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Eat without Fear of

lndlges'(lon'

Instant Relief for Bad Stomachs

When your meals hit back.

E.s

tion.

When what you eat turns_sour,
forming acids, gases and indiges-

Magic relief. No waiting! .

The moment Pape’s Diapepsin
reaches the stomach all the sour-
ness, acidity, heartburn, dyspepsia
and indigestion ends.

Upset stomachs feel fine.

Costs so little—Any drug stofe.

WwiLL PUT YOU

ueseT? Pape's Diapepsixi ON YOUR FEET

Lovein the Abbey
Lady Ethel’s Rival

CHAPTER XXX.
AN HONEST MAN'S
But presently scmething

LOVE.
infiniiely
more modest than the voice of thu

elements comes dully througe the
rain, a voice calling with an aceeni
of hopeful despair, a voice that seems
to dread and yet long for en answer,
shouts her name.

In all the variatious and elongations
of “shich that name is capable, the
chgter gives it tongue—"Kitt-y!
Fety! M-iss Kitty!”
I'ag Kiity merely shivers a little, and
reads her itead the harder on her wet
arm. Then there came a silence as if

either been drowned

Trevel-yan”

the caller bad
or relinquished the search in despair;
but presently there comes the wet
plash, plash of footsteps upon the
grass, and a moment later the short,
stout figure of James—honest James
«—comes panting upon the scene.
Holding an umbrella over his head,
cérrying another under his arm, and
encumbered by about half a dozen
descriptions, wet
through, hot and steaming, he looks
for all the world like the low comedi-
an that is wont to burst upon our de-

wraps of various

lighted eyes in a screaming farce.
As the sodden figure is revealed to
back with a “Great
notwithstand-
jng that he has been hunting in the
rain, fishing for her for the last ten
minutes, and stands gaping with
mingled horror and alarm, his mouth

him, he starts
Heaven!” of surprise,

wide open, his eyes to match, and the
perspiration running down to join the
dripping from his hat, as if the sight
before him was too much for human
endurance.

“Great Heaven!”
Kitty?
vou stopping here for?

At the sound of his voice Kitty has

he gasps again.
What—what are
It’s raining!”

*“Is that you,

raised her head, and now, pale and

hardened, she looks at him with a

dangerous light in her bright, too
bright, eyes!

At this piece of information, de-
livered so innocently, the eyes regard
him—the whole of bhim, umbrellas,
wraps—with the comprehensive siare
of scornfu! irony.

“Raining? 1is'ii, Tealiy?” she says,
in a low, cutting voice. “Dear
How did you
dry?”

“Dry!™

whom irony is

manage

James,
sltogethc: lost, and
“Crv! T wet
this unbrella! But

echoes Mr. uyon

sarcasm wasted.
thicugh, even with
Fou—you!
drenched:”
taucking har, €5 once witkout a binsh
of nervoasness
“Am I, really?”
dry mockery, '

gays Riuy, with

“1i's—it’s——been _rainizg in tor-
rents—it’s—it's nouring,
pouring now!” he reiterates,
at her with Dbewildered
What miade- you ‘sfay- here?

me! |
to Keep soi

Good God, Kitty, you are
pntticg out his hand and

actually

staring
cnxiety.
No tree¢
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could keep off such a rain as this; and
the lightning!‘ My dear Kitty, it's
most dangerous, people are
struck by remaining under trees.”

“Are they?” says Kitly, with grim
significance.

“Yes-syes! Come alongz.
me pin ihis cloak round you.
tut—tui—vou are wet througi'

“You have said that zhree times,”
says Kiity, coldly. “I shall begin to
bolieve 1 am—-"

“Leot mo tasten the cloak,” he says,
regarcless of her ingratitude. “Why!”

Here, let
Why—

pausing in his unthankful task as his

hand touches hers; “why, Kitty, how
hot—how burning hot your hand is,”
attempting to take it, and staring at
her with alarm and consternation, as

palpably displayed in his round eyes
as the mountains in the moon.

Kitty snatches her hand away from
him end lboks up angrily enough
now.

“How Hot my hand is!” .she
mimicking his voice. “How wet I
am—how it rains. Do you think I am
under the impression that the sun is
shining; that I am dry; that I am
cold? Do you think I am an imbe-
cile?
What do you want? Why don't you
go in, and—and,” glancing with bitter

says,

irony at his sodden figure—“and be
wrung out!”

“Kitty!” he gasps.

“James!” she retorts, mocking him,
the hectic flush on her cheek deepen-
ing, the unnatural fire in her eyes

flashing hatred, contempt, scorn, and

reproach. .

At this outburst the color goes slow-
Iy out of his face, and the perspira-
tion which cannot be dried up even
by such horror as his, is
chilled.

“Kitty!” he repeats; “whaty-what is
this?”

“What?”

suddenly

“What is the matter with you? are|

you ill? have I done anything? has
anything happened?”
alarm, and an apprehensive glance be-
hind and about him. “Why do you
speak so?”

“How should I speak?’ she de-
mands impatiently, her wet feet beat-
ing a dull, devil’s tattoo on the soak-

with a vague

ed ground. “Do you expect me to get
up and dance in this rain? I am wet
—wet and miserable—so are you,”
eveing him with cruel distinctness;
“it appearance goes for anything.”

He looks at her in
moment, then he says gravely, his lip
faltering:

“l am wet, but I am not miserable,
at least I was not until I found you

silence for a

| like this.”

She does not speak, but stares at
the ground with absorbed, gloomy in-
tentness, He comes a little nearer,
and shaices ‘out another wrap.

“Come,” he says timidly but grave-
ly; “let me put this round you—-"

“And alt the rost afterward?” she
asks, eyclug the remainder of his
burden.

“And take you In——"

8he looks up ot him with a hard:
laugh.

“You want me to walk in with you—
to go throngh the house wrapped up
in these thiags—tio walk arm in arm
with you like a couple of—of—por-
poises, for Betsy, the cook, and Thom-
as, the groom, to laugh at! No, thank
you!”

He pushes his hat off h!s forehead,
revealing a black mark an inch deep,
from the dye of the felt, across his
brow, and rubs his hand over it, there-
by smudging the inky stain over ome
eye and a greater part of his nose,
and regards her with a troubled, be-
wildered stare.

' “Do you mean to stay out here in
this wet?” he says. “Do you want to
tatch your death?’

" Her lips tighten, and she looks be-
yond him; gloomily, and deigns no

‘| reply.
| “Or is it because I have come for

‘ him. Happy!
What have you come here for?

i Look al

you?” he demands, with a little break
in his voice, “that you do not like to
be seen with me! - I know,” looking
down- at his comical figure—fortun-
ately for himself he cannot see his
face—“I know I am ridiculous—ab-
surd-looking, if you like; I am not a
Lord Sterne—-"

Kitty wincés and flushes, and his
own face flushes as by reflection. ,

“I am not a Lord Sterne——"
‘*“Why do you say that?” she de-
mands fiercely, as if the ‘name had
stung her. “Why do you harp uppn
his name? Cannot you forget him
and let me forget him?” Then, with
a dry sob—the only thing dry about
her—flings her hands to her face and
groans.

James drops ohe umbrella and
clutches the other spasmodically, and

stands looking at her. His breath

, comes in quick, uncertain pants, and
]
often

there is a silence for a full minute,
broken only by the quick, shuddering
gobs that come from behind the hot,

feverish hands.

CHAPTER XXXI1.
FOR HER SAKE.

THEN he speaks, and of a surety ‘
there is nothing about his voice now; |

it is all too earnest, sad, and bitter.
“I thought something had happen-
ed,” he says, the hot passion of jeal-
ousy showing in every vein of him.
“Even you,” with an emphasis upon
the pronoun, “do not sit out in the
pouring rain without some cause; ew

en you could not speak as you have

spoken, bad as you have treated the‘|

person who has come to help you and
Kitty,” with a re-
proachful, imploring ring in his voice,

offer you shelter.

“I did not expect to--to see you like
this. You know
evening. God help me! I was al-
most happy to-day!” -

She chokes back a sob, and clench-
ing her hands, looks out far beyond
who was so happy as
she to-day? And now!

“Yes,” he says, “almost happy, for”
—with a passionate gnaw at his lip-—
enough to think that
what I Iongc)d for most on earth was
I came to-night to

ask you what answer you would give

“I was fool
coming to pass.
my note. I expected to find you, at
least,"kind and gentle, and I find you
like this—bitter and hard and cruelly

unkind. At something
that sounds remarkably like an oath—

least”—with

“I know whom to thank.”
Kitty glares up at him,

and vindictive. .

to thank?”

You

“And whom have you
she says—‘“whom but yourself?
say something has happened.
haps something has happened, and it
is you who have caused it. You com-
plain of—of my hardness; how can it
be otherwise when I am in misery;
misery brought about by your fault?
Oh, why did you come near me now?
Do you think I can be mealy-mouthed
and talk twaddle when I know that I
shall be wretched for years, for life
perhaps, and all through your fault?”

And, with a sob, she lays her head
on her hand.

“Through my jault?” he asks;
how?
“is it because I have
these years, and waited for you, not
patiently, but like a dog waits for a
kind word from his master?—is it be-
cause I have been humbler
dog—that I have endured your ridi-
cule, your sarcasm, your unkindli-
ness?-—is it because I have loved you

better than”—with a sudden rush of

!anger—"than you deserve, that it is
lmy favit?’

e —

"Syrun omgs is
Child’s Laxative.|

fongue! Rcmove posions
from stomach, liver and

Accept “California” Syrup of TFigs
only—look for the name California on
the packag®, then you are gure youl

child is having the best and most/

harmless laxative or physie for the
little stomach, liver and bowels. Clild-
rea love its delicious fruity tacte. Full
divections for child’s dose on each bots
tie. Give it without fear.

why I came this|
|less promise you wrung—yes, wrung,”

tshe repeats, seeing him wince, “from

passionate-

Per-
"need not ask any more questions; you

Is it”"—with his face working'——li
loved you alll

than a;

thing to wear when washing dishes.

Hundreds of letten&u. all parts
of Canada prove this assertion.
If have been a victim to the

u,” don't hesitate—take GIN
PILLS.

Gin Pills Seld Boerywhere.

50 Cents & Box. \

Tus NATIONAL Drue & Cammcar Co,
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“Did I ask you to love me?” she de-
mands, stretching out her hands with
angry, despairful interrogation. “Have
I ever given you any—any encourage-
ment ?”

He smiles bitterly.

“Unless insult and derision can be
called so.”

“Well, have I not told you that—that
what you wanted was impossible—
impossible?” with a choking sob.

“You promised me that if ever you
cared for any one—if ever you made
any man happy”’—James shows by his
emphasis that he, too, can be ironical
—*“that you would accept me. You
may have forgotten this; women, they
say, have slight memories when it
suits them, when such trifles as a
man’s happiness, his life almost, are
in point. Perhaps you have forgotten
that evening when you promised to be

my wife, if any one’s? Yes, doubtless

‘you have forgotten it.”

“Forgotten it!” she echoes, with
bitter enunciation; “I am likely to for-

get it, seeing that the stupid, meaning-

me has been the cause of all!”

“All what?” he asks, his lips press-
ed tightly together.

As he speaks, his eyes, glaring at
her with angry jealousy, falls upon
an object that until now has
hidden by one of the wet folds of her
dress; it is a man’s glove, wet, shriv-
eled, screwed up; he knows instinct-
ively it has been clenched by her
hand. Instantly his face darkens and
reddens, and unconsciously he stret-
ches out his hand for the obnoxious
object, but Kitty snatches it up and
presses it to her, then, the next in-
stant, flings it with a passionate ges-
ture away from her, and there it lies
like a basilisk between them, and both
of them glare at it.

“Ah,” he says, at last,
long breath through his shut teeth, “I

been

drawing a

have not been alone, he has been here
with you, and something has happen-
ed! May I ask—perhaps it is no busi-
ness of mine—did you meet him with
such words as those you threw to me,
or was it he who spoke them to you?
Oh! how you must have altered—how
changed in a short week or two. You
—to be crying in the rain for a man, a

cothparative stranger! who has gone
and left you nothing but this consola- |

“and  tion,”

and he points with his hand to
the glove.

For a moment she stares speechless,
stupefied by his audacity—by his new
and astounding courage, then she
crimsons, face and mneck, and
fronts him, indignant, furious.

“How dare you say such things to

con-

voice. “How dare you speak so of
him——"

“And how should I speak of him?”
he demands. “A man who, for mere
idle pastime, deceives and befools a
mere child, and then leaves her, like
the cur that he is, unsheltered, unpro-

| tected, in-a thunderstorm

face and speak well of him, to call him
a hero, when I hate and—and—and
gcorn him! Qh!”—with a break in his
voice—*this is a cruel sight ‘or me,
Kitty, I—I would rather bhave died
first.” ;

Her face softens:for a moment.

“Do you think you are.the only one,
who would rather have died before:
the night?” she says harshly. “Do you
think ‘I would not rather b: dead a
hundred times than be like this—to
hear you speak of him as you do?
You, who have caused it all—who have
come between us—who have made him
turn from me, and—and—cal Ime
worse names than you have called
him! Oh, oh!” she cries, thrawing
herself down upen the seat and hiding
her face, “I wish that I were dead!”

(To be continued.)

Skit is the most valuable of condi-
ments from a helth standpoint.
An oficloth apron is an. excellent

like this! |
Do you want me to praise him to your !

The Beverley
Enqulry
M. Hanlon (sworn and enmlned)
gave evidence as to the stowing of

the Beverley’s cargo at Hr. Grace.
L. Tobin (swotn and examined by’

Mr. Hunt)—I have been 6 years em-

ployed by Bartlett and Godden, th

| stevedores for Harvey & Co, I wont

to Hr. Grace in the Beverley. 1 boa.rd_
ed ashore.
day to/ Friday. We discharged 400
tons of salt on Monday and next day.
starfed to load. The ship acted well
on the way over. There was no trou-
ble with the propeller. She collided
with Harvey & Co.’s wharf before go-
ing over and some work was done
to her at Hr. Grace. I wa% in her
hold and saw no leaks after the salt
had becn discharged. Between decks
she was not built so strong as below.
I got my instructions as to loading
«from Mr. Godden. She was not very
deeply laden when the captain- told
me to stop. I think she was in good
trim. I did not see her leaving. The
fish-was in casks and barrels forward.
She was not half full between decks.
There was no fear of the cargo shiff-
ing. In the after hold there was bar-
rel and bundle fish. There was no
fear of it shifting.

To Mr. Summers—She loaded "at
Munn’s premises. There was bundle
fish left in the store when we finished
loading. The captain told us when
to stop loading.

To Mr. Fox—I was on hoard when
she collided with Harvey’s wharf. She
went over with the damage done
here. I don’t know what they did to
her at Hr. Grace. I saw them around
her stern in a boat.

Thos. Palfrey (sworn and examined
by Mr. -Hunt)—I worked 2% years
with G. C. Fearn & Sons and the Ship-
building Co. at Placentia. I was a
shipbuilder before I was with them.
I built a schooner for Penny of Ram-
ea before, and several others includ-
ing the Mary Cashin. I never had
experience before at steamers. I had
charge of putting the sheathing on the
Beverley. Mr. Kemp asked me to put
it on. It was 13, inch pine. I had
nothing to do with the other repairs.
I was on bdard but didn’t examine
her. Some of the sheathing put on at
New York fell off on the way down.

To Mr. Summers—Her lower hull
was sheathed at New York for the ice.
The sheathing I put on would not
make her as strong above the rub-
bers as below. I've built ships up to
400 tons. I don’t think the Beverley
was fit for heavy cargo between
decks. From the rubbers up I don’t
know how she was fastened. I don’t
think the main timbers extanded up.
I hardly think she was strong enough
between decks for an ocean going
voyage. I didn’t notice what was
done to the wheelhouses, but I think
it was shifted.

To Mr. Fox—I didn’t see the ship.
I don’t know the conditions under
which she loaded. She merely didn’t
look fit to me for an ocean going voy-
age. My opinion was not based on
an actual examination.

To Capt. MeDermott—There was no
discussion as to her qualifications at
Placentia.

To Mr. Summers—I didn’t know she
was given' a certificate of fitness lat-
er. At 5 p.m. adjournment was taken
till 4 p.m. to-day.

Hr. Grace Notes.

Your correspondent tenders his best
wishes to the Telegram staff and all
its readers for a very bright and pros-
perous New Year.

The Christmas music at the differ-
ent churches was specially good this
year, even the tone of the music seem-
ed to be improved by the fact that
the world was at peace.

We are glad to hear that Rev. Fr.
O’Neil, of the Cathedral, who has been
very ill for the past few days, is now
showing signs of recovery, and will,
we trust; be all right in a few days.

Some little delay has been caused in
launching the new ship at the Ship-
building Co.’s yard. It is expected
they will float the ship at hlgh tide to-
morrow.

The s.s. Hawk is now landing a car-
go of coal for Mr. E. Simmons. The

' s.s. Viking is discharging coal at R. D.
‘McRae & Sons.

Pte. Edward Taylor, a returned

( prisoner of war, arrived home on Sat-
''me!” she pants, in a low, constrained

urday night, and his friends and our
townspeople generally are pleased to
give him a welcome home. Pte. Tay-
lor is at a loss to understand the
cause of all . the German kindness
shown him. He received kindness

. everywhere in Germany, alfhough e
" witnessed other prisoners being cruel-

ly treated. -
—COR.
Hr. Grace, Dec. 27, 1918.

THIS IS THE HOOK TO
CATCH “EM.

Fishermen, you see by the reports
frcm Norway how they catch such
enormous guantities of fish. Wall, O,
Mustad’s. Key Brand Hook is used
exclusively in that country. See that
you get the Key Brand. jlybeodtf

MINARD’S LINIMENT CURES DIPH.
THE

We were there from Bun-'

X

Is difficult this season, still you can afford to

keep'smiling, as things are a lot better here than
they are in Germany, and they might have been
a lot worse.  If you are thinking of

Giving Some of “The Boys”
a Present or 'Two,

we have:

MEN’S LINED KID GLOVES at $3.40 and
$4.50 pair.

MEN’S EASTERN TWEED WINTER CAPS
from 90c. to $1.60 each.

WOOL MUFFLERS in Khaki and other colors
at 85¢., $1.20, $1.70 and upwards.

MEN’S KHAKI HANDKERCHIEFS.

MERCERISED MUFFLERS—Various colors
at various prices.

MEN’S SWEATER COATS.

For The Ladies We Suggest:

LADIES’ TAN CAPE GLOVES at $3.00 pair.

LADIES’ WHITE WASHABLE KID GLOVES
at $3.00 pair.

LADIES’ WOOL and IMITATION SUEDE
GLOVES in various colors.

WOOL and MERCERISED MUFFLERS.

FURS and IMITATION FURS.

BLOUSES and WHITE EMBROIDERED
- CAMISOLES.

LACE and EMBROIDERED NECKWEAR

EMBROIDERED HANDKERCHIEFS.

For Younger Members of the Family

BABIES’ BONNETS and CHILDREN’S CAPS
in various makes.
IMITATION FURS.
RINKING SETS in Saxe Blue, Striped White,
at $2.25 set.
WOOL CAPS, CARDINAL OVERSTOCKINGS
WOOL MITTS in Cardinal, Navy and White.
BOYS’ JERSEYS, COAT SWEATERS and
NANSEN CAPS.
BOYS’ OVERCOATS and LONG RUBBERS.
Many of the Goods mentioned in this adver-
tisement have just been received this week, and
are goods we did not have previously.
Remember we can give you Service during
Xmas week for the above and other stanle goods
and make your money go farther.

HenryBlair

wents, think it
"ong the lucky ones to be occupy-|

pr. Carnell,
Bid all the sisters and nurses of this

uter treatment or
Eyhere than that received
#id your assistants.
dcasion we wish to present you with
4 little souvenir, not for its value but
{0 show you we appreciate your ki nd-
fiess to us.

* Hoping you and yours will
many more years of peace and hap
piness together.

Stt. J. McKinlay,

ton, S. Fitzpatrick, H.

I Fifield, H. Wakeley,

Stewart, J. Whiffan, E.

@reen, C. Coles, H.
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|
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Place a pair of “FITALL”
Shoe Trees in your shoes to keep
them from becoming creased
and mis-shapen. Do this and
you will not only prolong: their
life and beauty, but make them
more comfortable the next time
you wear them, and save your
hose.

FITALL Shoe Trees are so in-
geniously devised as to fit any
shoe, high or low, and are self-
adjustable, They are invalu-
able in “breaking in” new shoes
and preventing chafing, blister-
ing of the feet, as well as pre-
venting corns, etc.

D STRETCHER 4
‘& pair to-morrow and see what a marked difference

ve the appearance of your shoes overnight.
“all leu.din; Shoe and Department stores.

G BROTHERS, Ltd.

Bardware, Agents. -

rty Years in the Public
| servMe“ the ‘Evanlng Telegram» :

ificer Commanding, Lt. Col.
. fical Officer,
erly Officer, Lt. J. Beels.

th 2 one-legged man or

Orders of the. Day.

Soldiers Ward,
General Hospital,

" St. John’s, Nfid.,
Xmas Eve,

.0 ur. -Keegan.
" Dear Sir, —On- the eve of the ﬁr:rj

has of there being a soldiers’ ward !

we, the underﬂznml
an honour “to “be

¢ this hospital,

a bed here at such a time. . To you,

Miss Taylor, Miss Scott

gitution we wish to tender our

Uhaartfelt thanks for your kindness to
g n.nd all hope if we ever have to

me for treatment again we will
d.the same friendly feeling existing

. ween the staff and patients. Near-
i every man in this Ward has been in |
spital somewhere and some of us
] iye been in several hospitals, but we
#n all honestly say that we

have
gver in all our experience received |
atteation any-
from you

On this happy

Njoy

We remain yours truly,

P. O'Brien, W. Dal

Vaughan, M

G. Pollett, H
Kennel, W

Young, R

Walsh, J. Mercer, J. Johnstone, M
Pottle, G.
Dooley, J. Moulton, J. McCor
| i The
ffom the soldiers: Dr.
Mell, Misses Faylor and Scott, S
ffs Flcming
'&Qs. Adams, Scott, Stevenson, Fitz
frald and French.

m' Keegan on behalf
M replied in very fitting terms and | gooq

anked

Yates, J. Wall

received presents
Keegan Dr

following

and Synard, - Nurse

the .boys for ‘heir
nghts and hoped to be able at all

to be of assistance in helping |

to bear their sufferings

r to give this publication.
of the boys of Carson Ward.
I remain, yours fruly,
J. McKINLAY.

ARMY ORDERS.

Xmas. Day, 1918,

(Carsecn Ward.)

Niggins.
Dr.- Sneigrove

Rontine.

ille, 3 am.
Patients will parade with bare feet
pyjamas, when they will proceed

fthe bathroom, to remove ail sweat |
‘. dirt; any man:found wandering
lhout his pyjamas will be reattested

held as a conacript for . future
. All toe nails found.in the bath
i 'be turned over to Mike‘to he kept

he Mortuary for Military burial.

Route March.

very patient will parade at 630 a.
tor a route march to the Fever
Bpital in full’

Special - Rations.

ls being Fitzgerald's birthday (the
who walked on water, and
ht vermin were rabbits), every
‘will be given four caplin and

B stick of chewing gum.

Sports.

rts will be held in the Wash
se at 9 am. Every Sister and

“under penalty of < six ' days
ed in the sterilizer) must dance

nt.

1918. |

of his able |

Parade, 4 a.m

marching -order!
fjamas and bare feet) and armed
th 2 Whizz Bang. :

. take the

Juid
head
Nur
be i
smo
dip

bath

floping you will find space in your [
On be- |

ter of

contr
deal
four
tom




