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Nothing Else is Aspirin—say *‘Bayer”

Warning! Unless you BSee name
Bayer” on tablets, you are not get-
ng Aspirin at all. Why take chad-
o8 ?

Accept only an unbroken “Bayer”
ackage which contains directions
orked out by physicians during 21
ears and proved safe by millions for
olds, Headache, Earache, Toothache,
Jeuralgia, Rheumatism, Neu r itis,
ambago, and Pain. Made in Canada.

‘Flowers of the
Valley,”

MABEL HOWARD,
OF THE LYRIC

CHAPTER XXIV.
(To be continued)

«T was a true prophet; yes!” he said,
softly. “Did. I not.prophesy that the
day would come when {hat splendid
voice of yours, the voice which was
vour sainted’ mother’ §—=" Iris shud-
dered—“reathed the edrs 'of the
world! Eh, bah! you cannot shut up
the nightingale, you cannot bury the
diamond! Sooner or later thé hour ar-
rives when the bird sings and the
world hears, the gem shines and the
world gazes enraptured! So it fa with
you, my dedr Miss Iris—pardon, How-
ard! You have sung, and the world s
at your feet, as your poor friend Bap-
tiste foretold.”

«“What—what is it you want?”’ she
said, when his voice had ceased, “Tell
me quickly and—go.”

He smiled, and his teeth, his hangds, {

peemed to join in the mocking in-
golence of the smile.

“There is no such hurry,” he said,
fweeping his hair from his face, and
atroking his mustache; “when old|
griends meet after an absence, they
ppen their hearts to each. other. ¥gu
#nd T have to open our hearts,'my dear
Foung lady. Truly, yes! You want to
hear my story?”’

“I want to hear nothing,” said Iris,
ggathering her strength together, and
facing him for the first time.

“Peste! but it is'a sad one!” he went
bn, as if she had not spoken. “Behold
one who has been the mockery of fate,
the football of fortune. Miss Iris—par-
don, Howard—behold a martyr!” and
he touched his chest. “A martyr! Be-
trayed by treachery, destroyed by false
witnesses, your friend, your father’s
friend, was torn from your society,
and in the charge of the myrmidons of
the law, dragged across the sea to an-
swer a charge of which he was as in-
mnocent as the unborn babe! Saints and
angels! It was a mistake, a case of
mistaken identity, as your lawyers
call it; but your poor Baptiste, the
football of fortune, was consigned to
prison! To prison! Me, who delight,
like the eagle, in the freedom of the

Got No Sleep

Butnowtheneumubugone

All druggists seil Bayer Tablets of
Aspirin in handy tin ° boxes of 1!
tablets, and in bottles.of 24 and "100!
Aspiriii 18.the ‘rade mark (registers
ed in Canada) of Bayer manufacture
of Monoaceticacidester of Salieylicacid
While it is well known that Aspirin
means Bayer manufacture, to assist
the public against imitations, the
Tablets of Bayer Company Will- be
stamped with thefr general trade
mark, the “Bayer Cross.”

winds and hills! Me, whose integrity
is a bywerd ameong those who know
me! Bah! I will not dwell.upon the
miseries of the past. They are gone.
Pouf!” and he blew upon his finger
tips and waved them in the air. “Thes
are gone. I will not harrow your toh-
der, your compassionate soul, my dear
child, with a recital of my sufferings
—the sufferings of the innocent.
Enough that I am free—free once
more, and that I have been seeking for
you—Tfor you, the daughter of my dear
friend, Godfrey Knighton!”

Iris stood looking down at him with
knitted brow and tightened lips.

The man had come for some evil
purpose. What was it? She must know
at omce, and get rid of him. Not &ven
Paul must know .the story of her, life,
and this man’s connection with it.

Wwill you tell me what you want?—
why you huve pursued me?”’ she said,
sternly, as if with an effort.

The signor glanced round the room,
antl His eyes rested hungrily upon the
table.

“Have I the mortification of disturb-
ing you at.your meal?” he said, with
self reproach. “No? You have finished;
but for that you would agk me to join
you. You would be happief to see me

‘at your hospitable table; is it not go?

My child, I hasten to gratify your de-
sire. Why should an old friend stand
upon ceremony? Saints ~and angels,
no! I I had but & erust you shodld
share it, and do I not know your heart
to. be' as good s fmine? Soh!” and,
drawing up his _chair, he .seizéd a8
knife and fork, nd helped himself to
a cutlet, . -

It was evident that the ma.rtyr hl.d
endured short commons among his
other trials, for he ate quickly and
voraciously, every now and then glanc-

ing round the room, and ‘murmuring|

his appreciation of its comfort and
luxury.

“Comfortable room! Comfortable,
elegant! A fitting casket for so rare a
gem. And you live here alone, my
child, with the little cripple. Soh! It
is well” You would ask me what I will
drink? A glass of wine—a simple glass
of wine—nothing more!” and he
reached over the table and seized the
claret jug, filling a tumbler, and toss-
ing it off with a smile and a bow, “I
drink to the diva, to the famous prima
donna, to the goddess of song, my old
friend’s daughter!”

Iris, white to the lips, watched him,
feeling like one under some horrid
spell, as he filled tumbler after tum-
bler.

Presently Paul opened the door and
looked in.

“]—I came to tell you the time,
Mabel; ‘we shall’ ' bé late!” he sald,
timidly.

“Ah!” exclaimed the sigmor, “is it
my little fiddler? ‘What do you call
him?2~Peter, John? No, Paul! Ah,
pgul, my good enfant; come in, come
in! Don't stand on ceremony; come
and witness the reunion of two tired
and trusty friends! Paul, my child, I
drink to you!”

“Go, Paul; I will come directly,”
said Iris, hoarsely, and the boy stole
away with a frightened look in his
blue eyes.

Iris glanced at the clock. She must
start in five minutes,.and the man had
thrown himself back in his chair as if
he meéant to remain.. The Knighton
spirit began to risé and burn in her
bosom; & light flashed into her eyes,
and her cheeks flushed. -

“My patience is exhluted" she
said, in a low, resolute voice. “What-

ever your -object-may have-been in:

persecuting me, it has failed, Go!” and

she polnt.ed to.the door.

The signor looked up ni ‘Ber _and
lmghod a mocking huhofevu con-
fidence.

“Pardon, my ehild,” he said. “My ob-

jeet may have been a dinmer, and— |

 left in M you
my Nqucit ‘and leave me!”
The. aignor laid his hand on m
Héart.
“Thosunplemhuofnhdymu

royal commands to Baptiste Ricardo,|
my child,” he lﬂd. with mock dignity.|
“You dismfsé me from Your proaence.

you will not llston to me! Good! I go.”
He took up "his hat, and stood eying
her sideways, with a keen,
look, then he dréw & long ‘sigh.
“Had you but listened,”
«Byt, there—n0 matter. Baptiste Ric-

arde is too proud to beg from the hand

out«stretched to bid him depart.”

he said.

cunning ¥

iris remained silent, regarding himif’

fixedly.

“Miss Iris,”
ing toward her on his way to the door,
“pértune has smiled upon you, you are
rich, famous; I am poor, and”—he
shrugged his shoulders—"saints and
angels! needs must when the devil
drives!—I shall, as your fatheér's old
and tristed friénd, stoop to borrow a
five-pound note of yow.”

he said, suddenly, turn-{

it was a demand, net a request, and '

Iris determined to:resist it.
“T ‘will give you nothing, not one
penny,” sghe said, in her low, quiet

sione.

His eyes glittersd evilly, and, throw- [

ing off his suppliant mannet, ME strode
back into the room, and flidging him-
gelf into the chaif, tilted his hat on to
the back of his head with his forefin-
ger, and then Bhook it at her impres-
sively. !

"t u¥eti — will — not — give me ohe
penny!” he sald; “soh! that is your
answer? Saints and angels, but I think
you will-sihg to another tune present-
iy, my prima donna! Tut! Is Baptiste
Ricardo a child to be frightened by the
airs of a stage girl! I asked you for
five pounds! five ‘pounds! A mere
bagatelle to you who are paid so much
for every night you open your lips! I
will have ten, fifteen, twenty! Do you
hear, my proud enfant, twenty!”

“You will have nothing,” said Iris.
«T at not afrafd, Signor Rlcardo! You
threatened my father, you levied
blackmail upon hif. I know it now. I
know it as plainly as if he had lived
to tell me! It was for my sake that he
purchased ‘your silence. He is dead,
and you caf pfey upon us no more.”

Her eyeés flashifig, her graceful form

o &Mﬁ’-\%'z.

Mirror-like in its Dept/z of
Lustrous Stlver

drawn to its full height, she stood, a}’

veritable Knighton, and confronted the
scoundrel.

He looked up at her with an evil
smile.

“Superb!” he. said, mockihgly..“No
wonder they rave about you. My éhild,
you, are 'dB actréss born! But: ah!

de

1I'am used to stage scenes, and they

move me not! I will bring down that
haughty crest in a word or two, You
defy me—me, Baptiste Ricardo? Soh!”

“I- defy you!” said- Iris, promptly.
“If you do not leave this room at once,
I will ring the bell and send for a po-
liceman!” and she laid her hand on
the bell.

He leaned back ln his chair ‘and
laughed up at her.

“Rlng'" he said. “Ring! Call in your
police. ‘What will you charge me with
my poor child?”

“Escaping from prison!” uid Iris,
firing:in the dark. ”

The: shot told, for the signor’s lips
twitched and his eyes dropped.

(To be continued)

'Variety and Desserts

As vatiety is the spice of life, so0
variety of desserts is one of the
chaxms of dinners. . A dainty touch at
the ena gives the needed climax to the
previous course. Many housewives
are known for their desserts—thesecret
of their dainty dishes resting in Knox
Gelatine,  Prove it today—iry

Knox Maple Sponge

Boll two ¢ups brown or siaple sugas and 3
cup hot water to a syrup. Soak 1 envelope
of Knox Spatkling Gelatine in 15§ cups
cold water and pour hot syrup. over this.
| Putin cool place; when nearly set, beat in
stifly beaten whites of two or three eges
and cup of English walnuts, cut up fine,
Serve with custard made of yolks of the eg3,

you see—I havé eaten. But you wish|
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A modest pattern indeed,
rivalled, i8 the new Hostess
in the Holmes & Edwards li

but one whose beauty is un<
pattern, the latest creation
ne. °

The skill of the silversmith's art is exemplified to-&
high degree in the beautiful, radiant and lustrous sur-

face ‘of all Holmes & Edwards silverware.

But more

than this, Holmes & Edwards brings that abundant satis«
faction which only the generous quantity of sterling sil-

ver gives. i

What better gift for Christmas—what bettet remem-
brance than one whose beauty and long lagting setvice
will ever be symbolic of the loving thought' which prompt-

ed it.

Your jeweller will tell you all about the other hand-

some Holmes ‘& Edwards li
toles or cake dishes, as well

nés—in tea services, casse-
as about the twc processes,

exclusively Holmes & Edwards, by which. the pieces most

- used-are ‘protected: against

wear., Silver.Inlaidis ‘pro-

++ tected by solid blocks of-sterling silver fused~inte: the

back of handles and bowls.

Super-Plate ‘is safegudrded

at the points where the wear comes by an extra deposit

- of silver.

Manufactured exclusively in Canada by

THE STANDARD

SILVER COMPANY

of Toronto, Limited,

“Protected Where the Wear Comes”

WHAT I FOUND IN THE ATTIC. '

Not long ago I
cleaned out an
" attic

It was in a
house where the
' pame family had
lved for about |
45 years and to’
which they had
brought accumu-
lations from  the
attic of the house
where they had |
lived about 40
. ‘years-b-ef o.r-e

Naturally it was in some ways an
interesting attic. It yielded a trundle
bed, an interesting fire set, some old
whale oil lamps and a few simflay
treasures.

: ATerrtﬁcLotofTrlck- i I

But it'als6 yielded the most terrific -

Jot of truck. “We éarried out basket-

fuls of things of this nature'

Picture post cards.

Books: of views of various ocities;:

The centenary book of some town /'
in. which some member of the family
had once lived. i

Beveral specimens of the bmt{

wood art (a woman told me the other £

day that she had made a thousand -
dollars out of burnt wood articles at
the. time of the burht &ouem and

which departed to the dump in " the

' tlothes basket had had 1ives of reason-
. able length,. and -some utility. below

stairs before they ;were. consigned. to
the attic, but many of them had"been
tucked away. ‘in cupbbards’ shortly
after they entered the house and had ;|
| spent their ti here until, they. came
up to the attie,

As 1 cfowned's “heap ' of picture
post, cards ‘with ‘& book- containing
views of Salt ‘Lake City 1 suddenly
#dw “all ‘thess~ things ™ in~ terms’ of
mom -and: Human' labor.

Hverything there I realized  meant

labor and time spent to earn it.
In other words theése are some of

~the things for which we all give our
¥ lives (for. I imagine that this attic

was more or less typical of millions
of attics, or whatever takes the place

Keep Clnn

" Internal ennnuu

<

of the attic in the apartment house).

And I found myself asking, “Is it
worth it?”

You remember Lowell’s line, “Bau-
bles we buy with a whole soul’s task-
ing. ’Tis only Heaven that is.given
away,
the asking.”

One More Thing to Dust

So many of these things we might
have known when we bought them
or made them would be only one more
thing to dust Suppone all the money
represented by those basketfuls of
truck had been put-into a savings
| bank at the time, would it not repre-
sent a comfortable accouiit to-day. .

Of course. it is hard to‘know at the
time just what does = represent real

.

joy and utility, and what is going to |

be only one more thing to dust.
' But I do think we could kéep our

‘tis oply God may be had for.

’| before attempting a surgical

i The man who promptly pays kis debts
will see no-erisis prod him; he ranks
among ‘our- safest bets, and all the
boys applaud:him. The “man who

’.wlsely saved his rocks when t'other
men were blowing, can smile, though
crises come in flocks, when he is
homeward going. There is a crisis
-every- day; with ‘matinées bi-weekly,
but “whien it ‘meets the thrifty jay it
pulls'ﬂa-smntu qulte meekly. 5

“Casc‘argts” for
" ~YourBowels If
Headachy, Slck

Gst a o-eent box now.

Furred Tongue, Bad CTolds, Indi-

Heddaches come from a torpid liver

flives and our attics a bit less clutter-, *0d clogged bowels, which cause your.

twice before we made casual pur~
chases.

CHAOS AND THINGS.
i There’s some

- ‘new grisis &very

_day, ‘some -

and people wring
their. hands . and
_8ay, “Now for the
great upheavall
. Our native land!
The cqnln: wind
will from  its|
mioofings drive
-m this crisis has

new-
and ghastly evil;

money* ‘spent and that money meant | ed and more efficient it We thought | 5tomach to become filled with “m“':. '

gested food, which sours and fery
ments like garbage in a barrel. That's
the first step to untold mlsery——-lndi-
gestion, foul gases, bad breath, yellow
B8kin, everything that is sickening.

Cascnret to-night will give your con-} .

stipated bowels a thorough cleansing
and straighten you out by morning.
They work while you sleep, - Milliéns’
of men and women take a Cascaref
fiow and then to keep their stomach;
liver' and bowels regulated, and nevs

Ler know a miserable moment. ' 4}
children—their little in-.

for get the
sides need a good, mtle clo

 yes, we h:vchi‘nﬁdmm*”

sioofingnsipd

chlly; put this
doof wﬁ'\p&g.

gestion, Sallow Skin and “miserable |

(Finest grade)oc' .
BUTTER .. ,. .55
£a

'Méﬁ nadlan)
. (Fancy) e @l
SBEEF ¢ 12¢.
(Vigy best) ;
SPARE RIBS. .. . .15

b= very . chome)
PORK . .20¢
{Ham Butt, small plecee
*\
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DR. LEHR,
Dentist,
329 Water St

RECOGNITION.

The care of the teeth is now recop
nized as a pecessity. . In fact the larg
hospitals all over the world examii
the patients’ teeth and where it i
possible put them -in good conditios
opete
ation.” Eixperiefice has shown that 1
patient has a better chance for
covery with a clean healthy mouth th
without it.” This ought to convia®
the ‘most skeptical that care of ¢
teeth is requisite to health.
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The Imperial

Pocket
Cigarette
Machine.

The only perfect Machine |

on the market.

‘BE YOUR OWN
CIGARETTE MAKER

_ 'Kriow what you smoke and |
1} 'save money. '
A full supply of Machines |
and Paper Tubes now in
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