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CHAPTER 1V
JACOBITE AND CATHOLIC

The house which Evelyn de Lacey
inhabitated with her father stood
upon Pearl Street, at that porsion
which was then known as “ The
Waterside.” It was upon the corner
of what was once Winckel Street, but
was later named Whitehall after the
famous residence which the great
Governor Stuyvesant built there.
But no mansion was that of the de
Laceys. It was a comparatively
small, two-story house, constructed
of the prevailing glazed brick, with
lozenge shaped window panes in
their leaden sashes, and gables turned
towards the garden. Clambering
over the walls, and reaching even to
the high-pointed roof with its crow-
feet chimney, were luxuriant vines.
The adjoining garden was a delight-
ful spot wherein the wusual prim
arrangement of flower -
borders was departed
the flowers in the
grew in bewildering
The nearest neighbor, on one side,

from, and
Sl]"]lllel‘tilllﬂ

beds and |

ness and fineness of her beauty,
which recalled that of her dead
mother and appealed to his fastidi-
ousness. His means, though not
large, were sufficient for their needs,
and by a rigid personal economy,
which he did not permit Evelyn to
realize, he contrived to give her the
modish and often expensive cos
tumes which one side of the nature
of the girl passionately loved.
There was another side of her char-
acter, as yet undeveloped, which
would make her willing to wear sack-
cloth and live austerely for the sake
of her father or anyone else whom
she loved.

Even had Evelyn been awhre
of the sacrifices which her father
made to supply her with all she
needed, she could not have offered
any successful opposition. For that
wase one of the matters upon which
Gerald de Lacey was
Rarely bad his will rup counter to
that of his child ; but, when it did so,
it was as effective as finely tempered
steel in the hands of askilful swords-
man., He always declared that she
was to dress as he thought fitting,
and according to the state in life to
which she properly belonged. Her
mother had been the daughter of a

inflexible.

commoner,ennobled fordistinguished

| service to his country, and Gerald

profusion. |
had

was the mansion of the late Mynheer
Steenwyck, once a prominent citizen |

of Manhattan. On the
was a neighbor that Evelyn liked
much better, and was not incon-
veniently close-—the East River,
The girl was never tired of watching
the river from the window of her
room with the play of light and
shadow upon its surface. She liked
to watch the oyster boats setting out
early in the morning for the oyster
beds in the Bay; or the merchant
vessels, stately brigantines or more
modest sloops, as they sailed for
distant ports. She had also glimpses
of the Fort, the Bowling Green, and
of what wenton there—all sufficiently
distant to be attractive.

The garden of this ideal home was
most absorbing to Evelyn. In addi-
tion to those flowers which grew in
such abundance, and with a degree
of disorder which to the mind of
their owner constituted their chief
charm, Evelyn had a corner reserved
for vegetables to supply their daily
needs, and a piece of ground devoted
exclusively to the herbs and simples
which she compounded into medicines
with a skill acquired from an old and
once famous physician, now dead,
Dr. Van Kierstade, who had taught
her many things during her childhood
and girlhood. To the mind of many
of her admirers, never did Evelyn
look more charming than when, clad
in a simple garment which she re-
served exclusively for gardening, she
worked amongst those plants that
were as dear to her as if they had
been living things. She had been
busy all those April days in doing
whatsoevér she could to promote
growth, and she was longing for the
time when the flowers of the garden,
or the more prosaic green things
would show their faces one by one,
like a gathering of old friends.

When Evelyn returned from the
pageant that afternoon she found her
father in his study, and as it seemed
to her, in an unusual mood of dejec-
tion. The broad casement of the
room was thrown open, as if inviting
in the tendrils of the vines upon
which later honeysuckle, wisteria and
rambler roses would cluster in
luxuriant abundance. Their form of
beauty alone invaded the solitude of
the man, who had been transformed
by the course of events from a man
of action, a soldier, even a courtier,
into the student and dreamer. He
could catch glimpses of the river

other side |

himself came of ancient Norman
stock. To these commande Evelyn |
offered but little resistance, |
since it is so easy to render obedi-
ence when one’s secret inclinations
fit in with that duty. |

The father had watched her from |
the window, as she alighted from the
Van Cortlandt carriage in that gown |
of gold lutestring which had been so
much admired, and the perfection of
her appearance filled him with a |
pride which partly consoled him for |
the bitter reflections of that day.

| When Evelyn entered the study he |

| caressingly

from that window and feel at times |

that pungent breath of salt from the
Bay. But he could catch no glimpse
of the Fort or the Bowling Green as
could Evelyn from her upper win-
dow. It seemed as if nature had
ghut him in with herself, and there

| face, she bent and kissed him.

| She

| when perhaps he had needed her.

were reasons which he considered |

sufficient for avoiding the hospitable,
easy and eminently genial society of
the city.

Gerald de Lacey was still in the
prime of life, but had travelled much
and seen much active service, partic-
ularly in the Low Countries,

| taken.

‘ days before to accompany Polly on a

| Morrisania.
as

Major in one of the Hussar regiments. |
He had first come over to the colony |
with Governor Dongan, accompanied |

by his wife and young daughter. He

had subsequently returned to Eng- |
land, whence ,the course of events, |
resulting in the accession of William

had
He was then a widower,

of Orange,

forth. and

again driven him |

with his one daughter had come to |
New York and taken up his residence |
in a house which had been built for |

the Dutch minister and which Major
de Lacey had improved to his taste.

| added more lightly,

An Irishman and a Catholic in full |

sympathy with the cause of King
James, he had resigned his commis-
sion in the Hussars on the accession
of William of Orange, and later, for

urgent reasons, had come back to |

that colony, where previously with
Dongan, under an extended leave of
absence, he had spent some pleasant
years. Of the flery and impetuous
nature, which he had subdued to out-
ward composure, he chafed in secret
under the enforced idleness, but hid
his disappointed hopes as much as
possible from his idolized daughter,
finding solace in the companionship
of his books, which happily he truly
loved.

Recognizing perhaps the incom.
pleteness of such a life as his, he
made every possible effort to keep
Evelyn in the forefront of the city’s
gsocial circles. He admired almost
inordinately the gqualities which he
discerned in her, as well as the rare-

was sitting at the table with the |
same volume of poetry open before |
him which had been unread all that |
afternoon. The sound of the trum
pets, coming through the open win-
dow, had been barrowing for him. |
For had not he too landed at that |
selfsame landing place, and passed |
from the Fort to the Stadt Huys with |
another Governor, his chief? All ‘
that had happened when life was
fair and young, and while the wife
whom he had so passionately loved
still lived and shared, in her eager
but earnest way, all his pursuits and
all his interests. How gladly she
followed his fortunes to the New
World, where he hoped for advance-
ment in his double career of soldier
and diplomat! Governor Dongan
had been interested in his prospects,
and they had shared in common the
same hopes and ideals, and had
worked for that broad and compre
hensive scheme of freedom and toler-
ation for all. The last of the Stuart
Kings had been then on the throne
of England. And now, though still
comparatively young as years are
counted, he had lived to see Dongan
hunted like a wolf, his dearly beloved
wife dead, and James, the hereditary
Monarch of England and by every
human and divine law the rightful
Sovereign, a wanderer on the Con- |
tinent. His own personal fortunes
had sunk with theirs, his future was |
blighted, and he lived here almost in
hiding, never knowing what turn of
events should make of him a fugitive
and an outlaw.

Entering the room in her yellow
dress, Evelyn brought with her as it
were a splendor of sunshine. Her
young beauty concentrated all that
remained of the sun that was setting
and likewise, as it seemed to the
observer, all that remained to him of
life. She approached him softly and |
laid her hand ever so gently and |
on his shoulder. She
was not given to effusive demonstra- |
tions, which indeed were rare between
the two.

But, after one look at his |
She

realized, as in a flash, how much need |
he had of sympathy and tenderness.
felt conscience - stricken, too,
that ehe had been absent from him
But she was somewhat mis
He had had need also of soli

tude in which to fight his bitter battle,
when he had sent her away a few |

there

visit to relatives of the latter's in
The father raised his
head and met his daughter's glance. |
It was plain to see where she had
got a portion at least of her beauty
and charm, though the heartsore
man was just then reflecting that
she had so strong a look of her |
mother.

“You did not go out to see—-?"

“The passing show,” said her
father, completing the sentence.
“No, love, for in such an assemblage |
there could be no place for me. I
could not raise a cheer, nor,” he
*even my hat to
the representative of the usurper.
So I would have been in all truth a
marked man, and that would have
been perilous for us both.”

Evelyn sat down beside him with
a countenance that was sober and
thoughtful, putting aside her taffeta
scarf which was of a deeper shade of
gold than her dress.

* Perhaps it was not meet that I
should have gone,” she said.

Her father interrupted her quickly.

“Most certainly you should have
gone,” he said emphatically, “ Our
cases, my dear daughter, are different
indeed. My life is done, and yours
but begun; I have sworn allegiance
to one prince, and may not take such
an oath to another. At least, that is
my way of thinking, though, now
that the fact is accomplished, I shall
meddle no more with public con-
cerns, and there is no danger that I
ghall plot treason. Besides,” he
added, ' you, as a young maid, were
not obliged to give outward token of

| & number of officers were

| ing their sport they paused to sur-

| dressed women and men, for in rich
| ness the

| observers, who, in their careless or

loyalty."”

" No, no,” oried Evelyn, "I never
80 much as bowed my head nor waved
my handkerchipf.”

The father smiled.

“So that was the way of it,” he
said, ' absent in spirit, though pres-
ent in the body."”

And he thought how like that little
touch was to her mother,

"It was a fine sight,”” Evelyn cried,
warming to enthusiasm, "all save
the Governor himself, who was
odious.”

Mr. de Lacey laughed a pleasant,
mellow - sounding laugh, that had
something contagious in its melody.

" Governors are not chosen for their
Personnl attraction, I trow,” he said,
' but a matter more grave than his
personal appearance is the stock of
which he come. He is of a family
which the poet, Dante, would have
described as ‘an evil brood.' If we
can estimate these colonies by Ire-
land, and the new Governor's policy
by the proceedings of these Cootes in
that country, then is there little hope
for us Catholics.”

There was silence for a brief inter-
val in the study, of which the shad-
ows had comé early to take posses-
sion, Evelyn moved restlessly but
did not speak. The expression of
of His Excellency’s face had filled her

with a pronounced hostility and a
vague anxiety,

Her father presently resumed :

“But I would not do this man in
justice. There are those who say |
that he is both honest and well
meaning, and hath in his head some
ideas of good government. So that
perchance the day that is dawning
for these colonies may be fair, after
all.”

Evelyn, with an impulsive move-

| ment, laid her hand upon the finely

formed one of her father, which lay
flat on the table before him, and
upon which shone a blood red garnet
catching the last lingering gleams of |
Jight. [

" You will be prudent, father dear- |

| est 2" she cried.

“ Aye, I will be prudent,” he an-
swered, adding quickly, " unless |
honor should counsel otherwise.”

He raised his head proudly as if
the emergency had already arisen,
and, rising to his feet, looked down
on Evelyn, who had likewise stood
up.

“What would my little Evelyn
counsel in that case ?” he inquired. |

“That we should both die,” she
answered with sudden passion.

“May God avert the occasion, at
least from you!” the father said
solemnly.

But the girl knew that he was
pleased, and her heart had answered
this other dear heart which had been
bher all during her years of childhood
and.of youth.

CHAPTER V.
NEW FACES

On the next afternoon Evelyn de
Lacgy, wearing this time a sober cos-
tume of cloth which she herself had
woven and dyed, accompanied her
father on a walk which led them
down past the Fort, where in bygone
days he had occupied the room above
the gate. He noted, with an invol
untary contraction of the brows, the
Orange flag waving, but he said
nothing. Evelyn noted the expres-
sion that had crossed his face and
understood its cause. He had never
got acchstomed to the sight. Prob-
ably the father's inclination would
have been for a quiet walk through
the flelds or along the waterfront,
but he knew that his danghter would
naturally prefer to meet some of her
friends, who were sure to be upon
the parade, then the fashionable
promenade.

As they passed the Bowling Green,
playing
bowls with the keenest zest, and
with jests and laughter that rang
out gaily in the silence of that
spring afternoon. At intervals dur
vey the passing groups of gaily
men's attire almost sur
passed that of their female competi-
tors. Evelyn de Lacey wag once
more the cynosure of all those

supercilious ignorance, believed
these colonies to be barely on the
verge of civilization and a place
where there was little to admire and
much to criticize. Scoffs and jeers
were alike silenced by the face of
the girl, to which corresponded a
well-proportioned figure, held erect
as a dart and supple as a willow. It
was evident, too, to those who took
the trouble to follow her movements,
that she was a person of note in the
community. Hats were continually
being doffed to her, and there were
smiles and cordial greetings alike
from those in carriages and pedes-
trians.

There were two officers upon the
Green, who, suspending their sport,
had given a closer attention than all
the rest, not only to this girl, but
also to her companion. They took
particular note of Gerald de Lacey.
There was something in his tall,
erect figure that betrayed the sol
dier, and something in the profile of
that face, which was never once
turned towards them, that marked
him out from his fellows. He was
unconscious of that gaze, which he
might perhaps have found disturb-
ing. Just at the moment, as if to
give the observers a still better
opportunity for their observations,
Polly Van Cortlandt, Attended only
by her negro maid, intercepted her
friends, and began an animated con-
versation. As they stood thus in the
full sunlight of that April day, her
brilliant beauty made as usual a foil
for that other companion whose
subtle charm was even more percep-

| he
| that exquisite face an impression so
| strong that it seemed to blot out all

{ like it.

| which.”

The suggestion, no less than the |
other’s tone, irritated Captain Fer- |
Nor would he admit to him- |
The |
next instant he smiled whimsically. |

tibly felt by the two who stood still
upon the Bowling Green.

The mes on the Green offered an
equally strong contrast to each
other., One was a medium-sized
compactly-built man, with an eye
that would be invaluable in the
field, a lean and bronzed face that at
once commanded attention and
inspired confidence. It was that of
o strong and resourceful man, who
had had experience of life and its
ways, without succumbing to its
evil,. He was, in fact, Captain
Egbert Ferrers, who had already
won distin®tton in active service.
His companion whe taller and paler,
a8 if the sun had been unable to
take effect upon a skin that was
thick and a complexion that was
dull. His hair was red and his eyes
of a pale blue, with a frick of mak-
ing themselves as expressionless as
a mask. Lieutenant Prosser Wil.
linms, who bore by courtesy the
title of captain, was counted by
some & handsome man, and was
quite willing to coincide with that
opinion. But to the close observer
there was a suggestion of coldness,
of craft, even of cruelty, which

repelled, \For the rest, with slightly
stooping shoulders and an almost
exaggerated slenderness, his general
apearance was that of a man of

| fashion, rather than of a soldier.

" Where in the
Gods of Greece,”
“have I seen that face before !"

“Do you refer,” Captain

name of

Ferrers

inquired, somewhat curtly, " to the |

beautiful face of the lady !
For Captain
was, had

Ferrers, seasoned as
himself received from

other features in the landscape. It
had shaken,too, hispride and self-con

| idence, and that belief in his power

to resist feminine charms which had

become proverbial amongst his com- |
[

rades.

“No,” said Prosser Williams, I can
take my oath that, save for a
momentary glimpse of it at the car
riage wigdow yesterday, I have never
seen that face before—no,
I was speaking of her com-
panion—a youthful father or an
elderly husband, it matters

rers.
self the idea of a husband.
What a man of straw he was proving
himself, after all !

“ 1 did not overmuch observe the
lady's companion,” he said quietly.

““Eyes only for the fair,” said
Captain Williams, with the faintest
perceptible sneer. " Yet even that
perfection of beauty, which I did not
dream these colonies could produce,
did not blind me to the man. He
is worth noting, and I could swear
that I have seen him before and at
no distant date.”

His attention thusspecially directed

to the father, Captain Ferrers, per- |

ceiving that the two were still in
sight, strolled away from his compan-
ion, and took up his position at a
better point of observation on that
smooth greensward, where so lately
he had been strenuously engaged in
rolling about the balls as if that en-
deavor were the sum total of his
aspirations. Now something serious
had happened, though it was only the
second glimpse he had caught of the

nor one |
| experience

little [

| daughter, who had awakened such

face of a girl, earnest, innocent and
hauntingly beautiful. Her back was
now turned towards him, so that he
saw instead the radiant countenance
of her friend, whose sparkling eyes
of black, raven hair and damask
cheeks did not in the least appeal to |
him. Moreover, he was curious to |
have another look at that man who
had attracted Prosser Williams' atten-
tion, for something in the latter's
remark had struck him. From where
he stood, in such a position as to be
unnoticed by those whom he wished |
to observe, his keen eyes had a very
distinet view of Gerald de Lacey's |
face, lined and careworn im the |
strong light as he smiled down at his |
daughters’ friend. Egbert Ferrers |
drew in his breath with a sharp ex-
clamation : {
“ By heaven,” he cried, "' I too have |
seen him before, and I remember |
where.” Then he added, with grow- |
ing irritation: " If that sleuth- |
hound of a Williams has but got hold |
of a clue, there will be trouble. but 1 ‘
will be hanged, drawn and quartered, '
if I assist his memory."” |
Something in the alternative he}
had proposed for himself made him |
shiver slightly. There had been so
much of such happenings within the |
memory of living men in England.
At the moment he stepped forward
unconsciously from his place of con-
cealment, and his eyes met those of
Gerald de Lacey, which had in them
at first merely a look of careless in-
quiry, suddenly changing, as it ap- |
peared to Ferrers, into one of uneasi
ness. At the same instant, too,
Evelyn, turning her head, looked full
into his face, The double sensation
he thus experienced so curiously up-
get him that, searcely waiting to per-
ceive that the tall man on the pave-
ment was hurrying his daughter
away, he walked swiftly across the
lawn where a game was still in
progress and eager bowlers called out
to him as he passed. He walked on
rapidly, hardly knowing whither he
was going, till he found himself on
the shore where rows of palisades
had been erected against suspected
inroads of the French., He was un-
nerved to a degree that neither he
nor any of his friends would have
believed possible. For there comes,
no doubt, in every life moments
when some great issue seems forcing
itself to the front and forcing into the
background all that has been pre-
viously of paramount importance,

He stood staring out at the water
where miniature waves chased one
another under the cool brightness of
that sky, deeply blue though mottled
with white clouds. The breath of
the salt air coming up from the ocean
was reviving. He was still warm
from his game, and felt the need of
such refreshment, as he watched
with abstracted gaze the sails of the
fisher-boats and some Indian canoes,
which dotted the wide expanse of |
water before him, He had only one |
idea clear in his mind : to avoid any |
questioning from Williams, which |
might complicate matters, and to ad- |
vise the father of this girl, whose
very name was unknown to him, to
leave that town at the earliest |
moment and to take with him his |
daughter (or his wife) out of reach of
influences that might in some fashion
be brought to bear upon them.

He began to argue too in his mind,
as if the matter were of vital impor-
tance, that this girl could not possi- |
bly be the wife of the man whom he ‘
had just recognized. For he had
peen told at the time that he was |
married, and had been married some |
years. Why, his wife would be near-
ing middle age! He drew a breath |
of relief, and then it flashed upon |

| him with disturbing force that death

might have intervened, and the man

| be married again to this young and
all the |

he said presently, |

charming girl, He suddenly felt a
curious sense of desolation darken-

ing his mind as that cloud was just
then darkening the Bay. A sense of
danger to come and a possible loss
smote him, so sensitive is the human

soul to weird impressions. If it was
necessary that the tall man with the
worn face should remove to some
gmmnt place with his daughter (for
80 he persisted in calling her), he
knew that he himself would miss
something that gave color and in

terest to these landscapes and to the
quaint Dutch town, the character

istice of which he had previously
scarcely noted. He felt a strong de

sire to study that face and that char

acter, and find out for himself what
lay behind that beauty, which he
assured himself with the power of
could not be merely
superficial. He wanted to know the
meaning of the expression lurking |
behind those uncommon eyes, and
he told himself with sudden resolu-

tion that he would do so at the |
earliest possible moment. He walked
back again across the Bowling Green
and through the stone courtyard to |
the Governor's residence where he
had his quarters. The father and |
interest had gone ; the gay groups on {
the pavement had thinned out, and |
the balls on the green had ceased fo |
rattle, Prosser Williams was nowhere
to be seen.

Meanwhile, Mr. de Lacey and his |
daughter had returned home, un- |
aware that new influences had come |
into their lives. Evelyn lingered |
amongst the herbs and flowers in
her garden, conscious of a new
excitement, which she was young
enough and impressionable enough
fully to appreciate. Surely, those |
groups of bowlers on the Green, |
typical of life and energy had given |
a new interest to the sometimes |
monotonous existence of Manhattan.
Nor had she been unmindful of the
glances of interest and admiration |
she had caught on those two faces
which had most impressed her. |
They seemed to have singled them
selves from the others in her con»‘i
sciousness. Towards one she felt a |
half formed dislike or annoyance, |
which had its origin in something |
that was bold and insolent in his |
glance. And that/man’s hair was |
red and his eyes were pale blue. As |
for the other, she had got no farther
in her impressions than that she
would like to know his name, and

| perhaps to discover if he danced as
| well as he bowled, and if he were |

really as bright and full of interest- |
ing experiences as he seemed. But |

| her father, having hurried into the |

house, sat with his head buried in
his hands in deep and anxious medi-
tation. So far removed are the pre- |
occupations of one generation from
those of another,

TO BE CONTINUED

REMEMBERING
ANN
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Some insistent sound had roused
uth Vincent from refreshing slum
ber. Still only half awake, she
thought impatiently that the family
next door had begun their Friday |
cleaning at an unearthly hour, |
Opening her eyes, she stared at the [
rough board ceiling overhead, umi;
thenatthe sunbeam creeping through |
a knot hole in the opposite wall— |
and remembered with a bhappy
chuckle that she was far from next
door neighbors. She rose hastily
and began to dress, for the days in
camp were so precious that she did |
not wish to lose one moment of |
them.

Mrs. Graydon, her hostess, heard
her stir and slipped a letter under
the door.

“Here's a letter for you, dear!"
she called. “Jackson rowed across
the lake early this morning to get
the mail.” {

“Thank you !" Ruth answered. "I |
hope it's from the folk at home.’ |

But when she stooped to pick up
the letter, she frowned in disappoint
ment. The letter had been forwarded
from the home post office.

“Aunt Ann | Why—she never
writes except to thank me for Christ-
mas and birthday gifts—"

Glancing at the calendar beside
the washstand, she gasped, and sat
down weakly on the bed. Aunt
Ann's birthday had passed—and she
had forgotten it !

| through the high school.

“ written to Aunt Ann and asked her

| derful

| to rearrange her tumbled hair.

| bered, too

As her mind ran back over the
past month, she felt that it was quite
natural that she should have tor
gotten the birthday of an aunt
especially a great-aunt whom she did
not remember distinctly, There had
been the excitement of getting ready
for the high school commencement,
and then commencement week with
all its gay hours filled to the limit,
After that had come the invitation to
spend two weeks at the Graydon's
summer camp. The last ten days
had been brimming over with the
pure joy of living.

But why had Aunt Ann written ?
Surely not to upbraid her because
she had failed to remember. Ruth
bad grown up with the impression
that Aunt Ann was—well different.
Opening the envelope, she drew out
the note, written in a clear, precise
hand ; it read : ~

Dear Niece. I am writing to ex-
press to you my thanks for your re
membrances of my birthday. All
three of the packages arrived on the
morning of that day, and I wish to
assure you that I greatly appreciate
your thoughtfulness. Very sin-
cerely,

Your great aunt, Ann Vincent,

"My three packages ! What in the
world does she mean ?" Then sud
denly Ruth rolled on the bed in a
paroxysm of hysterical laughter.
The thin walls of the summer cottage
could not shut in such a tumult of
merriment try she would, to
muffle it, and immediately tHree
girls in kimonos came rushing in and
demanded to know at once what was
causing such hilarity.

“It's—it's—my Aunt
gasped, "“and mother
Helen and Aunt Grace !"

"Well, you've known them all for
some time. How did you happen
to discover all at once that they were
80 very amusing ?” Irma Graydon
asked, shaking her guest soundly. [

"It's about Aunt Ann’s birthday - 1
forgot it ! But evidently the folks at
home remembered in time, and to
save me from disgrace each of them
sent a present in my name, for Aunt
Ann writes to thank me for her three |
gifts. I'm wondering whether it was |
three breakfast caps that they sent,
or three handkerchiefs with tatting |
on, or three pairs of
slippers.”

Her friends joined in the laughter, |
and Mrs. Graydon, who had entered
in time to hear Ruth's explanation,
laughed, too; then her face grew |
thoughtful. \

“We'll hope that your Aunt Ann |
was not offended in any way,’ she
said.

Everyone in the home town knew |
how hard little Mrs. Vincent and her ‘
two delicate maiden sisters had had |

as

tuth
Aunt

Ann,"”
and

bedroom |

| to struggle to keep a home together |

and to keep boisterous, romping |
Ruth in clothes, shoes and books |
while she climbed steadily from the
baby room, through the grades and
Occasional
gifts from Aunt Ann, the one living
relative on the Vincent side, had
helped ; but since the funeral of
Ruth's father, whom Aunt Ann had
reared, educated and loved in her
own undemonstrative way, that lady
had never visited his family.

Early in June Ruth's mother had

to visit them during commencement
week ; she hoped that when Aunt |
Ann should hear about Ruth's won-
achievement in the high
school, and her longing to go on with |
her education, she would offer to |
lend the money for the collnge(\
course. Aunt Ann had replied very
briefly that she could not accept the
invitation, because it was the busiest
time on the farm. She had added |
that she hoped Ruth would go to |
work now, and waste no more time |
in school as she, for her part, did |
not believe in sending girls to col-
lege. |

Mrs. Graydon knew Aunt Ann's |
views on the education of women |
very well, but nevertheless had hoped |

| that this well-to-do relative would |
| change her views and give Ruth the |

This |
m

opportunity that she deserved.
episode, she feared, might
matters worse.

When they had all left the roo:
Ruth sat down in front of the mirror
She |
glanced gquarely into the face re-
flacted there, and suddenly all her

laughter vanished.

"I—I'm ashamed of you, 1{11111 Vin.- |
cent,” she said soberly. "Seeink
only the funny side of what must |
have seemed almost a tragedy to |
three of the dearest women in the
world.” |

Their faces came to her very |
clearly. She could see the little |
worried wrinkle that had come be. |
tween mother's eyebrows when she |
had realized that Ruth was too fir

| away to be reminded in time of Aunt

Ann’s birthday. Then mother had |
taken down the baking-powder can
from the top of the kitchen cabinet, |
counted carefully the week's allow-
ance, and slipped out enough to buy
some little gift, which she had
mailed without telling her sisters |
that thoughtless Ruth had left
another burden on her mother's tired
shoulders.

Then, as Aunt Helen had hurried
down to the office, shs had remem
She had decided loyally |
to, keep Ruth’'s forgetfulness from
the others, and had also mailed a
package to Aunt Ann,

Gentle Aunt Grace, working cease-
lessly over her embroidery or
crochet work, had remembered and,
snatching time from some of the
orders that gave her a’small supply
of pin money, had made some beauti
ful thing and, keeping her own coun
sel, had mailed it to’Aunt Ann.

“How dear they are !" Ruth whis
pered contritely. “I'll try to make
it all up to them, but Isdon’t know

- ———— Mo v

| Burns Block

DRUGS
' | PERFUMES

Phone Main 6249, After Hours: Hillorest 38118

Society of St.Vincent de Paul

Bureau of Information

Special Attention Cast off Clothes
Glven to Employment Always in Demand
25 Shuter St,

Office Hours 9 fo 4 TORONTO

St, Jerome's College

Founded 1864 KITCHENER, ONT.

Excellent Business College Department,
Excellent High 8chool or Academic Department
Excellent College and Philosophical Department

Address :

REV, A, L. ZINGER, C.R,, PR.D,, PRESIDENY

AUTOMOBILES, LIVERY, GARAGE

R. HUESTON & SONS
Livery and Garage. Open Day and Night,
470 to 488 Richmond St, 580 Wellington B
hone 428 Phone 41

FINANCIAL

THE ONTARIO LOAN & DEBENTURE CO'Y

Capital Paid Up, $1,760,000, Reserve §1,450,008
Deposits received, Debentures issued, Real
Estate Loans made, John MeClary, Pres.; A,
M. Smart, Mgr. Offices: Dundas St., Cormer
Market Lane, London

PROFESSIONAL CARDS

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES, Kte,

C., A.E.Knox, T. Louls Monahas
dleton George Keough
Cable Address: “Foy"

Main 704

\ Main 708

: Continental Life Building

BAY AND RICHMOND STREET%
TORONTO

Hon.J.J. Poy, K.
E. L. Mu‘

Telephones

Offices
CORNER

P. O, Box 2008 Phone M&11s
H. L. O'ROURKE, B.A.

(Also of Ontario Bar)
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR, NOTARY
Money to Loan
Suite 6, Board of Trade Building

281 Eighth Avenue West

CALGARY, ALBRR

OHN T. LOFTUS
Barrister, Solicitor, Notary, Ete
712 TEMPLE BUILDING
TORONTO
Telephone Main 682

REILLY, LUNNEY & LANNAN
Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries
Money to Loan
Clifford B, Reilly, B.A,, LL.B,
Harry W, Lunney, B.A., B.C.L,
Alphonsus Lanoan, LL.B,
. Phone M -843%
CALGARY, ALBERTA. P.O.PDrawer 138§
Special facilities for correspondence in Fremch,

DENTISTS

DR. BRUCE E, EAID
Room 6, Dominion Bank Chambers

Cor, Richmond and Dundas Sts Phone 5888
1 -

funeral Dirvectors

John Ferguson & Sons
180 KING ST.

The Leading Undertakers & Embalmers

Open Night d Day

House 3 Factory 643

5

Telephone

E.C. Killingsworth
FUNERAL DIRECTOR
Open Day and Night
583 Richmond $t. Phone 3971

Hotel St.Charles

(FIRE - PROOF

Atlantic @ity, N. J.

Entire Block on the Ocean Front
8t. Charles Place to New Jersey Ave.

Always open. Capacity 500, with 12-
fireproof addition. Sun parlors and enclosed
ches. Hot and cold sea water in all baths

1 8. Special fall | winter

B S Aut ile bus

story

t upon r

NEWLIN-HAINES CO

Phone

117 Yonge St.
Main 7215

Toronto

e rmevs wnsne a4 Lvees Sromes
CUT FLOWERS
CANDIES
Order by Phone —~ we deliver
™ Watch our Ads. in Local Dailies Thursday

Hotel Lenox

NORTH ST, AT DELAWARE AVE,
BUFFALQ, NY.

A modem, fireproof and distinctive hotel
of 250 all outside rooms. Ideally located.
Excels in equipment, cuisine and service,

Operated on the European Plan
TARIFF 3

$1.50 verdey
. $2.00 ™gvud
T R e Bt $4.00 "l

C. A. MINER
Managiug Director

Room with

privilege of Bath
Room with

Private Bath

Write for complimeat-
ary “Guide of Buffala
& Niagara Fall

“ Far from a Big City’s Noise,
Close to a Big City’s Business”




