“A Terrible

“I Recall My Experiences with the Burglar with
Feelings of Horror!” = -

*Howwonld you feelif youwakened
in the middle of the night with a

flashlight shining in your eyes and
the gruff voice of & man thredtening
that, ‘If you make the slightest noise,
i |h00t?’ That was my e

the end of last March when sy huse
batid was away in the s and I
was alone with my three children,
Everytime I think of this experience
2 shudder passes pver jue and as long
as I live I shall remember it. Atthe

time I really thought I would die, =

I't’s a wonder my heart did not stop | an
beating. I was so weak that even if
1had any desire to move, I could not,
f was bathed in a cold, clammy
piration. Evento recail the sh %
details now makes me shudder. I
was a result of this shock that I
contracted a high feverand for hours
at a'time I wa8 delirions, I got so
bad that the doctor finally gave tip
hope of my ever recovering, bt by
careful narsing, I was finally pro-
nounced out o danger The shock
had left me so weak, that, for no
reason whatever, I would euddenly
burst ittto tears. All the life geemed
to have been taken outofme. I kept

ehce

mudmhr so much
f;mt:;'t my husband and children

were cofistatitly woftying about me,
Poctoru for me and while

thdl‘nedicmu,onl

very th':? did me u.n ‘

t unfortuna good
mtin 3 ] hn’xil’ asked me il I

try ol afd I said, ‘T was

willing to try anything,’ but felt that
it would not do mé any good. ; Four
bottles of Carnol taken regul z
oompletelyrestofedn former health

d strengthand, whileI oceasionally .

| recall my experience with the burglar

with feelmgaoi horror, Famotherwise
as well and strong 88 I Bave éver
'been. Carnol is the most wonderful

tation I have ever used for
guid and restoring health and
stren, It has done wonders for

of my friends 16 whom I have
recommended it.” Mre Mo, of....

) sold by | draggist,
and if you can eonscientiously say,
dafttt you have!g’xded "t’n thagt hnn"yt

one you any return the em
bottle to him and he will refund s
money,
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or the —s
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CHAPTER XVIII
“Did he tell you? I am glad of
. that,” he said. “I should have told
you myself.”
“Would you?” she asked, her face
~ brightening. “Would you really have
trusted me?”

“Most certainly. And, now that you
know my history, what have you .to
say to me?” )

“I have but this to say”—raising her
face—“that I admire and symﬁatmza
with you.”

He dropped upon one knee with the
grace and gallantry of one of the
knights of old. He took her white
hand and kissed it.

gfsaven Bless youi” He'erted: *Yowy tov your: gratitude.

are the mt _WOoman . I have ever

Ea, h. ﬁ’dn?nocently misleadlng the

fhe wag alluding to the false-

:Johv Bardon had told her

of his having#given up we;llth and’

title for his moihers sake, and he

thought that ahe was referring to the
story ;ﬁr his pirth.

He; rone a.nd said -with.some emo-
tion—< :

“1 ha\"dlye 44r8d to.hope for your
sympathy, they told me that you were
S0 prond.” -

“Proud!” she repeated. ““What has
pride to do with {t? Do you think I
am’to proud ta' redognize nobility - of
chﬁracter”‘ And those words mlsled
him still further.

“You -have made me very .happy,”
he{, answered. . “I never thought I
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f'nuau nothing in the World tds .
day whlch is producmg such a sen-
satibi’ “this. sfinple: " discovery!
Phls..ou; ax;yone -who has_ healthy
rosy cheéks and a ravlshlngly besu-

tif ‘somplexion; = a
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could be 8o happy, Lady Iris. I shall
remember your goodness to me as
long as I lfva." His face quivered
with emotion, and his lips trembled.

“Do you think of staying long at
Hyne Court?” she asked him.

“l have not decided. Mr. Bardon
snd Lady Avice wish me to stay.”

"Why got do so?” she said, uncon-
scious how much sweet persuasion
there was in her voice.

“Do you really—I mean—pray ex-
cuse me, Lady Iris, I seem to have

1 lost all power of speech—would you

advise me- to stay?”’

“The scenery in the neighborhood

is very beautiful,” she said “and the
| country is lovely just now.”
! “I am presumptuous, I know”—and
he drew near to her with a flush in
his dark face—“presumptuous and
daring; but let me ask you, do you
feel any interest in the matter of
whether I go or stay?”

“How can you put that question to
you have

me—to “me, whose life
saved!” she replied.

“Never mind that—forget that, Lady
Iris. I do not wish to owe anything
You. must know
that I should have done the same for
any other lady., Tell me it for my own
sake you take any interest in the mat-
ter ‘'of whether I'go or stay.”

Her heart beat at the sound of the
words. She looked at him proudly
with shy happy eyes.

“I should prefer you to remain, it
I must say what I think, Captain Os-
burn,” she replied. )

And before he had time to speak
the conversatory was filled with
dancers in search of rest and fresh
air. There was no opportunity for

another word.
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Later on in the evening John Bar-
don found himself by the side of the
proud youmg beauty who had rejected
him with such hot indignation and un-
disgnised scorn.

“You seem to be enjoying yourself
this evening, Lady Iris,” he said. “My
wife ought to be very proud that she
has succeeded in amusing you.”

“I:am mnot difficult to amuse, as a
rule,” she told him.

“No; but I never have seen you so
radiant and happy as you are to-night.
You remind me of sunshine and
everything else that is bright.”

She laughed at the florid compli-
ment,

“I want you Lady Iris,” he went on,

- .,| “to remember this night.”

rich with vita.mlnes a,-sna.'
This recipe 3 Nature,
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K sands ott mex;t and womeu wi ¢
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“I shall be sure to remember &. Mr.
Bardon,” she replied.  “I have seldom
“been so happy, and have hardly ever
enjoyed myself so much.”

“I ‘have a reason for asking you not
to forget it,” he said. “The time will
come when I shall réemind you of it.”
“I -shall be very pleased to be re-

yfsminded of anything one half so pleas-

ant,” ‘she interrupted.

_ “have given me many very
pledsaht mn!nu at Cha.ndoa, and I
am glsd to repgy them,” he said. _
3 There was someéthing so peculiar in
hu voice that.she turned to look at
“He. was very pale, and’ there
«was a wild look in his eyes. It struck

[ HeF that there was something strange

about him; but then he had never
boq-méynm one eub. :Any’

m-mwmhumqn-

‘ber- this evening,” he* sdded, laying |

Explerienéeﬂ”-

‘something n wllhduhtumld

away abruptly.
‘When she looked at it, it was a
broken, withered - @my of almond-

‘blossom.”

“He has partaken of too much
wine,” she said to herself with a smile
of contempt a8 the faded blossom fell
to the ground; and she thought mo
mors of.it.

CHAPTER XIX.

“Are you really going, Lady Iris?”
asked Allan Osburn. “It is not very
late. .1 thought you would remain for
another hour at least. I seem hardly
to have spoken to you.”

“And yet we have spent so mu\ch
time in talking;” she retume& “1 am
afraid that my remarks have not made
any great impression on you, Captain
Osburn.”

“I shall never forget them” he
said, “while I live. Is it true that your
carriage is waiting?”

“Yes,” she replied, glad at heart that
he would miss her, and yet grieved at
parting from him :

“You will let me see you to it?” he
said. e U

She did not answer, but 1laid her
hand upon his arm, silently giving
him the preference before all others.
He drew her white fleecy shawl round
her shoulders and escorted her to the
carriage, standing bareheaded under
the light of the stars, his dark hand-
some face bent over her.

“If I could choose a fairy’s gift,
Lady Iris,” he said, “do you know
what it would be?”

“No, I cannot guess,” she replied,

| but knowing well in her own mind

that it was something concerning her-
self,

“ft would be the privilege of driv-
ing home with you. And that reminds
me that I should like much to see
Chandos. I am told that there are
some of the finest pictures in the
country there. Is it true?

“We have a few by the old masters.”
“I should like to see them, Lady
Iris. I hear that you have a very fine
portrait of Mary Queen of Scots. I
should like to see that.”

“Nothing could give me greater
plelsure than to show you the plc-
tures and everything else that is Iiké-
ly to interest you,” she replied.

“I should be most happy to see
Lord Caledon. If I ride over to-mfor-
row morning, shall I be fortunate
enough, do you think, to find him at
home?”

“Yes, he seldom goes out before
noon,” she answered; “and I am sure
that he will be pleased to dee you.”
“May I venture to ask another ques-
tion 7"

“Ask what you will,”
with a smile.

“But this is a terrible question. You
may frown at me, and if you do, I
shall be one of the most miserable
men in the world.” '
“I shall not frown, I promise you,”
said Lady Iris—“indeed I scarcely
ever frown.”

“You were good enowgh to say that
the earl would be pleased to see me.
Dare I ask if some one else will be
pleased too?”’

“I do not know, Captain Osburn.
Whom do you mean by some one elge?
But here comes Lady Forsyth—we
must go. Those last few minutes of
hers have been very long ones.”
“They have been pleasantly spent,”
he said, laughing. Then, bending his
head nearer to hed, he added, “Lady
Iris, listen to me for a moment.”

(To be continued.)

she replied

A charming evening or dance frock
is composed of a silver bodice and a
skirt of pink and yellow chiffon in
Narrow panels.
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* Irish lnsurrecﬁon.

FOUR DEAD IN JAIL RIOTS,

DUBLIN, Oct. 10—(The New York
Times)—Theé hierarchy of the Cath-1
I

]

olic Church of Ireland, at a full meet-
ing to-day at St. Patrick’s College,

Maynooth, issued a pastoral letter to
the priests and people condemning in'
strong terms the revolt and guerrilla
warfare against the Irish Provisional
Government.

“It 18 most inconceivable,” the
Bishop said, “how decent Irish boys |
could degenerate so tragically and
reconcile such methods of crlmlnality
with their duties to God and Ireland, l
Vanity, perhaps gelf-conceit, mayf
have blinded some who think they, not
the nation, must dictate the national
policy. Greed for land, love of loot'
and anarchy have affected others; but!
the main cause of this demoralization |
is to be found in false notions of soc-
ial morality.”

Having pointed out . the obligation
under divine and moral law to givej
civic obedience to the government set
up by the majority of the Irish peo-
ple the pastoral states:

“The guerrilla warfare now carried
on by the Irregulars is without nor-
mal sanction and therefore the killing
of National forces is murder before
God, the seizing of public or prlvate
property is robbery, the breaking of |
roads, bridges and railways is crim-!
inal destruction, and the invasion of |
the home and the molestation of citi-
zens {8 a most grave crime.

“All who in contravention of Cath-
olic teaching participate ih such orim-
es are guilty of the gravest sins and
may not be. abselved in.cepfession ory
admitted to Holy Commuynion., It is |

said that there are priests who ap-11

prove this ‘irregulax insurrection. If!
there be any such they are false fo
their sacred office ~and guilty ‘of the
gravest scandal and will not be allow-
ed to retain the faculties -held from
us. ; o i i
“Furthermore we forbid under pain
of suspension ipso facto, and reserve
to the ordinary, any priest advocating
such doctrine publicly or privately.”

Why Can’t Girls
Throw Straight ? )

Two reasons account for this
general fact. One, purely pyhsical’
has to do with the difference in the
the bodies of the sexes, the girl’s
clavicle or collar-bone being shorter,
so giving her a smaller play of fore-
arm than her brother.

In addition, direction in overhand
throwing depends chiefly upon the
shoulders and chest being carried for-
ward with the swing of the arm.

With a boy this is the heaviest part
of his body, but a girl is heaviest at
the hips. Consequently, instead of the
girl’s body swinging straight forward,
it frequently turns round at the waist,
80 completely spoiling the aim.

The second reason is that since the
earliest days of human evolution, man
has been practising throwing, in war,
in self-defence, in the hunt,
hundred ways. Thousands of years
of such practice has resulted “in
straight throwing becoming a - here-
ditary masculine habit, almost an: in-
stuwt
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