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He was rejected then—this man who 
prided himself on his high birth and 
his noble name, who was rata of his 
line ancestral home of hie hpndsoine 
face and figure, John Barton felt a 
thjlll of exultation. 'She did not lore, 
his rirai, and he knew that she had 
not favored any of the men who had 
crowded round her Spring the season. 
A fierce Joy seised him—a wild excite-.

If she had refused

It’s better to run 
out for Bovril 
now than to run 
out of Bovril 
when you need it.

tor nursery Walls.
«ere sugar- and afford
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ment and elation.
Me rirai, it might he because she low
ed him. He would believe it, no mat
ter whst any one might say. He was 
in every respect the opposite of Sir 
Fnlke; and, therefore admire him, as 
he was so different from him in every 
way. . *

John Barton roee from his seat, try
ing to realise what had happened, hie 
heart beating fast, hie pulses throb
bing wildly. The field was clear for 
him—in the first intoxication of the 
momenthe remembered only that. 
Presently he saw Lady Iris; and lie 
could bear the suspense no longer. 
A wild impulse seised him to go to her 
and say: "You have rejected Sir 
Fulke, now give me a chance;* trot a 
moment’s reflection told him that that 
would never do. /

He drew near to her. She was Just 
taking her departure with Mrs. Bel- 
lew, and hr.was In time to escort her 
to the carriage. She was gentler than 
usual; on her radiant face lay the 
first shadow that love had 
brought there—sorrow for Sir Fulke 
and the pain she had given him. Per
haps too those words, "Tired of life,
I welcome death,” haunted her.

John Bardon was not slow to per
ceive that she was gentler and. kinder 
than usual. How It happened he never 
knew; but he found himself -placing 
the pretty white wrapper round her. 
and she gave no sign of displeasure. 
While drawing the garment lightly 
round the lovely shoulders, the frag
rance of the flowers she wore reached 
him and seemed to drive ^11 reason 
and prudence from him. He grew 
reckless—he felt that he could raise 
her in his arms and carry her off 
against all opposition. She shrunk
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will look aeel

you com* out en te the balcony? The 
rooms are warns and you have no 
idea what a beautiful starlit night it 
is. Will you come out for awhile T” 

She neve# dreamed that he was 
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going te make love to her. 
girls, she had had vague delightful 
dreams of what love would be like 
when it came. But she was not ready 
for It yet; her life was filled-at pres
ent with

or the

Hero of ‘Surata’ YOUTHFUL STYLE,
her gayetiee, the more 

serious business of love had yet to 
come.

So under the stars the prenyl young 
beauty stood, and by her side was the 
man who loved her better than hie 
life. She was calm and silent; the 
strange new influence that she had 
felt in the church-yard was still upon 
her. She did not know that he was 
trembling with agitation, that his 
heart beat so fast that he could hard
ly breathe, that his courage wee fast

vanity

* CHAPTER VIIL w 
? Sir Fulke’s voice changed the cur
rent of her thoughts.

1 "You look so troubled, Lady Iris, 
that I cannot keep away from you,” 
he said. -, "Will you not tell me the 
cause?”
v' "I have nothing to tell,” she an
swered gently. "A grave-yard na
turally gives rise to serious^thoughts”

’ She could not open her 'heart ta 
Sir Fulke, even though she had known 
him from childhood ; and it struck her 
all at once that there was no one to 
whom she could tell such thoughts as 
had been passing through her mind, i 

The water-party ended with a dance, 
■Vhich was all the more delightful be
cause it was unexpected ; and in the 
course, of the evening Sir Fulke de 
termined to know his fate. He coul$ 
no longer bear the suspense; he must ‘ 
know his doom. Lady Iris was in a

I—a week’s''THOUSANDS of Canadian housewives now buy mil 
or a month’s supply—with their groceries.

They keep Carnation Milk on their pantry shelves—pu 
milk, fresh whenever needed. - ^
Rich, fresh milk is delivered to the Carnation condena 
water is taken away by evaporation. The milk of crei 
then sealed in new containers and sterilized.
So Carnation Milk keeps. None is wasted. Your j 
supply you—winter or summer.
And Carnation Milk serves eyery milk purpose. Use it

ever
whole

I Part of the 
consistency iscompletely falling him. 

gave him little consolation, and for the 
first time in his life he felt uncertain 
of his own merits.

He looked at the proud lovely face 
so severe and calm. What would she 
say when he told her that he loved 
her? She started as he drew.nearer 
to hef ; and, looking into his face, Abe 
saw nothing tljére which compelled 
her to listen, v , ^ •*—'*

He told her all—the story of his 
love, Ms hope, and his longing—and 
for some moments she stood in perfect 
silence.
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Order several tail (16 oz.) cans or a case of 48 cans from your 
the Carnation Milkman. Try this recipe ând write for Re
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CREAM OF TOMATO SOUP.

2te*sp6onfuIs sugar, 14 teaspoonful soda, 1 slice onion, 1% cups water, 
ter, 1 cup Carnation Milk, % can tomato (2 cups), 2 cloves, 1 teaspoonful salt 
spoonfuls flour, % teaspoonful pepper, 6 pepper corns, bit of bay leaf. Cod 
twenty minutes with 1% cups of water, seasoning and sugar ; strain, add salt; 
add flour, stirring constantly. Add Carnation Milk diluted with one cup < 
thickened. Add the strained tomatoes to the milk. Serve at once.

-$1
CARNATION MILK PRODUCTS COMPANY, LIMITED,*919 JOHN STttl
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At last she spoke.

“I am very sorry," she said slowly. 
“I did not know you loved me.”1

"Do not decide hastily. Lady Iris," 
he bagged. “I am afraid that I am not 
very eloquent; words almost fall me. 
Think If there Is really no hope for 
me. You hold my life In your hands.”

"No;” she replied slowly; "thinking 
would be rain. I could never marry 
you. I do not and could not love you."

holier mysteries of life. Sir Fulke 
was delighted. It seemed to him that 
she had never been so fracious. She 
danced with him and chafted with 
him.

“I could not bear it another night." 
he said, to himself. “I must know my 
fate. -It I do not win her, my life will 
be a blank; I shall go abroad and 
never come home again. She would 
make home heavenly for me it she 
wert my wife.” v
_He took courage. The pround face 

certainly softened to him, and the 
bright eyes had a sweetness they 
sometimes lacked.

“Lady Iris,” he said, when the dance 
she had given him was over, “will
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It was now daybreak; and anxious, 
to avoid all compliments on anything 
which could distress her, she said 
hastily—

“How beautiful Chandos must look 
at dawn!"

“I wish we were there,” he return
ed, with a deep sigh. "As the pleas
ures of London are as nothing with 
the beauty of home.”

"Those are strange sentiments for a 
young man of fashion!" laughed Lady 
Iris.

He helped her into the carriage and 
drew the wraps closely round her. He 
was so anxious about her comfort and 
showed such gentle solicitude that sho 
could not help feeling grateful to him.
• "Are you sure that yon -are'warm 

enough, Lady Iris?" he asked. “Some
times the winds of May are very 
treacherous.”

"No. no, Mr. Bardon; I refuse to be
lieve that 'anything belonging to" May 
can be treacherous!. Everything con
nected with it is sweet, and it is the 
month of flowers."

“I am sorry my experience does not 
agree with yours," he answered.

Then he loaned over the eârrtage 
door, and Mrs. Beliew turned away her 
head lest she should overhear what'he 
had to say.

(to be continued.) v !
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not thought much of love; but I think 
if ever I love any one it will be a man 
who has something of the hero in 
him." t

“I wish I were a hero,” he said, with 
a deep sigh. “I cannot reproach yon, 
Lady Iris. That yon do not, cannot 
love me is no fault of yours; but, it 
you could 'have loved me, you might 
have made me a noble man*

"You can always make yourself 
noble if you will,” she replied; and she 
felt grateful when an Interruption 
took place that eqded the scene.

The'roOms were no longer so full; 
many of the guests, tired after the 
long day upon the water, had gone 
home Sir Fulke
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it Lady Clyf- 
farde. He was very pale, and hie eyes 
were shadowed.

"Mother,’ he laid, “I am beatea—I 
have lost. I have .asked Lady Iris to 
be my wife,-apd She has refused. N$f- 
cott leaves for a Attise ta his yacht 
next week, aàd I shall go with him."

"My poor boy, I am so grieved."
“I was not good enough for her.'" he 

went on in a low, pained voice. “In
stead of wondering why she hae re
jected me, I wonder that Lhad the pro
sumption to ask her. Do not pry. 
mother; some day I shall forget this 
mad, beautiful dream of my life, and

who will make me a flood wife tad 
bring up my children well. She- 
Heaven bless her!—says she wlH
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