
. -

octl7.3i,m,w_
W«*S2i

!KE0CMHM«

THE SAD OPTIMIST.
" 1 '—— ’ The meet deter-

r
' mined o ptimist 
i h a a moments 
; when he sighs, 
; and mutters to 
i himself, “Î wist 
I that life is not all 
i pies;” and ere 

he’s from his 
i grouch u p r 1 s t, 

he’s shed brine 
| from his eyes, 
p—_.. The most resolv-

ed-of Sunny Jims 
has moments of despair; he fails to 
dance on buoyant limbs, he seats him
self to swear, and wearily he "wipes 

beard and

A 1921 CREATION

knew not—but, she looked the image 
of calmness and self-possession,

“Good-afternoon,” he said, raising 
his hat again. “We are fated to meet, 
it seems.”

"We hare met again,” replied Iris, 
with a faint smile; “but I don’t think 
Fate has much to do with it; this is a 
favorite ride of mine."

| He nodded.
“I was thinking of myself when I 

spoke of Fate,” he said gravely. “This 
morning I had no idea of coining 
here."

“Why did you comet" she asked, 
and could have bitten her tongue out 
the next moment for having done so.

His eyes, which had been fixed on 
her face, dropped suddenly, then he 
looked up as he replied:

“I came after a belonging of mine. 
I left a scarf here yesterday.”

Iris kept the color out of her face, 
and was even guilty of looking round 
as. if in search of the lost article.

“A scarf r
“Yes. It wasn’t a very valuable 

one,” he said, with a laugh, “but, act
ing on \the principle of ‘waste not, 
want not,’ I though I would come and 
see what had become of it”

“And you have not found itî"
He laughed again.
“Alas! no. It has either become the 

sport of the winds, or* at this moment 
decks the neck of some ploughboy. He 
would b< welcome to it but fbr one 
reason.”

would be a pity to cut short such a 
virtue.”

"You mean that I am to remain in 
ignorance still?” he said ^gravely.

She Inclined her head and smiled.
“Yes! introductions should be pro

perly made. Ours would be the in
formal.’'

He made a tittle gesture of disap
pointment.

(To be continued.)

his glims, and rends his 
hair. I would not give a picayune 
for any mirthful gent Who always 
hums a cheerful tune and never makes 
lament; he shows he is a locoed loon, 
devoid of sentiment The optimist 
has gloomy days when he can’t frame 
a song, for everywhere be turns hi» 
gaze he sees so much that’s wrong, 
sees virtue halt on stony way», while 
crime Is going strong. But since he 
is an optimist he fights the gloomy 
view; he .taps himself upon the wrist 
and says, “This will not do! There 
never was so dense a- mist the sun 
could not break through! And all the 
evils I behold are doomed to pass 
away, and virtue, shod in shining, 
gold, again, will have, her day: then 
why lament and rant and scold, and ! 
flop my ears and bray?” The opti
mist sees good advance, though pro
gress oft is slow; and if he is, by any 
chance, immersed in tears of woe, he 
soon emerges from his trance, his 
teardrops cease to flow.

THE NEW BROGUE
The new fall season has developed many new styles, 

hut none have hit the mark with young men as have 
the new Brogue Boots. Made in Tan Norwegian Calf 
with fibre insert and heavy outer sole. Note the Eng
lish last and French toe ; the newest of the new.

$12.00
& MONROE, Ltd.,

I suffered The Shoe Menseemed to be tired
I the time, and had no
ambition to do any-

1 thing or go any place.
My nerves were in
bad shape, I could
not sleep at night, 
and then came a 
breakdown. I read 
of Lydia E. Pink- 
ham’s Vegetable 
Compound in the

WHEN REFILLING YOUR FLASHLIGHT we are
“Laugh and grow fat” is an old 

axiom. We advise the use of a good 
tonic.

“BRICK’S TASTELESS”
is a wonderful tonic and will cer
tainly improve your health.

The selection of a tonic is a matter

In the former villa of Pope Julius 
ill, in Rome, which is now used as an 
Etruscan museum, there Is exhibited 
an excellent specimen of a gold dental 
bridge in proper position in a skull

Castellans, a town in Etruria, situated

my friends
» use it,

great importance, as
“And what may that be?” aaked

forward in her

was utterlyacted
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she said after a pause, during which 
a shyness seemed creeping over her,' 
which was altogether novel and 
strange to her. "It wee a long way 
to ride for It------”

“From Gloseop? Yes,” he said;*“I 
came from OIossop.” He glanced at the 
cob with a smile. “And I came fast 
The fact is" I had intended starting for
France this afternoon, but------” he
stopped and hesitated—“but the coun
try looked so beautiful, and I wanted 
to see this brook again; to carry with 
me a good, distinct Impression -f the 
place where I so nearly lost my life, 
and you so bravely saved it

Iris’s eyes dropped .beneath his 
earnest, ardent gase.

“And have you got the distinct im
pression?” she said, trying to speak

$ v.s

“Flowers of the 
Valley,”

MABEL HOWARD, 
OF THE LYRIC.

CHAPTER VL 
* (Continued.)

Iris, as she went through the hall 
in her habit half ea hour afterward, 
paused a' moment at the library door, 
and knocked. Instead of hearing her 
father call out, “Come in!” she heard 
him walk across the room and unlock 
the door.

“Oh, is it you?” he said, and his face 
cleared of the frown which it had 
worn, as if expecting some one else.

“Yes, dear,” she said. “Did you 
think it would be any one else?”

“I thought it might be Signof 
Ricardo,” he said. “What Is it, Inis?"

“Will you come with me for a ride, 
father?” she asked.

He thought a moment and glanced 
toward the table. Her eyes followed 
his and she saw a large sheet of yel
low paper or parchment spread out on 
the writing slope.

“Not this morning, dear,” he said. 
“I am busy.”

“Will you not? It Is such à lovely 
day.”

He shook his head.
“No, dear, I cannot I have a great 

ideal to do,” and he sighed. “Go and 
renloy yourself,” and he touched her 
.cheek with Ms hand caressingly.

She bent forward and kissed his 
(forehead, and as he went hack into the 
-room, she heard Mm lock the door 
after him. It struck her at the time 
as strange; the squire was not in the 
habit of locking himself up, seeing that 
there'was no one in the whole place, 
excepting Iris, who would dare to in
terrupt Mm. Was it against Signor 
Ricardo he had locked the door, and 
why?

She asked herself this question as 
she rode ont of the lodge gates with 
A strange feeling of uneasiness; but 
the afternoon was, as she bad said, 
Jlovely, the sun shone as if It were in 
‘the month of July, and Snow was In 
puch excellent spirits that her mind 
was too occupied in keeping Mm in 
.order and listening to the songs of the 
"birds to ponder over the question for 
long.

ReacMng the heath she pulled up for 
Ja second to decide in wMch direction 
■She would ride, an# turned Snow’s 
head in the opposite way to that which 
she had taken yesterday; but after rid
ing a few yards she pulled up again, 
land with a heightened color galloped 
Off toward the Holt, although when 
nhe had started she had firmly resolv

ed that she would not go anywhere 
near the scene of her adventure.

Arrived at the field in wMch she had 
fought the bull, she rode up to the 
hedge and looked over. Her foe of 
yesterday was placidly cropping the 
grass, and merely stopped for a sets 
ond to look up at her as tamely and In
offensively as If he had been a heifer.

Some mischievous impulse, of which* 
no doubt, she would afterward be 
ashamed, prompted her to leap the 
hedge and she did so and rode up to 
Mm. ~

He stared at her for a moment, then 
placidly moved a little away and re
turned to his dinner.

“I was right,” she said to herself;
"he does know me.” And a wish arose 
that the stranger she had rescued 
could have been present to acknow
ledge It

Still thinking of him, she mechan
ically rode through the gate which 
they had had so much trouble In get
ting through yesterday, and slowly 
paring toward the brook, pulled up at 
the spot from which she had taken the 
scarf. I

With a dreamy thoughtfulness, a 
look of strange perplexity and unrest, 
she sat and looked down at the stream.

What had come to her? Why had 
she, who had so firmly resolved that 
she would not come near this place for 
at least a month, ridden here to-day?

With a sigh df annoyance shê touch
ed the rein to turn Strew, when she 
saw the man at whom she Was think
ing sitting on the bank a few yards 
behind her, Ms eyes fixed upon her 
with an intent Inti eager expression.’

The color dyed her face, then left it 
pale. She "kept her eyes fixed straight 
befbre her, trying to decide whether 
she should notice him or not. At a 
little distance stood a cob tied to a 
tree, and from the look of the animal 
he had been ridden at a god pace.

Lord Coverdale sat as motionless as 
herself, as If waiting to see whether 
she would honor him by recognizing 
him; the seconds grew to minutes, 
then she bowed coldly and turned as If 
to go.

He raised his straw hat—-he was 
still in flannels—and came toward her, 
the intent, eager look changed to one 
of keen pleasure, and as it seemed, 
gratitude.

As he approached, Iris, surveying 
him with her dark, clear eyes, thought no one. Until you choose to tell me 
that he looked even handsomer than your name, I elect to remain in lgnop- 
he had done yesterday. The white ance. I said ‘elect,’ but—but I am not 
flannels and his straw hat suited him, ! content" 
and the eager smile lent an addition- ! Irlg gtniie(j
al charm to the frank, clear-cut face, j “Your lack of curiosity is admlr- 

Her heart beat wildly why, she , able,” she said, and her eyes flashed
i with a spark of girlish mischief;

carelessly.
He nodded, and looked round.
"Yes; if I live to be a hundred 

shall not forget It; not a tree or 
gate; no, I shall not forget it" in a 
low voice. “You know It well; It Is a 
favorite ride of yours?”

“Yes,” she assented.
“I am glad of that” he said softly. 

“I shall like to think that you may
come here sometimes------ ’ He stopped.

It was time for her to go now; the 
afternoon was getting late; there was 
no excuse for lingering in this kind of 
confidential conversation with 
stranger, although * she had plucked 
him off the horns of a bull; but still 
Iris sat leaning forward slightly, her 
reins held lightly In her hands, her 
eyes fixed dreamily Upon the brook.

Suddenly a curiosity seised her; she 
wanted to know whether he knew who 
she was.

“Did you call at the farm-end borrow 
a hat yesterday?” she asked, speaking 
in the most careless manner.

“No,”- he answered concisely. Then 
he looked up at her. “Do you know 
why I did not?”

She smiled and shook her head.
“Do you know why I elected to go 

to Gloseop bare-headed, and risk ’ elng 
taken up as a tramp or a lunatic? Can 
you not guess?”

“I am very had at conundrums,’- she 
said Indifferently. "I have not the 
least idea. Why?”

“I will tell you,” he' said slowly, 
and with a faint red in his bronzed 
cheeks. “I did not .go to the farm be
cause 1 should not have been able to 
resist temptation.”
■ Iris laughed softly.

“To steal the chickens?”
“No,” he said; “but the temptation 

to ask who you were.”
The color flooded her face, then left 

It in its ordinary warm ivory white
ness , -

"You see,” he went on In a low voice, 
“When you had refused to tell me your 
name, I felt that It would scarcely be 
honourable to learn it from any other 
source. I said to myself, this lady has 
almost said, “I do not wish you to 
know who I am,’ and the least I could 
do in return for saving my life was 
to obey your lightest wish.”

Iris examined the gold handle of her 
riding whip minutely.

“Was I not right?” he said.
“And you have asked no one?” she 

sat), instead of answering him.
"I have asked no pne,” he replied, 

slowly and earnestly, "and I will ask

LETTER FROM 
MRS, WAKELIN

Tells Remarkable Story of 
Sickness and Recovery.
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Needs milk that is always pure, 
always safe, always the same ;

LL those qualities which a doctor, nurse or 
mother seek in milk for babies are found 
in Carnation Milk.

It is sealed while perfectly fresh—Carnation 
edndenseries are in the heart of Canada’s finest 
dairy lands.

It is rigidly inspected to insure purity and 
richness. .

It is sealed in new airtight containers— 
protected against contamination.

It is Sterilized to make assurance of absolute 
purity and safety doubly sure.

The fresh milk is received at the condenseries 
in the country and part df the water is removed 
by evaporation, then the now creamy milk is 
sealed and sterilized.

Because Carnation Milk is always uniform, it is 
excellent for infant feeding.

Its convenience is another advantage.
You can keep any quantity of it ahead.
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You_ always have it (on hand whenever 
you-need it. You are rid of the worry of 
a pure milk supply. Winter and summer 
weather have no effect on Carnation 
Milk.
• rt-The “Story of Carnation Milk” is a 
tooElet, that tells fully how safety, purity 
and Uniform quality are obtained in 
Carnation Milk. It also contains the 
formula of a noted physician for infant 
feeding.

For special, individual cases your 
doctor will be glad to prescribe Carnation 
Milk and tell you to what strength you 
should dilute it.

You’ll value this FREE booklet, also for its 
100 tested recipes for making puddings, sauces, 
pies, cakes, candies, etc. Write our Ayliner office 
to-day.

Carnation Milk Products Co., Limited 
Aylmer - Ontario

Condenseries at Aylmer and Springfield, 
Ontario
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A Suit or Overcoat, at 
Maunder*;, selected from 
a splendid variety of 
Sritish Woollens, cat by 
an up-to-date system 
from the latest fashions, 
moulded and, made to 
your shape by expert 
workers, costs you no 
more than the ordinary 
hand-me-down. We al
ways keep our stocks 
complete and you are 
assured a good selection. 
Samples and style sheets 
sent to any address.

John
Tailor and Clothier

Maunder,
81-28$ Duckworth Street
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