
rp

Warn in?! Unless ypg see name “Bayer” on Tab IfpFgetting Aspirin it ifi. Nething else »
mtddle-aged, Signor Ricardo.'

"but still

He stopped abruptly, for the door 
epemrfWBdl TOiee «Stored.

She «Id not even glanas at the sig
nor, who started and turned away as 
•he eaured, hut walked straight up te 
Iris. ' ' ,

“WHI the stgnorlna come up to her 
room with me?” the satfl.

Iris looked at hfr. With tetet sur
prise.

"Come upstairs? Why, Felice?" she 
asked. .
1 hare something to say to the sig- 

norina,” said the woman.
Her face was very pale, and her 

eyes so completely covered by their 
lids that nothing otthe pupU could be 
seen. Her manner, too, was marked 
by a deep, set constraint, which made 
her voice utterly expressionless and 
mechanic:

"Is anything the matter r said Iris, 
her hand going to her heart 

“No, no!" said Felloe quickly, hut 
still in the same dull, mechanical man
ner. "Come with me, miss." .

“I—I am sure something is the mat
ter!” said Iris. “Qt course I will come 

•with you." x
As she moveAU» the door, Felice 

drew hack to let her pass, and then 
gave one direct, searching and .threat
ening glance at the signor.

He met her eyes with a stolid stare, 
then shrugged his shoulders and turn- 
sd to the window:

Five, ten minutes passed, then there 
came the sound of hurrying feet, and 
voices speaking In sharp «cants of 
alarm and terror, The signor, stand
ing alone by the window, shook like a 
leat

“Peste!” he hissed between his 
teeth. “They have found him!"

The next moment L*font, the valet, 
burst into the room.

“For Heaven’s' sake, sign dr!” be ex
claimed, “come at once! at once!—my
master----- ” he stopped, panting, and
pointed to the ceiling.

The signor struck an attitude ot as
tonishment

"What do you say?" he said. “What 
has happened?—your master-—” 

“Heaven help us!” said the terrified 
man. “My • master, Mr. Knighton, is
dead, sir!”

Signor Ricardo had been waiting for 
it all the morning, hut when the word 
was uttered it struck him almost as 
It he. had not known it already.

“Dead!” he exclaimed, and the ter
ror that phone .in Ms white face and 
staring eyes might well have been 
mistaken by the servant for surprise. 
“Deaj!”

"Yea, elf! For Heaven's sake, come 
upstairs! I—*1 was the first to find 
him! I—I went in to call him, not lik
ing that he should lie so long; he was 
always up so early, signor, and—and 
not hearing him, I—J went in. The 
door was always unlocked, sir, and— 
and I saw him on the bed as he lies 
now—dead, stone dead! my poor mas
ter!" and the tears sprang into, his 
eyes.

The signor grasped him by the arm- 
“You—you say you found him," he 

hissed; “he—he was lying quiet and— 
and. peaceful, as if he slept T’

“As if he slept!" echoed the men; 
"you can come and see him now, sig
nor!—I did not touch hlm! I saw at 
once that it was all over.”

“Where Is the doctor?" demanded 
Ricardo.

“I have sent for him, sir,” said the 
man; "I sent for him as I came down
stairs. Oh, my poor master! my poor 
young mistress!"

“Your young mistress! Ah, yes!” 
murmured the signor, “she is indeed 
your young mistress now! All this is 
hoi's—hers now of a surety!"

The man looked at him half-amazed 
and half-indignant,

"Who tMnke of such things now?" 
he said. “Poor, dear young lady! It 
will kill her. Come upstairs, sir!" | 

Reluctantly, and with a. very white 
face, the signor followed Latent up- ! 
stairs, aM the two entered the still 
chamber.

There lay Godfrey Knighton ol the 
Revels, last night lord of the manor 
of Beverley, now lord only of six feet 
of mother earth!

Kneeling by the bed, with her cheek 
lying on the cold hand, was Iris, her 
eyes fixed with a dazed horror on the; 
white, still faoe; beside her, her hand 
resting on the girl's head in an atti
tude of .loving protection and devotion, 
stood Felice. All about the house there 
rose a dull, hushed murmur and stir, ] 
but in that chamber peace reigned, 
triumphant

The signor advanced on tiptop, his)

SAFETY FIRST! ’Accept only an «unbroken package ef; 
renuine “Bayer Tablets of Aspirin,” which contains directions 
worked out by physicians during 21 years and proved safe by^ 
millions for Headache, Earache, Toôthaçhe, Neuralgia, Colds, 
Rheumatism, Neuritis, Lumbago, and- pain. Made m Canada.

Handy tin bases of 12 taMgU cenAfclfc * few W*» TargW packages. -

Just before closing we received a shipment of the following items which 
one of our most experienced buyers have been bar],___ _____________ _ i for for some time.
He wires us that they represent the lowest price in modern times at which 
these goods were ever disposed of by the manufacturers. We will sell them, 
to you as the best Telegram Special we have had. x

Serge Remnants Warm Knitted 
Spart and Cap Sets

Dress Plaids
The butlar brought the poet bag and 

laid it beside the equtre’s plate.
“We shall have to wait for OUT let

ter» this morning, Signor Ricardo's," 
said iris, with a faint smile. “My te
ther has the key; of the bag on Me 
hunch.”

The signor set down his knife and 
fork suddenly, then smiled and nod
ded.

“At forme, the delay 1» nothing,” he 
said, cheerfully. “I do not expect any 
letters; pyj friends are had corres
pondents. But, see! I think the hag 

he added.

Flowers of the 
Valley,”

Beautiful large patterns in 
>11 the colors imaginable. Real 
thing for children's winter 
dress.

1000 yds. Wool Serge Rem
nant# in Pawn, Red, Black, 
Blue and Grey ; 2 to 10 yard 
lengths. Worth three time# 
our price.

Color#! Rose, Pink, Green, 
Blue, with fancy trimmings. 
Here ie a moderately priced 
set of Wool Scarfs and Caps 
that will provide welcome 
warmth to chilly weather.

Per Yard, 49c
MABEL HOWARD Per Yard, 69c Men’s Overcoats

HEAD OUR TELEGRAM 
SALES THIS WEEK.

The biggest values in out] 
October Sales are to be found) 
in our offerings of newly, 
shown Overcoats in fine warm1 
materials and neat styles. But 
the prices are the biggest fe* 
tore*. UU: d *

OF THE LYRIC. Per Set 1.98SEE HOW YOU LOOK IN IT. 

That is the test of theseCHAPTER IX.
v TRY LAST OF GODFREY KNIGH

TON.
The'table waa laid, the butler and 

- footmen hovering about; and after ar
ranging the flowers in a vase, Iris took 
her aeat opposite the urn.

The signor softly humjned .a little 
air and rubbed his hands.

is unlocked,
Iris took it up. It was unfastened.
“The postmistress roust havs forgot

ten to lock tt," she said; "she does so 
sometimes. My father keeps one key 

“and she thb Other,”
■ “I understand,” said the signor.

“There is one for you, Signer 
Ricardo," she said.

The signor looked astonished ; then 
shrugged his shoulders and smiled as 
the butler brought the letter round to 
him.

"Soh! My friends have not forgot
ten me,” he said, pleasantly. "I won
der who it is from? My good friend foe 
Count of Vlehio, I expect He is at the 
court of my king. Miss Iris, where I 
am well known, and—dare I say it?— 
of some slight consequence.”

He opened tbs letter as he spoke, 
and his face grew whiter as he read.

“Yes.” he said, “it is from my dear 
friend, the count He wishes me to re
turn; he is good enough to say that 
poor Baptiste Ricardo Is missed by his 
gracious majesty. But no, dear count, 
much as I would like to see you, I can
not tear myself away from this most 
charming spot and my dear old friend, 
your father. Miss Iris."

The count whatever his influence 
at court, was rather sparing both of 
his stationery and his words, for the 
letter contained one sentence only, and 
was written on half a sheet ot rather 
dirty note-paper.

"Baptiste, have a care; tie hawks 
are on the wing!—A friend.”

But, ominous as the sentence was, 
the signor smiled and nodded over it, 
and put it away in his pocket with an 
air ot pleasure and gratification, f.

“How delightful it is to hear from 
one's friends!" he murmured, pleas
antly. “How welcome is the idle gossip 
about the places and the people one 
knows far away. The count Is an ex
cellent writer, excellent!”

The door opened as he was expatiat
ing on the epistolary merits Of the 
fictitious count, and the signor start-

Winter Suits
which we are offering to our 
Telegram Sale this month, at 
prices which will satisfy just 
as fully as the style# will suit 
you. Per suit,

“Mr. Knigbton-^is he pet down?" he 
paid, in a tqne of surprise.

“My father is not up yet," said Iris. 
"He was very tired last night, and not 
Well, I am afraid. I have told Ms valet 
pot to disturb him.” and she sighed-

“Soh! I am sorry!” murmured the 
sdgnor. “Yes, I do remember that be 
did not seem well. It is the weather; 
these cold winds and hot sun, they are 

: trying and dangerous. I myself feel up
set" And Iris, looking at him as he 
spoke, saw that the pallor wMch the 
had noticed was more marked than it 
lad-been in the garden. “The English 
climate,” be went on, as he took his 
glace, “is, with all its charming varie
ties, rather perfidious. Tut, tut! I am 
sorry my friend, your father, is not 
well. Yes, I myself noticed that he 
seemed pale and—what shall I say?— 
Worried. Is it not so?” 
v Iris sighed.

It was quite true; and yet. what 
‘ Could there be to worry her father into 
ran illness?

* “Do yon «Wok it would be well to 
Send for the doctor?" suggested the 
signor.

Iris started and turned pale at the 
) Idea.
* “Oh, no,'no! You don’t think roy te
ther Is really ill?" she said, with quick 
apprehension. "He is only tired, and 

r—and has overslept himself.”
' "Yes, yes. No doubt that is it,” as- 

f seated the signor, hastily, as if he re- 
l gretted having mentioned the doctor. 
1 "As you say, he is only tired; he will 
!># down directly, no doubt, and will 
laugh at ni for our fears.” And the 
signor laughed himself, hut in so 
mirthless a fashion that Iris looked 
at Mm with a vague feeling ot awe 
*nd dreed.

A strange heaviness weighed upon 
unusually

Ladies’ Wool Hose
1198 to 25.98For real comfort to coldeet 

weather many of our custom
er# prefer these warm, soft 
Wool Stockings of pure soft 
wool.

18.98, 19.98, 2198
Latest inWinter Gloves Newest Neckwear

Not only specially priced 
but actually the; very last to 
design, and from the very best 
of makers ; in White and 
Cream.

Per Pair, 79cWarm and fashionable, 
made of pure wool in White 
and Black,1 ...... ,

Per Pair, 1.10 12,26,27

Each, 49c and 98c
Men’s Winter 
UnderwearSpecial Shirts

Berlin.Now is the time to get your 
warmest woollens. We have 
Men’s Heavy Winter Under
wear in 4 weights.
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Here are shirts for particu
lar wear. Unusual in pattern 
and texture, just what you 
want for the month end. j

Full Size
Bed Blankets Per Gar„ 1.79 to 2.75Ladles’ Tams Snug Little CapsEach, 1.98

In beautiful Plush and Vel
vet; colors : Black, Blue, Red, 
Brown, Purple.

Don't keep tiny boys and 
girls inside on chilly days. 
Wrap them up well and send 
them eut into the bracing air. 
Here are cunning little Wool 
Caps which will keep them 
warm.

Careful consideration of 
these values will point to the 
wisdom of replenishing blank
et supplies now, for not often 
in a season are full size blank
ets offered at so low a price.

1.19 to 425

Still More Ties Each, 69c to 1.25Per Pair 3.35 to 5.98
But it was only the head groom pre

senting himself as usual for orders.
“Your master is not down yet, 

Fenn,” said Iris. "Signor Rld|irdo, will 
you have a horse or a.carriage to
day?” ■ •

An ardent, burning dealre selsed up- 
pon Ricardo to say "Yes'!” and to ride 
or «rive away from the place for the 
next twenty-four hours, but he sup
pressed It

“Thanks, roy dear young lady; hut 
I will watt until—until my good friend, 
yonr tether, come down. He rosy have 
some plans tor roe.”

Fenn bowed and withdrew, and the 
breakfast proceeded. Iris sat with a 
sad look in her eyes, a vague sense of 
ill and misfortune oppressing her.

“I—I think I will go up and see if 
roy tether is awake,” she murmured, 
more to herself then to the signor; 
but he heard her, and roee with a sud
denness that seamed unasked for.

“For Heaven's sake!” he exclaimed 
—"I mean, would it be weU to wake 
him?” he broke off suddenly. "There 
is nothing like a good sleep.toy .the 
weariness my friend is suffering 
from."

“But It. is getting late!" said Sts.

And more, too, then we 
went to have in stock. Hence 
this big price cut to these best 
of silk qualities. Worth $2.00 
each now.

1er; the house seemed 
ettiet; the servants appeared to move 
•boot with even lees than their usual 
sounds, toe could eat nothing, and. 
mad. pretense with a piece of toast 
aad her cup of coffee that the signor 
Might not be embarrassed. But Signor 
Ricardo's appetite seemed anything 
hut in its usual rotnyrt condition, and 
iris noticed that his hand shook as he 
taised his coffee cup to his lips, so 
that the spoon rattled in the saucer.

" I think It is cold this morning," 
he said, a» if in explanation. “Your 
pretty flowers must thank you for 
bringing them into this warm room,
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Men’s Boots
A splendid line of Men's 

Fine . Blucher Bals in Dark 
Ox-Blood leather, leather in
sole#; real beauties, and yon 
will say they are the best 
valuer in town when you see 
them.

Each, 98c

WE ARE CLEANING UP

ALL !

Ladies’ 4FALL HATS Per Pair, 7.50Ladies’ Spats
Bloomers

In splendid Grey Jersey 
Cloth, heavy fleece lined. Ful
ness is distributed by means 
of elastic at waist and knee.

The pencil of the price 
marker has gone over every 
price ticket on every hat and 
the result is some of the best 
offerings for the figure that 
we have ever presented at 
this early time to the season.

Spats are a great comfort 
to those who wish to get full 
wear from low shoes. We have 
a splendid stock just in; col
or#; Fawn, Grey, Brown, Slate Ladies’. 1.25

298 to 498 A safe,Men’s and Boys’ 
Winter Caps

Made of splendid heavy 
feeds, dark patterns, heavy 
it ear cover, strong bib. 
11 outwear any cap on the 
trket; in Grey, Blue, Brown
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