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The Sound otremarkable
STATEMENT

Wedding Bells
Won After Great 

Perseverance !
< CHAPTER XXI. "

Dulcie smiles and shakes her head.
“I don’t know. I am afraid I don’t 

know, a çix mark from a five mark 
one.”

"Oh, that’s a pity,” responds her 
ladyship. “But you’ll soon learn. By 
all means, bring the china, and the 
other .curiosity, the faithful domestic ; 
you can keep her for your maid. 
There, don’t look so astonished, and 
deduct ten pounds from the salary ; 
will that do?” and she smiles cutely.

Dulcie laughs and shakes her head.
“I am afraid you cannot conceal 

your generosity, my lady,” she says. 
“It’s too palpable,” and she is silent 
a moment.

“What are . you thinking about 
now?” asks her ladyship, curiously.

Dulcie looks up, her face pale, her 
lips quiver slightly, for all the smile 
in her eyes.

“I am wondering whether it is all 
real,” she says, "and whether I have 
not fallen asleep and dreaming in 
that awful registry office ?”

“That’s because you want something 
to eat and drink,” says her ladyship, 
quickly. “Come, you must stop to 
lunch; I won’t take any refusal. 
Take your hat and jacket oft,” and 
she rings for the maid.

Dulcie feels powerless to refuse, 
and her ladyship has the hat and 
jacket conveyed away. A moment 
afterward Dulcie hears the sound of a 
bell rung lustily, the clanging of 
door, and a loud voice in the hall.

“There is Lord Edward,” says her 
ladyship; “he has just come in for 
his lunch. Oh, I’d better prepare you 
a little, Miss Dorrimore. Don’s be 
alarmed if his lordship comes in in a 
temper—he always does. It doesn’t 
mean anything, and goes oft after the 
first mouthful of cutlet and glass of

Mrs. Sheldon Spent $1900 for 
Treatment Without Bene
fit. Finally Made Wpjl by 
Lydia EL Pinkham’s Veg

etable Compound.
Englewood, Ill.— “While going 

through the Change of Life I suffered 
gWith headaches,ner

vousness, flashes of 
lest, and I suffered 
so much I did not 
know what I was 
doing at times. I 
spent $1900 on doc
tors and not one did 
me any good. One 
day a lady called at 
my house and said 
she had been as sick 
as I was atone time, 
and Lydia E. Pink- 
ham’s Vegetable 

Compound made her well,So I took it and 
now I am just as well as I ever was. I 
cannot understand why women don't 
see how much pain and suffering they 
would escape by taking your medicine. 
[ cannot praise it enough for it saved 
my life and kept me from the Insane 
Hospital.”—Mrs. E. SHELDON, 6667 S. 
Halsted St, Englewood, Ill.

Physicians undoubtedly did their best 
battled with this case steadily and could 
do no more,but often the most scientific 
treatment is surpassed by the medicinal 
properties of tne good old fashioned 
roots and herbs contained in Lydia. E, 
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.

If any complication exists it 
pays to write the Lydia E. Pink- 
ham Medicine Co., Lynn, Mass., 
for special free advice

in

• claret,” and she nods and smiles.
i

Dulcie smiles too, but she eyes the 
door rather curiously, and is almost 
guilty of a start when it is thrown 
open violently, and a stout little old 
gentleman, with a very red face and 
a white head of hair, bounces in, ex
claiming, in a voice of apparently 
suppressed passion:

“It’s shameful, positively shameful 
and abominable that a man should be 
kept dancing on his own doorstep 
while a set of skulking rascals are 
playing cards or chucking half-pence 
in the hall. I’ll discharge every man 
jack of them. Every one of them 
shall go, with his month’s wages and 
his rascally box!” and he stops with 
a fiery puff to glare at Dulcie.

Her ladyship nods at her reassur
ingly.

“Did you see them playing cards, 
dear?" she asks, in the most cheerful 
matter-of-fact fashion.

“See ’em! You don’t suppose I 
can sec through an oak door-*~like 
—like a gimlet, do you, Maria? See 
’em, no! But I’ve not the slightest 
doubt in the world that they had ’em 
in the porter’s box, and that you’d 
find ’em there if you looked. But you 
don’t care, do you? You like to see 
me dance on the doof-step, of course! 
Ugh!” and he grunts.

MILLIONS DIE
Every year from Consumption, 

tCiflians could have been saved if 
only common sense prevention had 
been need in the first stage. If YOU 
IABE s Sufferer from Asthma, Bron
chitis, Catarrh, Pleurisy, Weak 
Lungs, Cough and Colds—all Dis
eases leading Up to Consumption—< 
Tuberculosis, YOU ABB Interested 
In Dr. Strandgard’s T.B. Medicine, 
Write for Testimonials and Booklet,
DR. STRANDGARD’S MEDICINE OO, 

' 263-265 Ton*#Sr1THE BRITISH
AMERICAN AGENCIES. 

w Representatives,
Pest Office Box 1131,

“Luncheon, my lord!” says a foot
man, in his mildest voice, behind 
him, so suddenly that the old gentle
man starts, and flies into another 
rage.

“And what the deuce do you mean 
by coming behind and roaring like a 
jack in the box, you—you—blunder- 
head?" he demands, furiously, but 
with so comical a look that Dulcie 
cannot suppress a smile.

"’Pon my word!” exclaims Ms 
lordship, “we shall have the meals 
announced by a blast of dynamite 
presently. Ready! and so it ought to 
be! It’s exactly two minutes and 
quarter behind time!” pulling out a 
huge watch, a thick plaited chain and' 
a bunch of seals. “Two minutes and 
a quarter. Punctuality! Your ser
vants have no notion of it, my lady. 
Not a vestige! Shameful, abominable, 
disgrace-—" then he stops sfiort and 
stares at Dulcie, who has risen to 
follow her ladyship—“Maria,” with a 
voice of thunder, “have the goodness 
to introduce me to this young lady.

Her ladyship puts her hand on-eSul- 
cie’s arm.

Don’t be frightened, my dear,” she 
whispers.

“Miss Dorrimore, my dear.”
The old gentleman curves his lips 

and bows.
“How do you do, Miss Dorrough- 

more? I’m glad to see you. Don’t 
think we’ve meti before—have we? 
No! But I knew your brother very 
well ; served with him in the ‘Nep 
tune’ in ’42; fine officer, Dorrough- 
more! Hope he’s well, my dear,’ 
and he offers her his arm.

“My name is Dorrimore, not Dor- 
roughmore," says Dulcie, as quietly 
and meekly as she cab, but she can
not avert the storm.

With a start he turns his enpur- 
pled countenance upon his wife.

“What the dickens did you tell me 
her name was Dorroughmore for?" 
he demands. “'Pon my word, mad
ame, it’s a fine time of life to begin 
playing practical jokes.”

I said Dorrimore, Edward,” says 
calmness; “you are getting deaf, 
the old lady, with the most perfect 

This response threatens to produce 
a fit of apoplexy ; indeed, bis indigna
tion is so great, that he cannot find 
words to retort until they have reach 
ed the dining-room, when the sight of 
the table appears to drive the whole 
conversation from his mind, and he 
hands Dulcie to her chair and sinks | 
into his with a grunt. But it is only 
a moment’s respite; no sooner has the 
cover been raised by a stout and so
ber Sutler, than his lordship springs 
back as if a serpent had harted from 
under the dish.

Halloo! cutlets again! Good 
Heavens ; ain’t there anything in the 
world but cutlets? We had cutlets 
yesterday and the day before, and— 
dash my wig!—the day before that; 
and here they are agato! Now—now, 
it’s worse than wicked, Maria—it’s 
stupid! Do you suppose a sheep’s 
got nothing else but cutlets in him ?” 

Dulcie expects to hear some retort, >

but her ladyship only smiles, and 
an audible whisper, says:

“Don’t mind him, my dear; he says 
this every day, and he wouldn’t eat 
anything for his lunch but cutlet to 
save his life.”

With a series of grunts and ex
plosive puffs, his lordship dispenses 
a cutlet to each of the .ladles and 
takes one himself, and there Is si
lence for a minute or two, at the end 
of which time, Dulcie Is really start-, 
led by hearing him, in a voice utter
ly unlike the one she has hitherto 
heard, remark, with «A^pheerful 
chuckle:

“Best cutlet I’ve had for many a 
day. Barker, give itiss Florimel a 
glass of wine. My dear young lady, 
you .must try the claret. "Cutlets and 
claret,’ you know— ’cutlets and 
claret!’ Who’d drink water ? Most 
dangerous thing you can do. Lost 
poor young Flossêrby, of the Trident, 
through a glass of water! Drank it 
one day at mess by mistake, took to 
his berth, and was dead before we 
reached port!”

And he shook his head solemnly.
In the face of this awful warning 

and example, Dulcie sips her wine, 
and the old gentlemaji nods approv
ingly.

’Oh, my love,” he says, turning a 
pair of beaming eyes on his wife, 
nearly forgot to mention that Chris
tie’s got a pair of Japanese vases in 
the next sale that you ought to see, 
and I’ve bought that Dutch dog. The 
rascal of a dealer got a hundred and 
fifty out of me for him! Beautiful 
bit of china, though.”

“Thank you, my dear,” says her
ladyship, with a nod at Dulcie, as 
much as to say, “You see he is quite 
changed now.”

And Dulcie, as she looks at the 
now bland and benevolent counten 
ance, suffused with a good-tempered 
smile, is filled with wdhder. As she 
gazes, something—some fancied re
semblance to some one whom she 
knew-—seems to strike her. For a 
minute or two she tries to trace this 
resemblance to a head, but fails; but 
it is still there, not only in the old 
lord’s face, but in his voice.

The luncheon—the cutlets were 
followed by an omelet---is soon over, 
nd the old lord toddles out of' the 

room, smiling and humming a light 
air in a gruff voice, and Lady Brook- 
ley turns to Dulcie with a laugh.

“You weren’t perplexed, my dear?” 
“Well, I was forewarned.”
Lady Brookley laughs again.
“He is very terrible to strangers; 

but it all means nothing, my dear! 
You see, Lord Edward spent the 
earlier years of his life on board 
man-of-war, and he thinks himself on 
ship-board still sometimes, especially 
at luncheon-time. That,” she goes on 
in a matter-of-fact tone, “is almost 
the only time I see him. He break
fasts before-I am up, and he dines at 
his club and plays whiat tong after 
am in bed. We never had a quarrel 
in our lives!”

‘Oh!” says Dulcie, open-eyed.
No,” says Lady Brookley, with a 

smile. “I let him rage as long as he 
likes, and there’s an enJ of it. It I 
were to get angry, he would be all 
buttermilk; but I’m glad you weren’t 
frightened, my dear.”

No,” says Dulcie, “he seemed to 
be in play even in his most fiery mo
ments. *

Lady Brookley laughs, and nods. 
Why dear, you have not only a 

pretty face, but some brain. And— 
don’t be vain—I may tell you that 
Lord Edward took a fancy to you.” - 

“Indeed,” says Dulcie, rather sur
prised. ,

The old lady nods.
"Yes; he never tells that anecdote 

about the ridiculous one who died 
from a glass of cold water to any one 
he doesn’t like.”

Dulcie tries not to laugh, but this 
effort ends in failure.

“Come, that’s better,” says the old 
lady; "I like to hear you laugh. And 
look! therd’s quite a color In your 
face! Ah, my dear, when one is 
young One's troubles roll off like 
water off a duck’s back."

"Yea," says Dulcie; then, as ■ she 
thinks of her troubles, her face grows 
grave again, and she says, “I think I 
had better go now. Sarah—that is 
the curiosity, you know— will be 
getting anxious; I have not left her 
for so long before, and she will be 
inquiring for me at Scotland Yard.” 

“Very well, niy dear," says her

ladyship, rather- reluctantly. “And 
mind, I shall drive down to the solici
tor’s to-morrow, and I shall expect 
you in a few days. You won’t be sur
prised if I come and see you?”

Dulcie assures her that she will be 
very glad to see her, and then she 
takes her leave, but not until Lady 
Brookley has ordered the carriage 
for her.

“Never ride in a hansom cab, my 
dear,” she says, when Dulcie suggests 
that mode of conveyance. “They are 
called ‘safety,’ but either the driver 
is the worse for liquor, or they over
turn.” »

And it is in this handsome carriage, 
with ’ its powdered coachman and 
footman, that she returns to Caroline 
Street and the anxious Sarah.

And all the way home, amidst? the 
confusion of her thought^ that re
semblance of the old sea lord to some 
one whom she knows haunts her.

Who is it?

CHAPTER XXII.
Lord Edward Brookley’s “palatial 

mansion,” as the house-agents would 
describe it if they had it to dispose 
of, is a fair imitation of the. Tower of 
Babel, excepting that the inmates 
speak one common1 language. It is a 
mass of confusion and lack of sys
tem. There is a whole army of ser
vants, from a stately and bald- 
headed butler, wlio drinks most of 
the old port, to a boy in buttons, 
whose chief and apparently only oc
cupation is to slide up and down the 
balustrades, and play the tin whistle 
in the dark recesses of the scullery.

Lord Edward’s valet having dress
ed his master in the morning, and ex
changed Lord Edward’s little blue 
suit for evening dress attire in the 
evening, he is at liberty- to follow his 
own sweet will,Sand spends his time 
successfully in flirting with Lady 
Brookley’s maid, to whom he is en
gaged, and with whom he is looking 
forward to keeping a public-house in 
an adjoining street.

Luncheon is the only meal fhat is 
served with any approach to punctu
ality; dinner is supposed to be ready 
by seven, but Lady Brookley is gen
erally either half an hour late, or 
ready and waiting half an hour too 
early.

The whole place is the exact op
posite to the grim and regular Holme 
Castle; but at the Brookleys’ every
body seems happy, and, much to Dul- 
cie’s amazement, their lord and lady
ship' appear to have not the slightest 
suspicion of any irregularity in <heir 
household.

The simple-minded Sarah, who has 
spent all her life in the practice of 
economy and in habits of punctuality, 
is filled with dismay. ,

(To be Continued.)
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Fashion Plaies

The Borne Dressmaker should keep 
• Catalogne Scrap Book of oar Pat
tern Cute. These will be fonnd very 
useful to refer to free time to timer

1

2005—Ladies’ Shirtwaist, with or 
without Yoke, and with Collar Rolled 
High or Low.

Linen,’ taffeta, satin, batiste, lawn 
or/flannel are good for this model 
It is finished with a coat closing and 
high or low neck outline. The sleeve 
has a French cuff. The Pattern is cut 
in 7 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 
46 inches bust measure. It requires 
3% yards of 36 inch material for a 
36 inch size.

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

A PRACTICAL MODEL.

Pains Over Left Kidney
Warned This Captain That the Kid

neys Were Responsible for His 
Pains and Aches—Freed of 

Pain and Suffering by a 
Well-Known Medicine.

Hereford, Que., October 31st.—Cap
tain Peabody is well known all 
through this section, and his cure by 
use of Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills 
has aroused great interest in this 
great medicine.

The Captain had been suffering for 
long time, and could never get any 

treatment to afford lasting relief un
til he began using Dr. Chase’s Kid
ney-Liver Pills.

Captain A. Peabody, Hereford, Que., 
writes:—"For years I suffered from 
indigestion, rheumatism and neural
gia. Lightning-like pains would shoot 
all through my body, and I also had 
severe pains over my left kidney and 
through the hips. I doctored for 
years and tried all kinds of remedies, 
but the only result was money spent 
without relief. At last I read in Dr. 
Chase’s Almanac of his Kidney-Liver 
Pills and decided to try them. One 
box made such a change that I sent 
for five more. Before I had finished 
them the pains in my kidneys and 
hips had disappeared) and I was clear 
of those sharp, shooting pains 
through the body. I still take these 
Pills occasionally to keep my bowels 
regular, would not be without 
them, as I have them to thank for my 
cure.

I can also speak highly of Dr. 
Chase’s Catarrh Powder and Linseed 
and Turpentine. The former cured 
me of catarrh in the head, which 
caused frequent headaches. I am 
completely cured of this now, and 
breathe freely as when a boy. The 
Linseed and Turpentine proved of 
great benefit for a bad cough which 
bothered me continually for three 
winters. Last winter I took one bot
tle of the Linseed and Turpentine, 
and have not been bothered with a 
cough since.”

Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, one 
pill a dose, 26 cents a box, ail dealers 
or Edmanson, Bates ft Co., Limited, 
Toronto. Don’t be talked into accept
ing anything said to be just as good. 
Imitations and sàbStfMtèa only dls-

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

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

RELIABLE JEWELLERS,

T. J. DULEY & CO.
Ring Measuring Cards Sent on Application

CITRON PEEL!

s

COOKED I’ORK, 6 lb. tins. 
CORNED BEEF, 6 lb. tins. 

(Frac Bentos.) 
CAMPBELL’S SO I PS. 

BONED CHICKEN. 
CRLSCO in Hz's & 3’s tins. 

SULTANA RAISINS. 
SEEDLESS RAISINS. 
GLACE CHERRIES. 

SALTED
JORDAN ALMONDS.

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.

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

Cordial.
Welsh’s Grape Juice 

Apple Cider. 
Lemon Squash. 
Salad Dressing. 

Mince Meat 
Leaf Gelatine. 

Corn (in Glass).

Ice Cream Powder. 
Jelly Powder. 
Queen Olives. 
Worcestershire 

Sauce.
Maracfifno Cherries. 

.Maple Syrup. 
Moir’s Cakes.

A Fresh Stock 
•NEILSON’S

CHOCOLATES— 
the Chocolates that 
are different — in 
fancy boxes and 
bulk.

M3
BOWRING BROTHERS, Limited,
Phone 332. GROCERY DEPT. Phone 332.

0f a Sight and a Day During 
lttle of the Somme, When a 

df ^Tommies” Wanted 
Their Little Argument With 

" to Man, But the Bochcg’ 
.Point-Nines Cut In and Spoil - 

the Fan.

AIN DAVID FALLON, M.C., 
of the British and Australian

leg )

♦he road to Thiepval we were 
ip in ASfeltst, a year ago, at a 
called tioquet Farm, which was 

intrenched and well guarded 
j scientific instrument of war. 

'Oar objective at this time, during 
i battle of the Somme, was a trench 
the skyline, which enfiladed the 

31—Skyline trench, we called it. 
trench had been heavily fought 

and the position had' changed 
perhaps a -dozen times.

On August 14 we were resting on 
, avenue (not the one in New 
;) when inÿ colonel sent for me 
explained the position so far as 

ewas able, i was given the assisi
nce of twD platoons, which were un- 
_ strength, and after explaining 
to work to my N. C, O.'s, told them 

prepare for the night’s fireworks 
itiplay.

He position had to be captured j 
yd held ; that was all there was to | 

Too many lives already had been 
_ jeed in the taking of the trench. 
When the sun had sell paraded my 

and saw that everything neces- 
had been provided for them, 

ireé days’ emergency rations had 
Issued. Every man carried 250 
Is of ammunition, and the re- 

irves were each bringing up a box 
Mills souvenirs (hand grenades) 

[or Fritz.
Sandbags and guncotton had beefi 

jovided to blow up any obstacle 
khich we thought would hinder the 

•ch and to consolidate any position
_ won.
Everything .was ready and I passed 

je- word along for the fun to start 
led the boys through endless trmch'- 

some in decent condition, others' 
relied to the ground by the guns

__Moquet Farm. It seemed that
is Huns were aware of our adven- 
re, for no sooner had we started 
til they greeted us with everything 

ley had in the wây of explosive toys.. 
The night was illuminated by 
louSands of skyrockets and the 

_jes of bursting shells and bombs, 
licit appeared to jump out of every 

liole. The moon was peeping froth 
leath ,the clouds with a cynical 

eye, and I thought its light would 
He the death of us, for the success 

any night operation depends large
ly upon total darkqess. The bom
bardment gave the effect of a colossal 

works display, only I had to keep

2013—Ladies’ Apron Dress. This 
model may serve as a house dress. It 
is comfortable and easy to develop, 
easy to wear and easy to launder. Per
cale, gingham, seersucker, , crepe, 
lawn and alpaca are good for its de
velopment.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes : 34, 38, 
42 and 46 inches bust measure. It 
requires 5 yards of 36 inch material 
for a 34 inch size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of cents 
in silver or stamps.
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snowing a 
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TWEEDS
and

■/ ' • . . V £r •

106 Sacks

CORN MEAL, $4.50 
Sack.
100 Sack|

GLUTEN MEAL,
.50 Sack.

20 Cs. BAKEÀPPLÊS—In tins 
56 cs. <6. 1 SALMON.
10 cs. No. I LOBSTER. . • | 

160 cs. BOYER’S TOMATOES. 
160 cs. EARLY JUNE PEAS.
50 cs. CAMPBELL’S S

No scarcity at
Maunder’s.

CANDLES 
for Altar purposes.

Pure Wax, Stehfine,
Sperm, London Wax

500 barrels
ROBIN HOOD. FLOUR 

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

Addreae in full: FRESH by steamer to-day :
liexes PURITY BUTTER, 
boxes P. E. I. EGAS.Name

100 barrels APPUfcS—
Kings anil Gràvenstèlns

POSITIVE SALE ! âet jT"ivr Dha n«es,

2oo and £16 ,cQiu.t
HS0 ca#e^Extensive Timber Limit, to

gether with Freeholds, on the 
waterside of South and West 
Rivers, Hall’s Bay; apply early 
to John Maunder

Tailor and Clothier,JAMES R. KNIGHT
Advertise inMINARD’S LINIMENT C 

COLDS, ETC.


