'hq tht truths shines on our youth
No starving children cry,.
Our country, by Thy gracious will,

New Celery.

Ripe’ Tomatoes.
" Carréts.
- Beetroot.

Swéet Potatoes.
Whlte Pickling Onions.

_,..ACalup;'m‘a Onions.
»-3panish Onions.

—

Is Preodma,.“rlertou bulwark still.-§¢

Belfast (
Has Va

Tour.

DOOR OF HOPE

LO!
Lord Birkenhead,

: hearers to take
w of the difficult g
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