
THE EVENING TELEGRAM, ST. JOHN-», INKWruUNUUAiNP, PCUCMMSK Ï9I9—Z
if mssmmmmFashion4 she, too, could be away, and feeling 

guilty, of what ahe knows not.
“Yes. He is an old friend of yours, 

is he not?” says Mr. Calthrop.
Kitty ncds. James coming this even

ing!—James coming to haunt her, as 
; he always does—to follow her into the 

small drawing-room—anywhere, every 
where—to ask her all sorts of ques
tions, possible and impossible to/im
agine, concerning the accident! James 
—dear, honest, simple, pestering 
Jaipes!

“An old friend of the earl’s, too," 
continues Sydney Calthrop; “he spoke 
of him this morning in very high 
terms, and your father seemed to re
gard him almost in the light of a son."

"What is the time?” asks Kitty, 
shading her face, hot and crimson now, 
and looking up at the sky. “I wonder 
whether they are going to play lawn 
tennis this afternoon—oh, here is 
Regy!”

She breaks off as Lord Reginald 
comes sauntering down one of the 
paths, with two dogs—whose presence 
in the rosary, bye the bye. is strictly 
prohibited—at his heels.

“Hello!" says my lord, hearing her 
voice, “who is it? You Kitty!"

"Yes,” says Kitty, darting toward 
him without so much as a nod of adieu 
to her late companion.

“Yes, here I am, Reg! I want you!” 
and she catches his arm, flushed and 
breathless.

"Well, what is it?” demands Lord 
Reginald, looking over his shoulder at 
Sydney Calthrop, who is slowly mov
ing away, and trying to look as if he 
were indifferent to the desertion. 
“Had a quarrel with Calthrop, Kitty U’

"No—no!" says Kitty, impatiently, 
almost scornfully. “What should I 
quarrel with him about! But—but— 
Reg, I’m honestly glad to see you— 
I’m bored to death! I think -you’re 
right in what you said, after all! 
Great people are out of my line! Let 
us go and see the puppies!”

“Come on!” says Reginald, and she 
puts her white arm in his. Lord Reg
inald whistles a tew bars of the last 
comic song, then breaks off with a 
grin.

“I say, Kitty, where do you 
I’m going to-night?”

“I can’t guess—where?" says Kitty, 
all curiosity.

"I’m going—but, I say, it’s quite on 
the strict Q.T., you know!”

“Q.T.! What do you mean?”
"What ignorant things girls are!” 

exclaims Lord Reginald ; “they don’t 
Q.T. means on the

Kitty thinks.
"Oh, the Maréchal Niel,” she says.
“Is that one you have in your 

dress?” he asks, glancing at a half- 
blossomed rose that she has thrust 
into the bosom of her dress.

“This?” says Kitty. "Yes; it is off 
the little tree in the greenhouse.”

“I don’t think that is a Maréchal,” 
said Sydney Calthrop, doubtfully.

“I am sure of it,” replies Kitty; “I 
know a Maréchal Niel better than any 
other rose. We have one at home,
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CHAPTER XIV.

LOST APPETITE.
“I have more than-a suspicion," she 

says, turning to her companion when 
they have reached the terrace, and are 
descending the steps to the rosary, 
"that you knew I was expecting a 
scolding----- ’’

“I have always found that politics 
•—” says Sydney Calthrop ; but Kitty 
goes on coolly:

“And you were quite right. I de
serve it, too; indeed I do. Of course 
you know,” she says, with her head 
erect and defiant, but with a tinge of 
color in her cheeks; “that I was the 
rause of Lord Sterne's accident?”

“Indeed, no!” he says, with a sur
prise that, if not real, is admirably 
affected ; “on the contrary, he told

1.50 to $2.50 DEATHS FROM influenza.
WASHINGTON, Dec. 4. 

jetween 300,000 and 400,000 deaths 
B influenza and pneumonia have 
arred in the United States since 
itember 15th.
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NOMINATION DAT.
LONDON, Dec. 4. 

yiiis was Nomination Day for can- 
lUstes for Parliament in the coming 
General Election, and among the sur-- 
irises was the appearance of an op
ponent to Premier Lloyd George at 
irnarvon, from which district Mr 
Uoyd George holds his seat. He is 
lastln Harrison, editor of the English 
leriew, and is standing on the plank 
t a League of Nations and the aboli- 
lon of Conscription. Another striking 
eature of the nominations was the 
arge number of unopposed returns. 
Ins out of 707 members to be elect- 
d to the new parliament, 104 have al- 
eady been returned unopposed, 41 
foalition Unionists, 28 Coalition Lib- 
rals, 11 Laborites, 22 Sinn Feiners, 1 
[ationalist and 1 Independent. Among 
kese elected are A. J. Balfour, Wil- 
am Brace, Parliamentary Under Sec- 
stary to the Home Department, John 
bbert Clynes, former Food Controll- 
1 Austin Chamberlain, James Wm. I 
owther, Speaker of the House of 
immons, and Will Crocks, Laborite. 
le Sinn Feiners elected include Pro- 
ssor Edward Devalera for East 
are, Count Plunkett for North Ros 
mmon, and William
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THE SHOE MEN.I think I shall know the 

now,” and though he 
speaks as carelessly as she had done, 
his color deepens a little as he fingers 
the dainty flower. “By the way,” he 

' says, “I was so sorry to hear that you 
were going to-morrow.”

“Are we? So am I,” says Kitty, 
pulling up in her walk and confront- 

! ing him with surprise. “Are we, 
really—is papa—who told you?”

“I heard Mr. Trevelyan tell the earl 
at breakfast,” he replies. "I think we 
all go in the afternoon.”

“But Lord Sterne,” says Kitty, 
averting her eyes; “is he able to 

' travel?”
Sydney Calthrop bites his lips with 

sudden annoyance or some other un
welcome emotion.

“Oh, Lord Sterne,” he answers, "will 
remain at the abbey.”

Kitty looks miles away.
“How dull he will be,” she says 

musingly; “all alone there at that old 
haunted place.”

Sydney Calthrop’s face hardens.
“It is a charming old place,” he 

says, “and he will not be quite alone 
—if you can reckon my humble com
pany as anything.”

“Oh, you will stay!” says Kitty, 
with fearful indifference. “That will 
make a difference, of course.”

“Of course,” he says; “I shall be 
.able to read the paper to him, write 
his letters, and amuse him----- ”

He stops, suddenly made aware of 
the touch of bitterness in his voice by 
the look of curious surprise in Kitty's 
candid eyes.
' “Elliot Sterne and I are old 
friends,” he says, with a laugh, “and 
inseparable. You would not have me 
leave him in the lurch, to be haunted 
in solitude by ghosts?”

“No, I don’t jvant you to leave him,” 
assents Kitty quietly.

“I am going over this evening,” he 
says carelessly, but with his eyes up
on her face. “Is there any message I 
can take him?”

"No,” says Kitty ; “only please tell 
him,” she adds, looking straight be
fore her, “that I am glad to hear that 
he is really better.”

“And that you are quite well?” sug
gests Sydney Calthrop. “He will be 
sure to ask. He has thought of noth
ing else but the harm, possible and 
contingent, upon your wetting, the 
other day. I can take him a gooc ac
count; I may say that you are perfect
ly recovered ?’’

As he speaks he lifts his eyes to her 
face, with a warm, almost a fierce, 
gleam of admiration, which Kitty does 
not see.

“I am rather sorry I am going over 
to-night," he says quietly. “I shall 
miss seeing Mr. Ainsley."

They have reached the end of the 
rosary by this time, and are on the 
point of turning; at this little sen
tence, which comes upon her with the 
suddenness of a cannon ball, Kitty 
stops short

“James!” she says, in a tone- of sur
prise and almost dismay.

“James!—is it James? T£es, I re
member—James Ainsley,” ' says Syd
ney Calthrop quite carelessly, but still | 
watchful and alert. "He Is coming | 
over after dinner; his uncle’s death is j 
too recent to allow of Mr.-. Ainsley’s t 
dining from home at present of 
course, but he is coming for a chat in ‘ 
the evening. I am sorry I shall be,

his coat
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The Last Word inGraitiaphones
The “ Ultona“You have seen him?” says Kitty, 

again interrupting. , “Is Lord Sterne 
really better—1 ’mean really?” she 
asks, as they descended to the rosary.

Sydney Calthrop laughs easily, just 
glancing at the beautiful face, so 
strangely grave and earnest.

“I can’t say whether he is better,| 
Gut I must say that I never saw him 
happier, nor as happy.”

Kitty turns her eyes questioningly 
Jpon the speaker, but she might as 
Tell have continued looking at the 
flowers, for all the information she 
gets. Sydney Calthrop has a com
mand over his features, his voice, his 
v ery attitude, that is recognized as the 
strongest possessed by any man even 
of these self-possessed days. The face 
is perfectly placid and impassive, and 
Kitty turns away baffled.

“Why should Lord Sterne look hap
py?” she asks, then she pauses. “I 
mean, is Lord Sterne not always hap
py?”

Sydney Calthrop shrugs his shoul
ders.

“They say," he replies, “that a man 
is never happy unless he wants some
thing—unless there is something that 
he desires and can strive for -now 
Lord Sterne has everything he wants, 
and so----- ”

Kitty shows her teeth.
“How happy most people ought to 

he,” she says, turning her face, bright 
with that arch, nice smile which is 
her great charm. “How happy I ought 
to be!” ' '

As she speaks, holding out her 
hands with one of those sudden natur
al gestures which are peculiar to her, 
the young man looking at her changes 
color—lights up as it were and opens 
his mouth as if to speak, but instant
ly he regains command over himself, 
and nods with his usual pleasant 
smile.

"I think yo:i ought,” he says quiet
ly. “I think, too, that I also ought to
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“Shall I guess the first. You 
to be—what is that they want 
Sterne to be?—prime minister! 
that what all the people at the Hall 
would like to be?”

He shakes his head.
“You are wrong,” he says, picking 

a rose, and looking at it and then at 
her face by turns as he speaks; “you 
are wrong, Miss Trevelyan; that is 
among my small wishes—my great de
sire is of a far different order. Will 
you guess again?” he asks, and looks 
at her with an earnest gaze that puz
zles, and in some strange way embar
rasses Kitty.

“How can I guess?” she asks, with 
genuine indifference. “Perhaps you 
would like to be very rich—I don’t 
know whether you are or not?”

“Quite rich enough to be content,” 
he says.

"Perhaps—oh, really, I can’t produce 
another surmise.”

“And yet you, it you knew it, should 
he the person best able to read my 
heart,” he says, with a sudden ring in 
his voice that completely staggers 
and bewilders Kitty. She turns and 
looks at him, with all her dark brows 
lowered questioningly; and at the look 
his face instantly changes its expres
sion of intensity for one of easy 
commonplace. “I mean,” he says, 
smelling the rose, “that you, having 
so many wants, as you say, should be 
able to sympathize with me. Which 

favorite rose—red, white, or

Lord

CHARLES HUTTON.
Cosgrave for 

llkenny. The success of the Sinn 
toners in securing 22 returns out of 
total of 105 Irish seats, was an

ther of the day’s surprises. They 
id only six seats in the last parlia-

think

WILSON OFF.
NEW YORK, Dec. 4. 

Woodrow Wilson, President of the 
Inited States, sailed to-day for" Eu- 
ope to participate as one of five re- 
resentatives of the United States at 
he Peace Conference to be held in 
lance. The transport ‘George Wash- 
Nton’ got under way at 10.05 a.m.
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know anything, 
quiet, of course 

“I see,” says Kitty. “Oh, d 
hope I shan’t remember that—•:
I am sure to say it before papa 

Lord Reginald laughs.
“Well, in confidence, my little girl, 

yours obediently is going to give old 
Dabster"—(that is the tutor)—“the 
slip, and going to the theatre!”

"The heatre!” says Kitty, with wide 
“I didn’t know it was

-if I do

2221.—This model combines en
velope drawers and a corset cover. It 
is nice for muslin, cambric, 

ilk, and
crepe,

lawn, dimity, batiste and 
may be trimmed with lace or em
broidery.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: Small, 
32-34 inches bust measure; Medium, 
36-38; Large, 40-42, and Extra Large, 
44-46. Size Medium requires 3% 
yards of 36-inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mail
ed to any address on receipt- of 10 
cents in silver or stamps.

open eyes, 
open.”

“Yes it is,” says Lord Reginald ; “a 
circus fellow has taken it for three 
months, and theer’s to be ‘Dick Tur
pin’s Ride to York,’ and scenes in the 
arena. Look here; here’s the play
bill!” producing a gaudy bill, and 
handing it to Kitty, with an extreme 
appearance of secrecy.

Kitty devours the enticing program, 
word for word, then she lifts her face 
wistfully. “To-night!” in large let
ters, rises and fills the sky. To-night 
Reg will see all those glories, while 
she will be in that hideous room, with 
James tied to her apron strings. The 
prospect—the contrast between the 
two prospects—is unendurable.

"Reg!” she says, looking up at him 
—“Reg, take me with you! Do! do!” 
and she clasps her hands on his arm, 
and comes in front to look up at him 
imploringly.

Lord Reginald whistles.
"Take you?” he says. "By jingo! 

Well, I don’t mind. Let’s walk on,” 
looking round suspiciously. “Let me 
see—how could you manage it?"

Kitty soon shows him how they can 
manage it, and they walk on, plotting 
and planning.

“At seven o’clock—wasn’t it seven— 
seven?” says Lord Reginald. “Where’s 
the playbill?"

Kitty claps her hand to her bosom, 
and looks aghast ,

“I—I don’t know!” she says. 
“Didn’t I give It to you back?”

“Of course you didn’t!
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sence of the Amyican and h 
1 representatives, it is un- t 
* Inter-Allied Conference v 

Preliminary arrange- ti 
We for the peace confer- E 
■eparate conferences were ! r 
one °f the main purposes ! o 

lre the endorsement by the ■ si 
ree of the Dominions of it 
lns reached at Monday's G 

Therefore Premier Bor- ei 
», Lloyd of Newfoundland, v! 
“•tralla, and Gen. Jan. cl 
l®ta from the Union of et

A. H. MURRAY & COWhere Is
it?”

It Is—If Kitty only cculd know It— 
at that moment, ip -the hands," or the 
pocket, of Mr. Sydney Calthrop 1 

(To ba Continued.)
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