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CHAPTER XVI.

Mr. Barrixlgi<1n's keen eye bent it-
self upon him, and a faint smile twist-
ed the thin, shrewd lips.

Lord Heron flushed redder still.

“She was the most beautiful girl I
ever saw!” he said with sudden warm-
th.

“And you do not know her name?”

“I do not,” replied Lord Heron.

“] know of no one—there was Miss
Knighton——" he said, sadly.

“Oh, it was not her!” said Lord Her-
on, quickly. “I know that much!”

“Strange!” mused the lawyer. “I
know every one in this place, my lord,
gentle and simple. Perhaps it was one
of the farmers’ daughters?”

“Certainly it was not a farmer’s
' daughter!” said Lord Heron with great
emphasis.

“Then I am afraid I cannot help you.
my lord,” said Mr. Barrington as he
rose. “Shall we go round the house

' now?”

Lord Heron rose with a sigh. He
seemed fated to remain to the last mo-
ment in ignorance of the very name,

’even of the girl who had won his
“heart.

Mr. Barrington led the way into the
hall.

. “You have been here before,
ilord?”
! “Yes,” assented Lord Heron.

“But there have been many altera-
‘tions ” said Mr. Barrington, as a foot-
man opened the door of the great

i drawing-room. ‘“This room has been
j almost rebuilt. It was decorated by
;Leighton. The ceiling cost five tholi-
+sand pounds:”

Lord Heron walked across the
magnificent room, and looked round
him pensively. There were flowers on
the tables, and books. He picked up
one of the latter, and as he opened it,
'he saw written on the blank page,
. “Iris Knighton, from her beloved fa-
ther.”

With a pang he put the book down
as if it had stung him, and crossed to
the piano.

Some sheets of music lay on the
. top, and as he bent and looked at them,
‘the name again stared at him—Iris
Knighton!

“Let us go on,” he said, in'a pained
voice.

Mr. Barrington glanced at him ques-
'tioningly; but Lord Heron, in silence,
,followed him into the conservatory. It
‘had been built in the Italian style, and
tterly regardless of cost; and was,
'indeed, rather a palm house thgn an
jordinary conservatory. Lord Heron
‘looked round at the rare and exquisite
exotics, over which the palms formed
ia canopy; at the fountain of white
'marple and the aviary of singjng birds.

“It is a lovely place,” he said,’and
‘walked down one of the aisles.

As he did so he saw, lying beside a
cactus, a pair of small scissors and a
lady’s long glove.

He took it up.

“Miss Knighton’s,” said Mr. Barring-
ton, in a suppressed voice.

Lord Heron dropped it quickly. The
whole place seemed elogquent of the
poor girl whom he had supplanted!
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Mr. Barnngton directed his atten-
ticn to the view.

“One of t‘he grandest in England,”
he said, “and all you- see, my lord, 'is
your own!”

The words struck almost harshly
upen Lord Heron’s heart, and the very
glove where he had dropped it seem-
ed to echo them?

Mr. Barringtoﬁ turned, and they
went by a corridor, lined with statu-

ary, into the smoking and billiard
room. 3
“This room was not much used,”
said Mr. Barrington; “but it was al-
ways kept in perfect order for visi-

,tors. Here is the morning-room. The

squire often dined here; it faces south,
and Miss Knighton liked it better than
the large dinning-room.”

Lord Heron followed him up the
staircase into the upper corridor, and
a maidservant opened some of -the
doors. At one of them Lord Heron
looked into a beautiful-furnished bou-
doir, its pale blue satim hangings shim-
mering in the soft sunlight,

“Miss Iris’ room, my lord,” murmur-
ed the girl. “Will you walk in?’ -

“No, no!” said Lord Heton, stepping
back quickly. “For Heaven's sake—
that will do!” he added, hurriedly.
“Let us go downstairs into the open
air, Barrington.”

“One moment, my lord,” he said. “I
would like you to see the picture gal-
lery. It is as fine as-any private col-
lection in the kingdom, perhaps ex-
empting Blenheim. You have art trea-
sures enough here to stock a provin-
cial museum,” he added, waving, hi§
hand down the long gallery. with its
magnificent collection of pictures and
statuary.

Lord Heron walked along the tesse-
lated floor, his hands behind him,
examining the pictures; and he knew
that the lawyer had not spoken ex-
travagantly.

“Mr. Knighton had the family por-
traits arranged in the hall,” said Mr.
Barrington. “You noticed them?”

“Yes,” said Lord Heron.

“That is, all that the hall would
hold,” continued Mr. Barrington; “the
later ones are hung at this end of the
gallery. Here is one—Edward Knigh-
ton, and there is his wife.”

Lord Heron moved along slowly,
looking up at the pictures. He stopped
for fully a minute regarding-sadly and
gravely the portrait of the last Knigh-
ton—the man who had just exchanged
all this splendor for a narrow space in
the family vault.

“It is a good portrait—Ilife\itself!”
muttered Mr. Barrington, with a sigh.

Lord Heron turned to the next. It
was that of a young girl leaning
against a grassy bank with a dog play-
ing at her feet.

He approached it absently and un-
suspiciously and raised his head; but
no sooner had his eyes rested upon it
than he uttered an exclamation, and
in his amazed astonishment fell back
a step.

There, smiling down at him from the
canvas, was the lovely face of the girl
he loved. There she stood, very much
as she had stood beside the stream,
with the same half-sad, half-smiling
regard in her dark eyes. There could
be no mistake; her face was engraved
on his heart! It was herself! The very
turn of the neck, the dark, ‘soft hair,
the attitude of - the small, - shapely
hands. It was the same—it was ghe!

“Merciful Heaven!™ he exclaimed,
and the ejaculation seemeéd to come
from the depths of his heart.

Mr. Barrington, who had moved
aside for a moment, turned to him.
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said. p o
Lord Heron, without removing his

eyes from the portrait ralled his hand

and pointed to it.

“Whose face—whose, portmit iay
this?” he asked, as: his voice, in hlsL
effort to' make it calm and indifferent, !l
sounded strange and harsh.

“That,” said’ Mr, Barrington, in a
low voice; “that is Miss Knighton—;
Miss Iris, poor girl!” |
Lord Heron’s hand dropped to his |
‘side, then went out toward the back of
a chair, and grasped it firmly.

“What is the matter? Are you ill, my
lord?” asked Mr. Barrington.

ent and motionless; then he turned,
and Mr, Barrington saw that his face
was white to the lips.

“Nothing!” he said. “Nothing is the
matter!” 5

CHAPTER XVIL
A, MINIATURE PAGANINL

Iris was exhausted, and soon the
rhythmical sound of the horses’ feet
and the tinkle of the bells on their
harness lulled her to sleep and to a
brief forgetfulness. How long she slept
she knew not, but when she awoke the
sunlight was streaming through an
opening in the canvas cover of the
gart, and, looking out, she saw before
her the cloud of thin fllmy smoke
which hung like a canopy over the
great city.

Mr. Knighton had no town house,
but nearly every year he rented one of
the large mansions in Park Lane, and
he and Iris used to spend & month or
two there in the height of the London
season, and they had been welcomed
as noteworthy additions to the ranks
of society. As the daughter and heiress

and Beverley, Iris had been a person-
age of some importance, even in Lon-
don, and her beauty and grace had
made her the belle of many a ball and
reception. Her former visits had been
ones of pleasure and social triumph,
but how was she entering London
now? In a carrier’s cart; nameless.
friendless, and alone!

Pale and wan she leaned against the
boxes and looked out with an aching
feeling of solitude and misery, but still
resolved to maintain her determina-
tion.

Nearer and nearer the now tired
horses drew toward the great hive, and
presently they stopped at a wayside
inn, and the old carter came to the
back of the cart with a steaming cup
of .coffee and a plate of bread and but-
ter.

“Oh, you're awake, are you, miss?”’
he said, with & nod and a smile-“You
have had a good sleep, haven’t you?
I've looked in at you now and again,
and you was sleeping like an infant.
Ah, there’s nothing like clean straw!
I've heard of folks that stuffed their
pillows with hops to make ’em sleep,
but give me a toss-up of clean straw
in a cart as don’t jolt too much! I've
brought you a cup of coffee and some
bread and butter. I expect you be hun-
gry.”

Iris could not eat even a morsel of
the bread and butter, but she took the
coffee gratefully.

“That’s all right,” said the old man,
cheerily, as she gave him the cup
back; “nothing like a cup of coffee in
the early morning for ladies, but give
me beer!” and with a chuckle he toss-
ed off half a pint.

After a short rest the horses plod-
ded on again, and entering London by
a southern suburb, pulled up, finally,
at a quiet inn in one of the streets near
Covent Garden. . /

That great thoroughfare, the Strand,
was in full stream, and Iris, as she
stepped from the ci,rt felt like a fea-
ther dropped upon® the bosom of a
rushing river.

In her excitemert and nervousness
ghe left the bag containing the jewels
behind her in the straw, but the old
‘carter climbed in and got it, and held
it out to her with a smile.

“Very nearly forgot it,” he said, as
Iris, flushing a little, was sliding a
half-sovereign from het purse. “What!
Is this ‘for me?” he exclaimed. “Oh,
but it’s to much, miss!” and he eyed
her with a new-born curiosity and in-
terest.

“No, no,”’ said Iris, hurriedly, “it is
not too much. I am grateful, deeply
grateful to you. But for you——" she
stopped, and the old mt'm. scratching
his head, looked at her doubttully

“Well, it’s very liberdl of you, miss.
1 suppose they give you good wages
down at the Revels! And now you
know where you are? That's the
Strand, there,” he added, pointing his
whip, for Iris looked around confused-
ly; “what part are you going to?”’

Iris hesitated a moment.

“This will do,” she said at last; “will
you mind. my:asking you not to. tell
any one——" _

He interrupted he? with a chuckle
and an elaborate wink. = .

“I'm mum, miss! Lor’ bless you,
you've no call to be afraid. It gin’t
likely a young lady like you would like
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“What is the matter, my lord? he|

Lord Heron stood for a moment sil-
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Carnation Milk
recipes will add variety to your menu.
recipes awaiting your request. Write for it to-day—it’s free.
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Part of the water is removed by evaporanon
the milk of creamy consistency is sealed in air-tight
containers—and sterilized.

It Keeps for Months—Always Handy

Carnation Milk, therefore, keeps for months. Even
when the can is opened it stays sweet and fresh for
several days.
There is no waste—no problem of *left over’—
with Carnation Milk.
There is no worry about milk delivery—winter or
summer your grocer can supply you.

And Carnation Milk serves every milk purpose.

Use it as cream for tea, coffee, fruit or cereals.
Chill it first, for whipping. Dilute. it with at least
an equal amount of water—for cooking or for table
For drinking dilute with an equal amount
of water, or more, according to taste.

Order three or four tall cans (16 oz. size) or a case of 48
cans from your grocer—the Carnation Milkman.

Send for this Famous Recipe
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Other Milk Supply

THOUSANDS of Canadian. homes now bup
milk ahead—a week’s or a2 month’s supply—
with their groceries.

'They keep Carnation Milk—on their pantry shelves
'—pure, rich “whole” milk, fresh whenever needed.

éet your milk supply this way, too

The rich milk is delivered to the Carnation conden-
series which lie in the heart of Canada’s finest
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Marriages by Months.

July John Shou]d Marry March Mary.

The months in which a bride and
bridegroom were born have much to
do with their married happiness. A boy
and girl must each find their “month
mate” if they would find their soul
mate and be happy.

Each month has its own peculiar
gifts of temperament. All lovers have
to do is to see that their respective
birth months, however different from
each other, shall harmonise.

Month can marry month only in the
cases of June, July, December, and
February. The July. girl is meek,
visionary, and sensitive. She would
be fairly happy with a July boy. He,
however, is rough and ready, rather
obstinate and obtuse. He would be
kind to a July girl, but he would cer-
tainly be happier with a March girl,
who, though gentle, is tactful and
firm. Similarly, the most desirable
husband for the July girl is the March
boy.

December should marry December,
and February February. Moreover,

[girls born in these months are very
good brides for boys born in any
month, as they become loving wives
and capable home-makers. For the
ideal, however, a December girl should
wed an April boy. February mates well
with June.

August Attraects April

May boys and girls are passionate
and wilful, and two “Mays” might
mean & Kilkenny cat marriage. May
lovers are quick to quarrel and slow
to forgive. May should marry January
—or remain gingle.

Oil-and-water marriages may easily
be contracted between the Mays, the
Augusts, and- the Novembers. The
Mays and Augusts are extremely self-
willed, but very generous. November
is the month that supplies the hen-
peckers.

August should marry April. April is
rather \pig-headed and self-assertive—
but these types often attract each,
other. April and August “mix.” In such
a union you usually find that the man
is volukle, opinionative and fussy, but
‘his better half who has very little to
gay is the “boss’’! 4
To those who can face the storms
of November—notably. March, July,
September, and November itself—the

November ‘wife will be loyal and cap-
 able, if. waspish and meagre with.

Here m some idﬁl emnbiuuonh
J’nm and June; June and ' October;

Jhne and -Fnbrm, Lumt u\d Bop- 3

person is mild, and achieves happiness

by allowing shrewish November
rule-the roost.
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