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CHAPTER XVI.
But Dulcle stands cold and reluc

tant. A vague, nameless fear pos
sesses her. If it were possible she 
would back out of It now; but It Is 
not possible. Sir Archie, all ardor 
and eagerriiess, has given the signal, 
the curtain goes up, and the third act 
commences.

She waits, silent and absorbed, 
struggling against her presentimen 
of evil whicti possesses her, until i‘ 
is her time to go, then she steps upor 
the stage. There is a buzz of interro 
gation and excitement; but some one 
one of the servants perhaps, ex 
plains how the change has com< 
abolit, and. the audience clap and ap 
plaud.

"Something wrong, eh?” says th< 
duke. "Miss Dorrimore takes the 
part of Julia in this act! By Jove, 
my dear madame, she looks more 
beautiful than ever!” and his opinion 
expressed almost aloud, finds an echo 
in every breast.

The scene begins, and at first Dul 
cie, possessed by the nameless fore
boding, plays coldly and without 
heart, but gradually and insensibly 
she melts. Sir Archie is playing with 
her, a part he has played before—ir 
real life—and often ; the ardent, pas 
sionate lover pressing his suit, and 
he plays it with such earnestness 
that Dulcie is overborne, and wooed 
out of herself. She forgets the audi
ence, forgets her good resolutions, 
forgets everything but the scene, and, 
to the delifeht of the audience, she 
plays—well, as admirably as Sii 
Archie himself. With the usual ex 
travagance of comedy, he makes love
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with fiery impetuosity; Julia is sup

WONDERFUL TALE 
OF AN ACTRESS

Struggled with Sickness and Dis
couragement ; How Relieved.
Dayville, Killingly, Conn.—“I shall 

be glad to have every woman know 
what I know now, 
after using Lydia EL 
Pinkham’s Vege
table Compound. 
Although I am only 
24 years old, I have 
suffered for the past 
eight years. I hated 
the doctors, for a 
doctor told me to 
give up the stage 
where I was playing 
with my husband 

I had bearing down pains, my health 
failed me. ana I could not work on the 
stage, and wasn’t able to tend my baby 
or even get around myself. I was;' 
always downhearted and discontented 
with the world, and only lived for the 
sake of my little girl. The doctor said 
to move to some quiet little town away 
from the noisy city, and I might be able 
to live and feel well, so I went to Day
ville in November. At that time I wai 
so sick I could not walk around, and my 
husband kept house and I stayed in bed. 
One day in January I read your adver
tisement in a newspaper, and I sent foi 
Lydia hi. Pinkham’s Vegetable Corn- 
round, and started taking it Wlthir 
wo weeks time I was a different wo 
nan, could get around, and felt so good 
hat it was a pleasure to do my house 
vork. I felt contented and happy, ant 
row am the picture of health, and am 
tempted to return to the stage. W* 
ippreciate my health as the most pre
nons thing on earth.”—Mrs. H. L 
fr.KNKTT, Box 85, Killingly, Conn.
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her handkerchief and pressed it into Dul- 
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I
barrassment when Edle asked
point-blank last night whether she 1 cie’s limp hand, 
had heard from tïugh. She is as un- | "Bathe your face with that, dear,” 
suspecting as a child, and simply the says, soothingly. "It will refresh 
sits overwhelmed and fearful. I you. Can I fetch you a cup of tea—

T must explain to him how it all coffee—an ice— anything?” 
happened,” she says. "It w/js all Dulcie shakes her head,
quite an accident: I could not help | “No, thanks," she says. "Give me 

I Miss Fairfax falling ill; I could not ten minutes and I will come down;

posed to be difficult to woo, and he 
has to go down on his knees before 
he can melt her.

With something that is more than 
acting he plays his part, and in ar
dent, passionate, pleading language 
he presses tiis suit.

“I love you!” he declares, In the 
words of the play, which Dulcie has 
denounced absurd and strained; 
have loved you in quiet earnest, 
while another has loved you in cold 
half-heartedness. Julia, you cannot 
turn from me! I am yours utterly 
and entirely. Not with a half-hearted 
affection, but with an intense adora
tion, I implore you to be mine!” And 
he kneels at her feet and grasps her 
hand. It Is at this moment—the mo
ment the moment of the play—that 
Julia is supposed to yield, and, stoop
ing raises him with one timid hand.

As Dulcie, following the direction, 
bends and extends her hand, she is 
conscious of a slight stir amongst 
the audience. Some one has entered. 
She cannot see beyond the glare of 
til footlights; but at that moment the 
dim foreboding seizes her, and as Sir 
Archie springs to his feet and em
braces her, she shivers, turns cold, 
and actually forgets the words.

“I am yours,” he whispers, prompt
ing her.

“I am yours,” she repeats ; as he 
bends over her and gives her the 
stage kiss, she looks up and sees 
there amongst the audience, the face 
of Hugh—stern, cold, pitiless.

It Is he who has entered, and he 
has come Just in time to witness the 
most ardent, passionate piece of tom
foolery in .this most absurd and ri
diculous of plays.

She starts, and endeavors to drav 
'jack; but the play is over, the cur 
tain drops, and the thunders of ap 
plause break out.

But she sees—hears nothing; be 
tore her, through the thick curtains 
she seems to see that white, sterr 
i’ace, with its dark, upbraiding eyes.

“Let me go!” she pants, for Sii 
Archie still holds her in his embrnce 
"Let me go! I—I—am stifling!”

But Archie’s passion has reached t 
height when prudence is cast to the 
winds. She has been acting, but he 
has been making love in real earnest, 
to the delight of the audience.

“Dulcie,” he murmurs, fast and 
furious, like the lover in the play. 
“I—I love you!"

“Let me go!” she pants. “Oh, what 
havq I done. What have I done?"

CHAPTER XVII.
With that half wild cry of appre

hension Dulcie breaks from Sir Archie 
and, leaving him motionless and 
dumb with dismay, hurries from the 
stage, and making her way—almost 
pushing it, in fact—through the 
crowd of performers, reaches her 
own room.

There, panting and trembling, she 
tears off the finery, the very sight of 
which is hateful to her, and flings 
herself into a chair.

That sad, stern face, those dark 
upbraiding, almost scornful eyes, 
follow her even there, and she can 
not shut them out, though she covers 
her face with her hands.

What have I done?” she groans, 
with a little shudder. “Why did he 
look at me like that? Why has he 
stolen back like a thief in the night?"

It never occurred to her that he 
has not stolen back, that some one in 
the house was fully aware of his ex
pected return, and that she has been 
the victim of a plot, a miserable little 
feminine plot that most girls would 
have seen through at a glance. But 
Dulcie, clever and bright as she is, is 
so incapable of such deceit and 
treachery as have been played upon 
her, that she cannot even conceive it. I 

She cannot picture Lucy Falrfalc* 
lying back comfortably in her easy 
chair, in perfect health, waiting for 
the working out and success of her 
little scheme. Dulcie would not be
lieve any one who told her that the 
illness, the deathly pallor and pros
tration, were but pieces of acting
which eclipsed all other acting of the 
evening.
She does not recall Maud’s em-

reftise When they asked me. Qh, if I 
bàd but* said, ‘No,’ and stuck to It, 
and let them. bring the whole.stupid 
thing to an end!”

There 'she sits and recalls the 
scene, and Be blush of shame arises 
to her cheeks. It did not seem so 
awful, so shameless, so—so out
rageous in rehearsal; but now, as 
she puts herself in Hugh’s place, and 
thinks qf how it must have appeared 
to him; to him who had begged her 
not to flirt with Sir Archie, she shud
ders.

Every word of the absurd, high- 
flown scene, every caress; comes back 
to her and tortures her. And he had 
been looking on the whole while- 
had stood there listening to Sir Arch
ie’s passionate protestations and ar
dent pleadings—watching silently, 
with that stern, grim face, while an
other man held her in his arms and 
kissed her! Another man! It would 
not have mattered so much if it had 
been any other man than this one; if 
it had been the foolish young lord or 
the bleating curate, Hugh might have 
smiled and overlooked it, but Sir 
Archie, whom he distrusted ; Sir 
Archie, whom she knew before the 
hot words had left his lips loved her, 
after his fashion, even before Hugh 
came.

She sits, while these thoughts and 
reveries run through her brain and 
heart, for half an hour. Time speeds 
by unheeded. Below they are asking 
for her impatiently, anxiously. She 
has been the heroine of the night. It 
is the last scene which has made the 
play a decided success, and it is she 
who made the last scene.

The duke is going about with a 
pleasant smile, rubbing his hands to
gether with hearty approbation, and 
demanding where Miss Dorrimore has 
been spirited to. ,

There is an impatient -curiosity 
amongst those who had not yet met 
her to see and speak to her off the 
stage; and at last, reluctantly, grud
gingly, Lady Falconer calls Edie to 
her side.

“You had better go up to Miss Dor
rimore, and ask her to come down as 
soon as she can,” she says, coldly.

And Edle runs up the stairs, flushed 
and excited.

May I come in?” she calls outside 
the door.

Dulcie springs to her feet, and 
runs to the glass. Her face is pale 
and furrowed, her eyes heavy.

She waits a moment to regain com
posure, then she opens the door.

"Well?" she says, forcing a smile.
Edie stares at her.
"Oh, Dulcie, are you ill, too?" she 

asks, with sudden dismay.
"Ill? No!” says Dulcie, with sup

pressed impatience. "But I am a lit
tle tired. It—It is hot------ ”

“Oh, I am so sorry!” says Edie, 
dismally. “Of course you are tired 
and are resting! Tired! I wonder 
you are not worn out with that 
scene. Qh, Dulcie, it was■ delicious! 
clapping her hands.

Was it?" says Dulcie, concisely, 
and with something like a frown.

Delicious! It was simply magni- 
ficient! I never saw such acting! 
Why, Dulcie, they are all mad about 
it!”

'Are they?” she says, moodily. One 
it least of them is, she knows.

Perfectly mad, dear, and they are 
o anxious that you should come 

down, fnamma sent me to ask you.

One Sure, Quick, Safe Tonic is 
better than all the Patent Medicine 

You Can Buy

>1

This is what Zoetic has to offer weak, I 
anaemic, nervous, run-down people— 
and this is the new health Zoetic will
bring, to every man, woman or child whose 
cheerless days and sleepless nights have 
brought to a state of physical weakness 
or nervous breakdown, 
v Only such a tonic as Zoetic, the great 
health tonic will revive loss of vitality, 
strengthen the nerves, restore health and ( 

by means of this scientific |

Zoetic, not unlike Hypnos—the God 
of Sleep—whose help Aesculapius, the 
health-giver always invoked in working 
his miraculous cures. No—: this is not 
bosh, not at all. For if Zoetic is taken 
regularly and according to directions 
you will be assured sound, restful sleep- 
feel well—eat well—look well—and rise 
in the morning refreshed and vigorous, 
ready for a good day’s work.
LOGGIE PARSONS & CO., The Foy 
Bldg., Toronto, Distributors for Canada.

SOLD BY T. McMURDO & CO.

Of course she didn't know that you 
>Vere so tired; but the duke has been 
nqutringjor you fifty times.”
“It’s very kind of him," says poor 

Dulcie, hqavily; “but I don’t think I 
am fit to come down. Perhaps,” with 
a mirthless smile, “I shall faint like 
Miss FÇlritéx.”

Then she pauses as a thought 
crosses her mind. If she stays away, 
wha,t will he think? Perhaps that she 
Is ashamed and pleads guilty! No, 
rather than he should think that, she 
will go down and see him, and per
haps get an opportunity of making 
her explanation.

Well, I’ll come down,” she says, 
after a pause, during which Edie has 
poured some eau-de-Cologne on a

though It Is all nonsense!"
“Nonsense!” retorts Edle, indig

nantly. “You have no Idea how 
beautiful you looked, and how splen
didly you played. I declare It seemed 
real—absolutely real!”

Dulcie groans, and turns her face 
away from the ardent, enthusiastic 
gaze.

“And Sir Archie! I am sure any 
one would have thought that he was 
In sober earnest! Doesn’t he make 
love beautifully?”

“I don't know! I don’t care!” re
torts Dulcie, desperately. "The 
whole thing is a nuisance and a-"-a— 
mistake! It was absurd, ridiculous, 
and it was not real, or anything like 
real! And—there, you see, Edle 
dear, I am upset, am I not? Go down, 
dear, and in ten minutes I will follow 
you you—In ten mindtes,” and with a 
kiss she gently pushes her out of the 
room.

Then she bathes }ter fape, and chan
ges her dress, and goes down.

She feels a little brighter and more 
courageous now. The* desire takes 
possession of her to get Hugh into a 
quiet corner and tell him all, to dis
pel that awful look from his face and 
earn his forgiveness. After all, it 
was an accident; he, so just and 
clear-seeing, will admit that at once, 
and—well, all will be well.

Steadying herself for a moment, 
she enters the roop. A murmur goes 
round, and the duke ambles up to 
her with a gratified smile and takes 
both her bands.' 11 ‘

-My dear Miss Dorrlihdre, tie were 
almost in despair! We feared' ; tbit 
you had overtired yoprself, and that 
we should not be permitted a cliancp 
of thanking you-'-of thanking1 you for 
a wonderful evening—a really won 
derful!” n

Dulcie stares and smiles. Dukes 
are nothing td her in hef present 
mental anxiety.

“But I didn’t write the stupid play 
and was only one of the players, she 
says, honestly, and with no intention 
to fish for compliments.

He nods,.and smiles...
“True," he says, in a lower voice 

“Only one, but thte player! It was a 
thing to be remembered! I am not 
an envious man generally, but to 
night I do envy lucky Sir Archie!

She crimsons from neck to brow, 
and the duke, half alarmed, hastens 
to change the subject.

Now, you must let me get you 
some refreshment," he says.

Dulcie shakes her head decisively, 
but he will not be refused, and am
bles off, returning,with a cup of tea; 
other men—and women, too, elderly 
ones—are pressing about her, but for 
reasons of etiquette they stand aloof 
until the duke has finished.

There!” he says, “the cup that 
cheers, etc.; come, you must drink it.
I am sure you are tired.”

And with his august hand he pulls 
an easy-chalr forward for her.

Dulcie takes the cup, but holds it, 
looking round anxiously.

Hugh Is one of the tallest men 
there ; she cannot fail to see him, but 
he is not to be seen. Her heart 
smites her as she sits down. Where 
can,he have gone? They come round 
her buzzing, very much like flies or 
bees, as she thinks halt unconscious
ly; their voices strike upon her ear 
discordantly, obtruslVelv, though they 
are voices of praise and admiration, 
for she longs to beer that deep, musi
cal voice, whose grimmest tone she 
loves so well.

(To be Continued.)
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Fashion Plates U Reliable, Unshrinkable
The Home Dressmaker should keep 

e Catalogue Scrap Book of our Put» 
fern Cute. These wOl be feud very 
useful to refer to from time to time.

PRACTICAL, OCMFORTABLE 
z GARMENT.
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at Low Prices.
We are now offering a full range of STANFIELD*^ 

CELEBRATED WOOL UNDERWEAR for Men, 
Women and Boys at money-saving prices.

These prices cannot be repeated when this stock 
runs out. We booked this lot some time ago, since' 
when, on most lines, the manufacturers’ prices have 
advanced over twenty per cent., and further advances 
are likely.

Our Retail Prices are Low,
being based on our purchase*1- prices arranged practi

cally a year ago.

2223—Cambric, muslin, lawn, dim
ity, crepe and flannelette could be 
used for this style. The garment 
in one piece. The waist portion closes 
at. the back and the drawers button 
over its lower edge.

The Pattern is cut in G sizes: 1. 2,
G, 8 and 10 years. Size 6 requires 1% 
yard of 36 inch material.

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

A SMART NEW MODEL.

Remember, STANFIELD’S WOOL UNDERWEAR 
IS ALL ROUND RELIABLE UNDERWEAR.
IT HAS A REPUTATION BEHIND IT. . . j 
IT WILL NOT SHRINK OR GET HA,RD IN THE 

WASH. THE PRICE IS LOW. ,
No Underwear will give you better service. Also, 

that we aim to give you the best service possible.

Henry Blair
r
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RICH IN BUTTER FAT

PURITY MILK
is made from Pure, Full Cream Milk, and nothing 
is added ^ut finest granulated sugar. PURITY is 
away above Hie Government Standard for butter fat. 

INSIST on getting “Purity” the Full Cream Milk.

T. A. Macnab & Co.,
CITY CLUB BUILDING.
Wholesale Distributors.

2062—Ladies’ Waist with Sleeve in 
Either of Two Lengths.

The new crepes and silks will be 
lovely for this style. It is made with 
overlapping fronts and a bioad col
lar. The sleeve may be finished in 
wrist or elbow length. The Pattern is 
cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 
44 inches bust measure. It requires 
2% yards of 44-inch material for 
36-inch size.

À pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10 cents 
in silver or stamps. 0
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JOSEPH HOCKISfl’S LATEST 
WAR NOVEL. ’

The Path of Glory.
A story of the Turks in Armenia. 

Paper 66c., cloth 90c. Postage 2c.

Garland’s Bookstore,
177-9 Water Street East

EUROPEAN
AGENCY

Wholesale Indents promptly 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 Cara 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, 

ate., etc.
Commission 2H D-c. to I f.e.
Trade Discounts allowed.
Special Quotations on Demand. 
Sample Cases from ISO upwards. 
Consignments of Produce Sold oa 

Account.

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. c

MINARD’S LINIMENT CUBES GAB-

WILLIAM WILSON A SONS
Ostabtishod 1814.)

&Abe>arch Ease, Leadoa, IX.
A Mm*» "Aaaaalra. lealw

GET IN COWS.
M

'■a.

MINARD’S ENT CUBES DIS-

John Maunder,
Tailor and Clothier, St. Johns, IVfld,

The Evening Telegram 
is The People’s Paper,
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BRINGS
When the winter 
long, let the cozy- 
help drive away
The Perfection bs 
on a gallon of R< j 
fuels costly and 
a greater saving t j
At hardware, furnitu

3 Sty<
THE IMj

Rann-dom R<
THE ENGAGEMENl

The engagement’ is a verbs 
between two people of the on 
who are not sure that they, < 
with each other until the I 
day. It Is the preliminary II 
matriomonial race, and somj 
suits in withdrawing one 
tries in a coy and subdued j

There are two kinds o| 
ments—long and short, 
engagement is a variety 
vored by parents who woJ 
wait until the groom-elect I 
disposition to forsake the po 
tl.e haunts of industry. Vl 
circumstances, If the engad 
strung out'long enough the I 
ivc bridegroom is liable tel 
chipped diamond engagenj 
with which to "buy cigaretl 
and become willing to 
fiancee without asking danl 
her father for alienation < [ 
fections and $2,000 worth 
anguish.

The short engagement 
young people who are pe 
isfied with each other, ami 
liable to result in a happj 
tinted marriage as the 
starts at the age of eightc 
minâtes in the double rinj 
thirty-five. The most suci 
of short engagement is 
takes place at a seashore rl 
gets under headway on 
and dies a natural death

And the W<
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