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Love in the Abbey
OB,

Lady Ethel’s Rival
CHAPTER VIII.

LORD STERNE’S STORY.
"This Is an excellent one,” he Baye, 

leaning against the terrace Aid look
ing beyond her across to the river. 
“It is about a little girl wtfb was a 
very good, quiet, soft-hearted little 

• girl-----”
“Quite the opposite of me,” says 

Kitty demurely.
“A gentle little thing, as yielding as 

straw that is tossed by ever so mild a 
breeze—a little thing that the old 
painters loved to take as their model 
when they wanted a blue-eyed shep
herdess or Madonna. A wary, dis
appointed man happening to catch 
sight of her, as she played among her 
flowers on a summer evening, fancied, 
with one of those delusive imaginings 
which come across the wearied brain 
of such men, that he had found in her 
the key to new life and a fresh world. 
He thought he loved her—perhaps he 
did, who knows? He could not say 
yes or nay even now, if he were asked 
He was one of those little men whom 
the world persists in calling great— 
great! because the fools who believe 
in him had inflated him with their own 
breath of adulation, had made the god 
of their own clay, and forgot their own 
handiwork in their blind belief and 
worship. This little great man—pos
sessing wealth, fame, a loud-sounding 
name, all of which he was heartily tir
ed of, laid them at the feet of the little 
blue-eyed maiden, and prayed her to 
take them and consecrate them—to 
take his life, and breathe into it youth 
and hope and happiness. I do not 
think she could have refused, even if 
she had been left free to decline ; but 
there were those about her who whis
pered in her ear how great a man had 
come to kneel at her feet—how great 
a lady she would be if she would but 
consent to sit beside him on his throne 
of fame and popularity.

She consented to bless this tired, 
worn-out monkey of a god, and for a 
time the great little man, full of his 
new fancy and his new life, was hap
py—for a time. How short it was, 
although it seemed to him as if it 
would last forever! The day on 
which the great little man and the 
little, soft-hearted girl were to be 
made one was then close at hand ; all 
their world was full of congratulation 
and self-importance; the man himself 
was beginning to feel that life was 
not quite over, that there was still one 
thing more to weary of—a great thing 
to him. But when, on the night before 
the wedding, the little maiden came 
to him, with her blue eyes all wet with 
tears, and told him that it was not to

be, the bubble which had been dancing 
before his eyes—the bubble which 
looked so handsome In the sun, and so 
solid and long enduring—had burst! 
The little maiden had given her heart 
—the very thiqg the great little man 
wanted—to one who was not tired of 
the world, who did not need her so 
much, who perhaps did not love her 
so well, but whom she happened to 
love very dearly!"

He paused a moment, his expressive 
face half scornful, half wistful, turned 
so that Kitty could see every line of 
it, and her eyes seemed rivited to it 
by a iknd of fascination which, strug
gle against it as she would, overcame 
her. Her breath came with one or 
two little pants as he paused.

“What could he do?" went on Lord 
Sterne, in so low a voice that Kitty 
had to bend forward to catch the 
words—“she threw herself on his 
mercy, on his love of truth—and her 
truth pleaded for her. What could he 
do—only that which he did. He gave 
her to the other man; he stood beside 
the altar and listened to her soft lit
tle voice as she faltered out her prom
ise to be that other man’s wife—that 
other man who did not need her so 
much as did he! and then he went 
home to sit and watch the last re
mains of his bubble as it floated away, 
and to learn that for him there was 
nothing else left to weary of, that all 
was vanity and vexation of spirit, and 
that the game of life, with all its var
ied and complicated moves, was a 
game played but once and forever for 
him.”

Kitty draws a breath almost of re
lief. For the first time in her life she 
has come across a real love story— 
the love story of the greatest man of 
his time! She can scarcely believe 
that it is not all a dream—that it is 
really the great Lord Sterne who 
stands there, leaning against the bal
cony with so listless, so wearied a 
look on his handsome face. It Is evi
dent, too, that he has forgotten her 
also, for he takes a turn up and down 
for a moment, muttering to himself, 
but still not so low but that Kitty can 
hear him.

“What could I do? nothing, but let 
her go, and with her the last hope of 
my life! Thank God, she did not de*- 
ceive me!” he says so heartily, with 
an inflection in his voice that makes 
Kitty’s heart leap. “That shame, at 
least, was spared me—I schould be 
thankful for that! I could forgive 
her all else, my sweet, pure-hearted 
little May child. But if she had de
ceived me—if she had----- ” he stops
suddenly, and remembers Kitty almost 
with a start. “Miss Kitty!” he says, in 
quite a different voice, with a smile 
that is almost wild as the result of 
the sudden effort to come back from 
the past to the present, "this little 
story, which I am sure you are too 
kind to have listened to, has a moral 
—all stories of little girls have, you

know, and that is, that you are never, 
never"—what an emphasis his dark 
gray eyes—they are dark now with 
some strong emotion—gives to the 
word—“that you are never to deceive 
the man who loves you. Go to him 
with all your heart in your hand, or 
put the hand when he asks for it be
hind your back! There is one thing 
no man worthy of the name will for
give, and that is betrayal. All your 
heart, Miss Kitty, or none.”

Kitty raises her face slowly, and, 
with a start, he sees it is quite pale— 
nay, more, that the eyes that are lift
ed to his are—can he believe hie own? 
are dim and wetl

With a sudden start, he holds out 
his arm.

"My child," he says, in his softest" 
voice—and what a voice it is! it goes 
down to the bottom of Kitty’s heart— 
right to the very bottom—"here have 
I been keeping you in the cold air lis
tening to my prosing! Come; let us 
go in.”

Kitty rises, and puts her hand upon 
his arm. As she does so, a voice close 
at hand reaches her—a voice which 
she recognizes at once as her Cousin 
Ethel’s.

Is it not beautiful? Ah, Mr. Câl- 
throp, if life could be all one pure 
moonlit night, how sweet it. would be! 
How peaceful—how free from earthly 
dross one feels on such a night! Look! 
there is the river, sweeping like a 
silver snake through the meadow! — 
what an emblem of—ah!”

My Lady Ethel stops suddenly, and 
Mr. Calthrop feels the light touch of 
her arm tighten.

Who is that?” she asks, in quite a 
different tone of voice.

“It looks like—it is Lord Sterne and 
your cousin, 'Miss Trevelyan.”

Lord Sterne and Kitty?” says Lady 
Ethel, in anything but a delighted 
tone.

Yes, Lady Ethel," says Lord Sterne, 
who has led Kitty to the balcony, and 
now turns, as self-possessed, as free 
from any touch of sentiment, as differ
ent from the Lord Sterne of a minute 
ago, as is smiling morn from the 
gloaming of eve. “Yes; Miss Kitty 
and I have been holding a long and 
impassioned argument on the import
ant question—which should take the 
precednt tortoise shell kittens of 
black?”

“I hope you have won the day—or, 
rather the night,” says Lady Ethel, 
with a certain cold significance.

“I regret to say that I am—van
quished,” retorts Lord Sterne, with a 
grave assumption of disappointed hu
mility. “Miss Trevelyan is as hard to 
convince as the most bigoted fanatic, 
and meets all my arguments with a 
complacent incredulity and scorn,” 
and, as he speaks, he looks down, with 
the old mocking smile, into Kitty’s 
open face. But, for once, he does not 
meet mockery, for mockery; the old 
defiance is not there; and, in place of 
some sharp, skittish retort, he finds 
the small, rounded arm drawn from 
his own, and Kitty, with her small, 
piquant face held indignantly aloft, 
walks off.

Come, Let Mother See!
When the child droops, won’t play or is restless, 

pale and grunty, look to see if the tongue is white, 
the breath feverish, the stomach sour. Then 
hurry, mother, but don’t worry! Give Cascarets, 
the harmless candy cathartic. Children take 
Cascarets without coaxing —only 10 cents a boxl

Fashion
Plates,

Backed 
bu a reputation

THE CANADIAN «ALT CO. LIMITED

TO MOTHERS ! Nothing elsè ‘.works” the nasty bile, the sour 
fermentations and constipation <poison so gently but so thoroughly from 
the little stomach, liver and bowels like harmless Cascarets. While 
children usually fight against laxatives and cathartics, they gladly eat a 
candy Cascaret. Cascarets never gripe the bowels, never sicken, never 
disappoint the worried mother. Each 10 cent box of Cascarets contains 
Abactions for dose for children aged one year old and upwards.

■

CHAPTER IX.
A CHALLENGE.

“WHY, dear me!” exclaims Kitty, 
waking the next morning, sitting bolt 
upright in the little lace shrine which 
serves for a bed, sitting up and clasp
ing her knees with one hand, while 
she tosses back the waves of hair that 
ripple over her face with the other. 
“Let me see; where am I? Oh, yes, of 
course; I remember—but why, I’ve 
been dreaming, for the first time in 
my life, I believe; dreaming I was 
buried alive in a coal mine with a 
grimy collier—is that the name for 
’em?—like Lord Sterna, sitting and 
groaning beside me. That all comes 
of moping in the hermit’s cave last 
night,” she laughs. “Last night, let 
me see, how did It all end? Why, yes, 
of course I walked off after that piece 
of impertinence about the kittens, and 
went into the salon, and there they 
were all card playing and mumbling, 
and—and—I went to sleep In the mid
dle of it!”

At this last recollection she colors 
furiously with a momentary mortifica
tion, then bursts Into a low laugh of 
amusement

"Yes, that was It; and they looked 
shocked, and papa sighed, and Ethel, 
dear paragon, smiled, and Lord Sterne 
sneered, and I crept up to bed. What’s 
he want to sneer for? Didn’t he say 
himself that he was heartily tired of 
It? I suppose he hadn’t the courage 
to go to sleep. It’s wonderful how 
much I dislike that man!” She thinks 
this assertion over once or twice, and 
repeats it picking the dainty counter

pane with one little pink forefinger 
meditatively. "Yes, I’m more sure 
than ever that I dislike him. What 
does he mean by talking sentiment 
Regy calls it, one-half hour and .then 
sneering at one to one’s face the next? 
I suppose he thinks I am a little 
schoolgirl he can play tricks with. 
That comes of being caught romping 
with Master Reginald. Oh, those hor
rid ruins ! To think that I should fall 
into his arms. I’d rather have tum
bled; I told him so—yes, I must be 
even with him. If one could only 
make him look stupid for one minute, 
and so pay him back; but,” with a 
heavy sigh and a fling back upon the 
pillow, “you can’t. I hate a great man 
that never makes a mistake or looks 
foolish; last night, even, when he sat 
there with his head in his hands and 
his face as long as a kite, he didn’t 
look foolish as another man would ; 
you couldn’t laugh at him. Now there 
is one comfort in poor James,” she 
colors a little at the name, “you can 
laugh at him, all day If you like, and 
enjoy it. Poor James. Well!”

This last ejaculation is uttered 
aloud in response to a sudden, heavy 
bang at the door which is evidently 
causq^by a strong and willing hand.

“Well>what is it? who is it?”
“Kitty, are you awake?” comes 

back Lord Reginald’s voice, properly 
subdued out of consideration for the 
occupants of the neighboring rooms.

“No,” answers Kitty, instantly; 
“sound asleep. What is it?”

“Look here,” says Lord Reginald, in 
a hushed voice, and in the tone which 
one person on the outside of the door 
uses when he wants to impress the 
other person inside. “Don’t make a 
row.”

“I won’t,” retorts Kitty, “the one 
you are making is quite enough.1

“Come out of bed,” says the boy, 
daringly, “and get close to the door, I 
want to whisper.”

“I shall do no such thing,” says 
Kitty, indignantly, but slipping out of 
bed the next moment and gliding 
noiselessly to the door.

“Well, what is It? I’m half frozen 
with the cold."

“Cold!" scoffs Lord Reginald con- 
temptuopsly. “It's hot enough to 

.you ought to havebake a nigger. 
been,up hours*!

“Ought I! ilf that’s all you have to 
say I’ll go iArtl to bed for the rest of 
the day.”

“Look here, Kitty, I’ve come to do 
you a friendly turn. Look sharp and 
have your bath and come down to the 
stables, I’ll wait for you.”

“I dare say!” says Kitty suspicious
ly.

“No larks, on my honor!” assever
ates the boy. “You look sharp,” and 
with this parting exhortation he runs 
off.

(To be Continued.)

Buttermilk is very good for indi
gestion and if small portions of sour 
cream are cared for quite a nice bit of 
buttermilk and some fresh butter can 
be made in a small glass churn.

JUST A SIMPLE DRESS FOR A 
LITTLE MAID.

PoF

on your plate
H.P. is thick, fruity, 
and delicious — 
can be taken with 
the meat just 
like mustard.

izste

2586—This is a good model for 
wash material. It will make a prac
tical, ideal school dress. The sleeve 
may be finished In wrist or elbow 
length. Percale, repp, poplin, ging
ham, seersucker or chambrey, and 
also serge, cotton or wool gabardine, 
novelty and check suiting are nice 
for its development.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 6, 8, j 
10 and 12 years. Size 10 requires 3% 1 
yards of 36-inch material.

A Pattern of this illustration «sailed . 
to any address on receipt of l/ cents 
in silver or stamps.

THE GROWING GIRL’S BEST 
SCHOOL DRESS.

2584—You will find this a comfort
able, becoming model; good for 
serge, gabardine, velvet, plaid and 
other suitings. It is also nice for 
linen galatea, gingham, chambrey and 
percale. The skirt has plaits in 
back and front.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 8, 10, 
12 and 14 years. Size 12 will require 
4% yards of 44-inoh material.

A pattern of this Illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10 cents 
In silver or stamps.

Parcel Post lor 
Nfld. Expeditionary Forces!

, Tho Attention of the public is drawn to the very 
urgent'necessity of strictly observing the regulation, 
jpiibliShed’by this Department from time to time con. 
ceming the despatch of parcels to members of the 
Regiment overseas and the following particulars should, 
be strictly observed :

_„ (U Parcels must not exceed eleven pounds.
(2) Parcels should be addressed with the Regi. 

j : * rt * • mental number, rank, name and surname of
addressee, followed by the last known ad-

• ; dress of the Unit with which the individual 
-V............  was serving; for example :

No. 0978 Cpl. John J. Kent,
- 2nd Battalion

The Royal Newfoundland Regt,' 
Hazeley Down Camp,

Winchester, v
x Rant’s Camp,

England.
(3) Parcels should bear the name and address of 

a second addressee to whom the parcel may 
be delivered or forwarded, if it should prove 
impossible to deliver to the first. The Original 
address should be written on the FRONT of 
the parcel where the postage stamps and 
customs declaration are affixed, and the sec
ond or alternative address should be written 
on the BACK of the parcel.

(4) If second address is not furnished at the time 
of posting and delivery cannot be effected, 
the contents of the parcel, unless of excep
tional value or of a personal nature, will be 
turned over to the Military Authorities for 
distribution.

(5) Parcels containing articles of personal na- 
ture or of special value will be returned if 
request for their return, in case of non-de
livery, is made by the sender, such request 
to be written on the cover of the parcel at the 
time of posting. *

(6) The procedure outlined in (4) and (5) is 
adopted at the suggestion of the British Post 
Office, to prevent the waste of a large quan
tity of perishable food stuffs which form the 
contents of 90 per cent, of parcels sent to 
soldiers.

(7) Parcels should be packed securely.
(8) Attention is drawn to the Notice concerning 

Christmas parcels recently published by the 
Postmaster General. All Christmas mail for 
B. E. F. should be posted in time to arrive at 
the Pay and Record Office, London, not later 
than the- end of November.

J. R. BENNETT,
oct29,eod,tf _ Minister of Militia.

The First Principle of Modern
Business is SERVICE.!

That is where we shine.

Good Goods well made, mod
erately priced, and honest effort 
made to deliver on time. Expert 
accounting and satisfactory set
tlements of all claims.

The biggest clothing manu
facturing organization in New
foundland backs up its claim 
for Superior Service.

WHOLESALE ONLY.
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Size

Address in full:-*

• < •• •• •« • • m m m vw i
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European Agency.
Wholesale Indents promptly execu

ted at lowest cash prices for nil Brit
ish and Continental goods, Including;

Books and Stationery, V ’
Boots, Shoes and Leather,
Chemicals and Druggists’ Sundries, 
China. Earthenware and Glassware, 
Cycles, Motor Cars and Accessories, 
Drapery, Millinery and Piece Goods, 
Sample Cases from $50 upwards. 

-Fancy Goods and Perfumery, V * 
Hardware, Machinery and Metal. 
Jewellery, Plate and Watches, 
Photographic and Optical Goods,

. Provisions and Oilmen's Stores, ‘ 
etc., etc.

Commission 2H p.c. to 6 p.c.
Trade Discounts allowed.
Special Quotations on Demand. 
Consignments of Produce Sold on 

Account I

William Wilson & Sons
(Established 1114.)

85 Abchurch Lane, London, E.C. 
Cable Address s "Annuaire, Lea.”

fcrSp

Newfoundland Clothing Co, 111
mar6,eod,tf WM. WHITE, Maa«»l

JUST ARRIVED:
160 dozen Galvanized Buckets,

Assorted sizes : 11, 12, 13, 14 Inch.

ALSO 80 CASES

Enamelware.
White Enamel Palls. 
Saucepans, all colors & sizes. 
Boilers, all colors & sizes.
Wash Basins.
DM Pans.
Jugs.

Coffee Boilers.
Milk Kettles, 1, 2, 3, 4 Sta
ple pishes.
Dinqer Plates.
Mugs.
Dippers.
Chambers.
Sink Drainers.
Funnels.

Hollow Ware.
v~’ TIN LINED SAUCEPANS AND DINNER BOILERS.

rnX.TANS, SLOP PAILS, OIL HEATERS,
j .oil Stoves (a «id), lamp burners a chimneys,

STOVE PIPE ENAMEL, ALUMINUM PAINT,
-IJiff * GENERAL TINWARE, at

JOHN CLOUSTON’S,
140-2 Duckworth Street

♦PHONE 400.

Forty Years In the public sei 
The - Evening Telegram

Axes.
^ go do*. Axes, 188.00 a do*.

nLe|ved a shipment good qual- 
“*r (tog sad Irons, hot iron cold

Brashes.
. -hnwin* a good selectionISJZ M’09’ w-‘°and

lies*
rflllSH DANDER BRUSHES, 

65c. each.

Back Chains and 
Chain Traces.

Robber Cement.
jrich Rubber Cement. Be 
joz-l cans, $2.90 doz.

Curry Combs.
$2.10. $2.75, $2M $3.40, 

$&80 doz.

Cutlery.
received, 50 doz. English 

Handle Knives, with Steel 
Handle Forks, $4.50 doz., 

ÿea and Forks.

Dessert Knives.
I doz. English White Handle Tea 
s, $5.50 and $6.00 a doz.

Pocket Knives.
Handle .. .. .. ..$2.40 a doz. 

de Pocket Knives,
$4M $5.40, $6.00 and $6.60 doz.

j We have 100 doz. in stock.

Grinding Stones.
| stock, 200 best quality Grinding 

12, 14, 16, 18, 20 inch.

Gimlets.
assorted Gimlets. ,$L00 doz,

Horse Hames.
r Wood Hames, $8.50 a pair.
' Iron Hames for woods work, 

I a pair
I Wood Hames, with brass tops,

, $5.00, $6.70 a pair.

Lanterns. .
I B1“t.. .:  .............$18.00 doz.
m Lanterns..............$19.00 doz.

•board Lanterns.... . .$2.10 each

Overalls.
*—Blue stripe; Blue Denim 

61 Jackets, Blue Stripe and Blue

Oil Taps.
r iteel kero and gasoline casks.

Razors.
t opened, 20 doz. English Razors 

and 20 doz. English c
In'

[Bengali Razors.
" llaT6wa n,ce selection Razor 

' Strops.

[Lather Brushes.
^ 1*50, $1.50 and $4.80 doz.

Snare Wire.
New 8t°ck, best quality.

! Rabbit and Fox 
Snare Wire

90c. per lb.

Saws
I good quality, $1.50 to
|2l Rip80Sa3wsfeet X CUt> Buck

.Sweat Pads.
I an extra good Sweat Pad 

k Fork, $1.00, $1.50 and $8.00

Wringers.
*t80 and $6.60 each.

8 & 9 Wool Cards 
Wood Pegs.

A*’ % inch.
8hoe Rivets, % inch.

a shipment English 
go Whips.
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