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HAS NO EQUAL
It not only softens the 

water but doubles the cleans 
Ing power of soap, and makes 

everything sanitary and 
wholesome.

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES. HYU»52
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The Sound of 
Wedding Bells
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Won After Great 
Perseverance !

CHAPTER VII.
"VVliat do you mean by ‘well?’ the 

asks.
"I meant a great deal,” he says. 

“For one thing, what do you think of 
the Castle?”

"I have scarcely seen it,” she says, 
. coldly.

“What do you think of my people 
^ She is silent for a moment, then she 

looks across the darkness.
-The question is: ‘What do they 

think of me?’ ” she says.
“I am sure------”
“Oh, pray,” she breaks in, sarcas­

tically; “do not let us waste fine 
speeches that will deceive neither of 
us. I will tell you what they think of 
me. They think .1 am altogether 
wrong. I have offended them twenty 
timed this evening—in one evening! 
and she laughs bitterly. "They look 
upon me as a savage; a girl who 
doesn’t understand crewel-work, who 
cannot play the piano, and who 
doesn’t even know chess'. Every 
word I say strikes a wrong chord.” 

“1 think you are mistak ”
-Do you think I am Wind?” she says 

with fine scorn. “Do you think that I 
didn’t see that your mother. Lady 
Falconer, was shocked and horrified 
at every word I said? and the worst 
of it is that I don't know' what it was 
that I said wrong. I cannot alter 

^nyself! I cannot be any different 
than I am ; and as I am, I am not fit to 
be a visitor at Holme Castle.

“I am very sorry,” he says, “that 
you should think so. A ou must re­
member that my mother and sisters 
have led—well, rather narrow lives.”

“They have led the lives of high­
born aristocratic ladies,” she says, 
bitterly, “and I have led the life of an 
uneducated, unaccomplished, middle- 
class girl. I have no business here. 
It was a cruel, stupid will!"

He stands looking at her; she is 
supremely beautiful, more wondrous- 
ly fascinating in her passion than in 
repose.

“You arc wrong,” he says.
• “I am right,” she asserts, emphatic­

ally, “and it will be best to acknow­
ledge it at once. It is all wrong all!
I wish,” and her voice grows soft 
and plaintive, “I wish I was back in 
Rome!”

He flushes, his lips set under his 
mustache.

“You miss your friends—Sir Archie, 
for instance.”

She laughs mockingly; then she 
looks up at him defiantly.

-Yes, I miss him. At least Sir 
Archie thought me perfect—at least 
lie was blind to my faults. He liked 
me for myself, simply poor, plain 
Dulcie Dorrimore; while you—I am 
not blaming you—simply tolerate me !

because you are obliged to, because— 
because of the stupid money.

He looks down at her as she leans 
forward, her graceful figure bent over 
the coping, her face flushed and mov­
ing.

"You make a great mistake,” he 
says. “You wrong us. We none of 
us think of the money, Dulcie,” the 
name slips out unconsciously, but she 
hears it and draws herself up.

“My name is Dulcie, yes, Sir Hugh, 
but I am usually addressed as Miss 
Dorrimore.”

He flushes red under his tan.
“I beg your pardon," he says. “I 

meant Miss Dorrimore. I was going 
to say that you would find us better 
after you had tried us a little long­
er, that was all.”

She laughs; Dulcie’s fits of dignity 
are of short duration.

“I am not complaining,” she says. 
“You are simply too perfect, all of 
you. I think I'll go to bed."

“You quite forgive me,” he says.
“For what?” she says, open-eyed 

and wondering.
“For calling you—Dulcie,” he says, 

gravely; “it was ill-bred, and ungen- 
tlemanly. I do not know how I came 
to do it! I will not offend again. Lest 
you should fear that I should offend 
again, I promise, here, and solemnly, 
that I will not, by word or deed, re­
mind you while you are under my 
•roof of the—the claim which your 
uncle’s will gave you.”

“What do you mean?” she asks, 
looking up at the handsome, noble 
face, grave and solemn in the half- 
light.

“I mean,” he says, curtly, “that I 
will not attempt to bias you; I will 
not—to put it bluntly and brutally— 
I will not offend you by making love 
to you.”

She looks at him mockingly.
“That is kind and considerate of 

you,” she says. “No; you may re­
serve that for Miss Lucy Fairfax! 
and with a swish of her Worth dress, 
she turns and leaves him.

"Aunt, are you awake?" she says, 
five minutes later, when, having said 
“good-night,” and taken the candle 
from the maid, she stands beside 
Aunt Fermor's bed.

Awake? Yes, my dear. 1 haven't 
been to sleep. Is it morning?”

“Morning!” says Dulcie, wickedly. 
“Why, it's to-morrow afternoon. You 
don’t mean to say you have slept 
through a whole day and not know 
it?”

"Good gracious!” exclaims Mrs. 
Fermor, starting up and staring wild­
ly. “Oh, dear me! How could you 
let me do it? What will Lady Falcon­
er think?” Then seeing by the smile 
on the beautiful face, that it was one 
of Dulcie’s jokes, she sinks back with 
a reproachful sigh. “How can you be 
so stupid, Dulcie? Have you only 
just come up? And what are they like? 
Have you enjoyed yourself, my dear?”

“Oh, very much indeed!” says Dul­
cie, sinking on the bed and uncoiling 
her hair, that falls in a dark flood on 
her shoulders. “Exquisitely, en- 
chantingly. I couldn’t have enjoyed 
myself more if I had spent the even­
ing with the kings and queens of Eng- I 
land in Madame Tussaud’s wax-work 
show.”

"Dulcie!”
“Yes, I might, perhaps, because 

they (the wax kings and queens) 
wouldn’t have been shocked by every 
word I said, and every look I looked 
and every move I moved.”

Mrs. Fermor groans.
“TÎtenfytÀi haven't been good after 

all.”, _
"Good!” exclaims Dulcie.' “I have 

been an angel, a perfect model of pro­
priety—at least so I thought,” she 
adds, ruefully; “and yet they looked 
at me as if I had been guilty of the 
most awful lapses of ill-breeding 
the sçrt of look as if they expected 
me to stand on my head, or eat my 
dinner with my knife.”

Mrs. Fermor sits up and rubs her 
eyes. ■

“What had you been doing?” she 
asks.

“Nothing,” retorts Dulcie, brushing 
her hair with almost spiteful vigor. 
"That was just it! I couldn't do any­
thing except make remarks that seem 
ed to give them the cold shivers, 
couldn’t play the piano, or work 
crewel-stitch, or play chess; and they 
can do all this and more. I realized 
for the first time that I was a monu­
ment of stupidity and ignorance 
Aunt, why was I born with less brains 
and more ‘cheek’ than any one else?

"My dear Dulcie!” exclaims Mrs 
Fermor, “what awful slang word was 
that? I don’t understand you. Where 
did you learn it?”

Dulcie pouts.
“It's a very good word,” she says 

“you can’t find a better or more ex­
pressive one to describe the failing I 
am cur—blessed with. Where did I 
learn it? Oh, I think Sir Archie used 
to say it. I learned a good many of 
those expressions from him. Poor Sir 
Archie! I wonder if he has forgotten 
me?”

“Whether he has or not,” says Mrs. 
Fermor, “you ought to forget him! 
do hope, my dear Dulcie, that you 
won’t let an absurd flirtation with a 
comparative stranger stand between 
you and your future happiness.”

Dulcie laughs.
‘•I do love to hear you talk about 

that, aunt,” she says; “it always 
makes me happy and restores me to 
good humor; and,” with a sigh, 
have had to endure enough to-night 
to sour a dairy.” Another groan from 
Mrs. Fermor passed by unheeded. 
“There is only one really sensible 
member in the family, and that’s a 
nice girl of eighteen whom they treat 
as a child, and send to bed at ten 
o’clock, poor girl! But there! she'll 
take her revenge when she does get 
free, that is one comfort. Aunt, I 
must have been treated severely to 
turn out as I have.”

“And—and Lady Falconer------”
“Don't speak of her!” exclaims Dul­

cie. “Let me forget her, or she’ll 
haunt my dreams like a Lady Mac­
beth ; a soft and silent sort of Lady 
Macbeth.”

“But—Sir Hugh—Sir Hugh was 
kind!” insists Mrs. Fermor.

“Kind!” exclaims Dulcie, flashing 
round indignantly. “Oh, very! If 
to stand by and see me making an ex­
hibition of myself, with a smile—that 
grim smile of his lurking under his 
mustache—was kind he certainly was 
most kind, too kind. He was as bad 
as the rest ! I could see by his face 
what he was thinking. He was com­
paring me with a certain other young 
lady—sometimes between a saint and 
a mouse—and to my disadvantage 
Oh!” rising and flinging up her arms 
—“how shall I endure six months of 
it? I cannot! Long before the week 
is over I shall rise and scream out, 
‘Let me go! Let me go! Take the

No Better Salt 
in the World

Indsor
THE CANADIAN SALT CO. LIMITED

Bedsteads, Springs, Mattresses
We have just received a large shipm ent of Bedsteads ranging in price from 

$5.50 to $20.00.• Extra good value, being bought before the recent rise in priée. 
We are selling at our usually low prices. We have also the Combination Lath and 
Spring Bed, the only thing of its kind on the market. Get our prices before buy­
ing, sure.

/ HITE ENAMEL 
with Brass Trim 
mings, well made 
very reliable.
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And so, ’twixt a smile and a tear, 
ends Dulcie’s first night under the | 
roof of Holme Castle!

CHAPTER VIII.
Sir Hugh remains outside for a few 

minutes after Dulcie has flown, to re­
cover from that last arrow of hers— 
“Reserve that for Miss Lucy Fairfax.”

“Now who,” he murmurs, “can have 
told her? Poor Lucy!” and after a 
moment he says again—“Poor Lucy!” 
in a rather irresolute way; and then, 
pulling at his tawny mustache, he 
goes back into the room.

Lady Falconer and Maud are stand­
ing by the fireplace talking in an Un­
dertone, and look up and fall into si­
lence, as people do when the person 
they are talking of enters suddenly. 
Then Lady Falconer drags a chair 
forward with her own hands, and 
smiles fondly up at him.

“My poor Hugh!” she says, in a tone 
one uses to an invalid. “Come and sit 
down. You must be very, very wear­
ied.”

“Yes, do, Hugh,” murmurs Maud, 
also piteously, in her thin voice; 
“come and rest.”

“But I am not at all tired,” says 
Hugh, leaning his stalwart, upright 
form against the mantle-shelf and 
looking at them—well, rather defen­
sively. He hates a fuss; he detests 
to be “pitied” and sympathized with, 
and he can see that they are prepar­
ing to treat him as a martyr and a 
much-injured individual.

“How well you are looking,” says 
Lady Falconer, “extraordinarily well 
—considering ”

“I was never better. I am always 
well,” he says, with a smile. “Con­
sidering what, mother? All the hard­
ships of? the campaign? - Well, they 
are not so bad as they are made out.”

Lady Falconer shakes her head and 
gazes at him admiringly.

That’s nonsense, Hugh, dear. Xou 
must have suffered terribly, and be­
haved nobly. They couldn't do less 
than give you the Victoria Cross.”

He flushes and frowns slightly.

Ah, you love me!’” he exclaims, 
laughing, “don’t say anything about

Some exclusive 
patterns.

In Springs we have the Ideal, the acme of perfection, 120 continuous springs 
securely fastened to solid steel frame, makes it the most durable spring on the 
market.

The Improved Oxford is a Spring we also recommend very strongly, being 
made of steel wire coppered over, and one continuous weave makes it a very strong 
and lasting Spring. We also have the Woven Wire Spring from $2.00 up.

The
NEVER-
SPREAD
Mattress.

This represents the chief advance in the past decade of Mattress manufac­
ture. The construction of narrow bands, five crosswise, two lengthwise, which 
encircles the Mattress over the felt and under the ticking to which they are fasten­
ed. These bands are stitched and cut to finish exact, size of Mattress, which there­
fore cannot stretch, spread or sag. We recommend it as the very latest in Mattress 
manufacture. Our Fern Felt New Health are also good reliable Mattresses. Noth­
ing but pure cotton wool, and wood fibre is not allowed to enter them. Other Mat­
tresses down to $2.00 each.

The C. L. MARCH Co., ÏÜ
Corner Water and Springdale Streets.
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If you make your coffee in
a percolator, ask your grocer for 
Seal Brand Coffee

FINE GROUND
(FOR USE I N PERCOLATORS )

The top of each can is marked as 
above.

In &, 1 and 2 lb. Tins. Never sold in C Ik.
____ CHASE & SANBORN. MONTREAL. IW

money and return to your love with 
the dove-like eyes, and let me go!

“My dear Dulcie, what are you 
talking about?”

But Dulcie does not heed.
“It is too bad!” she says, the color 

coming and going in her face, the fin­
gers of her clasped hands fidgeting 
restlessly. "Too bad! Why could 
they not have left me alone? I did 
not want to step in between him and 
—her! I did not—do not—want—the 
baleful money. He can have it all, 
and welcome! I wish—I wish I had 
never seen him!”

And as she speaks there suddenly 
< omes a strange pallor in her face, a 
strange break in her voice, and as she 
puts up her hand to coll the flood of 
hair, something like a tear—one soli-, 
tary hot tear—drops from her dark | 
eyes. j

an
the cross, mother. Let (is forget it 
I have heard such a very great deal 
about it. After all there were many 
fellows who were more deserving of 
it—but who weren’t so lucky as I was. 
It’s all a question of luck, mother. I 
always was lucky, you know.”

Lady Falconer sighs.

“Not always, Hugh,” she says, 
mournfully. “This—this last disap­
pointment, for instance; and it is a 
cruel disappointment. Of course one 
cannot speak even questioningly of 
the dead, but really -I must say that, 
conisdering the expectations held out 
to you by poor Mr. Trevénion his will 
is a most extraordinary one.”

"Most extraordinary!” murmurs 
Maud In chorus.

Sir Hugh rubs his short hair with 
the palm of his hand, a trick he has 
when irritated and annoyed.

(To be Continued.)

Martin Royal Stores Hardware Co.,
General Hardware importers. '<£•« ;. ‘L .>

Arriving daily large stocks of
Paints, Oils, Varnishes, Cutlery, Tools, Briar Pipes, Bedsteads, 

Mattresses, Glass. Locks, Hinges, Guns, Gunpowder, Shot, Shovels, 
Traps, Wringers. Washers, Enamehvare, Washboards, Axes, 

Axe Handles and all kinds of Shell and Heavy Hardware.

We make a specialty
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Farming Machin­
ery.

SEMI FOR QUOTATIONS.
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'd n il Orders receive <)»r 
personal attention i.t every 
detail and are promptly for­
warded.

MARTIN ROYAL STORES HARDWARE 00., Ltd,
(Successors to Martin Hardware Co. & Royal Stores Hardware)

Here It Is.

ip you are a martyr to Pains in I H the Back, Urinary or Bladder 
** Troubles, Brick Dust Deposits 
Painful Urination, Swollen Joints oi 
any of the Various symptoms of Kidney 
Trouble, take

Of course you’ve heard that old 
superstition about the horseshoe 
bringing good luck. Perhaps you’ve 
even hung a horseshoe over your 
door to keep ill luck away. But do 
you know how the superstition ori­
ginated? It dates back to the early 
times when the ancients tried to 
foretell the future by means of 
lucky numbers. Seven has, from time 
immemorial, been regarded as a lucky 
number, bcause it was mentioned so 
frequently in the Bible. Therefore, 
any article with seven marks or 
characters on it was believed to be 
lucky. A horseshoe usually has sev- j 
en nail holes—hence the silly super­
stition.

By a strange freak of nature, the 
lowest point of dry land In the 
United States is less than eighty miles 
from the highest. According to the 
United States geological survey, the 
lowest point is in Death Valley, Cali­
fornia, and is two hundred and sev­
enty-six feet below sea level. It is 
said that from this place, Mount 
Whitney, the summit of which is 14,- 
501 feet above sea level, and the high-

Fads and Fashions.point in the country, can be seen on 
a clear day.

Bottles made of glass are of great 
antiquity, many having been found in 
the ruins of Pompeii and fiaving been I 80 mally tlSes t*la* seems

Georgette crepe is fashionable for 
to have

made in England as early is the 15th 
century.

“Black Monday” was a name given 
to Easter Monday, April 14, 1360. The 
weather was excedingly cold and, 
hailstones of such size fell they killed 
the men and horses of the army of 
Edward III. before the city of Paris. 
—In Woman’s World for October.

Nature Says
“I can remedy most ills, and 
help you to escape many ail­
ments, if you give me timely 
aid.” Naturally, Nature prefers

BEECHAM’S
PILLS

Largest Sale of Any Medicine in tbo World. 
Sold everywhere. In boxes, 25c.
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come to stay.
On black charmeuse afternoon 

frocks the facings may be of a con­
trasting color.

Black panther grain cowhide is 
very fashionable for women’s travel­
ing cases.

A stone-gray Italian silk was used 
for an automobile costume in one 
piece.

Real lace becomes more precious 
and more rare with every day that 
goes by.

Occasionally one sees a hat with 
transparent brim and crown of small 
flowers.
‘Your frock of black satin should be 

touched with a bit of emerald green 
or bright blue.

The sleeveless jacket adds a bright 
note of color when worn over a white 
dross.

One of the latest features among 
stockinet suits is the tong, pleated 
coat with a vest.

m
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A wholesom- 
table beveragi 
with winning 
flavor.

Used every 
where by folk 
who find tha 
tea or coffet 
disagrees.

“There’s a Reasol
Cm Julian PoFtum Cereal Co., I. 

Windsor, Ont.
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Patriotic Gathering 
at Indian Hr. Labrc
Private Joseph Michelin Te 

Experiences.
September 12. 

Editor Evening Telegram.
On Monday, Sept. 10th, ov 

Nfld. fishermen and Labrador! 
sembled in the Mission room, 
ed to the Grenfell Mission Hos 
Indian Harbor, to hear Private 
Michelin tell his story.

He has lately returned, 
wounded, from the front; am! 
ed to many in this district tin 
opportunity of listening to a v 
eran.

After being briefly introdm 
vate Michelin told how in 101 
Labrador, not to join a rcgin^ 
to attend college.

Within three months came 
which drove studies out of li 
and, at the age of 18, he becai 
cruit. Briefly sketching his 
in St. John’s and then in Scotl 
England, Private Michelin hut 
audience off to Egypt and 11 
the Dardanelles.

Warming to his work lie 
vivid glimpse of trench life 
tropical downpour of rain, 
"rest" which consisted of 
shelled without the shelter 
trenches.

Next his audience were 
to hosiptal life in Malta, ; 
rushed off to France, to Bel 
to France again. The spea 
how two members of the 
won the "D.C.M.” for cm 
bravery, and moved bis 
deeply by describing how. 
strenuous day, the Newfouml 
giment was the only one to 
objective. He also told how. 
Somme battle, he was one o 
were lucky enough to retur 
jured after 900 had leapt fri 
trenches to the attack.

Then came another glimp:- 
pital life, in England this lim 
the “lighter side" of conv 
He paid a warm tribute to t 
cal Service and to the Arm; 
Corps. He added a good-hui 
fer to reply to any question 
wa's promptly taken advantag
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