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CHAPTER 1. l

Drusilla Heronworth paused when she
got to the hend in the staircase a'nd
stood looking down on her sister with
a faint smile on her lips. She was
dressed for walking, and wore the most |
bewitching toque of sable, with a real;
gardenia pinned in it. There was a
<able stole thrown loosely about ier
ghoulders. She watched her sister mov-
ing slowly about the hall Bertha
Heronworth walked with a slight limp.

A large tray filled with vases of |
flowers had been brought in and placed :
on one of the tables' and Miss Heron- |
worth was putting these vases in dil-
ferent corners.

The hall was a low-roofed, square- :
'shaped apartment, having about it
something of a farmhouse look. It was !
furnished in a comfortable homely kind
of a way, and though not used exactly
as a living room, possessed many com-
fortable chairs, and at least one re-
duciive corner, where one could read.

“You always put the flowers just
where they ought to go,” said Drausilla.
“That bit of pink on your writing
desk is simply lovely, Beth, and oh—"
with an appreciative sniff—‘hew sweet
something smells! What is it?”

The elder sister looked up at that
charming figure leaning over the balus-
trade. !

“So, after. all, you are going out,” |
she said.

“Drusilla answeréd:

“Yes, after all, I am going out. I
don’t want to go one little bit, but if
1'don’t have a walk at least once every
day I shall get so fat.” She gave a
little sigh; then she said: “Beth, I'm
ever so happy! I can’t begin to tell
you how happy I am.”

Bertha -Heronworth picked up some
splendid specimens chrysanthemums
and arranged them in the tall glass |
\ase. ; |

~It is .very cold; this morning,"” she
said, “and very damp. I hope you have
on thick boots, Drusilla.” i

Drusilla laughed. « l

Oh! Beth, prosaic Beth! I discourse
to you abouit; my *happiness and you
talk about my boots.” i
" In the samé’breath she said: ‘““Those
specimen ‘chrysanthemums are very
magnificent, I suppoge, but I don’t care
a' pin about them, they are so grand |
and 80 artificial. Chrysanthemums al-
ways remind me of Aunt Edith.”

“Where are you going?”’ asked her
sister.

Drusilla shrugged her shpulders.

“I have no plan; I shall’ just. wander !
unless you have sométhing you want
me to do.”

Well, if you are only going for a
walk, will you leave Whis note at
the rectory, and some papers for me |
at the Cottage Hospital? 1 always
send all the light litérature there; it
is so much appreciated.” .

Drusilla made a grimace and then
said: h

”Yes, I don’t mind. Must I go

”

“They would be very glad to see
you,” said Bertha; “but don’t bother,
if you would rather not; just leave the
papers at the gate.”

Drusilla came down the last of the
stairs very slowly.

“Really and truly, there is no place
like home,” she observed, “After hav-
ing been in all sorts of other people’s
houses, I am in a position to assert
this positively. +Beth, I shall never,
never, never go away again!”

Bertha Heronworth laughed at this.

Sac¢ turned and came across to her:
sister, and firstly she felt the sleevel
. wwrusilla’s coat,and then she stoop-
ed and examined the some of the very :
smart little boot which peeped from |
under e serge Skirt. i

There was not the smallest point of
recsemblance between the sisters. Al-:
inough there was undoubted character |
in the face of the elder Miss ‘Heron-
worth and a certain sweetness and:

charm in her expression, she was not !
what is even called good-looking; her§
one beauty was perhaps her hair,i
which was most abundant, and she had |
& particularly agreeable voice, a qual- {
ity shared by Drusilla. i

As she stooped to assure herself that |
her sister was sensibly shod, the other !
g&irl patted her smooth head.

“Darling,” she said, “you don’'t
know—you can’t even imagine—how I
have longed to be back with you!” !

There was a flush on Bertha Heron-
worth’s face. i

“I wonder?” she queried, “I wonder
if that is really true, or only just one
of your pretty ‘Drusilla’ speeches?”’
Then she drew the girl nearer to her
and kissed her tenderily. “At any !
rate,” she said, ‘I am glad to have you
here once again. The weeks you were
away seemed like years, Drusilla. I
am only afraid that you will feel dull.
iWe must get some people here; peo-;
ple you like.” : I

Drusilla flung down her big sable
wuff and began to pull on her gloves. ;

“Oh! I want to be dull; life has'
been going at such a pace lately. I
feel a if ¥ had weeks of sleep to
make up. At Braske, you know, they
never g0 to bed till two or three
o’clock:no chance for beauty sleep there
Do you know what Catherine said to !
me this morning, when she brought
me my tea? ‘Law, Miss Drusilla, |
you're growing quite hagged; you look !

. about your visit to Draske.

« tible pause. “Kitty Deravan is such
{ a good hostess, she s always contriv-

! rarian teo live on the premises, aren’t
I better than anybody or anything

! papers in a stout roill

: ly good to look at, even if he is dull,

i ful to you, Beth, as all the good things

| Lord- Caroby and mysélf some time

! pressed wishes that I should be given

i money, but Mw, Lethbridge regards it

i have been sent here massed together in
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every bjt of forty, that you do!’”

Then she laughed.

“Is it true?”’ she asked. “Have 1
lost my looks? Wouwrl you take me Lo
be forty or only thirty-nine, if you
momt me for the first time? Be truth-
ful, Beth; I want to know the worst!”

*““You haven’'t told me anything

‘Who was staying there? Any-
bcdy you liked very much? Your let-
ters were most unsatisfying, you
know, naughty child.”

“It was rather amusing,” the girl
answered languidly, after an impercep—

ing something new.’' We had a paper
chase one night.

“One night ?”’

“Yes,” Drusilla laughed, and her
eyes srarkled as at some delightful
recollection; “we had to hunt with
lanterns, of course, and we found our-
selves in all sorts of extraordinary
places. I think the village people
thought we had gone mad. I really
enjoyed it though, and all the wild
doings, but still I am ever so glad to
be home again. And it’s sweet of you,
Beth, to be glad to have me back ?
But I knew you wanted me. Even if
you have bought the most wonderful
library in the world, and there is a
mystericus and attractive young lib-

else? Now I am ready,” Drusilla an-
nounced; ‘“where are the papers, and
Lave ‘you anything else you want me
to do?”

Bertha Heronworth shook her head
as she tied up a number of illustrated

Whilst she waited, Drusilla asked:

“Both, does Mr. Keston ever speak?
I don’t make him talk; he won't look
at me. I suppose people who always
live amongst books must get dull; but
he is awfully clever, isn’'t he?”

Miss Heronworth said “Very” in her
quiet way, and there was the faintest
note of restraint in her voice as she
added: “And he is just the right sort
of person to help me. I was so grate-
ful to Mr, Lethbridge for sending him
here; he won’t stay very long.”

“Oh!” said’Drusilla lightly.- “I don’t
mind how long he stays. He is certain-

and perhaps I shall be able to wake
him up a little before he goes. By the
way, they were talking about your
puicnase at Braske, Lord Deravan
declared the nation ought to be grate-

in books and pictures seem to be g0-
ing to America nowadays.”

*“I think I am lucky. Happily for
me,” said Miss Heronworth, ‘‘negotia~
tions had been commenced between

before hig death, and he had left ex-

the first chance; otherwise I am not
sure that I should have got this lib-
rary. Of course,”” she added, laugh-
ing with a little nervousness, “the pur-
chase has meant a very big sum of

in the light of & very excellent invest-
ment.”

“I don’t think it matters what Mr.
Lethbridge thinks,” said Drusilla cool-
ly, “so_long as you are satisfied; and

. am giau, dearest, that you have at
least spent a little money to please
yourself. You are always doing more
than enough for other people, goodness
knows !”

The roll of newspapers was tied se-
curely ,and Bertha Heronworth weigh-
ed it in her hand a little anxiously.

“I.hope'it won't be too heavy for
you, and, Drusilla, don’t go across the
fields; there is really a nasty wind to-
day; keep to the road.”

“Haven’t you any other errands?”
asked Drusilla. She paused on her way
out. “Look here ,when I come back
can't I write some letters for you?
You really ought to have a secretary,
Beth; if I'm no good ,why can’t -Mr.
Keston help you?”

“Letters never bother me, as you
know,” answered Bertha Heronworth;
“and there is more in the library than
you can imagine. Lord Caroby was an
enthusiastic collector, but he never
made the smallest effort to have his
books put in proper crder. From what
Mr, Keston tells me, they seem to

extraordinary confusion. Then there
is a great quantity of valuable manu-
scripts, and these must be properly
tabulated and fixed in cases; and, of
course, I want a really good cata-
logue,

‘Things which will keep Mr, Keston
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about her she said meditattively to
herself:

“Mischief? Happily there is not a
ghost of a chance of doing anything
foolish down here. Now if I had stay
ed on at Braske, it might have been
| a different thing! I am glag I in-
sisted upon coming away, and yet—'
As she started on her walk she gave
a little sigh, followed by a little laugh.
“Mischief can’t he very sweet,” she
said, “sometimes.”

The dogs made havoc of her trim
gerge skirt. They were wild with joy
at the prospect of going far a walk
with her; but first of all, there were
S0 many people who wanted to have a
word with Miss Drusilla.

The younger sister was In fact
adored by the household, whilst Berth:
Heronworth, with a few exceptions,
commanded respect rather than love—a
touch of irony which so frequently
fashions the conundrums of everyday
life.

It was not merely a duty, but a
source of personal pleasurs with Miss
Heronworth to interest herself in one
and all about her. She knew all  the
various ailments of her various serv-
ants; she remembered the number and
the condition of their relations; sh¢
allied herself with them sympathetic-
ally, and studied them in every way;
Yet she never once obtained froir
them that whole-h.earteg,a.ppreciatlon
which they lavished upon Drusilla.

Bertha Heronworth, for instance,
would never have dreamed of peeping
into the kitchen except when she con-
sidered it convenient to be ‘received.
Drusilla walked in just whenever she
felt inclined. On this particular oc-
casion she perched herself on the cor-
ner of the big kitchen table, whilst
the tribe of dogs (swept out of this
domain as a general rule by the auto-
cratic mistress of it) paddled about
with dirty paws on the red-tiled floor
which had just been scrubbed.

It was only after Drusilla had eater
a small home-made cake ,which she
did not want ,and had swallowed half
a glass of milk which she loathed,
simply because she was expected to
do these things, that she realized the
condition of the floor. But she was
sorry, and she said she was sorry so
prettily, that the cook was prepared
to go down on her knees there and
then and take up the mud stains just
to ease Miss Drusilla’s mind!

From the kitchen the girl went to
the stables, and as she was crossing
the courtyard a man wheeled swiftly
past her on a bicycle. He took off his
cap as he saw the younger Miss Heron-
worth, and Drusilla smiled and nod-
ded.

“So the bookworm does come out of
his lair every now and then,” she
saiqd to herself. “I wonder where he
is geing.”

(To be continued.)
——

How to Avoid
Sea Sickness

Take along a box of Mothersill’s Sea
and Train Sick Remedy. It has recent-
iy been thoroughly tested on English
and Irish Channels and found abso-
jutely reliable. Recommended editorial-
ly by such papers as London Daily Ex-
press and the Press generally in Great
Britain. Analyzed by Sir Charles A.
Cameron, C. B, M. D. QGuaranteed
perfectly harmless and if not satisfac-
tory money refunded. Write for hook-
let and press notices and testimbnials
from prominent peoplé. For eale at
first-class druggists, or send direct to
MCTHERSILL REMEDY COQ., 248
Cleland Bidg., Detroit, Michigan.

For sale and recommended in St.
John by A. Chipman Smith, G, A.
Moore, Royal Pharmacy and G. A.
Riecker.

DANIEL W. MERSEREAU.

There died at Bridgetown, N. S,
Sept. 2nd, Daniel Wood Mersereau,
aged 84 years. Mr. Mersereau was a
former resident of Blissville, N. B,
but having retired from business six
years ago he removed to Bridgetown
with his wife and daughter, Miss Dora.
In one short year and a half their
happy home was saddened by ‘the
death of Mrs, Mersereau, who passed
"away January 5th, 1905.

Mr. Mersereau was a descendant of
the Loyalist family, being a son of the
late John Van Horne and Margaret
Wood Mersereau and grandson of |
Judge Lawrence Mersereau, the first |
judge to sit upon the bench of the Su- |

pretty busy. Well, if I can’t help you
perhaps I can help him. I have come
hcme resclved to do all sorts of sen-
sible things. You know, Beth, it is
really time I began to be useful.”
‘““There are so many useful people in
the world,” said the elder sister.
‘Good-bye, don’t get into mischief.”
“Mischief!” echoed Drusilla. “Good
heavens! Don't you realize that I am
a virtuous person? Why ,if all the
Ten Commandments were spread out
before me now. I should  refuse to
break one. Honour bright T should!”
She blaw a skiss: to her sister and

turned away, passing to the back por-
tion of the house, wheére she whistlel
to the dogs.- As they came tumbling

preme Court of New Brunswick after
the separation of the two provinces.
He is survived by four daughters—
Mrs. Alfred E. Hartt of St. John, Mrs.
Gilbert Hayward, Mrs. J. W. Peters
and Miss Dora B. of Bridgetown, N. S.
THE FARMER.
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Happy the man who tills his field,
Content with rustic labor,
Earth does to him her fullness yield,
Hap what may to his neighbor.
Well days, sound _nights, oh! can
there be
A life more rational and free?
—R. H. Stoddard.
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«“BABY IS EASILY HUSHED

TO SLEEP IN A

BABY CARRIAGE”

“ When we visit other ladies 1 always know if they
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are particular mothers—because particular mothers
know all about the soothing swing of a GENDREN.

“The arrows point to the points | want to make here.

“ The springs are triple-curved, finely
guaranteed to absorb

very. jar. i
“The hubs on GEN @N wheels are covered with

rubber caps.

“ There's no danger of scratching the_furniture when you
drive the baby around the house in a GENDR%N It's

casy to understand why good mothers insist on a
riage for baby.”

m . Sold by all first-class dealers.
- Write tous if your dealer
f doesn't carry them.
DA,
cANS Limited 1759 Toronto

Gendron Manufacturing Co.

tempered steel,
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In a Couple
The Sun Will Issue a

FALL FasaioNn NUM

The First Ever Pub-
lished in the Province

It will be an edition of unusual value to both men and women,
in the form of a sixteen page supplement to the regnlar Saturday
paper, containing :

§ Pages Devoted to Women's Fashions
6 Pages Devoted to Mcn’s Fashions
2 Pages Devoted to 2 Home Beautiful Section

The whole will be lavishly and beautifully illustrated and the

“articles from the Highest Authorities.

The Features

The foreign letters on gowns, ladies suits, cloaks and furs are from
the pen of Mme. Savarie, one of the most authoritative Parisian
fashion writers. |

Other orticles in the Women's Section and Home Beautiful
Section are written by Miss Rene Marsfield, recently on the staft of
the Chicago Tribune.

Other articles are interestingly and completely handled by the
best writers in their various lines. A

The plates illustrating gowns, millinery and furs are posed from
photographs of the most fashionable stage celebrities such as Lillian
Russel, Anna Held, Ethel Barrymore, Maud Adams, Billy Burke and
oihers, in their own fall apparel from the smartest foreign creators.

An edition of over 10,000 will be printed. ~ News agents should
order extra coples at once.
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