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CHAPTER IL

“If I have been it was years ago,
when I was a youngster. Knighton, it
is called, is it not?”

“Knighton and Beverley.
one,” she said.

“And which is the ‘Revels’?”
he asked.

Carefully suppressing every sign of
interest from her  face,” Iris pointed
with her whip to her father’s house.

“Qh, that is it! It is a big place! The
grandest in the country, 1 suppose?”’

“1 suppose it is,” she replied, care-
lessly. %

He looked up at her curiously.

“Perhaps you know the people who
live there—a Mr. Knighton and his
daughter?”

Still more carefully she controlled
Rer face, so that it wore a blank in-
different expression.

“Yes, that is, slightly.”

“Ah!” he said thoughtfylly. “What
#2 he like?”

Iris raised her brows with an ad-
mirable simulation of indifference.

“What are most men like?” she said,
flicking her habit.

] see; you only know them very
slightly,” he said. “Are they friends
.of . yours, may I ask?”

She shrugged her shoulders.

“] have few friends,” she replied.

He looked at her downcast face at-
tentively.

“I was going to ask you about them,”
he said. “I suppose I ought to know
Mr. Knighton! But if I did, at any
time, it was years ago, when I was a
youngster, and I've

It s all

he

ter, I know!”

“Oh, yes,” carelessly, as if the sub-
Ject had little interest for her.

“Do you know her? What is
like?”

Iris raised her eyes and looked at
him.

“How do you mean?’ she wd And
&s she spoke, the impulse to remain
unknown, to confuse and mislead him,
Pecame irresistible.
: He laughed shortly.
“+ *“Well, I don’t expect an exhaustive
icatalogue of her physicdl and mental
Eifts” he said. “But what is she like?
Js she short or tall?”

“Short,” said Iris.
% He laughed.
£ “I see you don’t like her,” he said.

“How can you see that?” ,

‘ “By your tone,” he answered. “You
#aid ‘short’ as if it were a crime to be
#hort! But pray go on?”

“Why are you so anxious to lmow

she

&bout he-"" she asked after a moment-
&y pa -

He ! ‘ed slightly, then laughed
again, ! ' a hesitating way.

quite forgotten
him! The daughter—there is a daugh-'

"| long lashes sweeping her cheeks and

“I am simply cnr!oum I have
known her father—or thilik I have—
when I was a boy. So she’ 18 ‘short?” .

“Yes,” said Iris, concealing most
carefully the smile that longeéd to visit
her lips. “Is a woman any the worse
for being short?”

“All women -are angels,
tall,” he said gravely. .

The smile curved Iris’s lips now.

“Am I to gon on?” she said gravely.

“please!” he said. “Would you des-
cribe Miss Knighton as good- -looking?”

She hesitated and he laughed.

“Your hesitation is answer enough,”
he said. “Out of womanly charity you

short or

for you?”

“If you like,” she said. &

“Well, then—but please remember
that I base my mental picture upon
your manner and your reluctance!—
Miss Knighton is short and plain!”

“I am afraid ‘she is,” said Iris.

He smiled triumphantly.

“With—shall we say red hair?’

“It certainly is not yellow,” said
Iris, keeping her face well under con-
trol.

“She has freckles—freckles always
go witk that colored hair!—and, oh,
she is altogether plain! Am I right?

“You are as right as most people
who guess are,” she replied.

“And in addition to her plainness,”
he said carelessly, but still with a
touch of curiosity in his voice, “she
has—what shall I say?—a spice of
temper?”

Iris paused, aa i¢ reluctant to make
the admission; then she said:

“She is not the best-tempered girl I
have met.”

“I know,” he said. “I have always
heard that her father, Godfrey Knigh-
ton, was the proudest man in England
—or out of it!—and I suppose she
takes after him! Plain and proud. And
—you are no friend of hers! I can un-
derstand that!—yes; I can understand
that!”

“Is that a compliment?’ said Irls,
* her grave eyes resting on his face.

He colored faintly, then laughed.

“No; it is truth. And the people
here; do they like her? Is she popu-
lar?” : 3

Iris hesitated a moment.

“She might be better
said.

«I understand!” he said, shading his
eyes and looking toward the Revels.
“Treats the poor at her gates like dirt
—just as her father is said to do. I
wonder why Fate permits all the rich-
es and clover im this world to some
people and bestows all the poyerty
‘and weeds upon others! But, perhaps
I have been too hard upon the girl—"

“I think you have,” said Iris in &
low voice, grave voice.

“Yes!” he said, with sudden contri-
tion~Because 1 have been brought up
to dislike the father——” He stopped
short and caught up his words. “Be-
cause a girl is unfortunate enough to
be plain and #ll-tempered she should
not be hardly judged, but-pitied! Poor
girl! I pity her!”

“Poor girl! So do I!” said Iris.

He looked at her as she stood, the

liked,” she

hiding her eyes, her lipl-él'oid in in-
violable calm.
"Idonotmderthltlheunotl
friend of yours,” he said. “Such a girl
would be wretched in your society”
Iris lifted her head.
. “And why?’ ..
“Why?” He ‘colored and hung his
head for a moment; then he raised his

the ‘contrast would be.torture to her”
he said.

Slowly the Ted unnia flooded the
mdmmmnuwmndleuu

eyes and looked into hers. “Because|

‘minute ox two, them,

' | tarm, leapt thestile and gained the|
| nighroad to Glossop, . - b
| 1ris rode on for half a mile, perhsno, B

her head bent, her eyes nxod on Sno"l j 8
“Tneck.,

Then, suddenly, she pnlhd up, sat

Y motionless.” thinkifig-a moment,” then }'~

turned her horse and galloped, back
to the brook. Then, stopping, she bent
down from her saddle, and with the
hooked end of her ‘whip caught up &
bright blue object.

It was the scarf which the young
fellow had worn round his neck, and
which he had taken off when he had
bathed his face in the stream.

" She held it'for a moment, looking
at it, then thrust. it -carefully out of
sight in the bosom of her habit, and’
rodo away without stopping again, and,
a dash.of red in her face, toward
Kn!(l_xton Revels. :

CHAPTER IIL

Iris rode back slowly to the Revels,
thinking -over the adventure that had
befallen her, the still stranger words
the young man had spoken of her fa-
ther.

Why had she refused to tell him her
name, and let him tell her his? She

ad parted as strangers; if they met
again—but perhaps they never would
meet again. The world was wide, and
her life would be spent within the cir-
cle of Knighton and Beverley, and it
was very probable that he would nev-
er come back, that she should see him
no more!

Meanwhile, Lord Montacute had
reached the Revels. He had said on the
spur of the moment that he was going
to see Mr. Knighton;. but now that he
stood in the library he had not the
least notion what- he. had come for.
And when the door opened -and -the
squire came in, and extending his
hand, said, “Good-morning, Monta-
cute,” the young earl stammered, and
blushed, and fingered his eyeglass
helplessly. »

The fact was, Clarence was not only
madly in love with Iris, but he was
very much afraid of her father; most
people wer®, without exactly knowing
why. Godfrey Knighton’s manner was

are reluctant to go on. Shall I reply Fishod now that she knew it. They

‘| stern, and the dark eyes under their
heavy brows seemed to go through the.

ordinary individual like gimlets; the
air of reserved melancholy:and pre-
occupation. also added to the general
sense of awe and mystery.

As he sat down in his chair, and
looked across at the yeung-man with
the loolk that was not intended to be a
frown, but was awkwardly like one,
poor Clarence’s-small stock ot self-
possession melted into thin air.

“Have you ridden over?’ asked the
squire, opening the conversation.
“Ye—es;-1 ‘wode over. Beautiful
morning for a wide, Mr. Knighton.”

“Yes,' said the squire. “Iris has tak-
en advantage.of it and gone over to
the Holt.”

A sudden iInspiration seized the
young earl. He would take the hedge
at a rush. Why shouldn’t he? \

“Mr. Knighton,” he commenced,
turning pale and then red again, “I—
I came over to speak to you about Iris
—that s, Mfss Knighton” '

“About Iris—my dau;hter?" said the
squire in a tone of surprise which dis-

| composed Clareance terribly.

. “Ye—es. The fact is, sir I-—love
Miss Knighton.”

Therc was & moment’s silerice; then
the squire’s- face grew darkor. the
frown heavier.

“Have you spoken to her?” he asked,
and his voice was troubled and sternm,

ing a prisoner.
(To be continued)

almost like that of a judge question-

| being used tor breaking ~walnuts. ‘It
.} consists of a “hopper” which . feeds|
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them, helping your hair -
to grow long, thick and hlxnrllnt.

Girls! Girls! Don't let yont hair | {
stay lifeless, colorless, thin, SCTAgEY.
A single. application  of = delightful
Danderine will doublo the beauty
and radiance of your hair and make‘q
it look twice as abundant.

A Liner’s Doctor.

; By ONE OF THEM. )
One of the busiest men on board a
big Atlanfic liner is undoubtedly the
ship’s doctor. The hospital in a
modern liner 18 a most up-to-Zate)
affair, comprising dispensary, op:rat-{
ing theatre, infectious ward, medical
and surgical wards, and so forth. 3
In port, the ship’s doctor is xept
busy examining the new crew befpre
signing them on. A new crew is sign-
ed on each trip, and the doctor.must
take care to see that all men signed on
are capable of performing their job, as
well as examining every man to see
that -no infectious disease comes
aboard. ; SRt

As a big liner often carries as many
as 800 crew, it will be realized that
this in itself is a very difficult task.

The ship is Trequited under the
Board of Trade Regulations to carry.
certain drugs and appliances, and the
doctor must see that he has these on
board. 1

Before the ship sails a Board of
Trade inspector will come on board,
and unless the doctor can pick out any
particular drug or appliance the in-
spector may ask for, the ship will not §
be given a “clearance” from the port.

From the time the ship sails tae
ship’s doctor will be in ‘omplete
medical charge -of generally from
4,000 to 5,000 people. A liner's doctor
must be instantly prepared to «eal}
with any emergency and to treat all i
kinds of cases, from extracting toeth
to performing-an immediaté ‘ob‘eratlon :
for acute appendicitis. | . &

Although'the liner’s doctor gﬂnernl-
ly tries to make himself some sort of a
regular routine, he has very little}
chance of sticking to it, as naturally
the great majority of people are ill for
the first two or three days on board
ship, and the doctor is kept busy from
early morning till late at night attend-
ing to all kinds of queries anl com-

When -your eye
- © ‘meets Pies, Pud-
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of all kinds at

: BEST PRICES.

See Our Assortment
and be convinced of
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g | foeri_ng,

JOHN CLOUSTON,
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P. 0. Box 1243 - Phone 406
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plaints. He must possess an infinite
patience and a ready tact. ;
* & * & » * £ *

Evon when he retires at night for
his well-earned rest he rarely gets a
whole night in his bunk. In a hig ship
minor accidents are constantly hap-
pening to the crew, and very often he
has te turn out in the middle of the
night and wend his way down inta the
bowels of the ship to attend one of the
crew who through some cause or other
has beconre temporarily “laid out.”

When the liner arrves at the port
of destination he has to be prepared
with a detailed list of all illnesses, ac-
cidents, and the like that have occur-
red during the voyage, for the infor-
mation ot the immigration officers at
the quarsntine station.

The routine of getting the passen-
gers off to the ship and the work in
connection with the filing up of the
seemingly endless documents connect-
ed with a journey across the Atiantic
Ocean would require an. a.'rtiole in it-
ulr

* Truly he earns hbw—Daﬁy Mail.
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JUST ARRIVED:

A full agsortment of

MOIR’S
Chocolales, Cake and Candy

We have always a full supply of
.- LEMONS, ORANGES, GRAPE FRUIT,

PEARS TOMATOES, BANANAS, APPLES
£ and GRAPES
on hand and can fill your wants at any time.

Green Tomatoes,

'PRESERVING PLUMS and GREENGAGES,

"STRAWBERRY and PLUM PULP in 10 1b. tins -

" BLUE NOSE

" Nestie’s 'gldck Cream
UTTER in tins and.

Jacobs’ Bmeuits.

B UT
HAMS and BACON.

2Ib. slabs. 3
EECHNUT

Stanfield
Wool

Underwear.

- It will Soon*be’ Time.

JUST OPENED.

ER—— : —

We have a full range of

sizes now and

PricesareVery Low.

Some lines we are
afraid cannot be
obtained later.

Tho I}amtte Gompany,

ST. JOHN N.B.

Manufacturers and Dealers i m

ASPHALT ROOFINGS.
ACPHALT. smucus T
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