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MAKES PERFECT BREAD

Aubrey’s
Revenge.

WHÜD51* ■ -
CHAPTER XVII.

“Only five minutes,” said Mrs. 
Snapdragon, consulting her gold 
watch. “My dear Miss van Cortlandt, 
you’ve barely time to bid your 
friends ‘good-by.’ Your baggage is 
all right. I instructed the boy to at
tend to it.”

"All aboard!” sang out the conduc- 
shouted the conductor, and the bell 
gave a warning peal.

The very last moment had come.
Kelpie turned to her companions 

and burst into tears.
“Oh, daddy! oh, nursie! I can’t 

leave you,” she sobbed piteously.
“But, little woman, you must, it 

you've made up your mind to go,” 
said the old man.

“Why, of course, she’s made up her 
mind to go,” put in Mrs. Snapdragon, 
with smiling good humor, “and my 
mistress expects her for a little visit 
if nothing more. You know, my 
dear, you can go back to your friends 
whenever you please. ’Tis but a 
day’s journey.”

“So I can,” assfcted kelpie, drying 

her tears. “I shan’t be gone long, 
daddy.”

“All aboard!” gptd out the conduc
tor a second time, and the snorting 
engine began to move.

“Really, my dear, we shall miss 
our train,” said Mrs. Snapdragon, 
and, catching hold of Kelpie’s arm, 
whisked her away.

The old keeper and Janet followed 
to the very steps of the moving train.

“Good-by, and God bless you, little 
woman.”

“Daddy! daddy! I can’t leave you. 
I’ll ^ive it up; I won't go!” sobbed 
Kelpie, and would have turnd back 
but Mrs. Snapdragon held her arm in 
a grip like steel.

“Don't be foolish, my dear,” she 
said, pushing the girl forward. “My 
mistress expects you, but you can go 
back to your people whenever you 
please.”

Kelpie yielded, the door of the 
coach closed, the bell rang furiously, 
and the train sped away.

The old keeper waved his hat to 
the tearful face pressed against the 
window.

“Oh, my bairntÿfny bairn! I wish 
I had gqqe with her!” wailed the 
Scotch woman. ,

The train sped on, turned a sharp 
curve, and the tearful face at the 
window vanished from sight.

CHAPTER XVIIÏ.

"Shall I see the lady who says she 
is my mother to-night, Mrs. Snap
dragon?”

The woman threw up both her 
hands, her eyes fairly dancing with 
amusement.

“My dear young lady, you mustn’t 
call me Mrs. Snapdragon!” she cried. 
"I'm your mother's maid, and plain 
Snapdragon’s the proper way to ad
dress me.”

“Very well,” said Kelpie, a trifle 
stiffly) “but answer my question, if 
you please. Shall I see the lady who 
says she is my mother to-night?”

“No, dear, of course not. My mis
tress has just returned from a ball, 
and she won't be out of bed before 
nocn. Besides, before I left home 
she told me that she didn’t intend to 
see you until you are dressed.”

“Until I am dressed?” repeated 
Kelpie. “Why, what do you mean?”

“Oh, my dear, until yon, are dress
ed for the evening,. of course. My 
mistress is wild about beauty. She’s 
a splendid-looking woman herself, 
and it would have broken her heart

,f you had turned out to be an ugly 
iuckkling on her hands. The very 
first word she’ll say to me when I 
take in her cap of strong coffee be
fore she gets up will be: ‘My good 
Snapdragon, for Heaven’s sake, tell 
!me whether sh eis pretty or ugly.”

“What will you tell her?” asked 
Kelpie, the color fluttering in her 

cheeks.
"Oh, I intend to have a great’joke!" 

cried the woman. “I was thinking 
about it all the way home. This is 
what I shall say: ‘I’m sorry to have 
to tell you, ma’am, but she’s a very 
plain little thing.’

“My mistress will believe me, of 
course, and worry herself ill by eight 
o’clock, and then, when I take you to 
her boudoir in a charming evening 
gown, what a scene there will be!”

“I haven’t any charming evening 
gown to wear,” said Kelpie, “and, ev
en if I had, I’m not sure about look
ing pretty. See here. Snapdragon, 
tell me what you think of me? I 
want the truth now. Am I the least 
bit pretty, or positively plain?”

The woman threw up her hands 
and laughed. *

“What a charming simple little 
soul,” she said, sotto voce. “She’ll 
take the men off their feet.”

“You’ll look like a fright to
morrow, my dear, if you don’t make 
haste and go to bed,” she added 
aloud, “but you must have your bath 
and bit of supper first. I’ll ring for 
your maid.”

The scene was one of a handsome 
suite of rooms on the second floor of 
an extremely pretentious Fifth Ave
nue mansion. Van Cortlandt Place it 
was called.

Kelpie had reached her destination 
after a somewhat dull and tiresome 
journey, and was patiently waiting 
for whatever might happen, with a 
sharp little homesick ache at her 
heart.

Mrs. Snapdragon touched an elec
tric button, and almost instantly a 
•pleasant-faced girl in a smart gown 
and a white cap appeared.

“This is Kitty, your maid, Miss 
van Cortlandt. She'll assist you with 
your bath, and then you shall have 
some supper.

“I'd like to have my trunk before 
I take my bath, if you please,” said 
Kelpie, as Mrs. Snapdragon was 
leaving the room.

“Your trunk has been put away 
for safe-keeping, miss,” she replied. 
“My mistress has provided every
thing you need. Kitty, you can sup 
ply the young lady with everythin.: 
she needs.”

Half an hour later, when Kelpie 
emerged from the bathroom, attired 
in a white silk negligee, with the 
fragrance of sweet violets following 
her wherever she moved, she went to 
the pier mirror in her dressing room 
and looked at herself.

“I wonder if I’m dreaming?” she 
thought, her eyes shining and the 
lovely pink deepening in her cheeks. 
“Can that wonderful creature be poor 
little Kelpie, who used to cook dad
dy’s supper and then go to bed in a, 
pink print nightgown, to be rocked 
to sleep by the great sea?

“Ah!” she murmured, with a long, 
blissful breath, “if this is being a fine 
lady, I don’t think I shall object to it, 
after all.”

A little Swiss clock, set with jew
els and having a sound as sweet as a 
flute, struck eight o’cloc.k.

Kelpie, arose from the velvet sofa 
on which she was reclining with a 
sudden thrill at her heart.

At the same hour of the previous 
evening she was on the train, dusty, 
travel worn, and speeding along at a 
dizzy rate; but noting the time, she 
turned to the window and looked out 
across the fields, gray and somber in 
the November twilight.

\ “Tom’s bolting the door of the old 
storage room now and ■ thinking of 
me,” she said to herself, and then 
she added softly: “God bless you, 
dear old Tom.”

She was at Van Cortlandt Place 
now, attired like a princess, and the 
woman- who claimed to be her mother

Sick, Sour Stomach, 
Indigestion or Gas

Take “rape’s Dinpepsln” and in five 
midntes you’ll wonder what be

came of misery in stomach.
Wonder what upset your stomach— 

which portion of the food did the dam
age—do you? Well, don’t bother. If 
your stomach ts in a revolt; if sour, 
gassy and upset, and what you just 
ate has fermented into stubborn 
lumps; head dizzy and aches-; belch 
gases and acids and eructate undi
gested food; breath foul, tongue 
çoated—just take a little Pape’s Dia- 
pepsin and in five minutes you won
der what became of the indigestion 
and distress.

Mllions of men and women to-day 
know that it is needless to have a bad 
stomach. A little Diapepsin occa
sionally keeps thi* delicate organ 
regulated and they* eat their favorite 
foods without fear.

If your stomach doesn't take care 
of your liberal limit without rebel
lion; if your food is a damage instead 
of a help, remember the quickest, 
surest, most bannies relief is Pape's 
Diapepsin which costs only fifty cents 
for a large case at drug stores. It’s 
truly wonderful—it digests food and 
sets things straight, so gently and 
easily that it is really astonishing. 
Please, for your sake, don’t go on and 
on with a weak, disordered stomach ; 
it’s so unnecessary.

was waiting to receive her. But Kel
pie did not forget her compact with 
Tom when the dainty little clock 
tinkled the hour of eight. She arose 
from the velvet couch and went to 
the window. Putting aside the silken 
drapery, she looked out.

The glitter and grandeur, the busy 
life of the great city were below, but 
Kelpie loo.ked upward at the solemn 
serene, ever-watchful stars, the same 
stars that were looking down on the 
great sea at New Castle Light, where 
the old keeper was watching his 
great, golden lamp and Tom Holland 
was thinking of the girl he loved.

“Dear old Tom! God bless him!' 
murmured Kelpie. “I’m sure he and 
poor old daddy miss me dreadfully 
by this time. I wish I was with 
them. Oh, I wish I was back at the 
old lighthouse to-night.”

_ There came. -a. tap at the door and 
Mrs. Snapdragon entered.

“It is eight o’clock, Miss van Cort
landt," she said, “and I’ve come t.i 
conduct you to my mistress. But let 
me take another look at you first and 
see if I can make you one bit prêt 
tier.”

Kelpie came out into the glow of 
the electric lights with an eager light 
in her eyes.

“I hope I shall please her,” she 
said. *1 hope she will like me.”

Mrs. Snapdragon stood silent, her 
yellow eyes .kindling as she looked 
the girl over.

Kelpie’s evening gown was a dream 
of beauty, and fitted her to perfection. 
A cluster of scarlet roses was fasten
ed in the corsage, and a golden ban
deau, set with rubies, held her jet- 
black hair in place.

“You’re a beauty—a downright 
beauty ! You fairly dazzle my eyes,” 
said Mrs. Snapdragon at last, “and I 
told my mistress you were a poor, 
plain little thing. Won't it be a great 
joke? Come along; we mustn’t keep 
her waiting.”

She led the way to ‘my lady’s bou
doir,’ as Mrs. van Cortlandt's private 
sitting room was called, and tapped 
lightly on the door.

“Come in.”
Mrs. Snapdragon turned the silver 

knob and held the door open while 
Kelpie entered.

“Mrs. van Cortlandt, I have brought 
you your daughter,” she said.

A lady robed in velvet and laces, 
with jeweled combs in her iron-grav 
hair, came out from an alcove and 
looked about inquiringly.

“My daughter?” she said. “My 
poor ugly duckling? 'Where is she?”

Kelpie moved out into full viasv, 
her face like a wild rose, her eyes 
shining like stars.

Mrs. van Cortlandt stood and star
ed in arazement for a moment, then 
opened her arms with a rapturous 
cry. j

“Why, she’s a beauty ! My dar
ling, my darling, come to my arms!”

But Kelpie stood motionless, with
out the faintest responsive thrill at 
her heart.

CHAPTER XIX.
“Why, my good Snapdragon, the 

girl is perfect—^simply perfect.1 If I 
had had her made to order, she could 
not have pleased me better. ' She 
houldn’t possibly be prettier, and 
she’s accomplished, too. I was amaz
ed—positively dumbfounded —when 
her teachers came in, one by one,_ to 
examine her this morning. She dan
ces very well, indeed—though not the 
latest dances that are all the rage 
now—her voice is simply entrancing, 
and she chatters in French equal to 
a native. I was never so delightfully 
surprised in my life. One would sup
pose that the child had been reared 
and trained in the heart of Paris, and 
you tell me she has known no home 
but an old lighthouse in the middle 
of the sea. Snapdrâgon, what does it 
mean ?”

The woman laughed and shrugged 
her shoulders as she replied:

“Well, it’s all in the blood. You 
see, ma’am, a rose will be a rose, and 
not a cabbage head, no matter where 
you plant it. Miss van Cortlandt is 
her mother’s own daughter.”

“You flattering creature,” said the 
lady, “but that was a clever answer. 
I shall ma.ke it a point to quote it on 
some suitable occasion, if it doesn’t 
escape my memory. Here, Snap 
dragon, suppose you jot it down on 
one my tablets for safe-keeping.”

The woman obeyed with a pleased 
little laugh, and then, turning toward 
her mistress, went op:

“It’s true, ma’am, that Miss van 
Cortlandt’s accomplishments haven 
been wholly neglected ; she told me 
herself that she had a professor and 
a.dancing master at the lighthouse in 
winter, and in good weather she was 
sent to school.”

“Well, well,” sighed the lady, lean
ing back amid the silken cushions, 
“and I had made up my mind to find 
her an ignoramus.”

(To be Continued.)
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Fashion Hates.

The Home Dressmaker should keep
a Catalogue Scrap Book of oar Pat- 
tern Cuts. These will be found very 
useful to refer te from time to time.

1230.—A SIMPLE STYLISH MODEL.

IZ30

Costume for Misses and Small Wo, 
men.

This desirable model is easy to de 
velop. It is cut in semi-fitted style 
with long waist outline^ and has a belt 
which may be omitted. The skirt is a 
three piece model, and flares in com
fortable fulness ‘below the hips. The 
sleeve may be finished in wrist or 
short length. The Pattern is cut in 
4 sizes: 14, 16, 17 and 18 years. It 
requires 5 yards of 44 inch material 
for a 16 year size. The skirt meas
ures about 3 1-3 yards in the 16 year 
size at its lower edge.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.

1216.—LADIES’ COSTUME.

Beef, Butter, etc.
' Ex Train Monday:

Beef, Bogs, Mntton, 
Lamb, Butter.

JAS. R. KNIGHT

Rivaling the tunic and redingote 
tyles one sees new mode ls in Princess 

.effect, as shown in this attractive de
sign. The waist is cut to form a 
panel over the skirt front, and may 
be finished at raised or normal waist
line. A deep yoke that may be cut high 
or at rioraml waistline forms the up
per part of the new flare skirt. The 
sleeve is close fitting and finished 
with a smart cuff. Brown serge was 
used in this instance, with lace and a 
touch of brown velvet for trimming. 
Buttons to match ornament the fronts. 
This style is good Ifor linen, for 
gingham and other cotton godds. In 
white linen, with embroidered panel, 
revers and cuffs, it would be real 
smart. It will also develop nicely in 
taffejta or poplin. The Pattern is 
cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 
44 inches bust measure. It requires 
6% yards of 44 inch material for a 36 
inch size. The skirt measures 2% 
yards at the lower edge.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.

ÏA . . . . ._. . «

N.B.—Be sure to cut out the illus
tration and send with the coupon, 
carefully filled out The pattern can 
not reach you in less than 15 days. 
Price 10c. each, In cash, postal note, 
or stamps. Address: Telegrs* Pat
ten Department
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TALKING MACHINES. —We offer 
balance of present samples at cost and 
charge.; only a few left CHESLEY 
WOODS. 140 Water St—marl#
%.» - :• '.si-: '-

The Newest and Best all the Time.
The Pretender by R. TV. Service, au

thor of The Trail of ’08, 60 & 80c.
The Great Splendour by Gertrude 

Page, authdr of The Pathway, 60c. 
and 80c.

Oddfish by Robert Hugh Benson, au
thor of Initiation, 60c.

The Man with the Double Heart by 
Muriel Hyne, 60 and 80c.

Blue Water by Fredk! William Wal
lace, 80c.

World’s End by Amelia Rives, 60 and 
80c.

The Laughing Cavalier by Baroness 
Orczy, 60 and 80c.

Barbed Wire by E. Everett Green, 60c.
Broken Shackles by John Oxenham, 

60 and 80c.
Prince and Heretic by Marjorie Bowen, 

60 and 80c.
Meg Hamilton by Annie S. Swanq, 

60 and 80c.
A Soldier of The Legion by C. N. and 

A. M. Williamson, 60 and 80c.

Maria by Baroness Von Hutten, 60 
and 80c.

The Second Blooming by W. F. George, 
author of A Bed of Roses, 60 and 
80c.

The .Glean Heart by A. S. M. Hutchin
son, 60. and 80c.

The Spider!s Web by Reginald WÎJ 
Kaufman, 75c.

The Letter v of the Contract by Basil 
King, 60 and 80c.

The Taste of Brine by Mrs. Hubert 
Barclay, 60 and 80c.

The Whalers by J. J. Bell, 60 and 80c.
Pink Lotus by May Crommelin, 60c.
The Girl that Goes Wrong by R. W. 

Kauffman, 75c.
The Cap of Youth by Madame Alba- 

nesia, 60 and 80c.
The Double Life of Mr. Alfred Bur

ton by E. P. Oppenheim, 60 & 80c.
The Greater Law by Victoria Cross, 

60 and 80c.
The Woman Ruth by Curtis Yorke.

GARLAND’S Bookstores, 177 & 353 Water St., St. Job’s.

r
Fighting Water !

If the roof of your dwelling or your hen 
house or your factory is leaky, you can make it 
water tight with a few cents worth of

Elasligum.
We have just received a shipment by the S. S. 

“Stephano.”

COLM CAMPBELL.
'is J

Good SHOES
WHITE
HOUSE
SHOE
us mem

r£.*;Y

The man or woman who is looking for Good Shoes at reasonable prices 
will find them here. In spite of the big advance in leather we are able to 
give you some rare values just now n Footwear.
Ladies' Fine Boots, Button, Blucher and Laced styles, $2.00. $2.50. $2.75.

$3.00, $3.50, $4.00, $4.50, and $5.00.
Men’s Fine Boots, $2.50, $2.75, $3.00, $3.50, $4.00 and $5.00.
Boys’ and Girls’ Boots at greatly reduced prices. See our windows.

F. SMALLWOOD, The Home of Good Shoes

Ys

BUTCHERS, ATTENTION!
To arrive ex S.S. Stephano Wednesday next,

60 Quarters «
Choice Fresh

Killed Reel.

Ladies’ CORSETS !
We are now showing full lines of the celebrated

P. C. & D. & A. CORSETS.
Correct style and perfect quality in every pair.

See our SPECIAL EXTRA LONG’ CORSET with the four 
Garters attached at 80c. pair.

WILLIAM FREW. J

10.30A.M.
HERMANS AND AUSTRIANS 

HIRED TO LEAVE ITAI.1
ROME, To-c’l 

The German and Austrian An 
gadors have ordered the subjet i 

I their countries to leave Italy at j 
It is reported that so many Gei 
military Spies have entered 
that the General Staff has been 
ed to change its mobilization ]( 
localise there is reason to be 
that some of the secrets conn I 
with them have been revealed, 
of the Italian police, force have j 
detailed to keep under surveil| 
Germans who recently entered 
under what are considered suspi 
circumstances.

BRITISH STEAMER TORPEIil 
LONDON, To-dl 

The British steamer Gain 
(2.293 tons), was reported torp- 
this afternoon off Beachy Head 
English Channel and sank, accoj 
to a Central News despatch 
Eastbourne. The crew esc I 
When the steamer was struck, rJ 
boats put out to her and attempt I 
tow her into port. The Cairntoi [ 
bound from Newcastle for Genoa | 
coal.

PRAISE FOR FRENCH SQUAI»|

LONDON. To-d 
The Admiralty last night n: I 

following announcement: Uni I 
ile weather interrupted the ol 

fions in the Dardanelles, and asl 
plane reconnaissances have not 
possible, the amount of damage 
(g the forts by the bombardmel 
the 18th cannot be ascertained 1 
greater expectations should, hov 
be based on this as owing to th | 
es caused by drifting mines, t 
tack was not pressed to its c*t 
sion on that day. The power 
fleet to dominate the fortress | 
the superiority of fire seems to 
tabiished. Various other d 
and difficulties will have to b 
countered, but nothing has hap: 
which justifies the belief lha 
cost of the undertaking will 
what has always been expecte j 
provided for. The British casi:| 
in personnel are sixty-one men I 
ed, wourtded and missing. Ad| 
^ Rcbeick has telegraphed thd 
pi irait y as follows : "I desirj 
bring to the notice of Your Lonl
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