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Of many rood etortee told by
Brest friend End
Hon. and Rev. Canon Adderley, tho
following will, I venture to think, take 
some beating.

A very small boy had a dog, named 
Paddy, who was nearer to hie heart 
than anything on earth.

One day Paddy was ran over and 
killed, 8nt to Me mother’s surprise 
the boy heard the news very calmly.

Five minutes, however, after he had 
gone to bed there earns a shrill and 
sudden lamentation. His mother, rush­
ed upstairs with colicitude and pity.

“Nurse says," he sobbed, “that Pad­
dy has been ran over and killed.

“ltirt, dear, t-told you that at din­
ner, and you didn't seem to be troubl­
ed at all."-

"No; but—but I didn't know you 
said Paddy. I—I thought you said 
daddy."
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The Heme Dressmaker should keep
a Catalogue Scrap Book of out Pat*
ten Cuts. These wB hé found very
useful to refer to from time to time. porar
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<- 4096. Fashion porffltys here latest 
features in this model. The leg’o’ 
Inutton sleeve, and surplice fronts are

v BPVonafn 1 and hoonmlnir Tlila té n
“Marie Is |pst as m^ch a lady as any 
Of them. After all, I do not-believe 
that what they call nobility >f birth 
matters at all. If a girl Is well-educat­
ed and has plenty of money, her de­
scent should cause her no concern," 

Great was John BaTdon’s delight, cm 
reaching home, to find that his sister 
had gone to Chandos, and that there 
was an Invitation for him to dine there 
that evening.

"You . are . tired, John," said his 
mother, “yqu .have had a long journey 
to-day. Seiid an, excuse, and go an- 
othertime.”

(to-be continued.)

graceful and becoming. Thla Is a 
good style for kasha, and also for the 
new crepe weaves. Moire, * and 
velvet are also appropriate. Tie 

-sleeve may be In wrist, or sho- ter 
length.

The Pattern is cut lh 7 Bises: 34, 
£6, 38, 40, 43, 44 and 46 Inches bust 
measure. A 88 Inch sise requires 
■1% yards of 33 Inch material. The BELIEVED

-out over lapp.ng portion Is 2% yards.
Pattern mailed to any address on 

receipt of 10c. In silver or stamps.
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Natural Digestive Power!
There*, one organ In the human 

body that “kick, back” when it gets weak, and that', the etomaoh. No 
stomach on earth can operate with­out vitamines-and-lron. The same 
thing I. true about the nerves. There is hardly anything that can happen

Ladies’ Bla
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4098. This could be of unbleached 
muslin with bands of red and Maos 
gingham, or of black sateen with self 
bands, and crosa-stltchlng for a 
Snish.
| The Pattern is cut In 8 Biles : 
Small, 'Medium, arid Large. *A Medium 
else requires 2% yards of 86 Inci 
material. V j%'- 

Pattern mailed to any address On 
receipt of 10c. In silver or stamps.

Only Half■temaep-Fewer Oenel Iromlsed Tea* 
ttulekly Belies Bp Digestive Fewer. Yarn'll Reltsk Year Foedt

to the nervous system that la not 
at. once reflected to the stomach. 
Weak nerves! weak stomach! Na­
ture has only one answer; more vita­
mines Ironlzed! But remember that 
Ironlsed Yeast is not a mere mixture 
of yeast and iron, but is yeast Iron­
lsed, which Is a substance all by 
itself. This is why Ironlsed Yea*
£ reduces almost immediate results 

i cases of lose of appetite, aversion to food, belching, gas on the stom­ach, fermentation
feeling after
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Coated Tongue
Nature’s Warning of 

Constipation 
When you are constipated, 
not enough of Nature’s 
lubricating liquid Is pro­
duced in the bowel to keep 
the food waste soft and 
moving. Doctors prescribe 
Nnjol because It acts like 
this natural lubricant and 
thaus replaces it.
M*ol Is » lubricant—not » 

medicine or 
laxative — eo 
cannot gripe. 
Try It today.
1. B. ORB CO., Ltd. 

Sole Asents for 
Newfoundland

LADY IRIS’ 
MISTAKE;

or the

Hero of ‘Surata’
CHAPTER IX.

“Iris,” asked the earl suddenly, "do 
you believe in no other nobility than 
that of birth?"

“Yes,” she answered slowly; “I be­
lieve in the nobility of virtue, genius, 
and Intellect I do not believe in 
money."1
v “Suppose,” he said, “that you had 
two lovers, both humbly born, one a 
millionaire, the other a genius, and 
that you were compelled to choose 
one—which would it be?”

“The genius.” she replied quickly. 
“To me money could never atone for 
humble birth ; but genius might. I 
need not trouble, however, to discuss 
the point, papa; for nothing would in­
duce me to marry either. If ever I 
love and marry any man, it will bo 
one whose race is as ancient and 
honorable as my own. You ought to 
he pleased to hear me say so, papa; I 
do., believe you are.”

He laughed, at her words, although 
t86 grave look deepened on his tact. 
_. “You have mortally wounded one 
«idmirér, Iris,” he said. “I met Sir 
•«tike yesterday; he wap just lepVing 
tpwn to Join a yachting iterty. He ex­
pects to be absent for some time. 
He told me that he had been rejected 
by you; and I feel sorry for him. I 
wish you could like him, for In every 
respect he is eligible.”

"That Is, he is well-born, well-bred, 
handsome, and accomplished. That 
is not nough, papa. I could love only 
a hero."

“I hope you will find one, my dear. 
Every man has, I believe, more or less 
of the heroic In him; but every man 
is certainly not a heSo. You will be 
fortunate If you find one."

"I shall try, papa," she answered, 
smiling. _ - - -

“I am aorry for, Sir Fulke,” con­
tinued thd earl musingly. “I wish you 
could have liked-him, my dear. Hence­
forward you will not feel quite at pass 
■with Lady ciyffàrdè; I fear!"

"Yes, I ehati,-papa”—and Lady Iris 
smiled. “We had a long talk yester­
day. Sir Fulke has been à little spoil­
ed, you know ; and we both agreed that 
his rejection would do him good. He 
has always been a great favorite with 
women ; and it was natural for him 
to think that his wish was law, and 
that no girl won id refuse to marry 
him. Lady Clyffarde cried, and was 
grieved at losing hQn, but she owned 
to me that it would do him good. 
Those Blakewell girls quite spoiled 
him.”

"Well, you must pieasé yourself, 
Iris,” said Lord Caledon. “Years ago 
I resolved that I would never, inter­
fere with your choice, and X shall keep.

my word. You shall marry as yon 
will and whom yon will, provided al­
ways that .you love the man youimarry.”

She put her arms round bis neck 
and said—

“I do not believe that I shall ever 
find a man whom I shall lovq, and re­
verence as I do you, papa.”

This conversation took place a few 
days before Lord Caledon and hie 
daughter left town. There had been 
some little discussion as to where they 
should go, but Lady Iris had said that 
there was no place like home. So It 
was decided that they should go to 
Chandos. * .

“I should like to tell you how much 
I love home, papa,” she said, “but I. 
cannot. I am always a better woman 
when I see the gray walls *held with 
honor’ through so many generations.”

The earl could not help feeling 
phoud of Ms daughter, proud of her 
high spirit and of her Intense devo­
tion to her race, and he loved her all 
the more dearly for It; yet he was 
doubtful whethdF she did not carry It 
too far, whether It was not his duty to 

j repress her excessive pride of birth 
and lineage. He returned her caress 
fondly, and then raised her face to his 
so that he could see It better. His 
eyes lingered on the lovely features, 
and something came Into hls mind 
which made him sigh deeply.

“Iris,” he said gently, “do you know 
the pofet’s words."

“What poet and what words, papat” 
she asked. . * <v

“Tennyson, and these words," re­
plied Lord Caledon—

’* .‘Howe’er It be. It seems to me
’Tis only noble to be good,

Kind hearts are more than coronets,
And simple faith than Norman 

blood.”
“What do you think of the Idea, 

Iris?"
“It Is very beautiful, papa,” she re­

plied with a «mile. “But I cannot 
argue. I only know what I think. A 
cart-horse, were it ever so good, could 
not take the place of a race-horse, 
could it?"

“My dearest Iris, what a compari­
son! There—we will not argue any 
further!"

“Ah, papa, that it because you at» 
beaten!" sh*-eald. - ..

“Yon shall think so/mÿ dêai^ft you 
will. I see that I most leave all to 
time, Iris, Î think, my dear, you err 
on the side of pride. Yon seem to 
think that all excellent qualities are 
monopolised by people of good birth. 
You are mistaken. Bach rank in life 
has its virtues. Time will have to be 
.your teacher. Some day you will re­
cognize true nobility wherever we find 
it, and not believe that greatness and 
genius and all good gifts are monoptl- 
ized by the class to which you belong. 
I am not a Radical, Iris—I am a Tory; 
but I must say that, If I wanted a true 
heroine, I should not go Into palaces, 
or even Into homes euoh as Chandos. 
I should go to some of the cott-igo 
homes of England, where women bear 
without a murmur hunger, cold, and 
.privation—where life is spent In un-- 
•ceasing toll, and Death almost always 
finds the brave wife or mother stead­
fast at her post—where patience and 
self-sacrifice reign supreme, yea are 
neither recognised nor noticed. I have 
seen many euoh tolling, cheerful, suf­
fering women, and before some of 
them I have felt that I could take off 
my hat and say, "Here is one of the 
world’s truest heroines.’ Do you un­
derstand that, Iris?"

Her face was softened, her manner 
changed as she answered him, “Not 
quite yet, papa. As you sayt time may 
teach me. I understand a heroine, 
like Joan of Arc, for example." And 
Lord Caledon laughed.

“You will grow older and wiser 
some day. Iris; and then you will un­
derstand true pride and true hero­
ism!”

CHAPTER X.
Once more the earl and hie daughter 

were at Chandos. The mansion was 
■filled with visitors, friends of the earl 
and of Lady Iris, and In their honor 
many entertainments and fetes were 
given. Lady Iris was one ,of the most 
charming hostesses; there waa a cer­
tain high-bred grace and dignity that 
never left her, yet she had the happy 
art of putting every one else at ease.

With visitors to amuse continually, 
and half the county to entertain, It 
waa Impossible to avoid inviting 
Bardons of Hyne Court—indeed, to 
Lady Iris's great surprise, she’found ^
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derful Bardons near you, I am told. 
I must see them. You must drive me 
over, if yon will.’”

“I will do eo *ith pleasure. But why 
do you oall them wonderful, Lady 
Selwynr

Because they are so rich! I din 
hear once,hat Mr. Bard On’s. Income 
le, but I have forgotten thé amount— 
It 1*—something fabulous, I know. 
The wife, I believe, is an oddity, who 
goes about wrapped in Indian shawls 
and wearing priceless jewels. The 
daughter is a nice girl. I met her 
several times In London and was much 
pleased with her. It will give me 
great pleasure to renew my acquaint­
ance, The son, I hear, is good-look­
ing. What a future is in store for 
him!”

“What makes you say that?" asked 
Lady Iris, who had been accustomed 
to tMhk of him with sympathy and a 
certain amount of compassion.

“What a question for a young lady 
to ask who has passed through the 
perils of a London season!" cried the 
countess, with a little laugh. “My 
dear, When hls father dies, he will 
certainly be one of the richest men In 
England; and he can marry whom he 
will. With hie wealth a great future 
lies before him.”

So Lady Iris saw that every one was 
not of her opinion. The Conn tees of 
Selwyn waa essentially a worldly wo­
man, and she spoke very freely to her 
young hostess.

"Forgive me for saying It," she 
said, “but you think too much of
birth. You are kind to every one, I 
know; nevertheless you seem to re­
cognise as your equals only those who 
have a name as ancient as your own."

And Lady Iris at length began to 
wonder whether she was what people 
said, proud to excess./

She drove over to Hyne Court, tak­
ing the countess with her. Marie was 
at home, and John Barden was expect­
ed that very day. In her kindest man­
ner Lady Iris Invited Mias Bardon to 
spend a few days at Chandos.

The millionaire and his wife were 
delighted. Mrs. Bardon laughed and 
winked in a most knowing way at her 
husband. ’ ‘V v; /S-:‘ -.tf ?' ' - _ ' '

“I see what is going on, though yon 
do not," she said, in a triumphant

of her blue blood to have a finger of 
my puree, I know.1

He was pleased and flattered .when 
the oaerlage drove, off containing (he 
two ladies and his daughter. Y 

“My dear Julia,'

_
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a tiny sea creator 
polype, which resembles the 
mone, but Is pinch smaller, 
of them construct their h< 
by side on a roek, and in ci 
time the colony may grow 
Is utiles in length. In- the wa: 
seas there are many Islande 
tirely of coral. They stand 
moat part In waters of great 
where there Is no shelving 
The smallest ot these Islands, It 
ttmated, Is the work of a col 
these creatures outnumbering : 
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world.

As Is known that the polype 
not live in water of a great de] 
manner in which these Islands 
constructed has perplexed sclent 
for centuries, for It Is obvtoua 1 
oannot have been built up from 
bottom ot The vast depths in wl 
they now stand.

It was the view <rf Darwin 
when the polype colony first 
the tqp of the rook was but a ti 
below the surface of the water, 
the rock sank, the creatures 
died because they could not ei 
the pressure df deep water. But the! 
homes remained, and succeeding 
eratlpns built upward, keeping 
with the downward progress 
rock.

?!) that when 
tongue, dises-.

Last night 
dog, in tttou: 
tones, “the 
bous moon, 
baying, add 
I felt thri 
nerves and bo* 
a sort of palsy 
playing. For r. 1 
was taught 
I was y o u 
(what . .tales <« 
used 
low

bow-wow thus gave tom 
ter soon would follow. "Ah evlt 
sign,” the bpldames said, my séant 
of terror marking; “and soma dlje 
will be lying dead when moonlit ddfea 
are barking.” Some fifty yearsxlwP 
gone away since first these 
were told me; yet when I hear the
black dog bay the old time teal ____
fold me. I know euoh fears are empty 
things, that dogs are not prophétie, 
but -knowledge gained in > childhood' 
clings—and Is it not pathetic? jHjf 

| grownup’s heart In darknqss quails, 
j pr breaks like something brittle, be- 

itys here latest cause of fierce and frightful tales he 
heard when he was little. I lay in 
fear a little while, I sweated and 
shivered, and then I said, with ghast­
ly smile, “Am I so chlcken-ltvered? 
Shall that cheap bandog make me 
sick, all sense and logic scorning?” 
And then I soaked him with a brick, 

i and slept in peace till morning.
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SEE me, and MUST REMEMBER that 1 stand 
for quality Groceries and Low Prices.
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gesting things for your table and you WILL 
LOOK for me because it will help you, to econ­
omize. ; >•' .Wti.-v

.? j dolKtseh sw?>
*>• *1 am going to work for .; _ ' *;/ ; *

J^VIVC! • I 1 ....... ' '

BOWRING BROTHERS, Ltd.
Grocery Dept.

. aeptMi,tuAh.s w

, | j | > |u | j | j |<j,|y> |voi|<j |o |v |vi|o |u |<j p ||y |\> |<->

'.T-'---

When the Sun Looks Rak

“White" sunlight Is really coMjRjg- 
ed of seven distinct colours, rangfhg 
from red to violet.

All light travels at the same rate In 
space, but on striking a medium *^-; 
siderable differences are found inlflfo 
various colours. Such a medium Tsi 
the bottom layer of our oWn atmo 
sphere/which surrounds the earth like 
a shell. This serves as a sort of 6ur- 
tain through which the sun’s taB 
must pass.

The different colours of the light, 
however, as we have discovered, 
not pass with equal .ease, the ’“SSL 
tain" absorbing the violet rays 'dS* 
lest, and the red with greatest tik 
acuity.

At mid-day the sun Is diredGy over­
head, and its light has only to cut 
straight down through this cnrMdq. 
Most Of (he colours, - therefore, . gat 
through, and we see them as a com­
posite “white.”

With evening, however, the .* 
has turned and the light cornea to us 
slantwise, and therefore has to pieroe 
through a much greater expansq^ 
atmosphere curtain. The result h * 
all but the red rays are absorbed, eo 
we see the setting sun as red.

Continuing Our Bargain List—3 for $1.25

In the Wilderness—By Robert Hlckens.
The Guiding Thread—By Beatrice Harraden. 
Atlantis—By Gerhart Hauptman.
The Air Pirate—By Ranger Gull. ,
Delua—By Marie Correlli.
The Celestial Critic—By Vincent Brown*

6 Ttié GàBtip Shop—By J. E. Buckrosn,,
The Making of an Englishman—By W. L. George. 
Haleyom—By Elinor Glynn.
Gloria—By Charlotte Mansfield.
The Dweller on the Threshold—By R. Hlckens.

' . * The Two Lady Lascelles—By Sarah Tytler.
t Canadian Born—By Mrs. Humphrey Ward. " 

An Affair of State—By J. C. Snaith.
“Jill" All Alone—By “Rita.”
Her Measure—By Curtis Yorke.
The House Around the Corner—By Louis Tracy. 
King Philip, the Gay—By Reginald Turner.
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