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rday at the Prinzenhof about  thy -
ait of William the Silent,
ked her afterwards it she digy't
it looked like you, ghe said not

inyhow she had only been jokln;
t was an ugly portrait,. ’I‘hen."tm,’
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e that they are determined to per
nd she thinks they will come to
m. My cousin has been left 8
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d Miss Rivers have come to take
through the waterways of Hol
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leir financial circumstances hardly
t such an undertaking.”

ky girls I”” was my comment.
but you don’t know all. A young
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at all. As a sort of payisg
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the. man may be an adventurer. He's an
artist, it appears, named Starr—"’
«What, the Starr whose Salon picture

made 8O much talk in Paris this

spring 7"’

iryes; but being a good artist doefm’t
constitute him a good man. He might
make love to the girls.”’

«Beast ! so he might, aunt or mno
aunt. She’ll probably aid and abet
him. I don’t know that I blame you
for objecting to such an adventure for
your cousin.”’ )

«Qh, it isn't so much for her—that is,
except on principle. But I've done all
I can, and my mother has done all she
can, SO you can imagine what my
cousin’s pig-headedness is like to resist
us both. My mother tells me she could
do nothing with her; and the girls are
Jeaving us to-morrow. They go back
to Rotterdam, where they expect to find
Starr’s aunt, and, they hope, a skipper
for the motor-boat. Cousin Helen asked
it I could recommend a suitable man;
put even if I knew one, 1 should not
make it easier for her to flout the
wishes of the family.”’

«Naturally not,”” said I, with the sort
of fellow-feeling for Robert which makes
one wondrous kind. And 1 was sure
that if I were Miss Van Buren’'s cousin,
and had set myself against her doing a
certain thing, she would not have done
it.

“However they are returning to Rot-
terdam early in the morning, and that
being thé case, as I was saying, I didn't
see how it will be possible for you to
meet 1y cousin.”’

“I bet that I will meet her, and be
properly introduced, too, before either
of us is a week older,’”’ said I, and then
was sorry I had clothed my resolve in
But it was too late
to explain or apologize, for at that in-
stant two or three men came up. The
thought of what I had blurted out lay
heavy on my mind afterwards, and if it
had not seemed a far-fetched and even
school-missish thing to do, I would have
sent a line to Robert asking him to
erase that clumsy and impertinent boast
from his memory. If he is stupid enough
or awkward enough to repeat anything
of our conversation, and give Miss Van
Buren the impression that I tried to
make a wager concerning her, it will be
all up with me, I know.

As it is, I can only hope that my
words will go out at one ear as fast as
they went in at the other.

Next morning I had made no definite
plan of action, but thought that as
Miss Van Buren was going to Rotter-
dam, it could do no harm for me to go
to Rotterdam too, and see what would
happen next. Things of some sort were
bound to happen, and one way or other
my chance might come before she started
on her journey.

My mother is at Chateau Liliendaal,
the place where she likes best to spend
July and August when we dom’t run
over to England; but she didn't expect
me to join her for some days, and mean-
while T was free to do as I chose.

I was in hopes that I might see Miss
Van Buren in the train, if I took the
most gpopular one in the morning ; but
she and her stepsister were not on
poard, so I fancied Robert must be driv-
Ing them back in the borrowed car, de-
8pite his objections to their proceedings.

I went straight to the Rowing Club,
where T have several friends., and as 1
knew from Robert that the motor-boat
was ‘Lorelei’ I easily found out where
she was lying. The next thing was to
80 and have a look! at her, to see if
Preparations were being made for an im-
mediate start.

Ii(.tid fm}nthvn what sl}c was like. but
d her a handsome little craft. with

tw cabing.
0 cabins, and deck-room to accommo-
date four or

five passengers: also 1
learned fro, a man employed on the
quav.clr».w by that the motor was an
American one of thirty horse-power. He
told me as well, by way of gossip, that
& rakish barge, moored with her pert
brass nose almost on ‘Lorelei’'s’’ stern,
had been hired. and would be towed by
the o‘wnmm of the motor-boat.

b'I didn’t know what to make of this

mlémoiinmfmw;nion. as Robert had not
¢d a barge; but the skylight

u‘leanL’ a4 studio. so I saw the man

Starr’s hand in the arrangement, and be-

gan to hate the fellow.

By the time I had loitered in the

?:{gmm”m”d for half an hour or more.
t Wa8 noon, and it occurred to me that
might go and lunch at Miss Van

'HIE

Buren’s hotel. But this would look like
dogging the girl’s footsteps, and eventu-
ally I decided upon a more subtle means
of gaining my end.

Nevertheless, 1 strolled past the house;
but, seeing nobody worth seeing, I re-
luctantly turned my steps farther on to
a garden restaurant —a middle-class
place, with tables under chestnuts™ and
beeches or in shady arbors for parties
of two or four.

It was early still, but the restaurant
is popular, and all the small tables un-
der the trees were appropriated. For-
tunately, several arbors were empty.
although one or two were engaged, and
I walked into the first I came to.

For a few moments I was kept wait-
ing, then a fluent waiter appeared to
recommend the most desirable dishes of
the day. His eloquence was in full
tide, when a man passed by the entrance
of my arbor, hesitated, and went on to
the next.

‘““That is engaged, sir,”
walter.

““I don’t understand Dutch,’”” answered
the new-comer in American-English.
‘““Can you speak French ?’’

The waiter could, and did. The man—
a good-looking fellow, with singularly
brilliant black eyes and a fetching smile
—explained that it was he who had en-
gaged the arbor, that he was expecting
a lady, and would not order luncheon
until she joined him.

He sat down with his gray flannel
back to me., but I could see him througn
the screen of leaves and lattice, and it
was clear that he was nervous. He
kept jumping up, going to the doorway,
starting out, and returning to throw
himself on the hard green bench with an
impatient sigh. Cvidently she was late

An omelet arrived for me, and still my
neighbor was alone; but I had scarcely
taken up my fork when a light, tripping
step sounded crisply on the crushed seu-
shells of the path outside. A shadow
darkened the doorway, and for an in-
stant a pocket-edition of a woman., 1n
a neat but well-worn tailor-made dress,
hung on my threshold. Rather like a
trim gray sparrow she was, expecting a
crumb, then chamnging her mind and hop-
ping further on to find it.

But the change of mind came only
with the springing up of the young man
in the adjoining arbor.

‘““Aunt Fay, is that you?”’ he in-
quired, in an anxious voice, ispeaking the
name with marked emphasis.

““Oh !”’ chirped the gray sparrow, flit-
ting to the next doorway, ‘I must have
counted wrong. I saw a young man
alone, and—Then you are my nephew—
Ronald.”’

She also threw stress upon the name
and the relationship, and, though I
knew nothing of the face that lurked be-
hind a tissue veil, I became aware that
the lady was an American.

“Funny thing,”” I said to myself.
“They don’t seem to have met before.
She must be a long-lost aunt.”

My neighbor would have ushered his
relative into the arbor, but she lingered
outside.

‘“Come, Tibe,”’
change of tone.
Tibe "’

There was a sudden stir in the garden,
a pulling of chairs closer to small
tables, & jumping about of waiters, a
tfew stifled shrieks in feminine voices,
and a powerful tan-colored bull-dog, with
a peculiarly concentrated and earnest
expression on his countenance, bounded
through the crowd toward his mistress,
with a fine disregard for obstacles. Evi-
dently, if there was any dodging to be
done, he had been brought up to expect
others to do it; and 1 thought the
would seldom be

called out the

she cried, with a shrill
‘“Here, Tibe, Tibe,

chances were that he
disappointed.

““Good heavens !”’ exclaimed Nephew
Ronald, as the monster cannoned against
him. “You didn’t mention This.”’

“No; I knew you were sure to love
him. I wouldn't have anything to do
with a  creature who didn’t. Isn’'t he
exquisite ?"’

‘“He’'s a dream,’
but he did not specify
dreanw.

‘““Where I go, there Tibe
went on the lady. “His name 'is Tib-
erius, but it’s rather long to say when
he's doing something you want him to
stop. He'll lunch with us like a per-
fect gentleman. Oh, he is more flower
than dog! Tibe, come away {froM that
door instantly 1'’

’

said the young man;
what kind of

goes also,””

FARMER’S ADVOCATE.
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The World’s Finest Tea
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B72
Tea out-rivals and out-sells all others,
solely through its delicious flavour
and down-right all-round goodness.

$60,000—In Cash Prizes—$60,000

Maritime ‘Provinces
Exhibition Circuitof 1915

Halifax Exhibition
September 8 to 16
M. McF. HALL, Secretary, Halifax, N.S.

Fredericton Exhibition

September 18 to 25
W. S. HOOPER, Sec., Fredericton, N.B.

Chatham Exhibition

September 27 to October 1
GEO. E. FISHER, Sec., Chatham, N.B.

All these exhibitions are open te Canada and breeders of horses, cattle,
sheep, swine and poultry, in addition to participating in the large prize!
money offered can depend on making many good sales, as the farmer ‘‘down-
by-the-sea’” now has his eye open for the very best—if you have it, and
want to sell it, he will want to buy it.

Write the Secretaries, as above, for prize lists and further information.

“Spot It? Oh dear, No!

air comes from the registers,
mellow, warm and pure.

There is never the least bit of
dust from our furnace—it's a
Hecla.” :

Wouldn't that give you constant
joy? Air free from fine coal
dust! No sticky soot to float
about and soil the wall paper,
the curtains, or furnishings!
And never an odor of gas! The

There never can be a leakage of
gas or dust from a Hecla
Furnace. Because of our patent-
ed Fused Joints we are able to
guarantee that.

Let us tell you more about
healthful heating. Keep dust
away from your curtains and
furniture. Keep pure the air
you and your family breathe.
Mail the coupon for a booklet on
this subject,

HECLA "
Furnace

Hecla owners save coal year after
vear, because the Hecla has a
patented Fire-Pot with Steel Ribs |
that get wonderful heating with |
a little bit of coal. |

i

This is explained fully in our

hooklet.
i You will see It clearly. Send )
| coupon for a copy free.

Ask for full advice
1ibout any heating

problem. F.A.

Clare Bros. & . Claz
ros.

Co, Ltd. Co. Ltd.,

Preston, Preston

Ont.

Send free
‘“ Comfort and Health’’




