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GIVE THEMIpicoAi
TO DRINK

The almost unceasing activity with which children 
work off their surplus energy makes 
good an4 nutritious food a continual 
necessity* Of all the fobd drinks Baker’s 
Cocoa is the most perfect, supplying as 
it does much valuable material for the 
upbuilding of their growing bodies. 
Just as good for older people. It is 

delicious, too, of fine f avor and aroma.
/ : ' MADE IN CANADA BY

WALTER BAKER & CO. LTD.
' ' Established 1780 -

MONTREAL. CANADA ... - DORCHESTER, MASS.
Booklet ef Ch»toe Recipes sent free
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«Flowers ol the 
Valley,”
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MABEL HOWARD,
OF THE LYRIC.

CHAPTER XIIL 
“OH, HEAVEN! IT IS TRUE !”

This beautiful place, title Knighton, 
fertth Its wide acres ' and farms and 
(■woods, It was hers no longer. Whose 
;wa# it7 A» the Question rose to her 
frntnd, a crimson glow poured over her

1 Mr. Barrington had said that if the 
."Will could not be found, all—every- 

,'tiling, house, and lands, and money 
’>—would go to Heron Coverdale !

Heron Covérdak—the man whose 
"life she had saved, the matt whom she 
(.had met and spoken with, and whose 
.■face and voice still haunted her!

It was his now, and he would be 
pinaster here. He would know that the 
vigtrl he had spoken with was herself— 
know the story of her shame!

Strange as It may seem, this 
'the hardest thought of all! That he, 
Who had treated her with such respect 
snd reverence, should know that she 
was without a name, and under 
cloud of shame, was unendurable!

What would he say—think? He was 
Iprd of Knighton now, and he would 
perhaps want to offer her money. This 
thought stung her like the cut of 
whip, and she sprang to her feet and 
fell to pacing the room, wringing her 
hands.

The door opened, and Felice enter
ed.

She stood looking at the beautiful 
girl in her agony for a moment In sil
ence; then she stretched out her hands 
humbly and pleadingly.

“Forgive me, Miss Iris!” she mur
mured.

Iris turned and confronted her with 
a wild gaze. *

“Is it you? Forgive you! For what? 
What wrong have you done me? You 
were forced to speak the truth! It was 
time. I have been a living lie too long 
«—too long! But"—and her hands 

i worked together—“why did you not 
htell tne before—why was I kept in ig- 
fvbrance? Oh. Heaven, if I could only 
die!”

Felice’s lips quivered.
“You would never hare known hut 

for that man!" she said. In a quick, 
panting way. "I had sworn not to tell 
you. If my master bad left a wilt as 
be said he would, all would have been 
well! Where Is the will?”

Iris looked at her In a daeed, trou
bled way.

"Will! will! What does that matter? 
"Would It have given me back my name, 
my honor, my place in the world? No;
my father”—she winced and trembled

at the word—"he was right! Why 
should I, who have no name,iaj|è this 
house and the place where Vh honor
able race has lived for centuries? No, 
hè was right—right, right! I 
nameless outcast." -♦ <■>

Iris fell to pacing to and fra- again 
for a few minutes, tben.stopped.

“Where Is this man Ricardo? Bring 
him to me! I want to know everything 
—everything!" <

Felice’s eyes shot fire, and her teeth 
clicked. . ,

“Ricardo!” she said, wih's'kind of 
hiss in her voice. “He will npt trouble 
you for some years to come, slgnor- 
ina! He is in the hands of the police! 
It was I who gave them fife informa
tion. I warned him! He wjH-not trou
ble you, Miss-frts. Oh, be calm, and— 
and don't break my heart!" and she 
threw herself on her knees at Iris’ 
feet

Iris looked down at her with a dull 
frown. r

"My heart Is broken already!” she 
said, in a cold voice. “Broken, brok
en!” she said, in a cold "Voice. "Brok- 
eu, broken!” and she trembled from 
head to foot. ,

There came a knock at the door, and 
Felice, opening It saw Mr. Barrington.

“I want to speak to your mistress,” 
he*sald, and went in.

Iris stopped in her frenzied walk 
and looked at him inquiringly.

"My dear young lady,” be said, and 
hie voice was grave and solemn; 
have ventured to intrude upon you be
cause I feel that not a moment should 
be lost. Are you well enough—able— 
to listen to me?"

Iris made a gesture with her hand, 
and Felice stole from the room.

“Miss Kriighton----- ’’ began the law
yer; but Iris stopped him with a ges
ture.

“I am not Miss Knighton!’’ she said. 
You forget! I have no right to that 

name!”
Pardon toe!” he said, quickly. "You 

have every rlfcht to it as far as is prov
ed at present. You are Godfrey Knigh
ton’s daughter and Jieirees, as far as 
we know. We have cftily the word of a 
suspected criminal—who, is In the 
hands of the police—and Felice, who 
may be his confederate—to the con
trary.”

Iris sank into a chdir, and sat with 
clasped hands and bowed head.

'No,” she said, In a low voice; 
“Felice le not a confederate. She spoke 
the truth. I can trust and believe her.1

You may, hut the law will not,' 
said Mr. Barrington, ft implore, I be
seech you, my dear young lady, not to 
give Way to despair^ That there is 
some mystery respemkg your birth,
I admit; but I say thatf until the worst 
is proved, the beet holds good, and un
til Lord Coverdale has proved that— 
that you are not entitled to consider 
yourself the lawful daughter of your 
father, you have no rig^t—no one has 
any right—to throw any doubt upon 
the fact!”

tola shuddered. i|%

A SURE RELIEF FOR WOMAN’S DISORDERS
18 DATS’ TREATMENT FREE

ÏOrange Lily is a certain relief for all disorders of women. It Is 
applied locally and is absorbed into the suffering tissue. The dead 
waste matter In the congested region ie expelled, giving Immediate 

ratal and physical relief; the blood vessels and nerves ate toned and 
egthened; and the circulation Is rendered normal '‘As tills treat- 
; ls based on strictly larr* ■■

“I say nothing Is. true until it -is 
he said, eoelmnly. “And I 
to wait, and—and keep up 

your heart, until I have .made in
quiries' into this strange story. This 
man, Ricardo, has been arrested on a 
criminal charge. What reliance can 
be placed on his account of the af
fair 7 Nona! As your legal adtvser, I 
lay that I have every right to treat 
his story with contempt!

Iris raised her pale face and looked 
at him.

"Why have you net found the mar
riage certificate?” she said, in a hol
low voice. “Why did my father nevçr 
mention my mother to me? Her-name 
never passed his Ups! Why did he turn 
pale and tremble when this mast Ric
ardo, came here, and why did be want 
me'not to listen to him? And Felice! 
She is my mother’s sister! And she 
says that—that what this man told 
you was true!" 
t Mr. Barrington’s eyes fell.

“At least,” he said, “will you not 
wait until I make Inquiries before de
ciding that this story is true? Remem 
her how much depends upon it! If
there had been a will----- ”

Iris rose and confronted him, white 
and statuesque.

“If there had been a will, and I had 
been left mistress here,’1 she said, “and 
I had known of—of this, do you think 
I would have touched a penny, claim
ed an acre? No! This belongs not to a 
nameless girl born in shame, but to. 
the rightful owner! I would not have 
touched a penny of it!”

Mr. Barrington bit his lip,
"You may be right or wrong. I un 

derstand and honor your feelings, 
Miss Knighton," he said; "and I will 
say no more. I only ask that you will 
do nothing until I have made Inquiries 
into the truth of this man’s story. Will 
you promise me that?”

“I will promise nothing,” she said, 
almost wildly. “I cannot tell what I 
shall do! My brain is In a whirl! My 
heart seems broken!

Lawyer as. he was, Mr. Barrington 
was at a loss for words. It was ter
rible to see the effect the blow had had 
on the prpud and beautiful girl.

“Mise Knighton,” he said, brokenly;
T was your fathers legal advieer, 

and, I am proud to be able to add, 
friend! I do hope that you will trust 
me, and that you will do nothing with
out honoring me by consulting me^

Iris shook her head.1 
“I cannot say what I shall, do,” she 

laid, despairfully. “I am alone In the 
world, homeless, namelesi 

“NoT” he said, solemnly. “As yet, no
thing hge been-proved."

“To me, all seems proved,” she said, 
bitterly.

But not to me! It is my duty to 
discredit everything to yoqr disadvant
age, Miss Knighton; and I shall set 
about taking steps to prove that this 
man's story is false.”

If be had stayed for an hour, there 
was no more to be said, and he went 
Quietly out. As he did so Clarence 
Montacute passed in.

He came in so quietly that Iris did 
not hear him, and, thinking herself 
alone, had thrown herself upon the 
couch, her head buried In the cushion, 
and, when he approached her, and 
gently spoke her name, she started 
and exclaimed:

"You, Lord Montacute?*
“Yes, l£ Is I!" said Clarence. “For

give me, Mies Iris, but I felt that 
must come!"

She salt with her white face averted 
from him, her hands clasped in her 
lap. «,

“Why have you dome?” she asked,
In a hard, constrained voice. ‘T should 
have thought that all honorable men 
—and iomen, too—would have shun
ned me now.”

Poor Clarence’s face crimsoned, and 
his heart throbbed.

"Oh, how little you know me!" he 
said, eagerly, sadly. “I shun you! Miss 
Iris, if you knew! But I didn’t come 
to spèak of myself! I came to ask you 
to cofte home with me to my mother;”

He stopped, tor Iris had turned her 
eyes upon him with a look of despair 
and l^tfernehs.

“ToYour inother r’ she repeated. "Do 
you think Lady Montacute would per
mit ty, knowing who and what I am, 
to cross her threshold?"

His face grew pale.
“I think, and I know my mother too 

well not to feel sure that she would 
feel honored by your becoming her 
guest!” "he said; then he wen! on In 
a tone Of deep feeling; from which not 
even his slurred “r’s” and thick "w’e" 
could detract. "Oh, Miss Iris, you know 
that I don’t believe In this stupid 
•tory! You know that I shouldn’t be
lieve |t even If It came with proof, 
hard to disprove; and this only comes 
from a vile scoundrel. But If It were 

true, di> you think it 
to me In myssto&

»! Miss Iris, 
i not the time to speak of myse " 

I have felt toward yen, but
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S GOOD THINGS
Every time we see a messenger we wonder if here cornés another big 

bargain. You will, too, when you see these many special purchases engaged 
by_ wire from manufacturers in many parts of America and Canada, at the last 
minute prices which we offered for them, and which we pass on to you in all 
their more-value-for-less-money reductions.

Men’s Dress Trousers JSS ■*%& Men’s Winter 
Overcoats

Conservative Styles.
Men who would be well 

dressed, yet who wish to keep 
to conservative styles, will see 
the wisdom of selecting Over.

These new coats

Well Chosen Materials.
Separate Trousers for dress 

wear continue to be the fash
ion when worn with dark coat 
and vest, Smfàsh Go Prices on Our Flats !

HA? PRICES, HARD HIT BY THIS POPUiaB PRlCE ATTACK.
All Hats must move out, No reasonable offer refused. Come and sé"

Trousers at this 
price include handsome new 
striped weaves in all wool 
fabrics. costs here, 

are stylish models, particular, 
ly designed for the busy man. 
Coats which will serve for 
warmth as well as wear.

3.98, 4.98, SM 2.98 to 4.98
15,98 to 19.98

Infants’
Knitted Bootees

Knit from pure white woo Hosiery for Sturdyyarns in close and open stitch, 
with fancy edgings and heavy 
soles, in" two lengths, both

Men s Shirts
New “Play Time” 

Bloomers
Of best quality Grey fleeced 

Jersey Cloth ; gathered to

Kinds that wear throughExtra well made Shirts for the 
heaviest strain that may be 
put upon them. They are ex
cellent outing Shirts as well. 
Made up in Grey, Blue, Khaki 
and stripings. A high value 
at a very low price.

above and below the knee.
Fall HosePer Pair, 69c

comfortabFe waistband; knees 
are run with a firm, non-Mnd- &t values at this time.

Per Pair, $9cing elastic.
99c to 1.98 Per Pair, 1.10

25c to 1.49
young i 

ht mental; 
lum. After 
weeks a 6 

SaUo, He* 
gettin’ on 

Pm gettin*

Smart Plaids ~
More Popular Than Ever. S 
A Plaid Skirt with a jacket

Me of greal 
leave a hi 

grand gard 
ja mill? Yo 
;my head!'

Here’s Women’s of plain colored material, be 
it dark blue or brown or 
green, makes a very stylish 
costume. Here are Plaids, 
large And small, i# colors gay

Extra StrongCorrect Hosiery freshing sleep
Suspenders

-s^Eecstierjoniao^door man. 
Broad band, stout suspenders 
Æo.rësist (he cctiitant tug and 
pull d&iing : Busy working

CiiHiren’s, only 98c 
Ladies’, only 1.98

to complete one’s costume.
" In harmonizing shades to 

suit the fabric and color of 
your drefes, in new snug-fitting

or sober, 
tetrials.

Long wearing ma-

shapés neatly fashioned to fit 
the ankle perfectly as if they Per Yard, 49c
were made to order for you. 
Colors: Brown, Grey, Navy, 
Green, Heather and many 
mixed shades.

Men’s Woolen 
Underwear
HIGH GRADE.

It is impossible to find val
ues to equal t^ig heavy Wool 
Underwear for men. Two- 
piece suits of nice soft wool, 
well finished; real thing for 
cold weather now coming on.

FeltBedroom Slippers
Of beautiful Blue and Pink 

Felt. They will be doubly at-19c to 159
tractive if chosen in the same 
color as your kimono. Many;
women will purchase several
pairs for gift giving.

Per Pair, 17$

For Ladies, and Child

Present les practi-
slen-

its fulness
in widepatterns, toe ; Black and

«•s -é
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