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CHAPTER IIL
*No, #ir,” replied Clarence, nervous-
1y. “I bave not! I have thought of do-
ing so—have tried to do sdb—but—:r-"

“I am glad that you have mot,” said;
" Godtrey’ Knighton in-a deep,

grave
voice.

The young man looked down at the
carpei, anxious but too modest to be

amazed at the reception that was ac-!

corded to him. Why should Mr. Knigh-
ton receive his proposal so coldly and
regard him with such a stern, forbid-
ding ccuntenance?

The Knightons were the Knightons

of Revels, of ancient liheage, and great:

:social standing, it was true, but he was
an earl, and en his mother’s side was

. descended from one of the Conguer-

or's companions. He was young,
possessed of a good rent roll, and of
good character; why, then, should Mr.
Xnighton receive him as if he were
‘somebody altogether objectionable?

“I hope I have not offended you, Mr.
Knighton?” he said at last, timidly.

The squire started as if his thoughts
,3ad been wandering right away from
‘the subject and a red ﬂush mounted. to
his brow.

*“No, no; certainly not!” he answer-
but still sternly. “You
mmust know that in proposing for Iris's
hand you are doing me a great honor,
[Montacute.”

' *No, sir, the honor is all on yeur
#ide!” said Clarencs, and he said it

jvery nicely.

Mr. Knighton shook “his head.

“It iy a great honor, Montacute,” he
frepeated, “and I am sensible of it;
dut—" he stopped, and, rising from
his chair, began to pace the room, the
ook of troubls, and doubt, and indecis-

‘said Clarence.

face. “Your . proposal takes me by
surpriso," he ¥ !gnt on. “I had no idea
‘| that you ‘entertained such thought of
Iris. She—she is 8o young." =

“My another- was married before hor

age, sir,” said Clarence. . "

The squire: frowned.

“Times have Hltered, l(ontacuh, !n
said. “Girls are girls still until ‘they
are beyond Irig’s age. And you have
not spoken to.her? -Have you any rea-
son to hope——1" hé paused, and re-
garded the young man: with the keen’
glance ‘that seemed to g0 though him,

Cla.rence shook his ‘head rather dolo—
fully. .

“No,” He ropnad. with a sigh. MIu
Knighton is always kind' to me—but,
then, so she is to every one,” and he
stopped.

“She is young, yonu said ur
Knighton. “Montacute, I don't know
what to say. If it were any-one else T
would say ‘No’ at once. But’ you—-—m
are an old friend. Montacute, it is &
strafige quesﬂon I am goin; to ask
you——"

“You can ask me what you !ike, sir,”

Mr. Knighton took a turn or two,

then stopped‘and regarded him closely.’
“Montacute, I don’t know your sin-

cerity for a moment. 1 believe you
think you love Iris; but I want to ask
you this. You have seen her at her
best, surrounded by luxury, in a home
whick. has been. as 'a most favoursble
setting for her. sSupposing that you
had met her under different circum-
stances, supposing she had been one
of the girls from the factory at Bever
ley, a poor girl of humble birth~——-"
He stopped and frowned, and seemed
for a moment lost in thought; then
went. on: “Mortacute, aré you sare it
is Irish herself, and not Irish Knigh-

ton, the heiress to the Ravou. ghom.

Sl

‘you wish to carey?” ' ¢ v
Clarence Montacute crimsoned.
“It—it isn’t necessary that.I should

marry an heiress, sir,” he said, with

quiet dignity.

"“'Thé squire shook his head.

“You misunderstand me, Monta-
cute,” he said, with a sigh. “And I can
scarcely hope to make myself under-
stood. No, I did not mean to infer that

been ‘growing at. each mom.nt.

the conglusion fell upon him - uh a:

thunderbolt. :
“You—you forbid me to nqu ;

Inis—Mjss Knighton, sir?” he !
“Forbid is:too harsh a’word, Monts

cute,”. ghid: ther uﬁ!

forbidy

: yet; apd yon-—m are ym

to change mm"* §

“I'shall not-thenge'my mind if T Hyve g,

to ‘be @s old as - Methuselgh, 2

’ n!t
Clarence; fiiishiriz and almost f°""'“ihe trip perilous where lh’é m

ting to Hsp. “I love Iris with all my
heart;-sir,.and I.sHal go on loving her.
You—she—couldn’t prevent that. = As

barrieu are less n-.
IOUBB 0!' nm'un.

to, Toving ‘her betause she is ‘Miss| -

Knighton of the’ Revels, that doesn't |
count with me,
she were without-a penny nud was
plain Miss Smith!”

The squire looked at him stewly

“Montacute,” he said, “you “are’'a
good fellaw. If you knew what it cost
me to say ‘wait,” you would sympathize
with me.- But you don't know, you.do
not understand, and——" He paused
as if irrésolute, and the frown despen-
ed. *“No! T cannot tell you! All T can
say 18 ‘Wait for a while.) Indeed,” he

- added quickly, “in -any case-I should

say that. Iris is—rather a peculiar
girl! It is as likely as not if you were
to speak to her she would say ‘No,’ and

‘that would be worse for you than my

JWait,’ for Iris is not § girl to change
her mind.”

Clarence turned his hat round and
looked hard at the maker’s fams in the
crown. It was a heavy blow to hin,
and he felt half stunned.. ;

“And—and while Pm " waiting,” he
said, “perhaps some one mav come .,

».

'!'he squire mtermpted hjm quﬁckly
and steadily.- ;

“If it is -any umaohﬂon tor yon ” he
sail, “I will tell you that what I have
soid: to yon F-ghould say:, 10, anty one
who'came to me and asked ms for Iris,
be he who he may!”

Clarence rose and ‘sighéd.

“Well, sir, I suppose I must be con«
tented with that," he: said. }'I—-I think
pigh g0 now.”

The squire held out his hand.

“Montacute,” he said, “the time may
come—will come—when you will kv
and acknowledge that I have sc.ed
rightly. T can say no more--even to
you! 'I' won't ask you to stay; it is
better that you should not!”

“I—I suppose I may come here as
usual?’ said poor: Clarence, dolefully.

“Certainly! Why not” assented
Mr. Knighton.  *Because I do not ac-
cept you on the spot as a suitor of Iris,

I would marty her if

: of sulocide,
with . guns or
i ropes or axes,
i for I admit I'm
i sorely tried by
| all these modern

 taxes. The mofs- ]

“ture beads: upon
brow, for lite
Ml harsh and
. gpiteful, theére
are so many ‘tax-
es now, ' and. all’

of them are mghtful It {s with dark

and gloomy frown I.pea my-rhythmie |

sallies; assessors dog me over town,
and chase me through the alleys, I

think about the good old times, and]

pray for their retuning, when man
could brag about the dimes. that hap-
ly he was earning. I used to walk
the village square, before the war be-
fell: us, and flash my bundle in the|
air, to make my neighbors jealous,
And that's a comfort mo man knows
in these harsh times of taxes; no
voter will his wad disclosé—it wanes,
instead of waxes. I'm taxed hy eity,
county, state, and by the hunqy na-
tion; and _every day I send a crate of.
kopecks to the station. And ~ when
my busy lyre is’ stmad by tlmbrol
hushed forever, ‘and 1 )ie prons, by
taxes killed, and. done with all endea-
vor, \the tax colltctou will arrive, all
through the housé they’ll trundle, and
with the law’s amgtance, strive to
bear away my, bundle. Oh, that’s-the
meanest tax of all, a8 hard-worked
men consider, that will approach the
bier and pall, and rob a weeping wid-
der. They tax us roundly while we
live, and bring? ug ruination, and all
the taxing powere sbould give a
corpse a rsa] atio

Nature s'Most
Precmu Glft

is no reason why we should Yose a}’

friend! Montacute, I will say this, that

.. }if T had to choose & husband for my
{daughter I should choose you before

Get thrice-daily benefit from

this low-cost aid to

sank, gnto, the ¢

any. one else.”

“Phe - ‘young man’s nce brlghtened

“Thank ¥ou; sir,” he said. *“I'll do
exactly, as you say. I'll wait—and
hope,” and he got outside.

The squire did not accompany him
¥ the hall door as he usually did, but
; any, ‘shading his

’cyuvlth&ixﬁuﬁ, geemed lost in
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‘thought; and though’he’ was by no
means an old man, he looked, as he
sat there, as if he were broken: down

by premature old age. -

He mdy have sat there for an hour
without moving, when tho door opond
and Iris came in.

'He.looked. up’ as her luht gtep fell
upon his ear, and, used as he was to
her presence, her egtreme beauty seem-
ed to ltr!ko .him_ with greater force

it had- ever done ‘before; “Some- |

qnumemm.

‘In addition to what coal does for us
by producing light ahd power, it gives
from within itself vast numbers . of

the things ‘which are: mnlt useful n

our lives.
To sec how these are obtained we
must pay & visit to the gas works,
where coal 'goes thrdiuh the various
processes which turn it into zas and
oke. Two other things—ammonia and
tar—are produced when this 1s done.
We all know the uses of the first; but
for a long time‘tar was regarded as a
by-product ‘of little value. It would
make road surfaces waterproof, fnd
it would preserve wood fron rotting;
but there its uses seemed to and.
e h M(m
aw we' know better.

acid, the hoitwa!‘ﬁll of *all disin-

fecmts. “Tar also glves. benzole avd }
bon;oltne, wb.icb cah be nsed amongst |

* around chimneys;for making window boxes wmdnpruo' i

2 “By dmuunc :
tar we obtain, first of all.,urhonc :

GUN' METAL CALF LACED.-

Tow heel $660. -

VICr LACED COMEORT
BOOT.
Low rubber heel,
" tread, that were $11.00°
Now $7.00.- - — -

BROWN KID LACEb‘

Dr, Whiteomb’s Comfort Boot,

medium rubber --heel, cua}uon
tread, round toe, $6.00

- GUN MBFAL:
weTtgd, ss 50

_cushion _'

! ﬂ’ﬂil.a

Mﬂitn‘?hu! ﬂretﬁmn -ﬂarrow
toe; stylish shapes. Were $10.50
to $14.00a (E¥ b, ¥
Now $6.50, _$7-5_Q,._.$7-75, $8.50.
BROWN CALF LACED,
Low 'heel, $5.35,
Wonderful value,
BROWN VICI LACED.

Military heel, medium narrow
toe; very smart looking. Were
$13 00 Now $8 00.

9
Men’s
~BOX CALF BLUCHER,
$7.50 and $9.50. |

BROWN CALF BLUCHER,
$8.00, $8.50

‘ MAHOGANY' TAN CALF
LAGED. -

Fancy stltched $9 00.

you only $1 50

|

or relhaing rain gutters A 5 pound pail will cost

Like all good things, LASTY-GUM has been ilnltated Some of these imitations or substltutes are-sold at»
the same price as LASTYHGUM, some are higher -and some are Iower in price,,

%

Soﬁie'ofﬁ!éée'fsubstitutes look like LASTY-GUM, smell like LASTY:GUM, feel like T

less they are branded—BARRETT ELASTIGUM—they are merely imitations.
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t carpon lénowsvthlt all Barrett produc ‘are the bes'!:. A Barrett s J&lfg;atlon
ey can blly Alk‘lﬂiﬁl'.' ﬂﬂ:r&ﬁt_ Elutigum Booklet. '“Iff free, |
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p wind or nmmlght get in. Before you '
FING;

“Which sells for 5600 per .




