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The Sound of
Wedding Bells
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Won After Great 
Perseverance !
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CHAPTER II.
Low, soft exclamations of delight 

break from the parted lips; her eager 
eyes seize on everything, on every 
patch of color, every quaint costume, 
every little humor of the crowd—and 
the crowd is full of humor—and Sir 
Archie is fully repaid. Every now 
and then they come to a full stop, 
every now and again they are hustled 
and pushed, but he protects her 
well as he is able, and to each of his 
encouraging “Don’t be afraids!” she 
responds with a laugh.

“I am not afraid,” she says, with 
perfect truth ; “I like it! This is liv
ing; up in the balcony it was. not. It 
was like looking on at a picture, tlih 
Is becoming part and parcel of it. Is 
that • the Square? The light from 
these lanterns and the gas is so con
fusing.”

“Yea, that is the Square,” he says, 
and as he looks toward It he hesi 
tales. “There is an awful crowd.”

"Never mind," she says. "I am not 
afraid. You promised to take me to 
the Square, you know."

He hesitates still. Much wine has 
been drunk; the fun and humor of 
the crowd have got—well, pronoun
ced. The Square was no place for a 
young girl.

“Are you thinking o( your hat or 
your coat?" she says, almost impa
tiently; “or is it you who are afraid?” 
and she laughs.

He cannot but laugh too.
“Come on,” he says, "and mind you 

stick close to me. You will do that, 
won’t you?"

"I will,” she says. “I should think 
your arm must feel like breaking al
ready."

“Come on, then," he says.

It Is inch by inch now that they 
must make their way, but they gain 
the Square at last, and the enlarge
ment of the crowd is explained. At 
one corner of the Square, mounted on 
a barrel, is a street-singer, a fellow 
in the dress of a Punchinello, an Ital 
ian clown, and he Is reciting a comic 
doggerel to the uproarious delight of 
the excited crowd. Men and women, 
in all the costumes under the sun, all 
jammed together, singing In chorus, 
waving their lanterns, pitching up 
their hats and caps as if they were 
mad. It is a scene only to be admir
ed once in a year, and then only In 
Rome. The girl stands entranced 
and fascinated.

“Can it be real?” she murmurs.
"Real!" mutters Sir Archie, upon 

whose toes a sturdy woodcutter has 
been dancing industriously for the 
last five minutes. "We shall find it 
real when some carriages come along 
and they have to rush out of the road. 
Here they come! For Heaven’s sake 
hold tight Miss Dorrimore ; there will 
be a fearful rush!”

His warning comes not a moment 
too soon. With reckless impetuosity, 
the carriages, each crammed with 
merry-makers, turn the corner and 
make for the crowded mass in the 
road. Instantly the singing gives 
place to shouting and good-tempered 
bad language, and the throng in the
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Operations

These Three Women Tell How They 
Escaped the Dreadful Ordeal of 
Surgical Operations.

Hospitals are great and necessary institutions, but they 
should be the last resort for women who suffer with ills 
peculiar to their sex. Many letters on file in the Pinkham 
Laboratory at Lynn, Mass., prove that a great number of 
women after they have been recommended to submit to an 
operation have been made well by Lydia E. Pinkham s 
Vegetable Compound. Here are three such letters. All 
sick women should read them.

Marinette, Wis—“I went to the doctor and 
he told me I must have an operation for a female 
trouble, and I hated to have it done as I had been 
married only a short time. I would have terrible 
pains and my hands and feet were cold all the 
time. I took Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com
pound and was cured, and I feel better in every 
way. I give you permission to publish my name 
because I am so thankful that I feel well again. 
—Mrs- Fred Behnke, Marinette, Wis.

Detroit, Mich.—“When I first took Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound I was so run down 

with female troubles that I could not do anything, and our doctor 
said I would have to undergo an operation. I could hardly walk 
without help so when I read about the Vegetable Compound and w 
it had done for others I thought I would try it I got a bott e of 
Lydia & Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound and a package of Lydia L.

SoTioti-vo Wash and used them according to directions.Pinkham’s Sanative Wash and used them according _ „
They helped me and today I am able to do all my work and I am we II.
_Mrs. Thos. Dwyer, 989 Milwaukee Ave., East, Detroit, Mich.

Bellevue. Pa.—“ I suffered more than tongue can tell with terrible 
bearing down pains and inflamm ation. I tried several doctors and 
they " " " T

armg down pains ana mnammuuiuu. a. -
ey all told me the same story, that I never could get well without 
operation and I just dreaded the thought of that. I also tried a 

good many other medicines that were recommended to me and none 
of them helped me until a friend advised me to give Lydia E. Pink- 
ham’s Vegetable Compound a triaL The first bottle helped, I kept 
taking it and now I don’t know what it is to be sick any more and I 
ampicking up in weight. I am 20 years old and weigh 145 pounds. 
It will be the greatest pleasure to me if I can have the oppor
tunity to recommend it to any other suffenng woman. —Miss Irene 
Froelioher, 1923 Manhattan St., North Side, Bellevue, Pa.

If vou would like special advice write to Lydia E. Pinkham 
do. fconfidential ),Lynn, Mass. Your letter will be opened, * J answered by a woman and held in strict confidence.Med 
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road divides Into two parts, one press
ing back upon the church, the other 
dashing for the Square.

Dulcie clings tightly and laughs, 
but she laughs too soon. The same 
burly woodcutter who had been dan
cing on Sir Archie's toes pushes up 
against her with all his ponderous 
weight, and in doing so he puts his 
unfortunate foot on ' the edge of her 
domino. Incautiously she disengages 
her arm to pull the skirt more close
ly round her. At that instant there is 
a second plunge of the crowd in front, 
and before she can realize it she is 
being borne onward, clear away from 
Sir Archie's protecting side. Before 
she realizes it, almost before she lias 
time to draw back, she finds herself 
on the outskirts of the crowd, the 
center of a noisy throng, who are 
anathematizing the carriages, and 
shouting the chorus of the song in 
one and the same voice.

What shall she do? She looks round, 
stands on tiptoe, and peers anxiously 
in the direction of the spot from 
which she has been swept; but tall as 
she is she cannot overlook a Roman 
crowd, and Sir Archie’s golden head 
and second hat are not to be seen.

Of Italian she knows no word; 
there is nothing for it but to try and 
force her way toward the hotel or 
wait until the crowd thins; the first 
course would take time, the latter! — 
Her heart sinks for a moment; the 
vision of Aunt Fermor wandering 
wildly through the hotel inquiring for 
her, uttering moans and threatening 
innumerable faintings, rises before 
her. And then for another thing— 
and this touches her almost as much 
—she will be too late for the table 
d’hote, and she is very hungry. Too 
late for the table d’hote ! Who knows; 
it may be hours before this awful 
crowd thins sufficiently for her to 
reach the hotel, and she will be too 
late for the ball which is to be held 
to-night and for which Aunt Fermor 
has been persuaded to purchase tick
ets. Too late for the ball to which 
she has been looking forward for days 
and nights!

In her dismay and woe she utters a 
little cry of despair, yhich at once 
attracts the keen ears of one of the 
crowd, who turns and addresses her 
In kind words of comfort. Good man! 
he Is only assuring her that she is 
quite safe, but Dulcie doesn’t under
stand a word, and the musical lang
uage only frightens her. She dares

not speak, dares scarcely breathe, and 
she waits, while the street singei 
commences another song, and the 
crowd wait impatiently for the chor 
us.

It is an awkward position for 
young girl to be in, but Dulcie never 
had much thought of the proprieties, 
and they do not occur to her now—all 
her thoughts are of Aunt Fermor, the 
table d’hôte, and the ball.

Everybody who has ever waited for 
a train knows how long the minutes 
seem. To Dulcie the minutes, while 
the man on the barrel chants his song, 
seem months, ages; and, at last, her 
blood being, as Shakespeare says, "hot 
in her veins,” she grows impatient, 
and resolves to force her way. She 
begins by putting her hand timorous 
ly on her neighbor, and murmuring 
“Pardon,” which, being something 
like Italian, he responds to by raising 
his hat—he is in the costume of 
knight cavalier, and wears a hat with 
a long, sweeping plume—and mur 
muring In the softest Italian ; but he 
does not movq^he only stares. What 
is it the signora wants? Poor Dulcie 
cannot explain in words, but she 
makes a sign, and the knight at once 
seizes her meaning, and, much to the 
girl’s horror, dashes himself against 
the crowd.

“Oh, no, no! never mind—thank 
you very much!” she exclaims.

But he has begun the good work, 
and is enjoying it. With a series of 
shouts and pushes he clears a way 
through the crowd, and, a little less 
nervous now, Dulcie follows him. Af
ter all, perhaps, he can clear a way; 
she will reach home before the table 
d’hote, in time to prevent Aunt Fer
mor going quite distracted. If he 
would only be a little less enthusias
tic, and refrain from treating the 
people so roughly. But he doesn’t. 
Having begun the good work, he has 
taken a liking for it, and literally 
forces his way by shoves and blows, 
which the crowd stand for a time 
good-humoredly enough, but present
ly begin to resent; and, with a fash- 
beating heart, Dulcie finds herself 
hemmed in by a now infuriated mob, 
who commences to hustle and strike 
her champion.

This is very bad, but worse follows, 
for in the press she^flnds her mask 
slipping off, and much as she has de
spised it on the balcony, she values It 
now. She puts up her hand to hold It,

ant woman treads upon her foot, and 
shrieking, clings to Dulcie’s domino 
to save herself. The woman weighs 
at least thirteen stone, and Dulcie, 
slim and slight, feels herself being 
dragged to the very foot of the sur
ging mass.

It is a very small cry in the midst 
of such a hurly-burly, but, as if it had 
been the voice of St. Peter’s great 
bell, it meets with an instant re
sponse. Half-deafened, half-blinded 
as she is, she hears a man’s voice, 
sees a man's form standing beside her 
and the next instant feels a man’s 
arms around her.

Like a drowning man clinging to 
the proverbial straw she clings to 
him, and before she knows it she 
finds herself outside the crowd and 
leaning against the wall of the church 
opposite the Square.

Opposite her stands her preserver, 
her deliverer—what you will. She 
scarcely looks at him for a uionV 
her hand goes up to her mask first 
then she does look up and starts.

She had expected to see an Halt 
a figure clad in silk or satin/perhaps 
a Punchinello with a false npse and 
curled mustache, but Instead is îrtalL- 
thin figure clad in a tweed traveling 
suit, and wearing that unmistakable 
British appearance which the English 
traveler can never divest himself of.

For a moment she looks at him as 
he stands dusting from his sleeve a 
plentiful supply of flour—which some 
one in the crowd has thrown upon 
him; and in that moment a wild idea 
of escaping recognition, of passing 
herself off as an Italian, seizes her. 
Who knows? this preserver of hers 
may be one of the people stopping at 
the hotel, a man who will hasten to 
make capital of his exploit, and cause 
her to be the talk of the table d’hote.

Fortunately for her, she thinks, lier 
mask is still on, her domino still 
clings about her. She will try it.

So with a little laugh she stands 
upright, and bending her head in a 
courteous and graceful sweep, she 
turns as It to leave him; but at that 
moment she realizes that she has not 
come through the battle without leav
ing spoil behind. The pavement 
strikes cold and hard to one dainty 
little foot: she had lost her shoe!.

Before she knows it, the .English 
“Oh, dear!” has escaped her lips, and 
she stands confessed.

He does not start, does not smile or 
chuckle, he simply looks at her with 
a grave regard, and utters the com
mon-place question :

“What is the matter?”
“I—I have lost my shoe,” she says, 

piteously, forgetting in an instant her 
attempt at deceiving him.

He looks round the pavement with 
the same grave air.

“I don't see it,” he says, quietly. “I 
am afraid you have left it there,” and 
he moves his hand in the direction of 
the crowd ; “if so, I fear it is irre
claimable. Console yourself with 
the reflection that you might have 
lost a limb—or your life."

There is a grave coolness about his 
manner and his tone that dispels for 
the moment, her fortitude, and arous
es her resentment.

"Yes, thanks,” she says; “but how 
am I to get home to the hotel, with 
one foot—I mean with one shoe?”

He looks at hen and then at the 
crowd, still clustering round the bal
lad-singer.

(To be Continued.)

Evening
Telegram
Fashion Plaies

The Home Dressmaker should keep 
a Catalogue Scrap Book of oui Bot
tera Cute. These will be found very 
useful to refer to from time to time.

A PRETTY SUMMER DRESS.

2171—This model is lovely for soft 
crepe, silk, gingham, organdy, challie, 
batiste, voile and lawn. The waist is 
finished in shaped outline, below tha 
waistline. The sleeve may be in wrist 
or elbow length.

The Pattern is cut in 5 sizes: 6, 8, 10, 
12 and 14 years. It requires 3% 
yards of 44-inch material for a 10-year 
size.

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

A PRACTICAL MODEL.

Z177\

2177—Ladies' Maternity Skirt.
This style fills every requirement of 

a comfortable skirt of this character. 
It is cut on new lines, and is easy to 
develop. The model is good for 
cloth, gabardine, satin, silk, serge, 
linen and other seasonable fabrics. 
The Pattern is cut in 7 sizes: 24, 26, 
28, 30, 32, 34 and 36 inches waist 
measure. Size 26 requires 3% yards 
of 44-inch material. The skirt meas 
ures about 3 yards at lower edge 

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

Your Boys and Girls.
Babies should live in a room full 

of sunshine and air. It must be well 
ventilated but never draughty, and the 
thermometer during the day should 
register from sixty-eight to seventy. 
At night it should run as low as 
forty.

Of course the baby should be kept 
warmly covered, but by no means 
with covers of any weight. Soft light
weight blankets and, if possible, a 
down puff, as the latter gives a sense 
of warmth without the weight. Fresh 
air is necessary; quantities of It, and 
a regular diet for the baby, and the 
same for the older children.

When the kiddies are old enough to 
run out by themselves, care must be 
taken that they are warmly dressed, 
but not as warm as the child who does 
not get exercise by playing. Quite 
often a severe cold is caught by get
ting too warm and cooling oft too 
quickly. Plain but wholesome food, 
air, sunshine and plenty of sleep will 
start any youngster on the road to 
health.

No.

Size .. ...............

Address In full:— 

Name.........................

and at the same moment a burly peas-
MINARD’S LINIMENT C C 

COLDS, ETC.
BBS

EUROPEAN
AGENCY

Wholesale Indents prdmptly execu
ted at lowest cash prices for all Brit
ish and Continental goods. Including 

Books and Stationery,
Boots, Shoes and Leather, 
Chemicals and Druggists’ Sundries, 
China, Earthenware and Glassware, 
Cycles, Motor Care and Accessories 
Drapery, Millinery and Piece Goods, 
Fancy Goods and Perfumery, 
Hardware, Machinery and Metals, 
Jewellery, Plate and Watches, 
Photographic and Optical Goods, 
Provisions and Oilmen’s Stores, 

etc., etc.
Commission p.o. to I p.e.
Trade Discounts allowed.
Special Quotations on Demand. 
Sample Cases from $50 upwards. 
Consignments of Produce Sold oa 

Account

L

WILLIAM WILSON â
(lista bllshed 1814.) 
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Your Business
Success in 1917

Aeeta upon the dependability ol your 
service of supply.

Three big facts—big buying power, 
tremendous production, expert work
manship—stand behind our claims of 
euperior service.

It will pay all merchants to see 
our spring ranges in

Men's and Boys' 
Suits, Overalls, 

Shirts, etc.
DO IT NOW.

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . Clothing Ro„ Ltd

A List of 
Odds and Ends
which customers says they often have difficulty in 

getting in many stores, but which we always have.
Coats’ Celebrated White Crochet Cotton, all numbers, J 

9c. ball.
Coats’ Mercerised White Crochet Cotton, all numbers, 

15c. ball.
Mendings for Silk and Lisle Hose, all colours, 5c. card.
Mending Wools, best quality, all colours, 2c. card.
Wood Button Moulds, in leading sizes.
Black Bordered Handkerchiefs.
Mourning Hat and Arm Bands.
Ladies’ Sanitary Goods, Rubber Sheetings.
Solid Alcohol Stoves ahd Refill Tins.
Patent Leather Belts for Ladies’ Coats and Costumes.
Pipe Cleaners (Wire and Chenille), 3c. per dozen only.
Manicure Goods: Files, Orange Sticks, Buffers, Nail 

Polish, etc.
Face Powders in best makes at lowest prices.
Grossmith’s Choice English Perfumes such as Phul- 

hana, Hasu-no-Hana, Florodora, Shem-el-nessim, 
etc.

Remember always that we specialise in

Hosiery, Uifderwear and 
Ladies’ Wear 
of all Kinds,

and that in these goods you can always do well by buy
ing from us.

Henry Blair

E are still 
showing a 
splendid se

lection of : : :

TWEEDS
and

No scarcity at
Maunder’s.

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

Z
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John Maunder,
Tailor and Clothier, St. John s, Mid.

75he Evening Telegram 
is the People’s Paper.


