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ROYAL

Some women hold to 
the idea that bread-mak
ing is a long ànd difficult 
operation, but this is a 
mistake, for with Royal 
Yeast Cakes, light, sweet 
bread can be made in a 
few hours with but little 
trouble.
FREE: Our new Royal Yeast Bake Book 
will be sent free upon request. It con
tains full instructions for making bread 
and rolls with Royal Yeast Cakes. Send 
name and address plainly written and 
this valuable little book will be mailed 
promptly. >
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The Sound of
Wedding Bells
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Won After Great 
Perseverance !

CHAPTER IV. 

They pace the room, and Dulcle, 
a littlewith downcast eyes, directs 

sidelong glance at him.
Yes, decidedly he Is handsome. It 

Is just the manly beauty Which she 
has always pictured as her beau Ideal. 
And If he looked distinguished out 
there, fresh from his encounter with 
the mob, he looks doubly so now that 
the suit of tweeds has been exchang
ed for correct evening dress, and the 
severe outline of black sets off the 
stalwart shoulders and upright, sol
dierly form.

In silence they walk round, and 
then suddenly the absurdity of the 
thing, the absurdity of walking with 
a man whose name she does not know 
and who has done her most effectual 
service, strikes Dulcie; and though 
she struggles to suppress It, the ever- 
ready laugh ripples from her lips.

He doesn’t look surprised ; but he 
turns his dark eyes on her inquiring-

* " «**$ mm
"May I venture to ask,” he says, 

“what has excited your risible facul- 
tieft^

She laughs again.
"This is too ridiculoifs," she says. 

“As if it were not hot enough stand
ing still here, without promenading 
round this dreadful room, mute as if 
we were at a funeral, and one of us 
as uncomfortable.”

“One of us? That one I presume is,

in your opinion, myself?” he says, 
touching his breast.

“Of course,” she assents. "I am 
not uncomfortable—I am perfectly 
happy. But you are bored with the 
whole thing, are you not?^ I know 
what you will say—that y<^ are uot 

—that you never spent such a de
lightful evening, and all that,” she 
goes on; but he does not speak.

“At least you are candid," she 
says—“that is, sometimes. Why did 
you tell a falsehood about that wret
ched bracelet?”

"Was it a falsehood?" he says, with 
a quiet smile. "An evasion, perhaps.
I said ‘No doubt,' if you remember.”

"Yes, and led my aunt to infer that 
you had picked it up In the room. 1 
call that as good as a falsehood. Why 
did yoq say that?” g

He looks round ; there is a quiet 
little alcove containing a rickety 
wooden chair and a dingy sofa, near 
which they stand.

“Suppose we sit down?” he says. 
"Wo shall be less like mutes in a 
funeral procession, perhaps,” and he 
pushes aside the curtain and hands 
her to the sofa, taking the rickety 
chair for himself.

“That will let you down," she says 
calmly. “Nine out of ten of the chairs 
in the hotel have broken limbs or 
strained spines. I don’t know why: 
perhaps it is because the proprietor 
hopes an accident may occur which 
will necessitate a visitor remaining 
for months.”

He props the chair against the 
wall, and deposits his tall form upon 
it, stretches out his legs, and looks 
at his boots.

She watches him for a moment over 
her slowly sweeping, fan, then she 
says, abruptly:

"You haven't answered my quee 
lion, isn’t that rude?”

"I beg your pardon. I have a bad 
habit of growing absent-minded, 
have lived much by myself. Your 
question? Yes. Well, I thought per
haps that you had not yet had time to 
give an account of your adventures 
to—your aunt, I think you said!”

“That is a roundabout way of ac
cusing me of deceitfulness and sccre 
cy," says Dulcie, calmly, but with 
flash of light In the eyes that, while 
It enhances their beauty, gives indi 
cations of a certain warmth of tem 
per.

“If that was your impression,” she 
goes oil with unnatural calmness of 
manner, “you are quite wrong, 
never conceal anything from my 
aunt, because"—slowly and emphatic
ally, not to say defiantly—“I never do 
anything I am ashamed of.”

He looks at her. She makes a pic
ture at the moment that is well worth 
looking at. The clear oval face 
warmed by the color of indignation 
the dark lustrous eyes, the half- 
parted lips, the silken hair, the whole 
graceful, lithe body in its back 
ground of dingy moreen curtains 
a beautiful, entrancing, bewitching 
picture thatJceeps him for a moment 
silent.

"I see," she says with dangerous
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suaveness, “you don’t believe me. 
You think that it was unlady-like, Im
proper"—she draws a breath at the 
ugly word—"for a girl so young as 1 
am to be out in the streets alone;

“I------”
"And to accept the aid of a stran

ger. Oh, I quite understand. Your 
manner said ko quite plainly, when 
you stood on the pavement,"

Ho colors faintly under his tan, and 
his lips move for a moment. It la all 
so true.

"At least," sho says, turning crlnv 
son, "you sre too candid to deny It.

“1 beg your pardon," he says, with 
a smile. "You haven't given me 
time. I was going to say that you 
quite exaggerate my estimate of the 
little, to me very agreeable, incl 
dent.” ’V'*

"Oh, please don’t," she says with1 
little curl of her lips. "It didn't ap 
peer that you thought it very agree 
able at the time."

It is quite true; he didn't. He re
members distinctly the feeling 
annoyance with which he felt com 
pelled to drag her out of the crowd 
the feeling of censure with which h 
looked down at her, a young 
alone in the streets.

"Perhaps you think,” she goes on 
hurriedly, “that it is altogether sin 
ning against the proprieties that aunt 
and I should be staying at this big
hotel, two women alone-;-----”

“I------” he tries to break in, but she
xvill not allow.

“At any rate If you do, you quite 
agree with aunt; poor aunt! She 
has never ceased to utter moaning 
and lamentation for the hour of weak 
ness in which she was induced to fly 
the situation.”

"Situation?" he says with polite 
curiosity.

She colors and looks aside, her 
under lip caught for a moment be 
tween her teeth as if she had let slip 
a word she would willingly recall 
Then suddenly she looks round and 
laughs. It is a strange laugh, al
most defiant, and matches the sudden 
daring and audacity that shine in her 
eyes.

“I am the most indiscreet of per
lons,” she says; “I was on the point 
if telling you a secret. Do you 
know”—she pauses, and her lips part 
with a mischievous smile—“I am 
: orely tempted to tell you.”

He looks at her. What is this mad
cap creature about to say now?

"I sincerely hope that you will 
yield to the temptation," he says.

“It would be rather amusing,” she 
says; “your horror and disgust at my 
’impropriety’ were so enjoyable this 
evening that, I almost court a second 
edition."

“I will pronllse to lie as horrified 
and disgusted as possible If you will 
tell me,” he says; “have you commit
ted any very great social crime?" he 
adds, coolly, and in as matter-of-fact 
a tone as even Dulcie could desire.

"Perhaps I have," she says; 
"though perhaps," and she turns with 
a little gesture of eagerness, “you 
might think I had done quite right.”

“I feel sure t6at 1 should think you 
had done quite right. I feel sure that 
you ‘would never do anything you 
were ashamed of.’ ”

This quoting of her words nettles 
her.

“I spoke the truth," she says; “I 
never have. You shall judge. By the 
way, we have not been introduced.”

“True,” he says. “Permit me to in
troduce to your gracious notice—,—” 

She stops him with a sudden touch 
of her slender hand.

"Stop! Letvns be strangers. We 
don’t know each other, and we don't 
want to.”

At this sublime piece of candor he 
stares, then smiles.

If you would speak only for your
self------” he says.

I do,” she says. "Candidly, I real
ly should not like to know you. Did 
you not notice that I was going out 
of the room when I saw you? Yes”— 
with a sigh—“I see I shall have to ad
mit that I, too, tell stories! Well, 
then, I am ashamed of what occurred 
this afternoon, and I want to forget 
It; and, don’t you see, that every 
time I saw you 1 should be remind
ed of it, so that I do not desire, for 
my part, an extension of our ac 
quaintance. You, on your part, will 
certainly not wish It------”

"I beg your pardon!”

“Therefore,” she goes on, smooth 
ly, “let us remain strangers. To
night we shall part, as the song says, 
to meet no more. You will go on or 
remain In Rome, and I—that Is we, 
my aunt and 1—will go on our Jour
ney. Is that agreed ?"

He Is silent for a moment.

"Well," he says, "If the tolling of 
your secret Is conditional on tills, so 
be It; but If you think that It Is tm 
possible we shall meet again, I toll 
you that you are reckoning without 
remembering the very smallness of 
the world."

"I will risk It," she says, with 
laugh. "After all, you and I have 
spent this much of our existence 
without previously meeting ; It Is not 
tc.o much to hope that we may spend 
the remainder in the same manner.'

Ho smiles, and his eyes wander 
from her face, so beautiful, so fresh, 
so piquant, to the garish room, round 
which awkward men—most men are 
awkward when they dance—are amb
ling, rushing, jesting, with young 
girls, married women, gay widows, In 
their arms—the usual foreign hotel 
contingent. In fact, that every travell
er is familiar with. It seems so 
hackneyed and stale, and the girl be 
side him, witlvlier bright, natural— 
but extraordinary—frankness, not to 
say audacity—seems so fresh by coil 
trast, that his eyes come back to her 
face, and he sighs.

"Very well.” he says, in his quiet 
voice, “we will hope that we may 
never meet again. And now for your 
secret.”

But apparently she has forgotten, 
or repents her promise to disclose; 
for she lias fallen Into a little reverie 
as silent as those which distinguish 
the man at her side. Suddenly she 
turns with a little start, and laughs 
softly, meditatively.

"I was thinking," she says, explain
ing her silence—“wondering whether 
you will believe me.”

Believe you!" he says.

Yes,” she says, leaning back, and 
smiling ruminatingly over the edge 
of the fan, against the dark crimson 
satin of which her dark eyes shine 
large and lustrous, “It is such 
strange, such an absurd, such a pre
posterously 'novellsh' sort of story, 
that you will very likely think I 
romancing."

“I assure you------" he begins.

"It is for that very reason,” she 
goes on, apparently taking no notice 
of his interjection—"because of Its 
strangeness and absurdity—that

Now in Store.

i
feel I must tell you. Do you remem
ber the story of the man in the poem, 
the 'Ancient Mariner," who button
holed the wedding-guest, and insisted 
on boring him with a long story In I 
don't know how many verses? Please 
consider me In the light of the 
Ancient Mariner, and prepare to be 
bored.”

He doesn't look bored ; Instead, his 
dark, keen gray eyes are fixed on her 
free with admiration Intense and In
terested—not approval, but admira
tion.

(To be Continued.)
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Your Favorite Novelist.
Smoke Bcllew by Jack London, 36c. 
The Cruise of the Dazzler by Jack 

London, 35c.
The Jacket by Jack London, 35c. 
Children of the Frost by Jack Lon 

don, 35c. and 60c.
The House of Pride by Jack London 

35c. and 60c.
Love of Life by Jack London, 35c. and 

60c.
When God Laughs by Jack London 

35c. and 60c.
The Road by Jack London, 35c.
The Iron Heel by Jack London, 35c. 
An Odyssey of the North by Jack Lon 

don, 35c.
A Son of the Sun by Jack London, 35c 

and 75c.
The Scarlet Plague by Jack London 

35c.
The Haven by Jack London, 35c.
John Barleycorn by Jack London, 75c 
The Paths of Men by Jack lxindon, 66c 
Martin Eden by Jack London, 65c. 
Adventure by .lack Ixmilon, 65c.
Before Adam liy Jack London, 66c. 
Burning Daylight by Jack Ixuidon, 66c 
Call of the Wild by Jack London, 65c 
Cruise of the Smirk by Jack Ixnidon 

65c.
Fish Patrol Tales by Jack London, 35c 

and 65c.
The Lost Face by Jack London, 65c 
Moon Face by Jack London, 65c. 
Soulli Sea Talcs by Jack London. 65c 
White Fung by Jack Ixmdon, 65c,
War of the Classes by Jack London 

cloth, 65e.
The Sea Wolf by Jack London, 65c. 
The Game by Jack Ixmdon, 65c.

S.E. GARLAND
Leading Bookseller, 177 Water Street.
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Tea
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Shipments just to hand of

Our Celebrated 
MOUNT VIEW TEA

Cost us 5c. per lb. over previous shipment^. We 
have a limited quantity left from previous shipments 
which we shall retail till cleaned up at

55c. per lb.
and the price will then be 60c. lb.

This Tea is well worth 60c. lb. but the early buyer 
can save 5c. per lb. We trust that our customers will 
appreciate the fact that we have advised them ahead 
when tea prices were advancing and have protected 
them as far as possible. The tremendous freight rates 
are responsible for the rises in the price of teas. To
day the freight and insurance on a pound of tea from 
Ceylon is 16 cents per pound. This compares with about 
3c. in normal times.

We have cheaper teas in stock than our “Mount 
View,” but the higher grade teas are the most economi
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ite and we would like you to try it.
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HENRY BLAIR.
Warner’s 

Rust-Proof 
CORSETS

arc proving daily tfjeir trust
worthiness.

Trusty for delineating a 
good figure; for service and com
fort, and—by no means the least 
—their rust-proof feature.

It is a Corset that one may, 
if one wishes, launder as easily* 

as lingerie. But Warner’s Rust-proof Corsets^’ 
arc so moderately priced that oftentimes they 
luxury of a new pair cannot be resisted.

Price from $1.40 per pair up.
EVERY PAIR GUARANTEED.
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*28 and 333 Dnckworth Street 
On hand a nice selection of Head

stones and Monuments. All sises— 
all prices. Our beautiful new photo 
graphic catalogue of our original de
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ceipt of postcard. Also our Mail Or 
derlitg Form, which makes ordering 
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Special designs for soldiers, and 
also some beautiful designs In Church 
and Lodge Memorial Tablets.

N.B.—Superior carvings and dur
able lettering, combined with long ex
perience. gives us the superiority. 
Genuine stone frost-proof sockets 
are supplied free with each order. 
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CUBES

100 Barrels Nova Scotia Apples, first for the 
season. Now in stock :

80 cases California Oranges—all counts.
70 crates Silverpeel Onions. All fresh stock by- 

steamer.

BURT & LAWRENCE,
14 NEW GO WEB STUBS,

J. J. ST. JOHN.
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Known the world over for its immediate 
Retailing at 25c. per bottle.cure.
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Wedding Bell
The marriage of Misa Nelli 

to Edward Walsh, both of I 
Cove, took place at 8 o’clock| 
morning, September 11th, 
Church of Hr. Main. The 1 
performed by the Rev. FatlJ 
in the presence of a few rela
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