lise Johnson's Ellen

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 5)

she was rich yet she was greedy, and she
never gave. ;

Ellen was not lacking in dignity and to
Evelyn only, was she an abject slave.
It was as though she had been given 4
wonderful flower, in whose beauty an
perfume she took her highest delight,
whose preservation was her sacred charge.

I must have water,”” said the flower, an
Ellen got it. “I must have light: ..+ -
I must have shade. . ..’ Ellen found no
task too heavy to procure it. Throughout
the community she commanded respect;
she was universally popular. Although
she was still called “Miss Johnsons
Ellen,” there was more than one young
man who would have felt honored had
she consented to share his name. It was
only in Evelyn’s eyes that her status never
changed; that she, was nothing but the
menial, the waif, the uneducated atom
plucked from a London Home.

But Ellen did not worry. To quote
Miss Johnson, she had ‘“a fine mind.
She can forget more things than you can
remember,”” boasted the spinster with one
of her acid smiles, and the group of people
laughed uneasily and felt sorry for Ellen.
But Miss Johnson had told them 2 truth
so big, they could not grasp it. Ellen’s
ability to forget was the secret of her
great happiness. She forgot all the un-
pleasant things and remembered the other
ones. She had forgotten the morning
when unable to express her joy 1n Canada,
in her new home, her gloriously expande
life, unable to express this in routin€
she burst into a loud shrill song. . . -
“Work, for the night is coming’” she
carrolled suiting her actions to her wor S.
Suddenly Evelyn appeared in the kitchen
doorway. “What are you doing? she
demanded.

“Please, miss,” faltered Ellen,
praising God.” ; ey

“Be good enough to praise him 1n the
barn,” returned the older girl. I dis-
like any kind of noise.” .

No ‘one ever presumed to (COITEC
Evelyn, and least of all, Miss Johnsoni
She never corrected any body. She Just
flayed them with her bitter sarcasm, bu
she sometimes looked at her niece 1, an
enquiring sort of way, as though,asklgg»

“How far will you go, I wonder?

was the look on her face when Ellen came
downstairs after preparing the spare roor,
and the look she wore pretty consistently
throughout the whole of Evelyn's visit. E

Toby’s coming threw the house into
merry  turmoil. He seemed to 1 ;‘P
every nook and corner of it w;t}; his whole-
some gaiety and buoyant spirits., A

He %nsistS:ad the first night of his amg{?é
upon helping Ellen wash the dishes wht

iss Johnson was busy in the garden ‘;1“
Evelyn was busy on the verandah wit! da
book. He talked more than he helpe: ’
but Ellen liked it. She looked at him.2
she looked at Evelyn. with an enveloping
radiance shining from her eyes. v

“There, now, that’s all, thank you,

- j run along and
You just D s Evelyn is

“I'm

she said.
will come in a minute.

»” h
all alone on the verandah.” Although
Toby had never been “MasterEgeC;‘%’,,

Evelyn had always been ““Miss

Toby lingered. %
* What are you going to do?”” he asked.

“Set bread. i ¢
“%et bread? ' That’s not tﬁ“c;‘fort%d
1de: ou are ungramma .
sholﬂdséa)y “seat breadg.g’ After you ha\'rg
done'it, then it is set. Come on, Ellen!
She laughed and shook her head. neld
Then he began to tease her. He 5
things up so high that she could n p
reach them and the ones she COUC =
whipped away just as she was about

g{ails p them. ~ Finally, Ellen stood quite
st ‘

~ “Come on, like a good girl,”
Insisted. ““Seat yourselgf on the verandah
and let the bread stand. 1 want you™ d
She made a swift pass, touched him ?ne
left a dab of flour on his nose. Be 0{
she could escape, he caught her tightly
asli]Ound the waist and he]ld }ﬁ‘gm t§1 li’;‘f?é
e color
e i%rélegkgsled and the ey s

and h ldtHelr heaﬁt bq?lg
nd he could feel its thumping. . ..
Suddenly all the laughter died in hl}'sl
eyes, and he looked at Ellen as thougt
seeing something strange abputd er,
something he never knew existec. g
growing amazement possessed him. Z¢
extraordinary sense of embarrassmtlalnr;
‘Ellen,” he stammered. “Why, E] d?
... He released her and walked rapt y
from the kitchen.

ND Ellen stood in the middle of the

floor staring after him, her h‘ﬁg
clutching at her throat, trouble 10

warm, brown eyes. =0Oh, dgar.” she
whispered. “Oh, dear me. . . .

Miss Johnson approached the pre-
occupied young man who was trampling
the flower beds and remarked,

“We took considerable pains to make
broad paths through the garden, this
year, Granville. Of course, if you prefer
to crush the nasturtiums, forgive my men-
tioning it. Oh, by the way, Evelyn ex-
pects you to go motoring with her. She
P ’\IV‘gll)txlln%vas not an ideal companion on
that drive. He was plainly abstrpcteq,
and made no attempt to amuse Evelyn
Magrath, a fact which she soon began to

“] suppose¢ we are both bored,

t.
Leesrir,l” che said aloud.  “After all, Maple-

as not much to offer. It was al!

:ll?t'lstt \Shen we were chllQren. but now—
she broke off to ask, “I say, Toby,
have you noticed Ellen?'

“How do you mean?”” .

«Well, that'’s the hard thing to put into
words. She has changed . . . she ha§ an
air of complacency as though she ow ne(!
the farm. She presumes and Aunt I‘fraflces
spoils ner.” Toby smiled at the idea of
Miss Johnson gpoiling any one, and
D yent on. ¥
EY%}Q;"I} find it difficult to get rid of

Zllen, mark my words. ¢ 7
El!??)oes she want to get rid of her?

, quickly. ;
aslf‘e(c)lhT?bgm? t know that she does thzs
' but these arrangements don’t
I must confess that Ellen
nerves. She hasn’t a
he stupi}d furlm," s

“portunately for us, that thoug t in-
cludi.gour comfort,” remgrk_vd Toby.

“Mere matelrlal rrgm,t sighed Evelyn

hanged the subject. Ty

ang:vce‘;vngscemed. to “expect’” a good
many things of him during the next few
days and when she did not, Miss Johnson
devised some grotesque means for his
amusement. “You and Evelyn had
better take your lunch and motor over
to the Grange, to-day,” she would suggest,
“Ellen was u at five this morning getting
it ready.” Or they must take their tea
and see the cascade by moonlight, or
some other silly

minute,
last forever.
has got on my
thought outside t

thing at an equally silly

hour. )
“Can’t Ellen come,too? Toby asked at
0 [tt seems as though she had all

lt?lsé bother of getting us ready and none
fun.” 2 2
of .?r(‘fh_ mercy, no,” Miss Johnson cried.

# rst place three in Evelyn’s car
wf)rtlllct!hlieﬁa cr(l)wd, and then Ellen has too
much, work to do. She’s used to taking
anyhow. {
bog]\ftr 'Ellez; vowed nothing was a bgthvr.
She was an “Irritating optimist,” ac-
cording to Evelyn. She held a glorious
faith in the Big Scheme of Things and
knew that they all worked for the best.
If it rained she was thankful because she
could turn out the pantry cupboard; if
the sun poured down a gruelling heat, she
was thankful because she could bleach
some linen or wash the blankets, “A
person like that lacks sympe'x’thy, said
Evelyn, “don’t you thlnk so?’’
“On_ the contrary,” replied Toby.
«T think she gives the best kind. ¢
He was disappointed that Ellen’s
manner with him after that night in the
kitchen was perfectly natural and un-
strained. He would have been glad to
find that she could not meet his glance
without a blush; he would have been glad
to know that she sought him, shyly, or
better, that she avoided him. He saw
her clearly for the first time, her beauty,
her selflessness, her splendid poise and
enerosity of character; and he wondered
with an emotion far deeper than curiosity
i see any difference in hu?,
as though he were constantly
11(501::’:; for asign. But Ellen did not give
him one. She was just the same.
1t was Evelyn who changed, who be-
came restless, irritable, almost as caustic
in her speech as _her aunt, and especially
toward Ellen. Finally, Toby protested.
«1 say, Eve,”” he said one”afternqon
when he had been “expected’ to drive
with her, “what can a clumsy fellow do

?
touh(%g? I’m all right, thanks,” she answer-

e‘?‘?‘gﬂ’tt?'ou are not—that’s just it. You
Tong.

ar?‘ill;{’easigg, tactful remark for you to

make,”’ returned Evelyn.

“Why should there be tact between us?
It is only 2 polished form of insincerity,
after all.  Tell me, what’s”bothenng you,
Eve! Let metry to help.

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 44)
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Arlingtonsssaii Collars
save you Zo——=&
‘Money !

If youadd the cost
of ordinary Linen

Collars to the
of Laundry

year you'll be sur-
prised at the total.

The Arlington

Collar, smart,
shaped, and
able and wa

perfectly clean in 30 seconds, will out-wear dozens of. ordinary collars and cost

cost
in a

well
dur-

shed

nothing for up-keep.

Send us 25¢. for a sample collar and our style book, and be sure to
mention the size and kind of collar you like.

THE ARLINGTON COMPANY, LIMITED
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We have all styles.

TORONTO, CANADA
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) and ready to enjoy myself, because I used

i

‘.‘No, MY sprained ankle did not keep me
in the house very long. I’'m out again now

Minard’s

Liniment

This wise young Jady knew the merits of
Minard’s Liniment, and knew that she
could depend upon it to relieve and cure
her sprained ankle.

Minard’s is the only liniment whichhasever
received a medal, awarded for strength,
purity and healing qualities superior to
any other liniment in the world.

The same high quality and wonderful heal-
ing power which make Minard’s Liniment
so valuable to YOU, render it indispens-
able in the stable, where your four<footed
friends will benefit greatly from its use.

Your druggist will supply you.

Minard’s Liniment Co. Ltd., Yarmouth, N.S.
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