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CHAPTER VI
(Continued.)

*] will obey you,” he said. “But at

. any rate, there can be no reason why

I should not tell you mine——"

She shook her head quickly, and
faughed with all a girl’s willfulness.

“No, that would not be fair,” she
gaid.

He sighed as he echoed her laugh.

“You are very hard! You will neither
Jet me know or be known to you. I
half regret my ‘gelf-sacrifice, and am
nearly resolved call at the farm,
after all.”

“No,’”” she said;
fnstincts.”

A look of gratification came into his
eves.

“Yes,” he said, “you may trust me.
Wﬁo knows, we may meet under cir-
pumstances which will render a pro-
per introduction unavoidable. But it
cannot be yet. I start for France to-
night; my yacht is lying in Glossop
harbor; and I may be away for”—he
ptopped—‘Tor years. You see, I am a
wanderer, and one place is as good as
pnother to a man who has no object
Qn life but to get through it with as
little boredom as possible.”

A vague feeling of disappointment
$nd sadness had crept over Iris, and
phe sat motionless and speechless. He
Wwas going away, then—for years, per-
paps! Come as often as she may to
ghe brook she would not meet him
$gain?!

Her sadness seemed catching, for he
pighed.

“Rather a hard lot, isn’t it?” he said,
Bmiling,

She started slightly, as if awaken-
fng from some train of thought.

“Hard?” she said.

“Yes. Most men-  have some object,
Bome tie to bind them to some partic-
fular spot on earth. I have none. I am
Just a2 wanderer, and that is all, Fate
has, in sportive mockery, placed me
in a position which sets me apart from
my fellows, and, like the stormy
petrel, I “fly o’er the seas of life
alone?” But I beg your pardon!” he
said quickly, and as if he were asham-
pd, “I did not mean to ¥hine——"

“You did not whine,” she said.

“Thanks! I didn’'t mean to complain
Pven! But you can understand now
why I came back here . this afternoon.
In a life like mine such an adventure
is one to remember and to dwell upon.
I am going to take it with me to think
over, in many an hour of solitude! I
phall see my friend the bull; I shall
Bee the sky, as it looked when I glanc-

“I can trust to your

‘ed up at it, as I rather thought for the
. Jast time. and I shall see, more clearly
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and dlsamﬂy thn anythlng else,—
you!”

His voice had dropped until it had
become almost & whisper, low, and
earnest, and musical.

The voice, his look, his . manner,
were exerting an influence over Iris
which_filled -her with a vague uneasi-
ness and even alarm, “and, fghting
against the influence, she  forced a
smile and said lightly: ;

“You will have forgotten all about
it in a week!"

“Do you think so? Honestly, I
mean? he said significantly, and his
eyes sought hers eagerly. ;

Her eyes drooped under the long
lashes, and the hand that held the
whip quivered.

“I think it is.probable,” she replied.
“You will see fresh scenes, fresh peo-
ple, and win fresh adventures—" she
stopped, and gathered up the “reins.

“That is a polite way of saying that
I am heartless and ungrateful” he
said, with a reproachful smile. “Is
that to be your  (last word to accom-
pany me on my wanderings? Choose
kinder ones, will you not?”

Iris looked from one side to the
other with a little troubled look, that
lend her face _an exquisite scftness
and gentleness.

*what am I to say?” she said, with
a little catch in her breath..*“The or-
dinary ones? That I wish you every
prosperity and happiness”™

“That is better?” he said earnestly.
“Far—far better—if you do ree.lly wish
me them.”

“Why should I wish you otherwise?”
she retorted, smiling. “One might wish
even one's enemy that!”

“And 1 am not your enemy!” he
said, quickly.

As he agoke he took off his hat, and
held. it in his hand, to let the cool
breeze blow on his forehead: b

Iris looked down: 2

“I cannot be your enemy!” he said.
“Do you forget t.hat
life?”

Iris raised her eyes with a spark of-

playful malice in them.

“They say that to save a.man’s life
is to make him an enemy for thq rest
of it!” she said.

“Ah, then I will be the exception to
the rule!” he retorted, not playfully
by any means, but with a grave earn-
estness. “All through my wanderings
I will keep the thought close to my
heart, that though you will not tell
me your name nor hear mine, I will
be your friend! Yes, in spite of you!”

As he spoke he moved his hat to
emphgsize his words and Iris's down-
cast eyes fell upon the inside of it: As
she did so the dreamy expression in
them gave place in a second to one of
startled surprise, which was followed,
as cloud follows cloud across a sum-
mer sky, by one of consternation and
even horror.

And thesé emotions, emotions which
had sent all trace ‘of color from her
face, and made its warm ivory white
as death, were caused by two words—
two words printed in gold upon the
lining of the hat—

“Heron Coverdale.”

C—

you saved my’

| quickly, app
—or have 1 said ahything to offend

you? If I have. forgive :me; oh, for-
give me! I'would rather-——"3He stop-
ped, overwhelmed by her
| her averted eyes, and trembling lips.
“What have 1 said?” he asked her im-
. ploringly, “Was it wrong to say that I
would consider myself your friend
»

“Yeg!” she said quickly, 'and as ‘it
seemed to him, harshly.
be no friendship between yon and—

Let me go, please?—for, seeing -her

gather up her reins, he had in his ex-
citement laid his hand upon the bridle
—“Let me go, please!—I %uvo stayed
too long!”
His hand fell from the bridle, and

‘he stepped back, loeking at her with

amazed, sorrow-stricken eyes, The
look was too much for her. With a
jerk she pulled Smow up, and trem-
bling visibly, said brokenly:

“Good-by! I—I—hope that we may
never meet again!” and with this she
struck Snow sharply with her whip.

Astonished and disgusted, the horse
sprang forward, and before Lord
Coverdale could speak or move,: she
had gone.

CHAPTER VIII,
AN HISTORIC QUARREL.

Almost as if she feared Lord Cover-
dale would jump on his cob and pur-
sue her, Iris galloped at 'raclng speed
across the . meadows, going as fthe
crow flies, straight over hedgé and
dyke. . :

Her brain was in a whirl, her ‘cheeks
at one moment as red as fire, the next
as cold as death.

As if under a spell she had sat there
—for how long?—listening to the
stranger, listening with a pleasure
that was none the less vivid for being
unreasonable and strange. And he was
a Coverdale all the while! One of the
race which she knew her father de-
tested -and hated; and which, there-
fore, as a dutiful daughter she ought
équaily to detest and abhor.

But mixed with her dismay was a
feeling of sorrow and sadness which
made her heart ache.

After all, what had this young man

done’ to her that she should hate him?{’

And what would he think of her who
had thrown back his offer of friend-
ship in his teeth? Searcely pulling
rein she rode straight for the Holt,
and flinging: the bridle over the gate-
post, hurried up the narrow path to
the door.

A comely and motherly-looking old
woman, who from the window had
seen ber coming, opened the door and
dropped a reverential and welcoming
curtesy.

“I might a known it was you, Miss
Iris!” she exclaimed garrulously.
“There’s no one in these parts as rides
80 heiter-skelter like. But do ’ee mind
now, my dear! Accidents happen afore
we know it—but how tired you lodk,
my dear!” she stopped to remark,

Iris went into the sitting-room, and
dropping into a ckhair, sat looking
straight before her, her bosom heav-
ing heavily, her eyes downcast.

“Law, miss, what have ’ee been do-
ing?” exclaimed Mrs. Hartley. “You've
been riding too hard and knocked
yourself up! Dearie; dearie me, now!
Let me take your hat and give ’ee a
cup of teg,” and, with affectionate
concern, she gently tunfastened Iris’

- paleness,

“There can.

“I'vc not ridden !Q,

tut,"audlrla tgkingﬂucup‘mo-'

“Ah, u’u the nm m
‘said the old lady; “it do omplm
s0. Here's: May only, and it might be
July, mightn't it? There’s one thing to

be said for it, it's good weather for}

the chickéns. How do that lot do up
‘at the Revels that T sent last spring,

my dearie? Let me give you some}

more cream. Will you have a little bit
of toast how? Just a sippet,” and the
old lady fussed round her with loving
solicitude. 1Iris sat and submitted
gently and gratefully, but her thoughts
were far from epring- chickens, and
cream, and presently the old lady, who
was by no meansg without brains, saw
it, and became quiet, taking up her
work, which she had laid down at heér
visitor's arrival, and knitting in sil-
ence, and only now-and then glancing
at the 'beautiful face wrapped in its
dreamy thoughtfulness.
(To be continued)

" THE BEST ARE BACK.

It was easy in the old days and the
bitter days to shirk—

The. best of all the nation had been
called away from work—

We could hold our varous places with
indifferent service men, ,

But to-day the war is over and our

-best is back again. &

We had little competition with our
soldier boys away;

The slouthful and the lagy could com»
mand & master’s pay,

But the idler’s days are over, we are
done with methods slack,

For the finest of the country and the
best. we have are back.

They who fought to sayve the nation
, . have returned to do its work;

There’s a good man and a true man

now to crowd “out every shirk.

Oh, I don’t know how. to say it but it
seems to me. somehow

That it’s up to every dne of us to start
to hustle now.

We must; bend our backs to labor and
the pleasures we must shun,

We must givethe best that’s in us te
the duties to be done,

Now the test is one of merit ag it used
to' be of yore

And it’s goodbye to the loafers for our
best is home once more.

Dyed Her Wrap Blue
and a Skirt Brown

HEach package of “Diamond Dyes”
contains directions  so simple any
woman can dye or . tint her worn,
shabby dresses, skirts, waists, coats,
stockings, sweaters, coverings, drap-
erles, hangings, everything, even {f
she has ndver .dyed before, Buy
“Diamond Dyes”—no other: kind-~—then
perfect . home dyeing is sure because
Diamond Dyes are guaranteed not to
spot, ‘fade, streak, or run. Tell your
druggist whether the material you
wish to dye is wool or gilk, or whes
ther it is linem, cotton or ixed
goods.
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Keep Effic:ent by Keapmg Well

. This Letter Will Tell You How

I had pains in the back and bearing-down pains in the abdomen and was in

@ general run-down condition.
unfit  to do even slight household tasks.

I could not sleep, rest or work and was quite
A friend told me about your Vege-

table Compound and T in my tumn truly recommend it, as my severe symptoms

ham's Vi
Mrs.

and see to chickens, a cow and my garden.

vanished and I am better in every way. I do my own work, look after my children
1 also recommend it for young girls who are
weak and rundown as my 16 year old daughter has taken it and is qmu her own gay
self again."—Mas. Frep. WiLgY, Plunkett, Sask. .

.. *.*——1

’I"hxs letter is but one of a great nur‘nber received every year
from women, young and old, and from almost every walk
of life. Thege letters testlfy to the merit of Lydia E
table Compound. -
iley suffered mentalry as well as physically, because
her honie and her children'demanded the care and attention
which she was unable to give because of her wretched health.
Finally she tried Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound,
and in this letter tells what it did for her.
The Vegetable Compound contains no narcotics or harmful
d ,and can be taken in safety by any woman. 'Your
1hood depends on your health. - So try

Lydia E. Pmkhams
Vegetable Com

LYD!A K.PlNKHAM MEDICINE CO.

Q“/“"'

. Pink-

Ledrned surgeons iry to make ' me
straight, but they are worried and per-
plext; apothecaries near'me wait, and
pastors, with their timely text; and
staid morticians, at the gate, aré say-
ing that their turn is next.

r—-——b——-_—_—.—_
. '
Attempt tp Kill.
by ——

LADY MEMBER OF K. K. K.
Atlanta, Ga., Ooct. 12.—Five shots
were fired last night at Mrs. Elizabeth
Tyler, assistant chief of the propaga-
ting bureau of the Ku Klux Klan, ac-
cording to her reports to the police,
but while the bullets smashed her
bedroom window they failed to - hit
her. An investigation resulted in no

indication’ who did the shooting~But
a few minutes after the incident, a
man called the Atlanta Constitution
on the telephone and sald:

“I just want to say that we got Mrs.
Tyler to-night and we will get Sim-
mons (the Imperial wizard, who is in
Washington) to-morrow.”

Mrs. Tyler had been entertaining
several women friends earlier in the
vening and was said to have just gone
to her bedroom when the firing start-
ed. After the shooting she notified
the police and members of the Order,
and a ninvestigation was begun.

Church Lads’ Brigade Week
November 13th-20th. Keep it
open.—octd,eod,tt

L ]

Fads and Fashions.
Chin collars of fur are in vogue.
The boat neck-line s still the rage.
Grey duvetyn and velvet are smart.
Drooping trimming. is favored. for

hats.

Somo ot OUT prices;
5 M Flour . -90¢. stong
m Bntt Pork ..20c,

| Slnd Fat Pork . .14

Spare Ribs—Fresh ship.
T R .. 15¢. Iy,

Boneless Beef .. . .13 mv
Cabbage .. .. .. .. Sc. b}
Beans 4e s ae . 5e I,

Soda Biscuits—Tip-Top,
20¢. Tn,

Codroy Butter in 11b. bloci |
Also just received:

10 kegs Green Grapes,

10 cases Valencia Oniong, |

Duckworth St. and Le.
Marchant: Road.

A smart collar fastens close rouy
the throat with bon,n sbuttons.

"Bands of glittering jet Sometime
take the placé of ‘thié theater hat.

—

Fashion

_ Plates,

A. VERY ATTRACTIVE HOUSR}
DRESS ‘OR DAY DRESS,

Velvet ribbon appears on evening |

gowns
" Steel bead emrboidery is used on a

! grey coat.

Long tunic bodices are fa.vored fqr
evening,

The Parisians continue to wear
evening hats. 5

Felt hats are draped and trimmed
with quiils.

1
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can you
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an you.can use just
wﬂi'kelpjmer daya. s

want it!

If you have never used Libby’s Evaporated Milk,
be amazed to find how good, how convenient and economieal it is.
Many women who first tried it in some emergency now use it al-
ways-—-they find it gives such satisfactory results. -

There s no waitin eﬁ for the mxlkman—-you can always kee tg
and in summer there’s no bothering wi

d in winter the milk wa gfon can get lmck ina heavy drift

o!mnotunasitwantsto - ,

lea waste—a can 0£ Id'bby’s Evaorated‘ Milk

opened—and
;wuneed therest putma

 before bei

SWEET PURE Ml[.K-always
- on hand when you

ou will

have

' Pattern 3718 is.shown,in this illus
tration. It is cut in-7 Sizes: 36, 3

42,44, 46-and 48/inches- bust measurs.
A 38 inch size requires b yards of 3
inch material.- I8 made as illustrated
it -will require 43 yardg of plaid and

154 -yard of plain material, 36 inches:

wide. -

Gingham, percale; .oersuckrr pop-
lin, repp, linen, voile, and serge could
be used for this style..The width of
the skirt at the footds-about 214 yards:

A pattern of thiz-ilustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 15 cenis
in-silver or stamps.

A - COMFORTABLE . SET CHILDY
COAT AND CAP.

Pmem 348 18 here Hlustrated, Tt
Qtinisues § months, 1 year, 2 and
4. Al yﬂ'ﬂn will require 2%

inchi material for the cost

for
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