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CHAPTER XIIL
“0H, HEAVEN! IT IS TRUE!”

;- 'This beautiful place, this Knighton,
b!'it.h its wide acres and farms and’
{~yoods, it was hers no longer. Whose
lwas it? As the guestion rose to her
ianind, a crimson glow poured oyer her
sace,
t  Mr. Barrington had said that if the
:wm eould not be found, all—every-
,tlnn:. house, and lands, and money
‘+—would go to Heron Coverdale!

Heron Covérdale—the man whose
fife she had saved, the man whom she
#had met and spoken with, and whose
ace and voice still haunted her!

it was his now, and he would be
}fmaster here, He would know that the
sgirl he had spoken with was herself—
"know the story of her shame!

Strange as it may seem, this was
tthe hardest thought of all! That he,
who had treated her with such respect
and reverence, should know that she
was without a name, and under a
cloud of shame, was un‘endurnble!

What would he say—think? He was
lord of Knighton now, and he would
perhaps want to offer her money. This
tkought stung her like the cut of a
whip, and she sprang to her feet and
fell to pacing the ropm, 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; taen she stretched out her hands
humkbly and pleadingly.

“Forgive me, Miss Irig!”-she mur-

. mured.

¥ris turaed and conrronted her with
a8 wild gaze.

“Is it you? Forgive yon! 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
iworked together—“why did you not
#tell me before—why was I kept in ig-
jmorance? Oh, Heaven, if 1 could only
~die!™

Felice’s lips quivered.

- “You would never have known but
for that man!” she said, in a quick,
panting way. “I had sworn not to tell
you. If my master had left a will, as
he said he would, all would have been
well! Where 1s the will?”

Iris looked at her in a daged, tron-
bled way.

*Will! will! What does that matter?
Woold it have given me back my name,
lw honor, my place in the world? No;

IS ————

at the word—"he was right!
should I, who have no name, Také this
house and the place where #n honor-
able race has lived for centuries? No,
hé was right—right, right! I am a
JDameless outcast.” $ 2

Iris fell to pacing to and.fro-again
for a few minutes, then. stopped.

“Where is this man Ricardo? Bring
him to me! I want to know evgrything
—everything!” ¢

Felice’s eyes shot fire, and her teeth

clicked

“Ricardo!” she said, w*hf::i kind of
hiss in her voice. “He will fibt trouble
you for some years to come, signor-
ina!-He is in the hands-of the police!
It was I who gave them ﬂe informa-
tion. I warned him! He wifl-not trou-
ble you, Miss—¥ris. Oh, be calm, and—
gnd don’t break my heart!” and she
,threw herself on her knees at Iris’
feet,

Iris looked down at her with & dull
frown.

“My heart is broken olreody'" she
said, in a cold voice. "Broken. brok-
en!” she said, in a cold Voice. "Brok-
em; broken!” and she tfefabled’ from
héad to foot. ¢

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

“I want to speak to your mistress,”
he'said, and went in,

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

“My dear young lady,” he said, and
his voice was grave and. solemn; “I
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 Krlighton——" hegan the law-
yer; but Iris stopped him with a ges-
ture.

. “I am not Miss Knighton!” she said.
“You forget! I have no rlght to that
name!”

“Pardon me!” he said, quickly. “You
have every right to it as far as is prov-
ed at present, Ypu are Godfrey Knigh-
ton’s daughter and heiress, as far as
we know. We have pnly the word of a
suspected criminal—who {8 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 is not a confederate. She spoke
the truth, I can trust and believe her.”

“You may, but the law will not,”
said Mr, Barrington. ¥I implore, I be-
seech you, my dear young lady, not to
give way to dolpt(r‘!b'l‘nt there 18
Some mystery
I admit; but I say
is'proved, the best-holds:| and |
til Lord Coverdale ha# proved that—
that you are not entitled to consider
yourself the lawful daughter of your
father, you have no right—no one-has
any right—to thmw dwbt nm

the fact!”

Why

“Whyhovoyonnottonnd thom:r
riage certificate?” she said, in & hol-
low voice. “Why did my father never
mention my mother:to me? Her :name
never passed his lips! Why did he turn
pale and tremble when this man, Ric-
ardo, came here, and why did he want
me not to listen to him? And Felice!
Suo io my mother's sister! And she

: ny- that——that what this man told
¥ you was true!”
+}+ Mr, Barrington’s eyes fell.

“At leapst,” he said, “will you not
wait until I make inquiries before de-
ciding th&lt this story is true? Remem-
ber 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,” 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.-1 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 inguiries
into the truth of this mar’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 & whirl! My
heart seems broken!”

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

“Miss Knighton,” he said, brokenly;

“I was  your fathers legal adviser,|§

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.

“I cannot say what I sxh‘ull| do,” she
said, despairfully. “I am alone in the
world, homeless, nameless——"

“No'" he said, Bolemnly. “As yet, ng-
thing has heen proved.”

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

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

If he had-stayed for an hour, there
was no more to be said, and he went
guietly 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 burjed in the cushion, |
and, when he approached her, and
gently spoke her name, she startedl
and exclaimed:

“You, Lord Montacute?”

“Yes, it is I!” said Clarence. “For-
give me, Miss Iris, but I felt that I
must come!” 3

She sat with her white face averted
from him, her hands clasped in her
lap. &

“Why ‘have you ‘come?” she asked
in a hard, constrained voice. “I should
have thbught that all honorable men
—and’ Women, too—would have shun-
ned me now.”

Poor Clarence 8 face crimsoned, and
‘his Heart throbbed.

“Oh, how little you know me!” he
said, eagerly, sadly. “I shun you! Miss
Irig, {f you knew! But I didn’t come
to spéak 'of myself! I came to ask - you
to come home with me to my mother.”

He stopped, for Iris had turned her
eyes upon: him with a look of despair
and
1 "T?M ﬁ%ther ?” she repeated, “Do
you think Laq; Montacute would per-
mit me, ‘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 went on m

Men’sDress Trousers

‘Well Chosen Materials.
Separate Trousers for dress

wear continue-to be the fash--

ion when worn with dark coat
and vest, Trousers at this
price include handsome new
striped weaves in all wool
fabrics.

3.98, 4.98, 5.98

Men's Shirts -
Extra 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.

99¢ to 1.98
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Men’s. Winfer
Overcoats

Conservative Styles.

Smash Go Prices on Our Hats!

. HAT PRICES, HARD HIT BY THIS POPULAR-PRICE ATTACK.

All Hats must move out, No reasonable offer refused Cgme and se-
cure your hat while these low prices last. ,

298to498

dresseéd, yet who wish to keep
.to eonservative styles, will see
the wisdom of selecting Over
coats here. These new coats
areé stylish models, particular-
ly designed for the busy man,
Coats which will serve for
warmth as well as wear,

15.98 10 19.98
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Knitted Bootees

Knit from pure white wool
yarns in close and open stiteh,
with fancy edgings and heavy
soles, in~ two lengths, both
above and below the knee.

Per Pair, 69¢

Hoslery for Sturdy
Boys

Kinds that wear through
roughest play and save moth-
ers from the constant fuss of
mending. Reinforced for
.-wear, strong elastic rib, neat
looking too. These are excel-
*ant values at this time.

Pgﬁgalr, 59¢

New “Play Time”
Bloomers

Of best quality Grey fleeced
Jersey Cloth; - gathered. to
comfortable walstband kmees
are run with a firm, non-hind-
ing elastie.

Per Pair, 1.10

Fall Hose

Half the enjoyment of these
fall days is in having your feet
comfortably clad; and correct,
nature form hose like these,
with fizsm woollen:threads per-
fectly-knitted in: dyes that
neither erick nor fade, will
give you just the foot com-
fort you seek. All. &olors in |

| stock.
25¢ to 1.49

“Comfy” Flanneletle
Gowns

In Ladies’ & Children’s Sizes.|

In those pretty" Blue' and
Pinks that wash so well. Gaths
ered neatly to comfortable
yokes; long sleeves and plain
neck or collared styles. Their
fleecy warmth will bring re-
freshing’ sleep

Childre n’s, only 98¢
Ladies’, only 1.98

-/ Smart Plaids
More Popular Than Ever. |-
A Plaid Skirt with a jacket]:
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
or sober. Long wearing m-
tetrials. = .Miat he comitant tug and
sy  working

Per Yard, ¢ - dayer Co:%omble, too, in

FeltBedroom Sllppefs

Of beautiful Blue and Pink
Felt. They will be doubly at-
tractive if chosen in the sarie’
oolor as .your ldmono.

wﬂl pnrchase

Here’s Women’s

Correct Hosiery

to complete on€’s costume.
“In- harmonizing shades to
suit the fabric and color of
in new snug-fitting
sh&p‘o neatly fo:ll;mne;if tghﬁt
the ankle perfectly as ey
were made to order for you.
Brovm, Greszi Navy,
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Exira Sfrong
Suspenders

-z Feor—the —out=afsdoor
Broad band, stout suspenders
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