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CITRON PEEL!
ANCHOVY PASTE. 

COOKED HAM (Potted). 
PEANUT BUTTER.

CELERY SUET. 
FRENCH MUSTARD. 

COLEMAN’S MUSTARD. 
ASPIC JELLY. 

GUAVA JELLY. 
BIRD'S CUSTARD POWDER 

MORTON’S 
CUSTARD POWDER.

COOKED PORK, 6 lb. tins. 
CORNED BEEF, 6 lb. tins. 

(Free Bentos.) 
CAMPBELL’S SOUPS. 

BONED CHICKEN. 
CRISCO In Bé's & 3’s tins. 

SULTANA RAISINS. 
SEEDLESS RAISINS. 
GLACE CHERRIES. 

SALTED
JORDAN ALMONDS.

EGG POWDER (whole) in 10-lb. Tins
Rose’s Lime Juice 

Cordial.
Welsh’s Grape Juice 

Apple Cider.
1 Lemon Squash. 

Salad Dressing. 
Mince Meat. 

Leaf Gelatine. 
Corn (in Glass).

Ice Cream Powder. 
Jelly Powder. 
Queen Olives. 
Worcestershire 

Sauce.
Maracliino Cherries. 

Maple Syrup. 
Moir’s Cakes.

A Fresh Stock 
NEILSON’S

CHOqOLATEK- 
the Chocolatée that 
are different — in 
fancy boxes and 
bulk.

BOWRING BROTHERS, Limited,
GROCERY DEPT.Phone 332. Phone *32.
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Won After Great 
Perseverance !

CHAPTER XIX.
With a shudder, Dulcie shrinks 

back against the balustrade, and 
covers her face with her hands.

“Don’t, don’t, Miss Dulcie!" tm*- 
plores Sarah. “Don’t give it up— 
don’t cry, miss. She may pull round 
even now.”

“Even now!" ® EW8
'’Dulcie’s hands drop; there are no 

signs of tears In the dark eyes.
“Let me go to her!” she says 

hoarsely.
Sarah draws her into a room—it Is 

Dulcie’s bedroom, as neat and well- 
ordered as if she had slept In It the 
night before— and turns up the gas.

Then she starts, and stares at her 
aghast and dismayed.

“Oh, Miss Dulcie,” she exclaims, in 
a horrified whisper, “how ill you 
look! Oh, dear, dear! and I meant to 
break it to you properly. You’ll be 
111, miss—you will, indeed, if you 
take on so."

Dulcie waves her hand wearily.
“I am not ill, I am only tired, and 

—and It was a long Journey," she 
falters, throwing off her ulster and 
hat with weary impatience.

“And at night, too! But you didn’t 
come alone, miss?"

“Yes, but never mind mei—what 
does it matter? Tell me all—tell me 
all. How long has she been 111? How 
did it happen? What Is it? Oh, my 
poor dear”—and she wrings her 
hands—“if I had only come back 
With her! Why did I let her leave 
the, after all these years? Why don’t 
you tell me?” !

Frightened and dismayed, Sarah 
tells her story.

- -, Her mistress had come bpçk, com­
plaining of a cold on her cheat; had 
taken the usual old-fashioned reipe-

TO WORK
IN BED MOST OF TIME

Her Health Restored by Lydia 
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 

Compound.

Indianapolis, Indiana. — " My health 
so poor and my constitution so run 

down that I could 
not work. I was 
thin, pale and weak, 
weighed but 109 
pounds and was in 
bed most of the 
time. I began tak­
ing Lydia E. Pink- 
ham’s Vegetable 
Compound and five 
months later l 
weighed 133 pounds. 
I do all the house­

work and washing for eleven and I can 
truthfully say Lydia E. Pinkham’s Veg­
etable Compound has been a godsend 
to me for I would have been in my grave 
today but for it I would tell all wo­
men suffering as I was to try your valu­
able remedy.”-Mrs. Wm. Green, 332 
S. Addison Street, Indianapolis,Indiana.

There is hardly a neighborhood in this 
country, wherein some woman has not 
found health by using this good old- 
fashioned root and herb remedy.

If there is anything about which you 
would like special advice, write to the 
Lydia E. Finkhvn Medicine Ce, Lynn, 
Mas».

freShments. She bathes her face and 
cheerfulness, and then, with an awful 
sinking of the heart is ready to face 
—the worst.

“You’ll find her very much changed, 
miss,” says Sarah, warnlngly, as she 
opens the door of the sick room.

But notwithstanding the warning. 
Dulcie Is all unprepared.

“The little cold" has done its work 
with awful speed and completeness 
and the thin, white face that looks up 
with the old, timid, deprecatory 
smile, bears already the sign-manual 
of Bing Death.

Without a word, but with a stifled 
sob, Dulcie sinks- on her knees beside 
the bed, and kisses the wan face, and 
poor Aunt Fermor puts out a hand— 
alas! so thin and Weak—and rests it

ililtti, eind lot worse; had retoadd to 

we the doctor until Barak had “taken 
upon herself’ to send for him; had, 
notwithstanding the doctor, get worse 

-was now—t 
Hère she stops, and puts her apron 

* ft? her 'eyes.
Dulcie listens to the commonplace 

—all too commonplace—details with 
dry, aching eyes and chilled soul.

“Qh, why did you- not send fbr me 
befi&re—at once?1' she asks.
“ “She wouldn’t let me, miss; she 

Said it was only a cold, and that she 
didn’t want to spoil your pleasure;

-, you were so happy amongst the grand 
folks."

Dulcie wrings her hands.
“And it was only last night she 

whispered, ‘Send for Miss Dulcie,
miss.’" ’ 1 HP!

“And you didn’t telegraph!’’ says 
Dulcie, despairingly.

“She wouldn’t hear of it, miss. She 
thought a telegraph would frighten * 
you; she was always so thoughtful.”

“For Heaven’s sake, don’t speak as . 
it she were dead !”-exclaims Dulcie, 
the “was” stabbing her to the heart. 
“Oh, let me go to her now— at once! 
Oh! if I had but come with her!”

“It was the Journey, miss,” says 
poor, faithful Sarah. “She caught 
cold in the train. But there! you look 
as If you’d caught an illness, too, 
miss. You must have something—a 
cup of tea. Such a time of night, 
too!”

But Dulcie scorns all offers of re-

, . ,................ t
on the glossy head.

And so these two who have loved 
each other, who have had until lately 
no separation even of à day, are 
wrapped in silence.

Aunt Fermor is the first to speak, 
and the alteration In the voice sqnds 
a cold chill of fear through Dulcie’s 
veins.

“Why didn’t you wait until morning, 
dear?" says the faint voice. “What a 
dreadful journey, and so late, so late! 
You didn’t come alone, I hope?”

“Yes, dear," says Dulcie, trying to 
speak in her old, light-hearted tone; 
“yes, and nobody ran away with me, 
you see. Why"—with a sudden gulp 
—“why didn’t you send for me be­
fore? I have been scolding Sarah 
mightily."

A faint smile, wistful and loving, 
creeps into the wan face.

“I didn’t want to spoil your pleas­
ure and cut short your visit, my 

| dear ; and you must go back in—in a 
day or two.”

Dulcie makes a gesture of emphatic 
repudiation of the idea.

“But you must, my dear! It wasn’t 
Sarah’s fault; she—she is a foolish, 
frightened creature—she always was, 
you know, Dulcie!—she wanted to 
send for you the second day. I’m 
glad she didn’t; you have had a few 
days more, at least”

Dulcie groans.
“If you had but sent for me!” she 

says.
“I thought I should have got bet­

ter,” goes on Mrs. Fermor, “but”— 
with a piteous little smile that brings 
the tears to Dulcie’s eyes at last—“I 
haven’t, you see. I’m afraid”—a

: I sha’n’t get bet-

fingers close
thin, wasted

paui
ter now, Dulcie."

The warm, strong 
spasmodically on ’the 
hand.

“You see, dear, I'm an old. woman. 
I did not feel It until Dr. Brown re­
marked that a person at my time of 
life should be careful. Yes, I am an 
old woman, It seem*. At any rate” 
—with another little weary smile—"I 
am not going to be much older."

“Don’t!” breaks from Dulcie’s Ups, 
in an agony.

The hand caresses the silken hair 
with tender fondness and pity.

"My dear, it wouldn’t do for us to 
deceive ourselves. In a few days— 
hours, perhaps—there will be one 
stupid old person the less in the 
world. And"1—with a little weary 
sigh—“I shouldn't mind much, but— 
but for your sake, Dulcie. It seems 
hard to leave you, dear."
I Trembling, and with streaming 
eyes, Dulcie clings closer to her.

“Aunt, you frighten me! I—I can’t 
believe IL It can’t be true. It is only 
a cold; the doctor said so himself, 
did he not? You will, you must get 
better. See, aunt. I’ll nurse you! I 
—I won’t let you die! Oh, no—no! 
don’t say so! I can't bear it. Oh, if 
I had but been at home! Aunt, you 
must have another doctor, a phy­
sician, to-morrow."

The old deprecatory smile plays 
faintly upon the timid face.

“Dulcie, dear, not all the physicians 
In the world could keep me here 
much longer. Dr. Brown knows me 
too well to be deceived. And—I 
shouldn’t like to hurt his feelings by 
calling In any one else, dear. I’ve 
known him ever since I was a little 
girl. I think he was sorry to tell me 
the truth, dear; and I pestered him a 
great deal—rather unfairly; but I 
told him that you didn’t like to be 
taken by surprise, and that I should 
like to prepare you."

“Oh, aunt! Always' me! Always 
tor me; no thought 6f yourself. Oh, 
Heaven! how selfish I have been. 
Aunt”---with feverish intensity—.-“I 
have worried, and wearied, and tired 
you often In the old times; but I 
never will' again—never, never! 
But,” with a little Sob, “I loved you 
all the time! You never doubted that, 
dear?"

The old lady shakes her head.
"Never, dear.. Yes, we have always 

loved each other, we two; and you 
never worried me, dear, more than I 
deserved. I was a foolish, stupid old 
womah, while you were a quick- 
spirited girl! You were always good, 
Dulcie!" with a little touch of pride 

:that is very pathetic. "Always. I 
don’t think I ever saw a girl with 
brighter spirits!” *

Dulcie’s head drops on the coverlid. 
She will need her full spirits now, 
and where will she find them?"

There Is silence for a moment or 
two. Sarah creeps In, and stands at, 
a respectful distance; but the eyes of 
the dying are sometimes very sharp.

There’s Sarah with the medicine,' 
says the faint voice. "Medicine is no 
use, we all of us know; but It’s a little 
form that Dr. Brown likes to keep up, 
and I wouldn’t hurt his feelings. It— 
it—is—only-—sugar and water, 
think, dear; but I take It, of course, 
because he always asks when he 
comes if I have done so.

Sarah administers the, medicine, 
and comes round to Dulcie With the 
awful noiselessness that Is so dread­
fully significant to poor Dulcie, and

You may want to change 
your automobile, or your 
piano, or even your home— 
but you will never want to 
change the COFFEE, when 
once you taste the delectable 
flavour of Chase & Sanborn’s
“SEAL BRAND” COFFEE.
1b S, I end 2 pound tine. Whole—ground—pulverU.d—.l»o fine | 

1er Percolators. Never «eid to bulk

(he weary eyes close.
‘She will sleep now, poor dear, 

rhe whispers. “You must take some 
rest, Miss Dulcie, or you will be 111! 
'.tome, miss!"

But Dulcie declines with a shake of 
the head, and crouches down with 
her face against the thin wasted 
hand.

And so the few remaining hours of 
the night pass, and the morning 
breaks, still finding her true to her 
post, and still firmly refusing to leave 
It.

At midday the doctor appears, au 
old, white-headed man who has dand­
led Dulcie on his knee, and who lays 
his hand upon her head with gentlé 
sympathy as he looks down at the 
anxious Inquiry In the dark, piteous 
eyes.

He does not repeat the old formula 
of “while there Is life- there le hope" 
to her. The anguished entreaty for 
the truth, and the whole truth, can-

that when suffering from 
nervousness, sick headache, 
dizzy spells and ailments 
peculiar to their sex— 
nothingaffordssuchprompt 
and welcome relief, as will 
follow a few doses of

BEEtHAM'S
PILLS

A proven women’s remedy, 
which assists in regulating the 
organs, and re-establishing 
healthy conditions. Reecham’s 
Pills contain no habit-forming 
drug —leave no disagreeable 
after-effects. They are—

Nature’s aid 
to better Health
Dircdiew ei Special Valw teWreM are wilk ever, be 

Sold everywhere. In boxes, 25c.

not be met bo easily.
“You must bear up, my dear," he 

says, with a sigh. “She Is very ill, 
vëry, and I am glad you have come.’

“But,” pleads Dulcie, with clasped 
hands, "is there nothing that can be 
done—nothing?”

He turns his head away, then looks ] 
at her suddenly.

“Yes, my dear; we can make her] 
last few hours happy ones. That Is 
something, is It not?. Don’t let her] 
see you give way, she dreads that, 
poor soul, more than anything. I am 
glad you have come, my dear. Send 
for me if you want me before I come j 
again, and’’—-and he takes her by the 
arm and draws her to the light— 
“you must take more rest, my dear— 
at once, mind.

Then he goes, and Dulcie returns I 
to her post. The day passes, and the j 
night comes again, and with it the 
angel of death draws neàrèr.

The thin, wasted hands has got 
weaker, the voice feebler, and the | 
weary eyes are loathe'to open; but
whenever they do they rest upon the

. '
pale, beautiful face they have loved, 
and the old, Umid smile comes-with 
them.

So the hours pass; pass as If with 
the unreality of a dream. At times 
Dulcie thinks that she is indeed 
dreaming; that she will awake pre 
sently and find herself at riolme 
Castle, sitting beside Hugh, or listen­
ing to the languid voice of Lady Fal­
coner.

Was that only a dream, and is this 
a reality? She scarcely knows. 
Sarah’s muffled tread as she goes In 
and out seems like the footfall' of a 
ghost; the thin, wasted face lying so 
still and peaceful on the pillow at her 
side is the only thing that seems 
real and that she can cling to with 
any, reality.

The night comes, and the thin voice 
Is heqrfl murmuring that beloved

Fashion Plaie1
The Home Dressmaker should keep 

• Catalogne Scrap Book el ear Pat. 
lorn Cut*. These wfll be foaad very 
"**hil to refer to from time ^e time.

V A DAINTY WAIST MODEL.

1953

1953—Ladies’ Waist in Surplice 
Style.

Georgette crepe In the pew shade of 
blue would be nice for this, or a pretty 
shade of gray or brown flannel, ma­
dras, batiste, taffeta, satin and serge. 
The right front overlaps the left in 
surplice effect. The collar Is wide 
over the shoulders and has smart 
lines. The sleeve is comfortable and 
finished with a pretty cuff. The Pat 
tern is in 7 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 
and 46 inches bust measure. It re­
quires 2% yards of 44-inch material 
for a 36-lnch size.

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

NOS
irritation. I took hi 
ment of the sltin, 
better the sores bee: 
him to another hoi 
ed for some time, a 
seemed to be getting 
■was only temporary 
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“Five years had it 
first appeared, and 1 ' 
doctors were right, v

of the finest quality, our own make. Every one guaranteed to 
be of Solid Gold. All sizes, and prices ranging from

$3.00 to $16.00.
Be sure and buy your Wedding Ring from the

RELIABLE JEWELLERS, *

T. J. DULEY & CO.
Bing Heasai-mg Cards Sent on Application

A SIMPLE, POPULAR MODEL.

name:
"Dulcie.”
“I am here, dear. I am always 

here. See!" and she lays her cheek 
on the hand.

“Dulcie, I want to speak to you. 
Is—is—Sarah—the doctor—here?”

“No one is here; but me, dear.
The wasted hands feels blindly tor 

the girl’s firm one, and closes over it 
warmly.

(To be continued.)

2216—Jersey cloth, serge, satfn, 
silk, checked or plaid suiting, linen 
and other wash fabrics are nice tor 
this style.

The Pattern Is cut in 4 sizes: 14, 16, 
18 and 20 years. Size 16 requires 
6% yards of 44-inch material. The 
dress measures about 3 yards at the 
lower edge. The sleeve may be fin­
ished in wrist length with a deep cuff, 
or in short length, with a shaped cuff.

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

E are still 
showing a 
splendid se­

lection of : : :

TWEEDS
and

Glass jars should be rolled through | 
hot water before they are filled.

Where eggs are small use an extra | 
one in a recipe that calls for three.

Macaroni should not be washed, the ] 
boiling water will cleanse it suffi­
ciently.

Addrees in -full:—

The Famous 
Canadian Salt

POSITIVE SALE !
Extensive Timber Limit, to­

gether with Freeholds, ofi the 
waterside of South and West 
Rivers, Hall’s Bay; apply early

JAMES R. KNIGBT

No scarcity at
Maunder’s.

However,we beg 
to remind our cus­
tomers these goods 
are selling rapid­
ly, and cannot be 
rëplaced at the 
same price.

| MINABD’S LINIMENT CURBS 
COLDS, BTC.

John Maunder,
Tailor and Clothier, St. John s, Nfld.
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Advertise in the Telegram

Italy Faces Grave Cl 1$
Need for Three Million Tons elj 

is Most Urgent.
,$i Turin, Oct. 18.—The Italia: 

Marnent has re-opened Its se 
Rome under peculiar circun 
two facts being so prominent 
to make a Ministerial crisis ii 
Owing to their nature'they wij 
ably be discussed only by set 
sion.

One has to do with serioul 
which occurred in Turin tliej 
part of August, dùe, in part, 
delay in providing the town w 
cient bread, and in part to 
discontent. The other questi 
terns the general food crisià 

, out Italy, Which led to the 
; tion of the Food Controller,

Canepa, whose'"place has lir-i 
liby General Alfieri.

: The Turin riots lasted 8ev<
' rand the authorities .were obli 

-;i«se machine guns, while soni 
Igjjjadesr were destroyed by 

thrown from aeroplanes, thlr j 
the first time aeroplanes hav( 
used tor such a purpose. N< 

’’^figures have been published uij 
number of dead and wounde I 

“•riots. Calculations vary fro 
or sixty dead to five hundi 
latter number being given ii | 
port of a non-Itaiian authority 
rin.

' The question of supplies | 
pecially grave regarding who! 
and wool. Italy produces 1 

and must import all she nee 
wool is insufficient, owing to I 
mense consumption for milita | 

ing.
But the most serious of :il| 

necessity of importing this y< 
three million tons of -wheat : 
wise it will be almost iml 
even with the restrictions ini ^ 
bread cards, to reach the n 
vest. The Government is beiu 
upon by Parliament to justi j 
tion with, respect to both of j 
nations.

Whatever the result is, 
with the present ministry in 
under a new Cabinet, the 
determined to carry on the 
victorious end, and defeat t I 
of fRe intransigeant Socialit 
are trying to spread dissaj 
among the troops and indue! 
cease fighting after October]
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If you need stylish, 
fitting and well-made c| 
in Suit or Overcoat—-:i 
able Cleaning and Pressl 
or phone SPURRELL, .’îj 
er Street. Phone 574.-


