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A GIRL OF
THE PEOPLE

By Mrs. C. N. williamson.
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+1 was in the West Wing looking
through some old papers, and so on
of L.dy Cope’s, from eleven to one,” 1
said. “Perhaps she heard me. 1 dare-
-say she could in her room; and once 1
dropped a candlestick.”

«{t couldn't have been that,” ob-
Jected Swift, “for Mrs. Ewarts Jooked
at her W xnh the last time she was up,
and it was past two o'clock.”

“Oh'!" 1 ejaculated, thoughtfully.
“Bu' it was nothing, of course. A storm

an make strange sounds come about
an old house—especially at night.”

“] suppose ‘twas othing, really,” the
mald assénted. “Mrs. Ewarts was sure
it wasn't burglars, or she’d have given
an alarm.”

After my own experiences in the
night, Swift’s words impresséd me far
snore than they would otherwise; and
1 asked myself if it were possible that
the restless spirits of those who had

sinned on earth did mdﬁéd ever come
o.« k to the old haun allowing them-
selves to be heard or seen by those who
were still -‘a"‘%b-v')‘ul

At half-past ten, on the very stroke
of the appointed hour, news of Roger’s
arrival was brought I was in
the picture llery the word
came, for a curious fascination had
drawn me back to the West Wing the
snoment after I had br reakfasted; and
I had just fiz 2 futile exploration
of the downstairs rooms, unvisited last
night, when told that Sir Roger
Cope > me.

I wen jown as the Indian
boudoir, ¥ awaited me, and in
we shook hands

I Jooked up at him rather timidly,
for somehow I wa ng 'the hour
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“Let's talk of something else,” I ex-
<latmed, abruptly A

“You say that oddly!” he persisted.
=1 believe, Sheila, that you had a fright
Jast night.”

“I'm not at all superstitious,” I an-
swered, evasively. “Mother brought me
wp to think that sort of thing ridieu-
Jous. Nobody seems to have rested very
peacefully last night; but I feel quite
weil enough this morning for that busi-
mess talk which you sald we must
Bave.”

Roger’s eyes had never left my face,
yet I'hoped it had not given him much
satisfaction. He saw at last that there
was one subject which I was resolved
not to discuss; and he knew that I
could be just as determined as he, when
1 chose.

“Very well, to business, then,” he
asld. “Aren’t you going to sit down,
and ask me to sit down? Thanks!
Sheila, did your mother ever tell you
\Jsaything about your birth?”

CHAPTER VL
A Secret Divulged.
1 stared at my cousin, surprised at
such a strange beginning.
*I hardly know what you mean” 1
stammered. “What was there to tell—
except that I was born abroad
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Roger looked down at a book he had
taken up from the table. “I thought
that Aunt Ermyntrude might have told
you some particulars,” he said; "‘per-
haps—the night she died. You did not
seem to wish me to know what passed
between you in that last scene. And I
thought she might—"

“She said nothing coherent at all,” 1
broke in. “She only murmwred a few
strange words which I could not under-
stand. Are you—going to tell me any-
thing, Roger?”

“By and by,” he sald, smiling faint-
ly. His face had brightened as I an-
swered his question. Evidently, if he
had anything of importance to tell, he
was glad that my mother had not fore-
stalled him. *“Before we come to that
I have certain things to ask. Shella,
you were eighteen a month ago, weren't
you?”

“Yes,” 1 replied. And my mind
strayed back to my birthday. How
happy I had been then! We had just
gone up to London, and the world had
seemed like fairyland.

“You are almost a child still, my poor
little cousin. Yet Aunt Ermyntrude
was married befcre she was many
months older. Did she ever speak to
you about the time when you would
marry?”

“Oh, yes, she spoke of it vaguely
sometimes. 1 suppose all mothers do.”
1 had reasons of my own for wishing
to hurry away from this subject; but
Roger kept me to it

“And the man you would one day
marry? Had she anything to say of
him2*

I felt myself grow scarlet. *“I don’t
gee that you have any right to ask me
such things,” I said. “They were|be-
tween mother and me.”

“I think I am answered, Sheila!” he
exclaimed. *“Well—you know what her
wishes were, and you won't be sur-
prised to hear that mine are the same.
1 have always loved you, and wanted
you, dear, since I saw you growing
from a bewitching child into a beauti-
ful young woman.”

Roger had been sitting in a chair
opposite the sofa, where I had taken a
seat; but he coming to me,
went duwn on one not in a thea~
trical, lover-like {way, but as a big
brother mi do with a little sister.
And very 5,: ntly he laid his hand over
my two, that were clasped tightly to-
gether in my lap. Altogether his man=-
ner was considerate and reassuring.
But, then, Roger's manner invariably
was perfect in every emergency.

“You young, such a child
still,” he went on, before 1 could speak,
and resisting my efforts to draw mny
hands from under his, “that you need
someone to take care of you I want
to be that one, dear. And she who is
gone desired it, as you know. If it were
not for that 1 would not have spoken
yet. But she would not have wished
me to delay. Little girl. what nave yew
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O Roger, 1 m’t—l can’t!” 1 ex-
clumed. “How I wish you hadn't said
it! You are very kind, but we must o

cousins, and—nothing more.”

His handsome face hardened a little.
“Why?" he persisted. “You don't dis-
like me?”

“No-o0,” 1 rupondod. dubiously.
f don’t love you."”

“1 don’t expect love at first—not the
sort of love 1 feel for you,” he sald.
“Why, you are almost too young to
know what love means. Trust your-

“But

s | seif to me, dear, and trust me to teach

you its meaning.”

1 shook my head, and I was beginning
to grow impatient. “You eouldnt" !
said. *1 know enough about love, b
instinct, to be sure that you could nev~
er teach it to me. You might try for &
hundred years, and it would be just the
same at the end as it 1s now.

“That’s a hard answer,” he ejacu-
{ated, flushing. “It's your youth that
speaks. Perhaps, after all, I ought to
have waited. But dear Aunt Ermyn-
trude—"

“It's no use walting,” 1 interrupted
him, with almost flerce decision. “Since
you began this, Roger, we must finish
it now, and not speak of it again ever—
sver, if we are to remain friends.
You've always been very good and very
nice to me, and I've tned to be fond of
gou—not in the way you mean, but
just as a cousin, bw ause I knew that
it was mother’s wish. Yet I couldn’t
make myself do it I've never been
comfortable with you, Roger, or happy
in your society. It’s better to tell you
all the truth now, so that you will
quite unders.and that it couldn’'t be
different.”

He was still on one knee by my side,
though he had released my hands now,
and he was looking straight into my
gyes with a very strange look.

“I'm thirty-six, Sheila, and you're
gighteen,” he said, slowly. “I've seen
girls change who thought they never
could.”

“You will not see this one ¢hange!”
{ cried, almost crossly, for 1 thought
that he ought in manliness to take me
at my word without attempting furth-
er argument. “O Roger, I do think It
cruel of you to have brought up this
to-day! You said there was business
which could not wait, and yet this is
all—"

«phis is not all,” Roger repeated,
taking the words out of my mouth. “It
s only*"the beginning. You don*t under-
stand yet, but you will by and by, and

you will tHink very differently or me
then. Instead of anger there will be, 1
am sure, a more kindly emotion in your
heart. You will see that I pleaded with
you, as for the greatest boon that a
woman can grant a man, while 1 might
have begun in another way more gra-
tifying perhaps to my own pride; and
more likely to prove successful. But 1
preferred to sue as a subject to his
qnﬁen. rather than play King Cophe-
tua.’

“King Cophetua?’ I opened my eyes
and gazed at him haughtily “1 do
not see the appropriateness of the sim-
ile.”

“I told you that you did not under-
stand now.- But I won't keep you in
suspense.”

To my rellef he rose from his humble
posture and stood before me, looking
.lnwn veifled excitement in his face.

‘%p"lklng of King Cophetua,™ he
went ‘on, “reminds me of a story—the
story of a beggar maid. Once upon a
time thersa was a man who had been
poor all his life. And there was a girl
who had been rich. Suddenly they
changed places, though ﬁhe was left in
ignorance. The man Joved the girl,
who was very beautiful and so indiffer-
ent in her manner to him that he, who
was not used to indifference from other
women, was piqued into desiring to
win her even more ardently than he
would otherwise. He had we¢ anted her
when he believed himself poor and the
girl rich. But when the change came,
he loved her just as much. And to show
his love, instead of saying:
lost everything. Come to me, who can
give it all back,’ he would have con-
cealed the truth, if she would have let
him, for a timé at least, until she had
grown accustomed to the idea that the
best happiness of her life must come
from him. Do you think that he was a
man of honor or a auixotic fool?”

To be Continued.
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Laughing In Persia.
In Persia the man who laughs is con-
sidered effeminate, but free license is
given to female merriment.

Japanese Politeness.

The Japanese jinrikisha man solicits
custom by erying: “If the honorable
lord does not give himself the trouble
of too much illustrious delay, the fare
will be only 20 ‘sen. Condescend to
make gruckﬁs use of this worthless
servant.”

Twe Unhappy Writers.
Dryden “married diseord In a noble
wife,” and Addison sold himself to a
cross grained old countess who made
him pay dearly for all she gave him,

Thoreau's HBoast.

Thoreau was once able to boast wlt
be had on his shelves a library of sev-
eral hundred volumes, the greater part
of which he had written himself. His
publishers could not dispose of the first
edition of his first book, and, thinking
it useless to keep the volumes longer,
bad sent them to their author.

The Champion Cheese.
The largest cheese ever made was
8 feet 10 Inches in diameter and 21 feet
in circumference. It was made at &
factory in Canada and weighed 7,000
pounds.

Locomotive Puffs.

A locomotive going at express speed
gives 1,056 puffs per mile.

An Armless Artist.
M. Ducornet, who died in France in

He had the eye of an artist and, not-
withstanding his great misfortune, ac-
tually studied painting and

many fine productions whony executed
with his toes,
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BOIVIN, WILSON & CO.

MONTREAL, CANADA.
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Preserving

. . . Kettles
CHEAP

o to Qumn & Patterson, they have a

Lap Covers, Whips,
Lawn Hose, Sprinklers
And Ice Cream Freezers
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OHATHAM’S .llllll'RY STORI'

Specials in Millinery

One doz. onlxo. LTM Hats for Children from

$1.50

Black, blue, white, brown and red s.nonnt
19¢-

The best value in Flowers at
10¢c

-
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C. A. Cooksley,

KING STREET,
OPPOSITE MARKET

THE STEAMER

City of Chatham

Will make her regular sound trip from
CHATHAM to DETROIT every

Monday and Wednesday

Leaving Rankin Dock, Checham, at 7.30 . na., and
returning leaves Detroit (foot of R.\ndulph StL)
at 3.30 p. m. Detroat time, or 4 o'clock Chatham
time,

Will also make round trips from Detroit to
Chatham every

Friday and Saturday

leaving Detroit, foot of Randolph St at 8, 30 a.m.
Detroit time, or 9 a.m., Chatham time returning
will leave Chatham at 3.30 p.m., Detroit time or
4 pm,, Chathaw time, armiving in Detroit about
30 pm

Fares;

Round Trip.. ..800

Single Trip. .. .. 800
Agents—Stringer & Co Chatham; Odette &
Wherry, Windsor; John Stevenson, Detroit.

E. Cornetet Captain
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MeetMe at Somerville's

Jce Cream and
Soda Water

Known as the Best in
Town.

Pure, rich Ive Cream, made by the most
perfect apparatus in absol utely clean
rooms.

Refreshing, foaming Soda Water
exquisite Fruit Flavors.

with

Somerville's

Restaurant and Lunch Rooms
King St, 'Phone 368
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butter.- Our room is
cold, clean,  perfectly
dry and free from any
taint as we take in

The Maple Clty
Creamery and
Cold Storage
For butter only. We
have room for a few
butter only.

more crocks or tubs of

Spring Cleaning
And Disinfecting

Cloride of Lime.
(austic Soda,
Camphor,
Ammonia,
Sponges and Chamois,

AT

Carbolic Acid,
Copperas,
Creolin,
Borax,

Radley’s *"“siere

lll. St., Ohatham

Minard's

Liniment Cures Burus, etes,




