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indication of a cold or sore throat. It ia simple 
to aa you juet light the little lamp that 
vaporizes the Cresolene and place it near the 
bed. The toothing: antiseptic vapor makes 
breathing easy, relieves the cough, eases the 

less and congestion, and protects in 
Recommended for Wfcaspisc Cengh.

Spasmodic Creep, lafleenxs, 
Brsnchitia, Cracks, Nasal 
Catarrh and Astinsa. 
Cresolene has been used 
for the past 40 years. 
The benefit is unques
tionable. Send for 
descriptive booklet.

■OLD BV OnUOOISTS
VAPO-CRESOLENE CO. 

Ueems-Milw Bldg.
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Happiness 
At Last;

------os------
Loyalty Recompensed.

CHAPTER XXVI.
She rose and got a bottle—Bobby 

opened it—and she died the glasses 
ot the players' Then she leaned over 
Trevor’s cards, just dealt, and touch
ed Uiero with the slim taper finger ot 
her left hand; with her right she 
smoothed the soit dark hair from her 
forehead.

Trevor looked up at her and caught 
her hand, held it Cor a moment, then 
pressed it to his lips. Bobby saw the 
action, but Morgan Thorpe did not, or , 
appeared not to see It.

She pouted, withdrew her hand slow- j 
ly, and went back to her place.

A moment later Trevor flung down ; 
his cards.

"Lost!” he said. “Was it double or 
quits?”

“It was,” replied Morgan Thorpe. 
“Lucky I played that king, Trevor!”

“Yes," snarled Trevor. “It was al
most as If you knew I held the queen." 

Thorpe laughed.
“Wasn't it? A mere fluke on my 

part; à rare piece of luck."
Trevor pushed some bank-notes 

across the table, drank a draught of 
champagne, and rose suddenly, very 
nearly upsetting the table.

“I’m done for to-night," he said, 
liughly.
He went toward the fire and stood 

glowering at It, his hands thrust In 
nls pockets.

"And so you don’t play, eh, Deane?" 
he said, looking down at Bobby with 
a sneer. '

“No," said Bobby; “I’ve chucked it. 
As I said, I can’t afford it!”

“By Heaven, It would have been well 
for me if I’d come to that years ago,” 
said Trevor, with a harsh laugh. 

Bobby rose.
“I must be going," he said. “Are you 

coming, Trevor?"
“No,” replied Trevor, curtly.
Bobby said “Good-night.”
“You will come again soon?" Laura 

murmured, as she pressed his hand— 
and left.

Trevor stood staring at the fire for 
a few minutes, then he looked over his 
shoulder at Morgan Thorpe, who was 
lighting a cigarette.

“Thorpe, I want to speak to your 
sister,” he said.
..Morgan Thorpe looked over his 
cigarette and raised his brows. 

“Certainly, my dear Trevor!” he 
. said, pleasantly. "I efface myself in- 
etanter!”

When the door had closed upon him, 
Trevor looked down at the woman sit
ting over the lire. His eyes were blood

shot, they‘and his red hair accentuat
ing the pallor of his face.

“Laura, I want to speak to you,” he 
Said. “I’m sick of this."

She looked up at him with a faint 
smile.

"It’s about played out as far as I am 
concerned," he went bn In a strained 
voice. “I can’t stand It any longer— 
and d—n it, what's more, I won’t!"

“Why use such language; what Is 
the matter?’ she murmured.

“Never mind my language," he re
torted. “It expresses my feelings. 
Laura, you know I love you, you know 
that I love you—Bah! what’s the use 
of saying it? You know it all. Will 
you be my wife? I want your answer. 
I’m sick of playing'this game, sick ot 
seeing you flirting with that—that d— 
d boy. If you care for me enough to 
be my wfe, say so. I can’t and I won’t 
wait any longer!"

His eyes shone redly, his lips were 
set and dry, and his voice rasped 
huskily. For a moment the woman was 
daunted. She had played this man as 
an angler plays a trout; now tighten
ing. now loosening the line. And now 
that he had come to the surface, lo! 
It was not a trout, bnt a shark, a 
dragen With gleaming teeth, a thing 
almost to be feared! She turned rather 
pale under her powder, but she smiled 
tenderly, as she murmured:

“You know I care for you—Ralph!” 
“Do I?” he said. “But do I? I’m not 

so sure that I do. Sometimes I have 
half an idea that you—you have been 
fooling me, that—’’ The words were j 
broken by his clinched teeth ; his face j 
grew red, Then, suddenly, his mood | 

j changed, and he flung himself on his |
I knees besides her and gripped her | 
i hands. “Laura, for God’s sake, tell me |
I the truth! If you love me, be my wife 
at once— at once! I can not, I will not 
wait any longer. I am half mad with 
love ot you; I am drifting to the devil 
while you—you keep me shilly-shally
ing. You know that, you know that I 
am on the road to ruin; marry me and 
save me—if you love me. If you do 
not, then—then—I will go. Oh, Laura, 
have pity on me!”

His upturned face was distorted by 
his passion, and suddenly his head fell 
until his face was hidden in her lap, 
his hands gripping her dress.

There was something terrible in his 
self-abandonment, terrible and piti
able, and most women would have been 
both terrified and pitying. But this 
woman had no heart, and was Incap
able of pity. The touch of fear which | 
had assailed her passed away as he 
surrendered himself to his passion, 
and loathing and contempt took its 
place. v

She looked down with a moue of 
contempt at the bowed red head, at 
the clinched hands, upon which the 
veins stood out in thick cords ; but her 
voice was exquisitely tender and lov
ing às she whispered:

“You know I love you, Ralph, and— 
and I will marry you It you wish it; 
it you think it wise to trust your life 
to mine so full of the sorrows of the 
past.”

He raised his head, his face trans
figured by relief, joy; and keeping his 
arm around her, he drew her down to 
him.

“Laura, my own!” he cried, hoarse
ly.

She suffered the embrace for a mo
ment; she even put her lips to his hot 
forehead, then she slipped from his 
arms and rose.

“Go now, Ralph!” she said, caress
ing his hand. “You—you almost fright
en me!”

“Forgive me, dearest, forgive me! If 
you knew how I love you!”

“Perhaps I do.” She smiled sweetly 
at him, and let her head rest on his
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breast for a moment. “But, Ralph, we 
—we must not be rash. You will wait.”

His face darkened instantly.
“Wait! Why should we?” hè began.
“Foolish boy, I do not mean tor 

long; for—for a month.”
“A fortnight," he said, eagerly. 

“Three weeks, then!"
She made .a gesture of assent
“Go now, dearest!”
She had to endure his parting em

brace, with a tender, smiling affecta
tion of returning It; but what It cost 
her was expressed by the cry of dis
gust which broke from her lips almost 
before he washout of hearing.

Morgan Thorpe, coming in, found 
her crouching over the fire, and wip
ing her lips, her arms, which his lips 
had touched, with her handkerofcief, 
as if to free them from some stwln.

"Bah!" she exclaimed, with a ges
ture of loathing. “Why did you not 
come in sooner and save me from that 
—that savage?"

“What is the matter?” he asked. 
"Has Trevor—-’’

“Yes," she said, between her teeth. 
“He has been making love, has asked 
me to be his wife.” She gave a low 
laugh of derision. “And Insisted upon 
an answer.”

“And what did you say?” he asked.
She laughed again.
“Yes."
He started.
“Great Heaven! Couldn’t you have

OVERCOAT WEATHER.
We are showing a Superior Line of Coatings in 

Light and Dark patterns, suitable for the chilly even
ings, and have also received our first shipment of 
Winter Coatings, including a Superior Indigo Dye Blue 
Nap of extra good quality.

As woollens are still advancing, we advise you to or
der your Fall and Winter Suit and Overcoat now.

Prompt delivery and satisfaction guaranteed.

CHARLES J. ELLIS,
High Class Tailor, 302 Water Street.
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Ncwcastle-on-Tyne, England,

“No, I couldn’t!” she broke in, with 
something like a snarl. She did not 
look very beautiful at that moment. “I 
couldn’t put him off. I was—yes— 
afraid. He behaved like a madman. 
Look at my hair! I hate all men; you 
are all brutes!’

Morgan Thorpe watched her with a 
cunning intentness.

“This is indeed serious," he said 
again. “Look here, Laura, this chap 
Isn’t like most of the others; he’s a! 
nasty one to tackle. We shall have to 
make a bolt for it"

She shrugged her white shoulders 
indifferently.

“Yes, we must fold up our tents like 
the Arabs, and silently steal away," 
he said. “It’s lucky he didn’t break out 
before.”

“Yes; I suppose you’ve plucked him 
pretty well by this time?" she said, 
callously.

Morgan Thorpe nodded quite as call
ously.

“Pretty near," he assented. “And, 
come to think of it, It’s as well that 
we should make a move. The other 
boy has grown shy, and there’s no 
more to be made out of him."

She yawned with profound indiffer
ence.

“He’s not so had as the other," she 
said. “He’s only a fool. Trevor Is a 
brute and a savage as well.”

“All the more reason for giving him 
the slip,” said Morgan Thorpe. “We 
could clear out in a few days. By a 
stroke of luck, I have not paid the last 
quarter’s rent.” He poured out some 
wine and took it to her, and she drank 
It at a draught, and he followed her ! 
example. "I’m not so sure that the 
other boy, Deane, is quite exhausted,” 
he said, musingly. “He took up his I.
O. U.’s to-night, and he is good for an
other hundred or two. Look here, 
Laura, here’s an idea.” He came over 
to the fire and leaned against the 
mantel-piece, looking down at her. 
“He won’t play any'more, I’m certain 
of that. But couldn’t we run a grand 
coup? How would it be if you were to 
work him for a biggish sum, say, a 
couple of hundred pounds?"

She yawned.
"How?”
"It’s easy enough. You can do any

thing with him.”
I’m not so sure," she said, reflec

tively. “He’s not such a fool as you 
think him, and I fancy he Is getting 
trifle suspicious. I saw him looking at 
me curiously when I was making the 
sign behind Trevor to-night”

“Oh! Then it’s time we wound up 
these operations. But look here; I’ll 
show you,the way to draw that couple 
of hundreds, my dear girl. You go to 
his rooms one night Woman tn great 
distress, tearful ‘make-up,’ with dark 
rings round the eyes. You’ve come to 
him—risking compromising yourself 
and all that—because you are in great 
trouble. Threatened with ruin unless 
you can obtain a couple of hundred 
pounds. Have come to him because he 
is the closest, truest friend you have.
See? He can save you by just putting 
his hand to a little bill. You may not 
want to uee it will iu all probability 
return It to him in the morning, but in 
any case it will save you from ruin 
and despair. See?"

(To be continued)
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Heintzman Rebuilt Organs=1

Will it Wear?
This is a question that the eco

nomical woman must needs ask about 
all her clothes.

When she asks it about a Corset, 
we answer confidently: It will in
deed !—it it ie a

Warner’s 
Rust-Proof 

Corset.
It will, wear longer than you 

thought possible and. it is “guaran
teed not to-rust, lirealedr tepr.”

f Prices from $3.60 pair up.

Sole Agents for Newfoundland.
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Rebuilt In the famous Heintzman Factory, Toronto, by the 
best organ expert in Canada, these Organs are actually better 
value than many makes of new instruments. Every Organ 
guaranteed.

One Quality. One Price.
6 OCTAVE HIGH BACK ORGANS......................................$100.00
6 OCTAVE LOW BACK ORGANS.......................................$ 85.00
6 OCTAVE PIANO CASE ORGANS ................................... $150.00
6 OCTAVE PIANO CASE, with Top Hall and Mirror... .$176.00

Musician’s SupplyCo.
SOLE AGENTS,

Royal Stores Furniture, St. John’s.
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DUCKWORTH STREET.

Parlor
Furniture!

Parlor will 
one—mavbe

Your Living-room or 
surely need perhaps 

* several new pieces of Furniture this 
month when you’re smartening up 
your roofhs for the coming Christ
mas.

Our Showrooms are crammed with 
the very things your rooms are 
needing. Everything for walls and 
floors as well as the Furniture itself. 
Call and ask to see what you require 
in our store, you are always welcome 
here) and you are never importuned 
to buy, but—if you do buy you can 
be quite sure of complete satisfac
tion, both as regards quality and 
price.

U. S. Picture & Périrait f o.

The Best Is Not j 
Too Good for 
a Fisherman.

Mustad’s Hooks 
Never Miss.

Ask for Mustad’s.
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A Great
Bargain!

Last Spring we received a small ship
ment of BLUE SERGE too fine for Cos
tumes. We are now selling same at cost, 
$5.75 per yard.

This Serge is an ideal weight for 
Ladies’ and Children’s Dresses. Only a 
limited quantity, so cOBie oarfy and secure 
a genuine bargain.

J. J.
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FIRE INSURANCE. FIRE INSURANCE.
SCOTTISH UNION * NATIONAL INSURANCE COMPANY Of 

EDINBURGH, SCOTLAND.
6BNÏHAL ACCIDENT, FIEE * LIFE ASSURANCE CO, LTD. 

OF PEBTH, SCOTLAND.

HINABD’S LINIMENT 
COLDS, Etc.

CUBES

The above Insurance Companies carry on a successful and 
extensive . business, and always have maintained the highest 
character tor the honourable and liberal discharge of their obli
gations.

Our first aim in every policy we issue is to ensure the holder 
complete protection, our second to grant ttut protection at the 
lowest possible rate. Write or phone us.
Nfld. Labrador Expert Company, Limited,
s.t.tf Agents, Board of Trade Building.

»r How the Fire 
rig; Caused

Ù you're not insured, you’re^ 
loser. Take time to see about
your policies. We give you the 
best companies and reasonable 
rates. us«b

PERCE JOHNSON, $
^nsuranc^Agen^^^^j*:

Sixteen 
la Chesui 
the Luml 
day. when 
men wen 

. Lake at 
the Are 
panic strii 
board, till 

ming an!] 
to have 
the crew I 
although 
overbear I 
they clun| 
til it was 

- winds, 
mass of 
water, 
safety fcj 
rescued 
lumber i 
had seen | 
Becaiise 
bermen 
this sèasi 
he difficil 

; the naml 
' cept thrJ 

the bod if 
of fell u J 
searching 
ChesuncJ 
so-called! 

where ev 
are carrl

n Advertise in the Evening Telegram


