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Stomach on Strike? Here’s Relief!
No Indigestion, Gas or Sourness

Upset stomachs feel fine.

All indigestion, gased, soumesi, 
heartburn, brash or acidity goes 
instantly. No waiting !

Quickest stomach relief known.

Just as soon as Pape’s Diapepsin 
reaches your sick, unsettled stomach 
all stomach misery stops.

Costs little—All druggists.

Stomach suffering i$ needless.

upset,*? Papers Diapepsin wrawrccV

hands, wrestling with the mad love 
and still madder jealousy that, like 
twin devils, tear his heart between 
them.

«

Love in the Abbey
--------------- -----OB,------------------ —

Lady Ethel’s Rival
CHAPTER XXV.

WRAPT IN DREAMS.
The Honorable Francis drops his 

eyelids in the affirmative.
“Yes,” he assents. “Wliat else could 

I have told him?”
There is a moment’s silence, then 

Kitty looks up.
"But, papa—suppose—suppose I—I 

—did not care for him.”
Again the languid glauce of cold 

contempt.
“I beg, Kitty?" he says, slurring bv- 

er the repugnant name, "that you will 
spare me the display of any sickly 
sentimentality. I have endeavored, in 
this matter, to spare your feelings— 
to avoid wounding you by stating a 
few plain truths; I think—I really 
think—you might show your sense of 
my consideration by retraining from 
doubting my delicacy."

Kitty looks up, pale tut firm, and 
her eyes, dark and luminous, gaze 
straight into the half-closed ones of 
her selfish father.

“Papa,” she says, “why did you not 
ask me before you answered James? 
Why did you leave me to tell him-----”

He looks up and interrupts herewith 
a languid wave of his white hand— 
the hand that has never been stained 
or warmed by one moment’s honest 
work—to correspond with the heart 
which has never been stirred with one 
thought but for himself and his sel­
fish comforts.

“Spare me!” he says, with a sneer. 
“Do you think that I am quite blind, 
and that I have not seen the encour­
agement you have given him? Do not 
destroy the small respect I have for 
you, the single evidence of your good 
sense. You are provided for—as well 
—better, far better than ever you 
could have hoped.”

Kitty half springs to her feet, then 
bends forward to hide the tears that 
rush to her eyes.
’ “Papa!” she says, panting for calm. 
“Provided for! You—you speak as if 
I were some deg-----”

“I speak as if you were what you 
are; I do not forget that you are my 
daughter. Dear me! this is very dis­
tressing! I cannot conceive why 
there should be all this trying, really 
trying discussion. I tell you that Aine- 
lgy asked me to give you to him, and 
that I have consented. What”—hold­
ing out his hands contemptuously— 
“what more do you want?”

Then a silence; then Kitty, with a 
face flushed and agitated, draws near­
er -to him, and kneels beside his chair 
—puts her hand on his arm also, not­
withstanding the gesture of irritation 
and disinclination which meets her 
advances.

“Papa,” she says, “suppose—suppose 
—oh, I cannot bear iff geem even so 
mercenary—suppose that some one, 
with higher ranÿ^ and—and—wealth, 
came and asked 'you—what James 
M&ed you to-day—”

NERVOUS ENERGY
life's momentum, depends upon 
a well-nourished body. When 
strength is depleted and the body 
jacking in essential nourishment, 
the nerves are the first to suffer.

in substance, rich in 
nourishes the

“Suppose—I—I really am surprised 
and—er—puzzled at this display of 
vulgar sentimentality. I don’t know 
what you wish to insinuate, and—er— 
I do not wish to know. You force me 
to tell you unpalatable truths. Plain­
ly, the offer you have received is a 
better, far better one than any one 
could have expected or hoped for. You 
are not your Cousin Ethel. Ethel, as 
a Rosed ale—a Rosedale with the fam­
ily characteristics—makes, as a mat­
ter of course, a suitable match. Lord
Sterne-----What is the matter? You
distress me very much by your eccen­
tric and vulgar starts and ejacula­
tions! Ethel, I say, is suitably match­
ed with Lord Sterne—yes ; but you— 
I do not wish to hurt your feelings— 
but you are à different person to your 
Cousin Ethel ; and, under the circum­
stances, you have much to be thank­
ful for!”

Kitty, kneeling bolt upright, looks 
beyond the narrow, egotistical, heart­
less face, beyond into the meadow, 
and a soft, sweet breeze seems to re­
fresh her, body and soul

"Ethel, you say, papa,” she says, “is 
to marry Elliot—Lord Sterne?”

A gesture answers her.
“Papa, are you sure? I—think. Oh, 

papa, If I could only tell you!” she 
breaks out, in a low, pleading voice. 
"Why do you treat me so coldly?"

The Honorable Francis looks down 
at her with puzzled contempt.

“I think,” he says slowly, “that you 
had better go upstairs—tc. your own 
room—excitement, as you are perfect­
ly aware—is—er—fatal to me!”

Kitty rises, white and calm—too 
calm.

“To-morrow!” she breathes inaud- 
ibly.

As she moves, the Honorable Fran­
cis says, with composure :

“One word more—Tapley tells me 
that Lord Sterne has been here to-day. 
To anyone but yourself a word would 
not be necessary, but, God knows how 
or why, you seem to lack the delicacy 
which has always, until now, been the 
second nature of a Rosedale. I say 
that it would only be delicate to dis­
courage these rather marked atten­
tions (ft your cousin’s future husband. 
Lord Sterne, no doubt, seeks only to 
amuse himself—I do not blame him, 
but I think—ah, yes!” for Kitty’s face 
has grown crimson, and her eyes are 
fixed on the floor—“you understand 
me, I see. One thing more," he says, 
as Kitty reaches the door, and now he 
hesitates and looks down: “Er—er— 
James Ainsiey was thoughtful enough 
—knowing my—er—peculiar position— 
to—er—assure me of the disinterest­
edness of his affection for you. He is 
generous enough to decline any 
thought of a dowry with you—and his 
idea of settlements is liberal in the 
extreme, in the extreme. Yes,” with a 
sigh, “we have much to be thankful 
for!”

Then Kitty goes—goes overwhelmed 
with shame, bowed down by the hid­
eous display of parental selfishness.

Much to be thankful for indeed, has 
the Honorable Francis, seeing that a 
man is waiting to take the Honorable 
Francis*' encumbrance off his hands 
without a penny of dowry, and with 
extremely liberal settlements!

Kitty does not go upstairs, but she 
goes to the gate in the meadow, and 
with a longing, passionate cry, looks 
valleyward.

"Oh, come, my king, my darling! 
she sobs, between a smile and a tear- 
"come and bring to-morrow with 
you!”

And just about this time Mr. Syd­
ney Calthrep Is enlivening his friend’s 
homeward walk with the little story 
of Miss Trevelyan’s contretempts at 
the theater.

And while Kitty lies in her little 
room, wrapt in dreams that bring the 
color to her face and the curves of a 
taint, delicious smile to her lipe, Elli­
ot Sterne site with his head upon his

CHAPTER XXVI.
FASHIONABLE CONSPIRATORS.
THERE is a general impression 

abroad, I think, that Iago has, through­
out the play, what is popularly called 
“a good time,” and that, thoroughly 
enjoying his villainous work, he suf­
fers nothing until the moment Othel­
lo’s eyes are openel to the ancient 
friend’s rascality, and he gives him 
the retributory dig with his dagger, 
and the other characters in the/ play 
consign him to the tender mercies of 
the executioner; but I fancy that Iago 
must nevertheless have suffered some 
pangs during the progress of his in­
fernal work—not so much pangs of 
remorse, but of fear. Othello was so 
ready with that strong arm of his— 
so unused to control that fiery, pas­
sionate temper, that the designing 
wretch must often, when he was pour­
ing his subtle, fatal poison in his nob­
ble patron’s ear, have dreaded a sud­
den clutch of the throat, or a home 
thrust from the quivering, itching 
hand of the jealous, tortured Moor. 
No; I am convinced that Iago had 
anything but a good time- of it, and 
that often, when he appeared most at 
his ease, and most complacent, he was 
quaking in his shoes. Goading an 
angry bull to madness is a dangerous 
game; the animal is so apt to turn 
aside and hoist the tormentor sky- 
high!

So with our Iago. For all his cool 
nonchalance—for all his free, careless 
air and byplay with his cigar—in 
siflte of ljjp placid laugh, and content­
ed, guileless smile, there were mo­
ments, when he was goading Elliot 
Sterne, that he half dreaded that mod­
ern Othello would turn upon him, and 
that the white hand, so disagreeably 
strong, for all its whiteness, would 
come crashing down upon his lying 
lips.

Therefore, when his victim had 
shaken him by the hand, instead of 
knocking him down, Iago Calthrop 
was mightily relieved, although he 
showed nothing of this relief until the 
victim had got out of sight ; then, and 
not till then, he felt o.ualmish, and 
raised his hat to wipe the perspiration 
—the sweat of actual bodily fear from 
his brow.

“Phew!” he exclaimed, looking be­
hind him, and pursing his lips into 
rather a thin smile. "Dangerous 
work that! I didn’t think he was so 
hard hit—that he would take it so 
unkindly. I’ll give him credit for 
great command over himself, for a 
full power of self-restraint. Yes, if 
ever a man suffered, he has suffered 
during this little wall;. And why 
not?” he asked himself, with a spite­
ful bite -at his under lip. “Why 
shouldn’t he suffer a little, once in a 
way, like other men? He has had it 
all his own way—ah, right through 
life up- till now—rank—money—fame 
—you have had from the cradle up; 
they have all dropped into your mouth 
—forced themselves on you when you 
have sometimes been too lazy and 
satiated to care about them. For 
years I have enjoyed the pleasant lot 
of looking on with a congratulatory 
smile at your successes—aye, and 
helping you to them. It is surely time 
that some portion of the good things 
should fall to me, the humble com 
panion, the devoted friend. I have 
stood by and .watched you reclining 
on your bed of roses long enough ; it 
is my turn for a little good fortune 
and self-gratification. Hitherto 
have been content to help you to the 
good things, now for once I covet 
some for myself, and, my Lord Elliot, 
I mean to have them—yes, though 
have to snatch them out of your 
grasp.”

This piece of defiance he paused to 
hurl, in a noiseless kind of way, at the 
Abbey behind him, and then walked 
sharply on again a little quieter and 
more thoughtful.

Once or twice he stopped and looked 
up at the moon with contemplative 
gaze, that had something of sentiment 
in it, and once—just as he was turn­
ing in at the lodge, a flush stole over 
his commonplace face, and he lifted 
the flower from his breast and pressed 
it to his lips.

“Yes, Kitty!” he murmured. "It 
would have been safer to have effaced 
myself as usual, to have thrust you 
out of my heart, to have stifled all 
thoughts of yoter-Jmt I cannot! I love 
you, Kitty, and I stake all; I risk all 
to win you! God! What a thing love 
is. Here am I, who have risen, inch 
by inch, to within sight of my ambfr-

"Syrup of Figs” is 
Child's laxative.

Look at longue! Remove posions 
• «; from stomach, liver and 
; bowels.

i

Accept “California” Syrup of Fiç* 
only—look for the name California on 
the package, then you are cure youi 
child is having the best and .most 
harmless laxative or physic for the 
ltyle stomach, liver and bowels. Child­
ren love it» delicious fruity facte. Full 
directions for child’s dose on each bot­
tle. Give it without fear.

tion, and I risk all the results, all the 
reward for my patience and long- 
suffering, for the sake of—what? A 
wild little girl with a pair of dark, 
eyes and a smile. Oh, Kitty, you have 
much to answer for! For years I 
have been toiling along the road, 
climbing the hill that leads to wealth 
and fame, and now I turn aside into 
a devious unknown path, full of dan­
ger and difficulty, in pursuit of you;
I may never get back into the road 
again, I may lose all my chance of 
greatness and success, but I will have 
you—at least, I will have you—my 
Kitty—my love!"

While he had been thus musing, he 
had made his way round to the ter­
race, one of the doors of which he 
had asked the porter to leave open 
for him, and he paused a moment to 
regain his usual composure before he 
entered the house ; but so quiet was 
the whole place, and so absorbed was 
he in his self-communion, that he ut­
tered an exclamation almost of alarm, 
when, as he entered the small room, 
half library, half antechamber, the 
figure of a woman ^ose from one of 
the low fauteuils and stood beside 
him.

"Who is it?” he said angrily. "What 
are you doing here? Ah!”—he broke 
off as he struck a light, and holding 
it above his head, allowed it to reveal 
the beautiful face of Lady Ethel—“I 
beg your pardon—a thousand par­
dons!” he said in a low voice, his eyes 
scanning her pale, embarrassed face 
curiously. “I thought that it might 
have been one of the servants. Really, 
I should be more careful-----”

Ethel stopped him with an imperi­
ous but weary movement of her hand.

“Do not apologise. It was foolish 
of me to wait here, but—but I wished 
to see you, and I was afraid that you 
would go upstairs without getting into 
the drawing-room; that was my rea­
son for coming here.”

“I am so sorry that I should have 
been so long, and kept you waiting,” 
he said, lighting a lamp as he spoke ; 
“the night is so beautiful that I was 
loath to exchange the cool .air for the 
house.”

"Yes,” said Ethel, in a low voice, 
and moving slightly out of the rays 
of the lamp, “it is hot, stifling, to­
night.”

And she fanned herself with an im­
patient, trembling eagerness that 
strove hard for an appearance of 
calm.

Sydney Calthrop fixed the shade of 
the lamp with great exactness, and 
proceeded to set the French window 
wide open; then he came and stood, 
beside her, caliply and respectfully 
waiting for her to speak.

His silence, his very attitude of 
patient interrogation, is more trying 
and embarrassing to her than the 
most direct of questions could be; and 
he knows it.

(To be Continued

Good Readmi
for

Christmas.
NEW! NEW!

The Price of a Throne by Joseph
Hocking.......................... $1.25

The Winds of Chance by Rex
Beach ; cloth................... $1.75

A Daughter of the Land by 
Gene Stratton Porter ; cloth, 
$1.50.
Presentation Edition . . $1.75 

The Remembered Kiss by Ruby 
M. Ayres; cloth, $1.25; paper, 
90c.

Invalided Out by Ruby M. Ayres, 
cloth, $1.25; paper, 90c.

Up and Down by E. F. Benson;
paper............................... ;90c.

Bridget by B. M. Crocker ; pa­
per ..................................... 90c.

Dane’s Abbey by Morice Ab­
bey .. ..............................$1.25

The Years for Rachael by Ber­
tha Ruck; paper .. z. . .90c. 

Where Angels Fear to Tread by 
A. G. Hales ; cloth .. .. $1.25 

In Happy Valley by J. Fox, Jr. ;
cloth................................$1.25

The Human Touch by Sapper ;
cloth................................$1.25

The Pawns Count by E. P. Op-
penheim ; cloth.............. $1.25

The Magnificent Ambersons by 
Booth Tarkington ; cloth, 1.25 

The Adventures of Bindle by
Jenkins............................ $1.50
Postage 4c. extra on each 

book.

S. L Garland,
Leading Bookseller, 

177-9 WATER STREET.
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Anthracite
!

Now landing 
a cargo

Anthracite
Coal

M. MOREY & CO.
tr

The Christmas 
Numbers

of the following magazines 
just received:

Strand, Windsor,
Royal, Wide World, 
Novel.
The Xmas Number of 

the Graphic, with large 
Colored Presentation Plate, 
70c.

The Xmas Number of 
Sketch, 70c.

Another lot of Jeffrey 
Famol’s Latest Book, “Our 
Admirable Betty”. Price 
$1.50.

GARRETT"BYRNE,
Bookseller & Stationer.

J

which are most essential in making

The Festive Season Enjoyable,
----- 1 r.i .’ ----------------- -----------------------------------------------------

XMAS
Stockings and Bon Bons.

Plum Pudding-Tins
Mince Meat—Glass.

Bacon in Glass. 
Lazenby’s Pickles. 
Mango Chutney.

Black Leister Mushrooms. 
Boned Chicken. 

Chicken a La King. 
Campbell’s Soups. 

Asparagus.
Almond Paste.

Beef Suet*
Baker’s Chocolate. 

Shredded Cocoanut.
Essence Coffee. 

Dromedary Dates.

DRINKS.
No Script required for this 

lot.
SCHWEPPES 

Lemonade, Ginger Ale, 
Ginger Beer.

NON-ALCOHOLIC WINES 
Marsh’s Port Wine. 

Grape Juice.
Apple Cider.

Rose’s Lime Juice. 
Assorted Syrups.

CHOCOLATES.
A choince assortment ip 

Fancy Boxes in Neilson’s 
and Moir’s which are sure 
to please.

EGG YOKE.
1 lb. equal in quantity to 4 

doz. eggs, $1.20 lb.

FRUITS-Tins.
Peaches—Sliced & Whole. 
Cherries—Black & White. 

Egg Plums, Pears, 
Sliced Apricots.

FRESH FRUITS.
Grapes—Malaga and Em­

peror.
Pears, Tangerines,

Cal. Oranges. 
Florida Oranges. 

Table Apples. , ■ — 
Grape Fruit.
Cal. Lemons. 

Bananas.

NUTS.
Wall, Brazil, Filbert. 

Salted Jordan Almonds 
Shelied Walnuts. 

Shelled Val. Almonds.

CIGARS.

CHEESE.
McLaren’s, Canadian, 

Parmesian.

We have a limited sup- 
ply in Cabinet Boxes suit­
able for presents ; also a 
full line in ordinary boxes.-

? CIGARETTES.
Craven Mixture.

State Express (de luxe). 
Three Castles in 50’s & 10. 

Capstan in 50’s and 10. 
Gems, 50’s.

BOWRING BROTHERS, Ltd,
332 GROCERY, St. John’s. 332.

.m.w.f.tf

Insure with the

QUEEN,
the Company having the largest 
number of Policy Holders in 
Newfoundland.

Every satisfaction given in 
nettling losses.
Office: 167 Water Street.

Adrain Bldg. P. O. Box 783.
T«k»h«M ICS,

QUEEN ms. eo*

GEO. H. HALLEY,
i|Mt '

SLATTERY’S
XWholesale Dry Goods

Now offering to the Trade and Outport Dealers 
! ■ the following

AUTUMN GOODS :
POUND PERCALES 
POUND SATEENS 
DENIMS
COTTON CHECKS

SHIRTS 
DRESS GOODS 
PLAID DRESS GOODS 
BLOUSES

POUND UNDERWEAR FLANNELETTE
TOWELINGS OVERALLS

EVERY DAY GOODS ARRIVING.

SLATTERY BLDG., Duckworth & George Sts.

JL

Salada Teal
AND HOW TO BBEW IT."

1. Let the water be fresh from 
the tap.

2. Let water boil for two min­
utes. r

3. Scald out teapot and while It 
is warm put in one teaspoon­
ful of Salads for every two 
cups of tea required. *)-t

4. Pour the freshly boiled wat- 
on the leaves and let it re­
main not less than five nor 
more than seven minutes ; 
then serve.

Baird & Co.
DISTRIBUTORS.

NO MATTER HOW THB 
FIRE IS CAUSED

if you’re not insured, you’d 
B loser. Take time to ad 
about your policies. We pd 
you the best companies tm 
reasonable rates
PEBCIE JOHNS0S

Insurance Agent

Family Grocers and 
203 WATE1

CHOICE CANA1
TURKEYS, CEE! 

MILK FEl

OUR OWN
A SPECIALTY, 

TOMATO, FJ 
EVERYI

FREShI
CHOICE FI

(Countryl 
Roast, Loins, Fill

CHOICE L0CAL|
Sirloin Roast^ 

Fillet Steak, Pol

Beech-Nut Hams an| 
Swifts Hams 

Leaf Lard, 
Domestij 

Ci
New American 
American Parsni 
Local Potatoes,

Extra Fine Spinach, 
Peeled Asparagus, 

Elite Sweet CoJ 
Sunbeam Earl 

Elite String Beans, 
Sunbeam Succotash 
Fig Pudding, Mince 
Florida Oranges, C 
Winsap Dessert Ap 

Almeri 
California Emperor 
Grape Fruit, Banan 
Tangerines, Cookin

“ CHRISTIE 
Biscuit ar 

Fruit, Sultana,

New Almond Nuts, 
New Barcelonas, Si 
Jordan Almonds, S< 
Stuffed Figs, Stuffed!

I Xmas Fruit.
CALIFORNIA ORANGES—counts 176s, 216s, 252s.

PORTO RICO ORANGES—counts 216s, 252s. 
Oranges are now lower.

GREEN GRAPES, BLUE GRAPES, in kegs.
|| & . Also

;v; ‘ 300 BARRELS OF CHOICE APPLES.

Bart & Lawrence, 14 New Gower 9

Read The Telegram
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