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CHAPTER XXIV
-
rHE

ROMANCE OF LOVE

a strange scene had occurred in the
kitchen of Ashland Manor Dick
Monuhan, though delighted at the
return of his young master, seemed
in a perplexed, and, at times, even
grieved state of mind. More than
once he had hazarded a remark to
Anne Flanagan relative to his own
supposition, that the brother

gister would speedily depart for

America, but that lady had been too |

much absorbed in her own engrose
ing thoughts to do more than reply
in a monosyllabic and very unsatis
factory manner ;
the kitchen, as Dick supposed to
retire for the night, that gentleman
disposed himself before the fire, and
began singing to a vary doleful air,
but in a rich and clear voice, a por
tion of an old Irish song :

“ Each bush and tree was dressed in
green,
And valleys in their prime.
Anne Flanagan had not left the

kitchen to retire ; she had but gone
to ascertain if Ellen would require

her again that night; and finding |
and sister were |

that the brother
closeted in the room of the former,
she had returned to arrange some
detail of work for the morning.

So absorbed was Dick in the strains
of his ditty that he did not hear her
entrance, and having his back to-

wards the door he could not perceive |
She paused, as if the melody |
had some strange attraction for her, |

her.

and, as if the strain was singularly

influencing the singer, his voice be- |

came replete with tender feeling ; it
was no longer a mere song—it was

the plaint of a heart which had long |
borne and long concealed its sorrow. ‘

An indescribable expression flitted
into Anne Flanagan's face, as if a
host of
together for some visible form, and
when his voice rang long and sorrow-
fully on the refrain with which each
stanza closed, she sprang forward,
startling him into a sudden and awk
ward rising from his chair,

‘1 know you at last,” she cried
wildly—" Owen Renahan.”

It required an instant or more for
the man te recover from the alarm
which her sudden appearance had
occasioned ; then there broke into

his face an expression at once tender |

and melancholy.

‘1 have waited long for you to
know me,” he said, " but it is only
the eyes of love that are sharp. I
recognized ryou when I hired with
Master Courtney, and ever since I
have been looking for some token
that would tell that you remembered
me. Do you remember the day, over
twenty-eight years ago, that in this
house I asked you to become my

wife ? You refused me ; afterwards

I understood why—your heart was |

in somebody else’s keeping : you gave
it to them that were too much kbove
you to care for the gift. Maybe you

didn't think that I knew this, but, as |

I said before, the eyes of love are
sharp — it wasn't for nothing that
your cheeks would redden and your
eyes shine every time that Mr. Allan
Courtney would chance to speak
to you; it wasn't for nothing that
I'd see you sometimes looking at
Miss Ashland in a wild, wicked
way—"

Miss Flanagan's cheeks were 48 |

scarlet as ever they had been in their
youth, and her eyes shone as much

a8 they could possibly have done at |

the time of which Dick, or Owen, as
was his name by right, spoke ; but it
was the flush and sparkle of rage—
rage that her weakness
wickedness should have been so well
known.

*“ Hear me out,” Owen continued,

seeing her evident desire to interrupt |

him, “ Listen to me before you
speak—God knows I have kept silent
long enough.
with the bride you hated, I said to
myself that it was little comfort you

were putting in store for yourself. |
comfortable |

You had refused a
home, and the love of a warm heart,
and its not always a woman does
well when she slights the offer of an
honest man.

*“ I might have stayed on in my old
place, for the people who came here

to live after the Ashlands would have |

kept me, as they kept others of the
servants ; but the Manor was no
place for me then ; it was too lone
some with all of you gone.
friends among the fishermen on the
shore—the place where I hired with
Master Courtney—and I went down
there to try to go out of myself, to
forget that it was of a woman 1 was
all the time thinking. I took a hand
at their labor; the water, and the

wind, and the place itself, suited my |
the |

rough, wild thoughts. I liked
life, and I stayed there. I used to
have aqueer longing'to come back and

look at the place where I had seen |

the only woman I ever cared for,
and when the times would be slack I

at the old house. You see, with all
my trying, I could'nt forget.
expected to meet you again, and I
little thought, when our boat an-
swered the signal of the French

vessel, who it was I was going to see, |

I wasn't sure, even when I took long
looks at you, that it was really you,
for you were old,
and my memory had you still young
and fresh-looking. But when you
cried so suddenly upon the beach,
something seemed to tell me that it
was gurely you, and that it was your
return to Ireland, after so many

8O

and |

and when she left |

emotions were struggling |

| flattering to

and her |

When you went away |

I had |

I never |

and so faded, |

years, that brought the tears from
you. I was glad, then, of the oppor-
tunity to hire with Master Couftney.
I duln:b give him my own name, for I
didn't want to bring myself to your
memory in that way till you'd know
me yourself first, But
that wind, and weather,
I used
to think that my speech would betray
me, or that the knowledge I seemed
to have of the old times must make
you remember me. Sometimes you

you didn’t |
| know me, owing, I suppose, to the
On the evening of Howard's return | ey <

rough fare had [changed me,

and |

seemed on the point of knowing me, |

and once I gave you full chance by

| looking straight into your face when

in the hotel in Dublin. 1was telling

Misgs Courtney about Aghland Manor; ‘

but even then you didn't recognize
me : and as you did not, 1 thought
maybe it was better to keep my secret
to myself.

“ When I heard that the name of
the young master
Courtney, and that the young lady

I hired with was |

with him was his sister, | judged that |

they must be the children of Mr,

Allan Courtney, and I wondered if the |

old feelings were in your heart for
Mr. Allan and his wife.
they were, when I saw you so affect-
ed the day that we visited Ashland
Manor, and my own heart grew
heavy. I was glad then that you
didn't know me,

I thought |

“To-night, when the young master |

returned, it seemed natural to think
that he and his sister would be soon

puzzled to know what in that case
I'd dowith myself, If Master Howard

go with him ; but if he did not need
me, and you were all going away,
why then I would have to,say all that
I have told to-night, because”’—his
voice began to tremble—"I have not
been able to put you out of my heart.
Maybe I'm wrong again as I was
before when I imagined I could make
vou happy.
to be saying all this now, when the
saying of it twenty-eight years ago
did little good. But it's hard to
change some men's feelings, and for
the five years past that we have been
under the one roof, my feelings have

He extepded his hand.

The pagsion which the first part of
his speech had roused in his listener
had rapidly calmed. Touched by a
recital at once so generous and so
her woman's nature,
gprings of feminine feeling, which
had long been sealed opened to flow
more purely than they had done in

| the old days, when unholy passions

held their sway. She put her hand
in his grasp, answering while the
tears streamed from her eyes :

“I am not worthy of all this.’

But the matter of her worthiness
was of little moment to the faithful
fellow whose heart she had so long
possessed ; he only knew that her
words, her emotion augured well for
his hopes so strongly renew ed ; and,
with a singular feeling of boyish joy,
blending strangely with his sober
dignity of fifty years, he could scarce-
ly refrain from attempting a more
extravagant expression of his joy
than that conveyed in his warm
grasp of her hand.

“Think of all I have told you,” he
said, “and give me your answer
tomorrow. I would ask it tonight,
but I am afraid this has all come so
sudden that maybe you would want
time to think over it. If your answer
should be favorable, and you'd like
to go back to America, I'm willing
enough to go, for there's nothing to
keep me here. If it's the answer
that you gave me twenty-eight years
ago, then I'll return to my old trade

| of fisherman.”

The last words were uttered so

going back to America, and I was |

| would keep me, its willing enough I'd |

| the
Maybe its & queer thing |

| been the same as they were in the |
| long-ago when 1 asked you to be my |
| wife.”

sadly that the spinster’'s heart was |

touched anew, and almost uncon-
sciously she pressed the hand she
held. Owen’s hopes assumed more
fervor and his courage rose.

“Maybe,” he said bending to her,
“maybe you could answer me tonight.
Which is it, Anne, yes or no ?"

With all her years, with all her
asperity, the erratic spinster was as
powerless as the majority of her sex
might have been to withstand such
an appeal. The magic power of a
love which had been so true to its

for their early departure for New
York were detailed ; the delight of
seeing Howard add to the letter to
Mrs. Courtney, which Ellen had left
unsealed, a postscript stating the
time in which the mother might
expect the arrival of her children ;

the telling to Anne Flanagan, when |

Owen—or Dick, as he was still to the
brother and sister—had gone to post
the letter, and Howard had retired
to read his Office, the wonderful
news of Howard's ordination ; it was

all happiness well-nigh too sweet to |

last.

Miss Flanagan was scarcely
much surprised at Ellen's communi
cation as at any other time she her
self would have expected to be.
After the singular change which had
come to her own life, she was pre-
pared for almost any tidings.

though she forebore, through a feel
ing of womanly delicacy, from telling
what had occurred between herself
and Dick, muttering when she was
alone in the kitchen

“It will be time enough to tell her
—to tell them all, when we're back
in New York.”

So Owen still
and the faithful
speedily gladdened by a proposal
from his master to attend the latter
to America.

“I hardly think my
find it difficult to obtain employment
for one who has so faithfully served
her children,” Howard
Dick bowed his thanks, and hurried
to communicate his good news to
Anne,

remained as Dick,

Every arrangement for departure |

was completed. Ellen had made her
round of farewell visits, which con
sisted of calls in very humble homes,
where the
and bless her for her goodness, and
where heartfelt tears accompanied
sorrowful adieus. Howard, de-
sirous of keeping his presence in Ire-
land a secret—both becanse of his
having been obliged to fly the coun
try nearly five years before, which
fact might now, if his return be
publicly known, be unpleasantly

remembered, and because of his own |

wish to escape all notice—had paid
no visits, and had even taken the
precaution to warn Dick and Anne to
secrecy about him®* For the same
reasons the departure from the
Manor took place in the early morn
ing, and before even Granny Cleary,
to whom Ellen had bade farewell the
night before, was up, the little party
were some distance on their destined
way.

Nothing occurred to mar or inter
rupt their journey to the port from
whence they were to take passage
for New York, and Ellen's heart
ranted more wildly, and her joy fre
quently found audible expression as
the different stages of the journej
were swiftly passed.

They were safely on board at last,
and Ellen, fatigued alike from her
journey and the swell of emotions
which had been so wild and uninter
mitting for the past few days, had
retired to her state-room., She was
aroused by Howard's voice, who
seemed anxious and somewhat agi
tated.

“I am sorry to disturb you ;" he
said, “but a friend is on board—he
has come to bid us farewell.’

Though no name had been men
tioned, the sudden ghastliness which

overspread her countenance, and her |

suspended breath, told that she had
devined the identity of the person of
whom he spoke.

"You will at least see him
time, Ellen,” Howard

this
continued.

“He is an outcast from his father's |

house ; the doors of Grosvenor Man
sion, have been, as he anticipated,
sternly closed to him.
venor will not only disinherit, but he
now disowns him. When
with him in London, I told him from

| what port we should sail for home,

but I could not tell him the precise
time, not knowing what your arrange

| ments might be, and I gave him a

date in advance of this. He has
been here waiting for us, waiting for
the explanation I had promised him
to obtain. Ellen"—lowering his
voice to a sad and tender key—'he

| is suffering for that faith which is so

object was as resistless in her case |

as it would have been to romantic
desired. Then, as if ashamed of the
feminine weakness to which she had
yielded, she broke from his grasp and
hurried to her own apartment, while

inexpressibly dear to your heart and |

to mine; we are on the eve of

bidding him, perhaps, along farewell. |

Is this, of all others, a time in which

. | to adhere to some, perhaps pious, but |
eighteen, and she answered as Owen |

| mistaken sense of duty ? Surely the

Owen, too happy to retire to his rest, |

resumed his seat before the fire
indulge in blissful meditations.
Thus love had come once more
the spinster's life, and her forty-six
years were tinged

rgmance which is usually

CHAPTER
A SAD

XXV,
FAREWELL

The next morning brought a happy
awakening to Ellen ;
she fully opened her eyes her newly-
found joy was flooding her heart.

| Again and again, even while holding
used to come up snd have a sad look |

Howard's hands in her morning
salute, while replying to his loving
inquiries, while looking at
across the cozy breakfast table, she
had to think was it all true ?
really there ?
ful presence v
and, making an empty space
he sat, leave her a prey to the old
fears, the old sickening uncertainty ?
But he was there, smiling, and with
as rich a flugh upon his cheeks, pro-
duced by his happy emotious, as that
which burned upon her own. Then
the joy of the consultation after
breakfast, when the arrangements

was he
would not his delight

anish in a few moments, |
where |

to |

with the golden |
ascribed |
| only to the lightsome period of youth.

almost before |

| my he
$0.1 .

resolution you have formed cannot
preclude a kind good-by—at least
give him that.”

“Oh my God!” she cried, lifting
her eyes, and her clasped and trem

bling hands to Heaven, "Thou seest |
that I |

rt and Thou
cannot.”

Her tears choked her further utter
ance.

Her
tient,

“What is the meaning of this,
Ellen ? If a rational cause exists for
your acting in this manner, why do
you not tell it ?”

“I cannot,” she moaned,
Howard | in pity cease to press me,
for you are only breaking my
heart !"

knowest

brother grew slightly

impa

| and anxicus doubt.

him |

“I cannot understand you,’
said at last. “And since it distresses
you so much, I will refrain.
answer me one question ; have you
no messags, no last word for Malver
ton Grosvenor ?" g

“None | none !

She turned from him and.flung
herself in an agony of grief upon the
narrow bed, while her brother slowly
and sadly retired.

Wormwood and gall were mingled
with Ellen Courtney's cup of bliss.
I or the first few moments after her
brother's departure, it seemed as if

a8 |

But |
| ghe rejoiced with her young mistress, |

fellow's heart was |

mother will |

said ; and |

inmates knelt to thank |

Lord Gros- |

I parted |

| spoken,

| from

| to
g 6 il

| brokenly :
The young priest paused in grave

| are
he |

But |

her whole goul almost rose in
rebellion against thie keen and bitter
trial. But prayer, her resource in
every sorrow, congquered even here,
and though her heart still ached and |
her eyes were heavy with tears that |
she would no longer shed, her |
demeanor bore naught to betray her |
| recent stormy suffering. But the
air of the little confined room was
stifling. Hearing the bustle of prep

aration for departure which the

ship's crew were making, she ven

tured to repair to Anne Flanagan's
room, and, leaning on the latter's |
arm, ascended to the deck for breath

ing space. Fearing to encounter
| Howard, lest she should find him

accompanied by Malverton, she
sought a retired part where she could
quietly watch the scene on the quay.
The bustle and excitement, every- |
where so apparent, drew her some

what away from the painful tenor of
her thoughts, and calmly and silently

her eyes roamed over the varied |
| view.

The hour for sailing had arrived.
Farewells were tearfully spoken, |
friends hurried from the vessel, and

| in a few moments she was moving
majestically out. Then Ellen Court-
ney's eyes suddenly rested on one
form amid the many on the pier—a
form that stood motionless, and
whose face betrayed only too well
the grief, the despair with which a
noble manhood had been blighted.

"0 my friend!"” she murmured,
forgetful of Anne's presence—forget-
ful of everything but the cruel grief |
by which her soul was wrung, "fare-
well—a long, a last farewell.”

She hid her face in her handker
chief, and sobbed aloud.

Anne Flanagan was touched,
though at the same time very much
perplexed. She had not discerned
Malverton Grosvenor's form on the
| quay, and the thought of him iu
connection with the grief of her
young mistress did not once enter
her mind. She gently besought
Ellen to go below, perchance with
the hope that the latter would gratify |
her curiosity ; but though the young
girl obeyed, it was only to leave
Anne in the same state of troubled
wonder, for without vouchsafing a
word, she shut herself in her room.

Hope so long and so constantly
deferred had painfully told on Mrs.
Courtney’s appearance. Though still
bearing traces of a beauty which in
vounger days had commanded much
admiration, her face had a faded and
worn look, like to that which nightly
vigils and much weeping are apt to
beget. Like Ellen, her life was de
voted to unceasing good, and, like
Ellen, hier soul was also often near to
fainting on the thorny path it had
set itself to travel. But the hope,
nay more, the presentiment that an
answer to their prayers would some
time vouchsafed, made her still
strong enough to abide in the sorrow
and loneliness of her desolate home:
Few of her neighbors but had trans
ferred their residences to fashionable
up-town localities, and gossip was
rife to what charms the old
fashioned house on the Battery could,|
have for its wealthy mistress. The
same gossip had long ago exhausted
itself with conjectures about the pro-
longed absence of the Courtney chil-
dren. But notahue of the time-worn
building, not an inch of the space it
occupied, but was sadly and inexpres-
sibly dear to the heart of the sorrow-
ing mother,

For four years she had not entered
the presence of Brother Fabian.
Sometimes, in the church in which
she was so regular and so devout an
| attemdant, she caught stray glimpses
of his stern, gloomy countenance, as
he entered or left with his monastic |
brethren, but no more. {

After intervals, during the four
years, had = the Oriential - looking
stranger made his singular visits— 3
each time presenting the same card, 1
and each time receiving Mrs. Court- |
ney's message to the effect that her |
daughter was still in Ashland Manor,
her son she knew not where- with-‘T

|
|

be

out doing more than making his
usual dumb gign that he heard, and
would carefully convey all that she
said.
But her years of weary waiting |
were at last to meet their reward. ‘
The mail had come, and O'Connor
hastened to bear to his mistress the
only letter which ever came for her
she had long dropped every other
correspondence, 1t was the old man's
privilege, ore which Mrs. Courtney
herself, because of his long and faith-
ful service, had bestowed upon him,
to wait for the reading of the letter
in order that he might hear how Miss
Ellen was. He had long 8ince ceased
to hear more of Howard than a sadly
“1 trust he is well.,” This
time, while he respectfully lingered, |
he was suddenly startled by a cry
his mistress. With the open
letter in her hand—with the color to |

| which her cheeks had long been un-

used rushing in one wild, mad sweep
her face—with her whole form
trembling with the intensity of her
joy, she rushed to the old man, catch-
ing his hands and ejaculating
" Rejoice with me
coming home,
Howard is a priest.”
Her heart was too full of its over-
whelming joy to utter more, and with
one great passionate sob she sank on
her knees, and, as Ellen had done,
lifted her eyes and hands in voiceless
prayer.
. Poor, bewildered O’Connor !
was busily, according to his wont,
smoothing down his peculiarly
combed forelocks, as if by that action
a clearer idea of the singular state of
| affaire might be induced to enter his
| perplexed brain, Howaxrd a priest!
Howard, the reprobate, and the cast-

my

children |
and

Howard

he

| was unusually

i he

away—Howard, whom the old man
had long since, with all charity, re-
garded as almost beyond the pale of

| salvation—he could hardly credit it !

But when

Mrs. Courtney, having
recovered

her voice, poured forth
aloud her burning gratitude
Heaven, he could
the statement, and he too raised his
eyes reverently, and murmured
softly :

" Surely the Lord works wonders.”

It was the same remark he made
to his fellow-help, when, having
given to Mrs. Courtney all the evi
dence that even s/he could desire of
his joy at the glad tidings, he left her
to tell in the servant’s hall the good
news he had heard ; and great was
the wonder, and great the rejoicing
among the warm-hearted, faithful
Irish domestics.

Mre. Courtney’s eagerness to reach
the religious house in which Brother
Fabian dwelt, could hardly restrain
itself. She had ordered the carriage
for this visit, feeling that her trem-
bling limbs would be unable to bear
her, and, though the vehicle was
driven at full speed, it seemed to her
to be long in arriving at its destina
tion.

The religious, when he saw her,
after so long an absence, evidently
expected some startling news, for his
face flushed slightly, and, as if to
gain time to compose himegelf, he

door on his entrance to the reception
room, She could not wait his

Hp
proach to where she stood,

crying :

" My hope is realized—read !”

With unseemly haste he grasped
the missiv he appeared even to
tear it open in his eagerness to devour
its contents ; his cheeks flushed hotly,
and his hands trembled
manner that the letter shook visibly
in his grasp while he read.

The mother waited, her head bent
forward, her bosom heaving, her lips
parted in her eager listening for the
first word which should fall from the
religious. His eyes, when they
turned from the perusal, met her
face—her glowing, eager face.
own stern countenance softened ; an
expression akin to pain, and yet bear
ing all the semblance of a tender and
passionate joy, crossed his features.
He turned away, and lifting his cap
said, with his eyes reverently raised

' Thy justice never fails—mysteri-
ous and inscrutable are Thy ways ;
Thou hast rewarded the penitent, the
patient, and the believing. Blessed,
thrice blessed be Thy name forever.

He turned to the waiting
woman :

‘Since one hope has been so well
accomplished, you have little doubt,
I suppose, that the other will
equally fulfilled ?

" None!"” was the trembling reply
' Something to tell me that
God, who has already ‘been so good

she clasped her thin hands to
gether— " will grant my one other
prayer before I die.

' When will this news reach
he seemed abbut to pronounce a
name, but, as if checked by some im
pulse, he uttered after a moment's
hesitation—" him ?’

" 1 know not.
senger comes, I will pray for him to
come soon.”

The Brother bent to her :

“ When that time arrives—when
the master of the house once more
takes his place as such—immediately
apprise me.”

back

be

seems

ing a rapid adieu, went hastily from
the room.

In the carriage on hor return, Mrs.
Courtney drew from her bosom an
ivory case, attached to some slender
chain.

* At last,” she murmured, " I may
look at it.”” And pressing the spring,
the miniature likeness of a young
and handsome man was revealed.
Her tears obscured her vision, and,
putting the picture to her lips, she
pressed wild and repeated kisses
upon it.

TO BE CONTINUED

UNWELCOME
BABY

S —

HE

Never since their marriage had
Nan looked so sweet to Ralph.
Perched on the arm of his chair she

to |
no longer doubt |

long in closing the |

in such a |

His |

When next his mes- |

| their little baby.

| 80 precious to her

| little things.

each other, he reminded himself
savagely, And along comes an auto-
cratic baby to muddle things up. |
Especially when he had planned a
jolly house party for September
when his frat brothers were leaving |
Harvard on their journey homeward. |
He had engineered this affair just to
show off his beautiful wife. But now
all was off, No dances, no country |
club dinners., Just long dreary eve
ninge at home. And after the baby
came what did it mean but broken
rest, anxiety, and many other re
sponegibilities which he did not care
to shoulder! Suddenly he recalled |
what his mother had told him of |
his infancy. He had contracted
every childish disease going, had
convulsions with each double tooth,
and had the best or the worst pair
of lungs on record. Heavens! What
about this heredity dope? What if |
this baby should inherit all those |
tendencies ? The thought was too
much, Jumping to his- feet, he
seized his cap aud rushed to the
door.
There
" Ralph,’
hands.
me 7"’
For an instant he softened. Then
a thought sent their spirit apart, He
couldn’t rejoice and be honest with
himself. He kissed her coldly
"1 don't know what to say.
thing can’'t be helped, of course.
I'm certainly not

a hurt voice halted him. |
Nan held out beseeching

" Have you nothing to say to |

'l‘h“.
But
babies, |

keen on

| Nan.”
but, |
hurrying to him, immediately that |
he turned, she proffered Ellen’s letter, |

After his departure Nan sensed
the meaning of anguish. I{ seemed
unbelievable that Ralph did not want
Never since her
sure -knowledge had the secret been
Her head lifted
proudly. Well, at least he should
hear no more about it. She had
looked forward to evenings of plan
ning, to chat about its clothes, and
whether it should
or Georgetown, and deciding on a
name, and all manner of beautiful
Jut now—she would
lock her disappointment in her heart.
He should never know how she suf-
fered. A burst of lonely tears fol
lowed this brave resolution which
were eventually dried on Mother
Baring's shoulder when she stopped
in on her way to town and had
drawn from Nan the reason for her
tears.

Dear Mother Baring
her boy's intolerance and was able
by her sweet counsel to soften the
bitternees against him in the young
wife's heart.

Absorbed in her sweet dream world
the months slipped uneventfully by to
Nan. Ralph was very kind but at
times she saw him watching her with
a peculiar look of resentment. They
never mentioned the baby, but she
knew it was always on his mind, and
not pleasantly. Times there were
when she had to excuse herself be
cause of this conviction and seeking
her room would cry herself to
over it.

Later on came the test of her
womanhood. The boys began drop
ping in to carry Ralph away to the
club. And though she did not mind
this very much it was their attitude
toward herself that hurt. They were
all boys with whom she had grown
up. Boys who had called her "Nan
all her life. Now she was, '"Mrs. |
Baring!” On St. Valentines Day,
Fred Gibson, who formerly acted as [
escort to all the college affairs, |
brought her a bunch of violets. But |

understood

sleep

| he seemed surprised and embarrassed
| when she called him “Fred” and took |
She bowed her head, and he, utter-

his hand in thanking him. |
To be just to him Ralph always

| pretended that he did not want to |

leave her alone, but he could not
hide his relief when she urged him ‘
to go. She suffered over this but |
never mentioned her feeling to him. |
Watching her, Mother Baring often |
reproached herself over the thought |
of her reluctance to see Ralph marry |
Nan. She had been such a pam-
pered girl and was so very pretty
that Mrs. Baring feared her extrava-
gance would drag Ralph into debt. |
But here was this young girl exhib-

iting a far greater womanhood during |
a trying period than she herself had |

| shown. |

Once she mentioned this to Nan |
and the girl's lovely eyes filled with |
tears. “But I am not patient.

| Sometimes I grow so nervous that

| that

| thought of what I

was preventing him from going to | S
‘ strength.

the office, her glowing cheeks, rest

ing so cosily against his head that |

could not bear to disturb her
until she had told him the secret over

which she seemed so mysteriously |

elated.
At last she whispered it, and leav-

ing the chair pirouetted across the |

room fairly alive with
think of it, Ralphie!

joy. " Just
The most won

derful event in the world is going to |

happen to us. When Dr. Campbell
told me 1 could hardly believe him,
I have always so loved them and
now to have one of my very own
geems too good to be true. Oh, oh !”
delightfully, " what if it should be a
boy and have black eyes like yours

| and

There was something electric in
the atmosphere.
trailed into silence.
see
Tragedy was evident in every line of
his sturdy, youthful figure.
the news spelled Gloom with a capi
tal. He didn't know anything about
babies and he didn't care to know.
Of course, after awhile when a fel
low got older, perhaps it would be
all right to have a shaver or two
hanging around the house. But now!
He was only twenty-two and Nan
wag nineteen, They had been mar
ried but five months, Hardly long
enough to become acquainted with

She turned to

| Electrified
Her pleased voice |
Ralph slumped into his chair, |
To him |

| Contented

| his heart contracted.

l

Well, 1
feelings.

gshall not
There is
owe
knowledge

dwell on
always the
to my baby |
brings me

my

and that

And then came a night when the
docter was stily summoned and |
Ralpn was roused from sleep to keep |
his lonely vigil below stairs and
shuddering at the eery sounds which
now and then floated down from
Nan's hours. What a cad he had
been. If God would only spare his
darling Nan to him he would spend
the rest of his life making it up to |
her. He would show her just the
kind of husband and—father he could |
be.

Father! the
Why, even now
little tyke above stairs that
soon be able to call him
he sprang up the
and met the nurse coming from his |
wife’'s room with a bundle in her |
arms. Yes, all was over but he could
not go in just yet. Listening at the |
door he heard Nan's voice and a
weary little laugh in answer fto
gomething the doctor had esaid.
he wandered after the |
nurse. She had entered his room.
He followed her. She was standing |
near the door with the bundle still in
her arms. She started a bit at his
entrance.

him. |
be a
would |
father. |

steps

word stunned
there might

Without knowing wue reason why
Something un- |
canny seemed to reach out invisible ‘
fingers and clutch him, He moved

attend Fordham |

| and

Phone Main 6249, After Hours : Hillerest 8818

Society of St.Vincent de Paul
Bureau of Information

Special Attention Cast off Clothes
iiven to Employment Always in Demand

25 Shuter St.
TORONTO

Office Hours

) to 4

AUTOMOBILES, LIVERY, GARAGE

R. HUESTON

Livery and Garage
470 to 488 Richmond St,
Phone 428

& SONS

Open Day and Night
680 Wellington Bt
Phone 441

FINANCIAL

THE ONTARIO LOAN & DEBENTURE CO'Y

Capital Paid Up, §1 Reserve §1,450,000
Deposits received, Debentures issued, Real
Estate Loans made John MecClary, Pres.; A,

Smart, Mgr. Offices: Dundas St., Cormer
Market Lane, London

50,000,

PROFESSIONAL CARDS

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES, Eve.

J.Foy, K.C., A\ Knox, T. Louis Monahss
L. Middleton George Keough
Cable Address: “Foy'
Main 704
Main 708
Offices : Continental Life Building
CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STREETS
TORONTO

Hon.J
E.

Telephones

P. O, Box 2008 Phone Mille
H. L. O'ROURKE, B.A.

(Also of Ontario Bar)
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR, NOTARY
Money to Loan
Suite 5, Board of Trade Building

281 Eighth Avenue West

| CALGARY, ALBERT
[

OHN T. LOFTUS
Barrister, Solicitor, Notary, Ete.
| 712 TEMPLE BUILDING
TORONTO
Telephone Main 632

| REILLY, LUNNEY & LANNAN
Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries
i Money to Loan
Clifford B, Reilly, B.A., LL
Harry W, Lunney -
Alphonsus Lannan, I
Burns Block, Phone M -3439
CALGARY, ALBERTA. P.O. Drawer 1800
Special facilities for correspondence in French,

DENTISTS

DR
Room 5,
Cor, Richmond

BRUCE E. EAID
Dominion Bank Chambers
and Dundas Sts Phone §800

Hotel St.Charles

Along ¢

a superb view of
ardwalk, the St
I ng

iv 30(
NEWLIN-HAINES CO

Atlantic Qity, N. J.

HOTEL CUMBERLAND

| NEW YORK, Broadway at 54th Street

Broadway cars
from Grand
Central Depot

7th Avenue
cars from
Penn'a Station
New and
Fireproof

Strictly First-
Class — Rates
Reasonable

Rooms with Adjoining Bath
$1.50 uwp

Rooms with Private Bath
$2.00 up

| Suites $4.,00 up

10 Minutes Walk to 40 Theatres
Send for Booklet

HARRY P. STIMSON

Only New York Hotel Window-Screened
T hroughout

Funeral Directors

John Ferguson & Sons
180 KING ST.

The Leading Und
Open N
Telephone

akers & Embalmer
ht and Day

Hous Factory 64

E. C. Killingswonrth
FUNERAL DIRECTOR
Open Day and Night
583 Richmond St Phone 397

—-—-J

For Sprains,
Lame Muscles

Absorbine, Jr., brings quick relief
Keep it always at hand for instant use
Athletes use Absorbine, for the
muscle that has been strained, for the
cut or laceration that runs a chance of
infection; for the abrasion that pains
and the limbs that ff and lame
from over-exertion

Walter Johnson, the famous pitcher
of the Washing Americans, saye
‘‘Absorbine, Jr., i class liniment
and rub-down tired muscles. I
have d it to advantage and
can heartily recommend it to ball
players everywhere.”’

Absorbire, Jr., 18 a concentrated
antispetic liniment—only a few drops
required at an application It is safe
pleasant to use—leaves no gr
residue 3old by most d
and $2.00 a bottle or postpaid.
trial bottle for 10c in stamps

W. F. Young, P.D. F.,

299 Lymans Bldg., Montreal, Can

are st

Use

uegists

Liberal




