€ little aligken into-the
toilet bowl renders it free -
from odors and snow-white. .

«Flowers of the
Valley,”

MABEL HOWARD,
OF THE LYRIC

CHAPTEIL XVIL .
A MINTATURE PAGANINL

But where? That was the question!
8he made her way into the Strand and
mingled in the stream that flowed
westward: and she went, each mo-
ment she feit more than before how
ke she was to the feather in the
river!

She began, too, to feel the truth of
the proverb: “There is safety in num-
! bers.” Even if Mr. Barrington or Lord
}Clarence should discover that she had
ridden to London in the carrier’s cart,
§t would be difficult for them to trace
fher in this multitude. But every in-
{@ividual of the throng in which she
tmoved had some abiding place and
"heme, and as yet she had none!

At fi#st she thought of going to a
“Botel, but she shrank from the idea.
o gain a little quietude, for:the noise
¥of the trafic was bewildering her, she
k¥went into a confectioner’s and got a
jeup of milk and a biscuit, and over this
}hhe sat and pondered. She had read
Wf heroines who had been cast adrift
l4n London, and they had invariably
bmet with some accident, which intro-
duced them to the rescuing hero and
Wil had eventually ended happily for
\‘)oth But she was not a heroine in a
&ove! and there was no likelihood of
jpny such happy chance for her.

At last she rose and paid for her

1k and biscuit and went out into the

nd againg, having arrived at no
decision. whatever. From the Strand
Ee walked to St. James’ Park and
there she sat down, her bag beside her,
'Jher eyes fixed weariedly and perplex-
jedly upon the green trees, which re-
alled, in every leaf, the dear woods
f Knighton which she had left for-
er! Before her passed the nurse-
Mmaids with their children, the tall
kuardsmen in attendance; strollers in
airs, and arm in arm; and now and
“mgain they glanced at the quiet figure
tting so motionless and inert. Pre-
'Bently a young lad came along the
Eravel path. She looked at him as ab-
ently as she had looked at the other
ipassers-by, but for some reason her
gyes settled upon him, and she watch-
ed him with something like attention.
He wasg a pretty boy, with long, fair
hair that fell upon his collar; in one
khand he carried a violin case and in
the other a stick upon which he leaned,
and Iris saw that he was lame. His
face was very pale and wore the leok
‘which denotes suffering and the pati-
ence born thereof.

As he came nearer he raised his
eyes from the ground, upon which they
had been bent, and Iris was struck by
their beautiful, translucent blue. He
limped along so slowly that she had
plénty of time to regard him, and when
he reached the seat upon which she
sat, he glanced at it wistfully, but gee-
ing that it was partly occupied, was

going on with a timid smile, when Iris,
obeying an impulse, drew her dress
closer and moved further toward. the
end.

It was so plain an invitation that the
boy stopped, and ﬂushing vividly, drew
near and seated himself, but at a re-
spectful distance from Iris.

Looking down at him, she was sur-
prised to see that what she had taken
for a child of ten or twelve was a lad
of sixteen or seventeen; she saw also
that he was poorly clad, and that his
face was pinched and wasted, and the
small hands thin and drawn. Leaning
back against the seat, he sat, his fin-
gers clasped on the vioiin case, his
eyes- half closed, and Iris dould hear
the Jori§-drawn breaths of weariness
and weakness.

He was so small and weak-looking

that Iris’ heart felt drawn toward him,
and in her gentlest voice she said:

“Have you walked far?”

The lad started, flushed, and turned
his blue eyes upon her with a faint
wonder and gratitude that she should
speak to him. ’

“Yes, miss,” he replied;
walked rather far.”

“You look tired,” said Iris, compas-
sionately.

“I am tired, I think,” he admitted,
timidly. “It is hot in the streets, and I
thought I would walk as far as the
park and see the trees,” and he look-
ed round wearily; “they always do me
good, if I feel ever so bad.”

“I understand,” said Iris, softly. “Is
that a violin you have there?’’

His eyes lit up, and he patted the
case with a gesture of affection dif-
ficult to describe.

“Yes, yes; this is my vioﬁn," he said,
in a brighter voice. “Do you play it?”

Iris shook her head.

“But you—you are fond of‘music,
miss?”’ he asked, with a wistful eager-
ness.

Iris smiled.

“There are very few people who are
not, are there?”’ she said.

He nodded once or twice.

“I suppose there are fot,
Heaven! I thought you were fond of
music,” he added, almost:to.himself.

Iris smiled again.

“Why did you think that?”’ she said,
more for the sake of keepin® him talk-
ing, for her loneliness was telling up-
on her and creating an aching desire
for some human companionship, and
the soft, low voice of the crippled lad
fell like music itself on her ear.

His pale face flushed, and he glanc-
ed up at her deprecatingly.

“I—I don’t know. It was your face,
I suppose, miss,” he answered, meek-
ly. “I think I can always tell.”

“You must be very clever!—you are
so young,” she was going to say, but
stopped.

“I, clever?”” he echoed, with a smile,
and he shook his.head. “No, miss; I
can do nothing but play my violin.”

“I have

“Most people cannot do that,” said

Iris, encouragingly.

“Because they don't try,” he said,
simply.

There was silence ‘for a moment,
then he got up slowly and painfully,
and raised his worn, threadbare cap.

“Good-afternoon, miss,. ~and-—and
thank you!” he said, in a low veige.

“Why do you thank me?” said Iris.

He flushed, and, his lips quivered as

"1 spoken so kindly, miss. I—1 beg your

1 require anything more than the gen-

thanky

» but walked on, his blue eyes

he looked- at ho!' and than,.trém side to
side.

* 411 don’t know," he a.nlwored ina
vaguely troubled voice. “Because you
made room for me, and—and have

-pardon,”

He was meekly limping off, when
Jris rose and laid her hand on the vio-
lin case.

“ILet me carry this for you a little
| way,” she said; “you are still tired."

“Oh, no, no!” he remonstrated; but
Iris took it out of his hand—it did not

tlest force—and walked beside him.
When they reached the park gates, he
stopped and held out his hand for the
case. h

“I mustn’t take you any farther out
of your way, miss,” he said. “Thank
you very much for all your kindness!”

way,’ said Iris; and-she added mechani-
cally, “I have no way!’

The .lad lovked at her with faint
. wonder,

“Are you a stranger here, miss?f"he
said, timidly. g

“Yes,” replied Iris., “What "place is
this?” for they had crossed the road
and entered a long, quiet street.

“This .is .Markham street, and that
is Oxford street. Where do you want
to go, miss?’ and he stopped again
‘and looked at her anxiously.

Iris’ face flushed, then grew pale
and weary again.

“I—I do not know,” she said, help-
lessly. He stared at her with surprise
and a dawning pity. “I am quite a
stranger in London, and—and I do not
-quite know where 'to go.”

" “Your friends, miss?”’ he suggested,
humbly.

Iris’ lips.quivered. \

“I have no friends,” she said, smil-
ing 'bravely.

His wonder grew, and he looked up
at the beautirul face which had worn
so gentle an aspect toward him with
wistful eagerness.

‘No friends—and you a lady!”

“It is quite true; I have no friends,
no place-to go to in this great, big
city,”-said Iris, trying to speak cheer-
fully, as one would to a child. “Do you
—you know London very well, I dare-
say!—do you know of any-place where
I could get lodgings?”

She put the question  as timidly as
he himself could have done, and for
the moment the poor, crippled boy and
the lady seemed to have e%changed
places.

He shook his head.

“Not fit for sach as you, miss,” he
said; “I only know poor places——

“It is a.poor place I want,” said Iris.
“But let us walk on, it is a shame to
keep you standing so long. Do you live
far from here?”

“No,” he said;
miss.” .

“Well, then,” said Iris, “you must
let me carry your violin case home for
you.”

He offered no remonstrances now,
bent

“In the next street,

thoughtfully to the ground.

Presently they entered a small, quiet
street with a “blind” end to it, and he
stopped at one of the houses and look-
ed at Iris uncertainly.

This is where I live, miss,” he said,
hesitatingly. It is a poor place——"

“It is very quiet,” said Iris, with a
sigh, for small and grim as the street
was, it looked quiet and respectable,
and it seemed in her outcast condition
a very haven of refuge!

“If—you think,” said the boy, “that
it 18 good enough—I mean you could
get lodgings here; I beg your pardon,
miss, for suggesting it; it's such a
poor place!” .

As he spoke the door opened, and ‘a’
woman said sharply, but not unkindly:

“Not, Master Paul, your.tea’s wait-
ing ”” Then she stopped short at
sight of Iris, and looked from omne to

the other inquiringly.
(To-be continued> _

First -Aid

A medicine chest containing “V. uelme prepmhom for the relief of accident eue;, is
nsable in emergencies.

Every home and

Vaseline
Carbolaled

Petroleum'Jelly

:-the b:;:dreuing fo;* cuts, wounds, abrasions, e!e. $
tcuu pun' out mhnnlulbhlnﬁ.'cpﬁé,md‘
. A 3

Start
wltl:ulibenlmlyol“Vuoline Carbok(qd
reparationsshown here on the:
the chest. deotuglm‘udmcnlum:: » lidof

the other “V.

every.veuel sbauld lnvo _ome.
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“You have-not taken-me out of my |]

C e to him, son, as yon us

~ THe effect of Virol oA
Growth and Development

BABY FIRKS,,

“Life Despaired Of.”

38, De Burgh Street,
Cardiff, South Wales.
0/3/20.,
To *‘ ViroL," L1D,, il ¢
* Gentlemen,

I have much pleasure in forward-
ing a photo of my son.. He was so
small at birth and such aweakling
that his life was despaired of. He
was tried with several of the widely
advertised foods but rapidly went
almost to a skeleton, limp and
hardly any life in him.

e In avery few days after try-
ing him with Virol an immediate
change for the better was ap-
parent, and he is now a plump,
happy, strong child without a
blemish, and is always taken to be
quite a year old.

He is a splendid example of the
truth of the claims you advertise
for ‘‘Virol." Please make any
use you like of this testimonial,

Yours very sincerely,
(Sgd.) Mrs. F. FIrks.

VIROL

Yirol, Ltd., 148-166, Old S¢.; London, E.G.1,
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Her View of It.

For several minutes the young man
did not speak. His heart was too full.
It was enough for him.to know that
this glorious creature loved him; that
she had promised to share his fate.
‘With  a new and delightful sense of.
ownership he feasted his eyes once
more upan her beauty, ‘and as he
realised. that henceforth it would. be:
his privilege to provide for her wel-
fare and happiness, he could have al-
most wezt with joy.
His good fortune seemgd incredible
Finally he whispered tenderly: —
“How did it ever happen, darling,
that such a bright, shining angel as;
yourself fell in love with a dull stu-
pid fellow like me?”

“Goodness knows,” she murmured
absently: “I must have a screw loose
somewhere.”

AUTOMOBILE TIRES—End
of season sale: 32 x 4, sfraight
side, $28; 33 x 4, clincher, $36.
These are being oﬂ"ered at less
than landed cost te.clear. E.D.
SPURRELL, 365 Water Stteet

oct3,eod,tf

IF I WEBE SENDING MY BOY AFA.R-
1f I were sending my boy afar

To live and labor where gtrangers are,
I'should hold him close till the time to

Telhng h1m things ‘which he ought to
know;'

I should whxsper counsel and caution
wise,

Hinting of dangers which’ mlght arise,
And tell him the things I have learn
from life -

Of its “bitter pain-.and-its-cruel strife |
And the soré temptations which men
beset,

And then add this: “Boy, don’t forget
When your strength gives out and’'your
hope: grows dim,

Your father will help if you'll come to
him.”

IfI %vere sending a boy away,

I should hold him close on the parting
day

And give him my trust. Throﬂgh thick
and thin. &

I shoulo tell him I counted

- 'To keep his word ‘at wha,tev’é' cost,
To play the man thonsh hisl-ﬂsht be

But beyond a.ll that I ikonld«whlaper

low
“If trouble comes. let ' yom' father

‘know;
to do
en’ you were little—-he'lhsee you

through:
am ‘trusting you in adbtl.pthnd

:You trust yonr tather to under:tand.v

ﬁ"Giving Event for Years

SEER BROTHERS
BIG DRY GOODS SALE.

Just the Thing You Need at

~Half Price.

Half

Don’l Fail to Get Your Share.

T

Price.

HERE ARE JUST A FEW ITEMS.

f(

That were .. .. .
Now LI o0

CO'lTON

That were .. .. ..
Now .. ..

That were .. ..
Now .. .

Thag were .. .. .
Now .. .

That were
Now .. .

That were- .. .. .. ..
Now e 8" » o'

WOOL BLANKETS

MEN’S SUITS. -

- MEN’S RAlNCOATS

RAGLANS

MEN’S SWEATER COATS.

$10.00 to $20.00
. .$5.00 to $10.00.

BLANKETS

..$3.50 to $6.00

..$1.75 to $3.50.

1$20.00°to $50.00
..$10.00 to $28.00.

$13.00 to $26.00
..$6.50 to $13.00.

1$25.00 to $36.00
..$13.00 to $18.50.

..$3.50 to $10.50
.$l.75 to $5.25.

Y

\

D€

€

f

That were .. .. ..
Now ‘. ® o 0

That were .. .. ..
Now .. ..

That were .. v mn b
Now .. ..

That were .. .. .. .. .
Now .. ..

That were .. .. ..
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UMBRELLAS

LADIES’ COATS.

In Velvet, Caracul Plush.

$12 00 to $35.00.
LADIFS’ SWEATERS.

..$2.75 to $8.50.
DRESS SERGES—All Woo

All other Dress Goods at Half Price.
BLAY SHEETINGS.

Now .. ..... 75c to $1.00 yard.

=\

..$2.60 to $4.00

..$1.35 to $2.25.

..$24.00 to $65.00

.$5.50 to $17.00

..$4.50 to $7.50
$2 25 to $3.75.

..$1.70 to $2.00 yard

J

Similar Bargains in all- Departments.

Out in the va-
cant lot that we
are still lucky

next door (some-

I am golng to
write an essay on
the passinug of the
vacant lot, with a
-+tribute to the va- |
cant- lot which

. Y : childhood adven-
tures) two boys ran up and down all
one wonderful windy Saturday after-
noon  this fall, fiying their Kites.

.1 sat at my window and watched
them ‘whenever Ilifted my éyes from
my work.

Why I'Loved to Watch Theém.

And I loved it. For two reasons,
First, because it always makes some-
"thing in ‘me thrﬂl to_see a kite mount
up. {Secondls\ bbca.use—a,lthough I

have called them boys because I
could see rlght through into the hearts
of them-and knew that at heart they
still -were the most belovedly boyish
kind of boys—outside ' they really
were grown-up men. ]
Both of them were husbands of new

enough to have

: was the scene of
" 80 many of our]

KITES AND BIG BOYS.

neighbors of mine. I don’t know them
very well, but after waiching them fly
those kites I know I would like fo
know them, Jor nothing pleases me
! more than to gsee a grown-up who can

time, by the way, 4 Still find joy in the joys of childhood,

and who, even more wonderful, has
! the courage to do it

Afterwards I was told that both
‘ those men made their kites on scien-
| tific principles and that they were
1 trying to outdo each other in flying
them. :

Exercised Other Than Automobile
Muscles.

I'll wager that no automobile par-
ty- with all the excitement of a din-
ner at some road house, garnished
with stolen drinks (is it not the small
boy in the man finding more joy in
stolen fruit than he ever would in the
free kind, that is causing the prohi-
bition agents' the most trouhle?)
would have given those grown-up
youngsters as many thrills as. they
get in the making and the flying o
those kites.

And think of the good it did them
to-be out in the air all the aftér-
noon, to exercise some muscles be-

sides those that manage the brakes

and the gear shifts, ‘and to relax to “

ST EER Broth

S, |
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the simple childishness of that pas-
time.

I told you before that I had want-
ed a kite all through my youth and
never had one and that I was going
to have one some day, didn't I?

Well, I haven’t got it yet but I still
intend to, Someone who knew myy
longing did give me a box kite and I
tried to fly that, but the domnor in-’
sisted on showing me how so strenu-
ously that I never got a chance at it
until it caught in a tree and broke.

What Would You Put On Your
Christmas List?

But anyhow, . I didn’t want a box
kite. I wanted the kind of kites they
bad when I was a child. It never
quite satisfies one of-those unfulfilled
longings to be given the gort of thing
people have now, Yeu want just
what you used to want even if the
present style is beatter.

I think I shall put it' on my Christ-
mas list!

I wonder if a good many grown-
ups would not put a toy or two on
their Christmas lisis {f they told
the way-down-in-the-bottom-of-their-
heg.rts truth, What do-you think?

THE MOURNER.

My mind- had
grown 8o galled
i-.and sore, from
~ viewing social

smashes, I start- |-

| ed for the sack-
cloth - store, to
buy a ton’ of
ashes. ° “These
.modern ways,” 1.
ldd aghast, "are
' all beyond _en-|
during, and every.
_ stand-by of’ the

‘trom its moorln:. {

we intend to Lang our lyres upond
eucalyptus? Have I grown like thost
graybeards dour who groaned in by
gone seasons, and said the world va
turning sour, waad bored us with theif
reasons? I'H have to can the &b
and sigh, discard the mourning bor
der* no bolt ofiafitkcloth shall I bufi
no ashes shall'T order.” And thenl
'went to. Jimpsom’s shop, whe
cold drinks are mingled, and drank
three quarts of lemon pop, and
through ‘my works it tingled.
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Liver Pax

Pains - under the shouldd
blades tell of liver derangements

Other indications are sallow
complexion, indigestion, constip?*
tion,. biliousness and bilious head-
aches. "
- ‘The est way to arouse
liver m%&ﬁd action is by U%
of Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills
Continued use will insure Jasting
-relief,scorrect the whole digestive
syptem and purify the blood.

Mn. Wm. ann. Hanovers
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