“Uptotlu of eight, my boy was
a strong, heal .ﬁy . -full of life and | a-tonic
energy. While & p h'og ene
day with gome boys of hi

and, b:lult in a s

80
andt otler w{-:‘erno fngtned
they nn away hotrs he snffered
terrible pain and when found and
brought home was very weak, with
his thigh and leg swollen twice its
size. Thedoctor set the bone but the
pain and exposure were too much for
the poor.bdy and he became uncon-

| sereaming

stilt raulaed. mm ve him ~

oﬂve olr‘ g& reduced the&l?x’::

took away the lameness, but the
mrmm ned. The poor
mm .would waken in the
at'the top of his
mgwm ‘gve himseveral dllcmt
fon y were nouse, ' I found
@ circular Mt and it seemed
so d er tonies I had
thlt I th ht'T would
Three es were all { at
was needed to make sy boy like his
own self again, Itishatd toconyince
my friemls that the.change.in ‘him.
now is_entirely due to Camnol.” OFf

scious. A high feverget in aud‘foa.eourse I still have to watch him and

weeks he lay between life and death
raving for hours at a stretch,
day he o ‘Eened his eyes and murmur-
red ‘Mother,’ but thisis the only word
he could utter he was so weak, but I
knew the worst was over. He got
stronger but for months was in a

nervous condition. The leastsudden
noise or loud talking would startle
him and he would begin trembling,
He was_quite lame and the swelling

One{

gwe him Carnol occasionally but I
ow that he will'soon be 83 strong
again as ever he was. "’

Mrs. P., Montreal,

Carnol is sold by your
and if you can mmntimul
sfter you have tried it, that it ;ua
one you any good, return the empt
bottie to him and he will refuad our
money. g-
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LADYIRIS’
MISTAKE;

or the

Hero of ‘Surata’

’ CHAPTER XXXIIL

“Fore the . village
Esther Rowson, who had
been a faithful friend and servant of
our family. I kn\ew that Isabel could
_remain in the little cottage for a few
days without being seen by any” one,
and that I could trust Esther.

“I wrote to he.r, telling “her that a
young lady was coming over from
France to stay with her for a few
days, and that I did not wish any one.
to see her or know that she was
there, and that I should explain all
when 1 came, but that I did not wish
it ‘o be Xnowd that I was coming. So
% was sc.tled; and Isabel started only
I followed her,
The
there

lived
always

in

iwp days before me.
and but few knew of my visit.
house here was clbsed, and

were Only t!‘reeﬂ'r four servants in it.
1 account*d tg
ed arrival by ,same thu most * fm*
portant bnsinass !u.d breught nie over,
but that I;xkould—srema'ln onIy forty-
eight houfs. Y1 wﬁt;lﬁ gee thé vicar,
an old friend whé: m very dear to
I told him thé - circumstances,
as my wife had beeh

me.
and said that,
dead only four months, I could not
make my marriage public, and that
I must keep it a secret for a time. He
the force of what I said, and
agreed with me.

“The next morning we were married
in the iittle old church with the stone
porch. You remember the legend ‘To
pray bust i8 to love best’? I had it
placed mur_ld your mother’s picture
Ah, my dear dead wife,” cried
the earl, “wculd to Heaven that I had
diell with you! I can hardly proceed
Iris. *T loved her so well that to-day
my grief is as great as it was at first.
Theé vicar promjsed to keep my secret
unti! I thought it prudent to disc¢lose
my marciage. The good old man died
a fow weceks afterward, so that the
secret has heen well kept. The only
pergon present at our marriage was
Esther-Rowson, and<she kept our
secret faithfully until, in her old age,
she became childish, and could keep
it to l*nger. None of the sérvants
suspectel what had_taken place, and
no one had seen sweet Isabel during
her stay at tho cottage. It was quite
sufficiext for me to say that 'l desired
my f{lying visit should not be men-

saw

here.

for, my ] unexnect—,,fnpr Rbwson.
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“When ,thefelore 1 took my beloy ed
and béfutiful young wife trom Eng-
land, none of the outer world knew
that I had been home, much less that
I was married. I took Esther Rowson
<nh us as maid to my deav wife; I
knew that if she were traveling with
us she could not gossip. Independent-
of that, however, Isabel was much at-
tached to her, and the faithful soul
almost worshipped her mistress.

“Ah, me, Iris, if I talked to you for-
ever, I could not tell you what that
one year of happiness was like! It
was but for one year, yét the happi-
ness was great enough to last all my
life. Isabel was the brightest, sweet-
est companion that any man ever had.
How I loved her! And Heaven pun-
ished my idolatry by taking her from
me. We had begunm to think and talk
about getting ready. for our return,
when Isabel’s health suddenly became
delicate. I took her to a pretty little
village on the Rhine—Schonbein—and
there my darling lies buried.

“you, Iris, were born ohe year and
two days after our marriage; and
three days after you were born your
young mother died. I cannot tell you
about it, for I was beside myself. I
remember only two things—my own
mad despair and the devotion of Hs-
I remeémber filling the
cold white hands with flowers. You
can imagine, Iris, what my grief was
If I had dared, I would have killed
myself. But I had to live on with my
heart dead within me—and it has been
as a stond in my breast—dead and
cold. I hope no one will ever suffer
as 1 have suffered.

“She died, Iris, and the best and the
brightest part of my life lies buried
with her. I went awny., and left Es-
ther with you at Schonbein. Heaven
only knows whither I wandered. 1.do
not remember. Madmen are, as a rule,
locked up in asylums. I was not; but,
if ever a man was mad, 1 was. For
three years I traveled about, hardly
knowing where I was, or what I did;
but I came to my senses at last. One
chill Oétober day I-awoke to the re-
collection that Isabel’s child was alive
at Schonbein. I journeyed thither,
and found you with the faithful Es-
ther; but you 'were so strong and so
big, my darling, that you were like a
child of five rather than of three.
a’here was no intention in my ‘mind to
continue to. keep my marriage secret
until we all reached Chandos. There
1 found that, having never heard of
my second marriage, everybody believ-'
ed you to be Lady Guinevere’s child
Bvety one reproached me for having
kept your existence a secret.

“We did not_know that you had a
daughter,” people said to me; and my
answer to every omne was-—

“‘It was a painful subject; for my
wife died when my daughtér was born.’

“For, oh, Iris, believe me, my dear,
I could not bear that any ome should
know my life’s romance! My dear
‘wife was even more sacred to me in
death than in life. Had 1, spoken of
‘her, the world would not have under-
stood how I loved her,  People would
have only laughed becsuse I had mar-

/| ried a poor governess, and have sneer-|

ot at ;ou. “Beside Which--and I think

| this was my stfongest motive~TI loved | :
her too mueh to sdmit all the sur-
prise and the wonder; the utterance

vwmmmmm R
"‘Jmiﬁnmmm No

| second marriage, m one vould um

beleved it.

“Guinevere's friends all came to see
you, sud Idid mot enlighten them. It
was not from cowardice, but because
1 loved Isabel so well that I could not
speak of her. As you grew older and
-1 saw how lttanxly pride of b‘rth was
dovoloped h you, 1 thought'ﬂ had done
wisely in hidin[ the. truth from you;
but I am not disposed to think so

now,” ~.

“CHAPTER XXXIV

Lady Iris sat in perfect silence. It
seemed to her that her life had come
to an end. This blow to her pride was
so terrible, so awful that she could not
realize it. What she had said was
true; she had never felt her heart
drawn to the dark, beautiful face of
Lady Guinevere; the dark eyes had
never looﬁed at ‘her with a/mother'u
Jove. Her feeling was different with
respect to’ the sweet, sad face of the
portrait she held in hey hands. There
was a world of love in those deep vio-
let eyes; and a longing to kiss the sad
face came over Lady Iris. She raised
her head and looked at her father.

“Forgive me,” she said gently; “but
1 think you di@ wrong. It would have
been better had my mother taken her
proper place.”

“She was enshrined in my heart, and
that was all she cared for,” replied
the earl.  “Her death so changed
‘everything! If she had lived, I should
have taken her home in triumph; and
all that would have been said would
have been that Lord Caledon had mar-
ried abroad. No one would have car-
ed to trouble about dates; and, if I
had been asked whogg I had married,:
my answer would have been ‘Miss
Fayne.’ I was proud enough of her,
of her beauty and race, no duchess in
England had such a daughter.”

There was silence betweeen them
for some few minutes, and the earl
saw that his daughters head was
bent low

“You think it would have been better
rhen had I given your mother het
proper place, Iris?’ he asked,

“Certainly I do.” ;

“But, y déar;” objected the earl,
quietly, “that would have been against
your creed. Arg you quite consistent?
Isabel, though so fair and sweet, was
not well-born, as you understand the
term. To me the truest
gentlewoman that ever lived, and the
best; but to you she would have been
inadmissible.”

she was

ence is not fair. If seems a hard thing

“No,” she replied slowly, “the infer-!

choicest dairy cows.

NP oS ‘:;’h __,‘

Canadian Inferno.

to say; but had I been in your placo
T should not have married her, not if
my heart had broken in leaving her.
Having married her, however, ¥ should
not have concealed the fact for an
hour!”

(To be continued.)
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Simply Glorious !

It Follows a Natural Law Which
Neve;

"1"0 Just about gone fo l‘g‘l!"

you know that sottlnz ack
ltronxth is co nﬂvaly easy? But
d@o you realize t is almost im-

g;nlblo to Jot bul: ylmu- -tr’n%l;

ow thst i.bout one woman
uver.v three d be-
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taneous gombustion such as - tskes

There {8 a veritable “hell on eartn”
up in the Canadian wilds, reports 4
Government agent who has just re-
turned from Fort Norman, on the Mac-
kenzie River. He went there to in-
vestigate the new oil discoveries and
found in many places enormous quan-
tities of burning cogl and shale. The
ait is full of sulphur and burning coal.
At night along the river great cliffs
of sizzling molten clay may be seen.

This sounds very Dantesque, but its
probabillty cannot be demied. It is
well known that the fantastic and
highly-colored “bad lands” forma-

tions of the State of South Dakota |

nwe their origin and conditions to
just such a happenipg. In fact, some
of the beds of coal in that region are
still burning. Similar phenomena arse
known in other parts of the world. _

Mome may marvelthat coal and iron’
are found so far north, even within the
Arctic Circle, since “coal, especially,
is known. to be derived from plant lite
whi¢h flourished‘in a tropical or mild
climate. The coal beds of the Mac-
kengie River region, however, are
several million years old. - At the time
they weré formed the climatic condi-
tiond of the earth were very different
from now. It is not only conceivable,
but ¢ertain, that tropical conditiong in
the relatively recent geologic ~past
have existed at both>the North and
South Polar regions. Tt

As to how the fire started ome can
only surmise., It may have been from
lightning, or most likely from spon-

place in the coal storage bins  quite
frequently This little local “hell ‘on
earth” probably has beep ‘burning

for countless thousands of years and}
it will continue until burnéd out or}
until the air can no longer reach the}
burhing material to supply the neces-| |
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Your milk supply couldn’t be any sweetes;
_purer, or more rich and healthful than
St. Charles Milk "with the cream left in”.

In fact it wouldn’t be as rich, because most
of the natural moisture is removed from
St. Charles Milk, which reduces it to the
consistency of cream.

And the supply wouldn’t be as convenient,
for St. Charles is put'tip in “‘a size for every
need”’. Never too much or too little.

A few tins on. your pantry shelf ensure an
always available supply of fresh milk from .

St. Charles Milk—give him your order foday.

You’ll find the Borden Cook-book a great
help. Send for a copye It’s FREE. Address
The Borden Company, Limited, Montreal.

ST CHARLES MILK &

Pure Coun,y Milk With The Creameft fn [«‘<b
N
1263 Ko %

cow~

~

Your grocer always has

czlbes‘

worlh's san(g

OYSTER FRITTERS:—
Drain twenty-five oysters
and chop fine. Beat two
-cggs; when light add one-
fourth cup St. Charles
Milk and three-fourths cup
water; then stir in & scant
pint of sifted flour; beat
smooth. Salt and pepper
to taste. Stir in oysters .
ligh/tly, adding one-half
teaspoonful baking pow-
der. Combine well, 'and

fry by dropping table-

lard.

At wha.t' hour should a man rise?
J"Early," said Benjamin Franklin.

“Late,” said 'St. Augustine. “Any
time,” said Rousseau.

Looking backwards through Lis-
tory we find a great variety of evi-
dence on this question. Beethoven, in
his latter years, breakfasted at three
in the afternoon. Napoleon lostd
Waterloo becansé he slept until nocn.

Sir Isaac Newton was often still
snoring at midday. Ruskin probally
never saw a sunrise. Darwin arrived
daily at his study about eleven and
Abraham _Lincoln onc¢e moved to]
open court at twelve instead of ten.
Isben, appearing 4o his nightshirt,
scandalized his neighbors by ,stand-
ing at an open window taking breath-
ing exercises while the others of his
household were eating luncheon.

Oliver Goldsmith rarely left his
house until nightfall. Dr. Johnson
was called every -morning at nine and
then took three hours to wake up.
Shakespeare conducted his affairs
from his bed, and Matk Twain wrote
ihlsv last two books there. Montaigne
gaid the daytime was “lonely,” and
Deéan 8 ‘vomplained that the pen-
alty of being a dean was that he had
to live too close to the cathedral and
be awakened -too early by its chimes.
~ The "point of tha whole matter is
that for the man who lives by his

> 4
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&CASH’S
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Tobacco Story

WATER STREET,

Local
Food Products.

150 cases No. 1 Salmon.
_‘100,cases Fancy Bake-
apples.
40 cases Blueberries.
25 cases 1’s Rabbit.
20 cases 1’s Lobster.

— Also —

POTATOES, TURNIPS,
CABBAGE,
CARROTS, PARSNIPS,
BEET.

Soper & Moore

Phone 480402, P, 0. B, 1345,

For soap making,
water, ¢eledning
drains, efc.

softy
sinks, ¢

For Engineers as bhoiler
pound.' For every purpos

“which §y¢ is used.

ASK YOUR JOBBR
FOR IT.

oct23,m,th
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“You may dress as well #
she,” says our Dainty Doroths

DON'T envy the clothes of th
well-dressed woman whot
w_ardrobe seems inexhaustibié)
Ha¥é somte of your own garment
dry cleaned and dyed. For (i
ts. the secret of many a womil
smartly garbed appearance

And here you know that v
clothes will be properly treal
and that our business courte
wm make you fecl that this B

ll .
—

—

housé D€ Luxe.

o amem T

Lﬁ“ﬂl 15 the cleaning and dyelsd

PHONE 148%
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Mustad’s Hooks f{

The Great Nor-_.:v"
wegian Fish ~
Knller.

DISCOUNT

“Fireproof

Br"QWr'l Pe\arl. ‘
+ - 10 pee. Discount for Cash
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