A GIRL OF
THE PEOPLE

By Mrs. C. N. Williamson.
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Somehow the time passed. ana- tne
doctor came. Afterwards, I heard
that scarcely twenty minutes had gone
by between the moment when Swift
jeft me to take the message downstairs
and that when he arrived. But the
minutes seemed ten tirhes twenty.

The doctor was an elderly man, with
grey halr and keen eyes, and a quick,
concise way of speaking that inspired
one with confidence. He asked ques-
tions as to my mother's previous state
of health, smelt the medicine in the
unlabelled bottle, and put it aside. Evi-
dently it was not what was needed
now.

He sounded the heart with his stetho-
scope, abruptly ordering Swift :q get
®randy and bring it to him as quickly
as she could. Bending his face down,
with his ear at the instrument, I saw
his eyes suddenly fall upon the fresh
burn on my mothers arm.

For her sake 1 could have wished to
hide it from hin for 1 knew how
sensitive she had been regarding the
what anger she had shown when
as a child, 1 had tactlessly asked
what was and how
But I had re-
sisted the impulse t ver up the spot
and « from the doctor, think-
ing that inju h must have
caused great pailr and shock—might
par ount for my mother’'s con-
ditic

“What's this?” th
i, turning =

How did she burr

t know,” I stam
from for sev-

ame in a few
we t for you.”

h"l“"l'v

“She

is

scar,
once,
her to tell
it came to d

me

there

the
tially a«

old man brusque-
th a slight frown
herself 7"’

She

axke

en out, eaway me

hours, and
fore

the rl‘dr!
laughter’
Yy \"ril"‘

-

hoked m

I nad seen
ed to look t

now sSaw

*fore,
hrough
or

sharply.

doctor,
to sleep. She
s world

she had dled

CHAPTER
A Sound

v
e Door.

Only or thing 1 recall distinctly In
connectiolR with that night, after the
moment that brought the knowledge
and shock of my mother's ddath It
seemed a trifl t stand out, while
other matters, more important, per-
haps ded i background
of my mind; yet the great events of lifs
are reared a foundation of trifles
When my mother's beautiful dead

®ody, in all its bravery of mist-grey
crepe and glittering stars of steel, was
lifted from the sota where I"had lald
ber down to die, I noticed something
that had passed unobserved before, In
the excitement of her coming and her
sudden {liness

I had half carried, half dragged her
from the door to the lounge she
had fallen against me, fainting, with-
out removing the cloak that lay loose-
iy over her shoulders, and when I
placed her on the sofa, the wrap lay
between her and Lae nest of cushions

When they took her away I8 was still
there, and as [ stood staring dazedly
&t the placewhere she had been it was
suddenly borne in upon me that this
cloak was not the one which she had
worn to the theatér; I had never seen
it before.

She had gone out in a long, primrose-
tinted wrap of satin, brocaded with
great marigolds in shining threads of
®old. She came home to die in a shoft
wrap of lustreless black silk, lined with
a des p = ade of purple £

I shuddered at sight of the thing,
remembering black, jetted dress
worn by the woman with the scar on
her arm, the woman whom I could not
help secretly regarding as my moth-
er's murderess. [ could not bear to see
it lying where mother had lain, and in
a sudden passion 1 seized the black,
purple-lined garment and flung it
wiciously from the sofa into a far cor-
mer of the sitting-room, where it lay
in & heap on the floor. -

Next day my cousin, Roger Cope,
<came. He had inherited my father's
title long ago, and was Sir Roger Cope,
An estate which went with the baro-
metcy had also gone to him; but he
had never lived there. The old home
©y the sea, in Dorsetshire, which 1
foved, had been my mother's. She
and my father were distant cousins,
and though Roger had inherited the
title, as next«of-kin, after my father's
death, he was even morq neacly relat-
«d to my mother.

Very little money had gone to Roger
with the title and estates, for my fath-
er had been poor, my mother rich, and
the new Sir Roger Cope let his place In
Dorsetshire, living in town. He was a
soli¢itor, and since mother and I had
ocome to London for my first season,
we had been twice invited to tea at his
delightful old chambers in the Temple.

When we were ready to leave the

“_-:l Hotel-Swift and I—for the
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If you have Backache you have
Kidney Disease. If yvou neglect
Backache it wi'l develop into
something worse—Bright s Dis~

, ease or Diabetes. There is no
use rubbing and doctoring your
back. Cure ti.c kidneys. There
is only one kidney medicine but
it cures Backache every tines—

Dodd’s
Kidney

sad journey down to Dorsetsnire, ne
maid came to me at the last moment,
carrying the black, purple-lined cloak
in her hand.

“What is it,

PER—

miss?”’ she asked. *I
never saw it before. It can’t be yours
—or my poor lady's. " Was it—what she
wore home, that night—by mistake,
perhaps?”’

“Yes,” I answered.
that night—"

I was about to add that the thing
should be left in the hotel, where per-
haps the owner would one day come to
inquire for it, when I remembered that
I might reproach myself later for let-
ting a possible clue to the woman in
black pass out of my hands.

“Give the wrap to me,” I sald In-
stead. “I should like to look at,it.”

Swift laid the sombre folds over my
arm, and I ‘examined the purpie lin-
ing for a pocket. There was one on
each side, that on the left long and
narrow, for the reception of a fan;
that on the right only large enough for
a purse and a handkerchief.

I plunged my hand into ohe after
the other, and at first thought that
both were empty. But into the corner
of the purse-pocket was pushed a tiny,
crumpled bit of paper. I pulled it out,
smoothed it between my fingers, and
saw that I had possessed myself of a
small.stip cut from the column of a
newspaper.

“Lady Cope and her only daughter,
Miss Sheila Cope,” 1 read, “are spend-
ing the season at the Cobutg Hotel, in
Carlos place.”

This gave me a
and sent for the m
asked if it would be possible to find
out, even now, whether anyone had
called to see my mother while we were
at the theater on the evening of her
death.

In a few moments word came back
that a lady had called. She had seemed
disappainted at hearing that
and had inquired

“She wore it

new idea. I rang
nager. Of him 1

greatly
Lady Cope was out
where she might be found Our box
for theater had been ordered by
telephone from the Lotel, therefore the
lady had been informed that we were

the

at the Lyceum.

The lady had been tall, dérk, dressed
and cloaked in black, and ghe had come
in a cab. She had left no name, and
nothing further 18 known about her.
But it was enough to serve as an an-
swer to the question 1 had asked. The
woman in black had gone to the thea-
ter in expectation of seeing my moth-
er, and for that pu ‘pose alone The
meeting had not come about by chance

No doctor who had
attended my mother, Swift, and myself,
knew that anything mysterious had
happened that last night., Though the
doctor had asked a question or two,
and frowned in a pnzzied way at the
burn on her arm, he had not hesitated
to certify that she had died from an
acute attack of the heart disease which
had troubled her. menacing her life for
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years. Any sudden shock would have
aggravated this disorder, and the dec-
tor was certsin that Some such shock
she must have received. Beyond this
! he knew nothing, save that she had
been absent from home for a few
hours.

Swift was aware only that her mis-
tress had not come hack with me, and
had “¥eturned lster in.s dying condls
tion, while my ¥nowledge was not of

: & kind to establish proof of Toul play
} against any person Or persons un-
| known.

1 did not aven believe thal there had
been actual foul play. I thought that

} there was a mystery; that some news
of a disturbing nature had been re-
vealed to my mother; that she had
Jearnt some secret which had come up-
on her with a great shock. I wished
to find the waoman in black, not
through & hope of bringing her to jus.
| tice, but because I was sure that my
mother had tried to repeat to me the
secret she had herself heard. 1 could
think of no way of learning It, except
from the woman who had shown the
heart-shaped scar; and though )
shrank with physical loathing from the
thought of seéing her again, with her
cat-eyes and wicked smile, still my
reason told me that I must endeavor
to do so if T could.

My mother had liked Roger Cope,
but I did not like him;: and I could
not bring myself to confide in him, es-
tablishing a new intimacy between us
by relating to him the events of that
unhappy night. I resolved to depend
upon myself alone, and when I found

the newspaper cutting In the pocket
of the cloak, discovering, too, that the
probable owner had called at the hotel,
1 would not encourage the impulse to
rid myself of the hateful garment,

I determined to take it away with
mie to the country, and decide later
upon a way of using it as a clue to the
mystery. Perhaps I ought to have ap-
plied to Scotland Yard, calling in the
assistance of the police. But I was re-
luctant to do this, for I felt that such
a course would be abhorrent to my
mother If she could know. Besides,
there was really little to tell which
could make the casé*seem an Impor-
tant one. :

80 1 kept the cloak, already vaguely
forming a plan in my mind concerning
it.

We went drearily down into the coun-
try, taking my mother's body; and
Roger Cope went with us and was
very kind

Then came the funeral; and it was
on the night. which followed that my
memory begins again to paint vivid
pictures of events.

I was tired out. A pall of desolation
had fallen upon my spirits, and 1 had
gone early to my room. Old friends of
my mother’'s had come to me and tried
to be kind, but it was a great relief to
be alone.

I had thought that when I had sent
Swift away and was quite by myseif,
above all things in the world it would
do me good to cry—to ery till I should
be spent with erying.

But when I stood by the window, in
my long white cashmere dressing
gown, with only the cold glass between
me_g@nd the furious storm, the relief
I had been looking forward to would
not_come. I had no longer any desire
for tears. I could not even concerd-
trate my mind upon my sorrow

Suddeniy I thought of the West Wing
and the broken' words my mother had
stammered. Had she meant that I
westo search for something and find
it iff the West Wing?

The West Wing was the oldest por-
tion of a very old house; but there
was nothing mysterious or secret about
it, so far as I knew,

The chapel was there,
many a year, There wa
ture gallery, which was
room, and had a gallery
at one end. There were three or four
little wainscoted rdvms which had
once been sagred to the family priest
as long ago as the days of ~Queen
Mary. These ¢connected with the chapel
by a private staircase, and my mother
had used the prettiest room in the
suite, octagon-shaped and mullion-
windewed, fort a study. She had liked
writing letters and reading there; and
when she had Heen in the “octagon
room"” it was tacitly understood that
she was “not at home.” Nobody was
allowed to break in upon her writing
or other studies.
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Why the Hens Need Grit
their
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tomach, and
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remains in it
has become more or less soft-
ened, when a small quantity at a
time (just as grain runs into a grist-
mill) is forced intg the gizzard anong
the. gravel stones The gizzard is
a strong muscular organ, and
works . night _and day when there is
a grist to grind, contracting and
expanding, thus foré¢ing the gravel
into the grain, breaking it
and triturating the
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thousand dollars’
and and fool-
ishness  to raise a hundred doliars
for Christ th might have been pro-
cured by a direct religious appeal is
a method of supporting the gospel
more popular than religious

The Cincinnati Commercial Gazette
pays that local option has par-
alvzed the saloon bhusiness§ in Hills-
boro, Ohio Ard the Gazette
man says, ‘‘prohibition don’t pro-
hibit.”" 'Truly the legs of the lame
are not equal
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An Embarrassing Hesor,

A certain head. of a government
departiment: was invited to dine with
others at a table with a cahinet
minister.  During the dinner the for-
mer, who happened to be placed he-
twecn o door and a window, and had
said nothinfg at.all, hegon to sneeze.

“Are you taking cold., Mr. BDrown?"’
asked the cabinet minister

“¥ believe I have that honor and
pleasure,’” answered My, Brown, bow-
ing, very respectfully.

There is wonderful wisdom in deal-

we cannot have them as we wish.

_ Many men fall by the wayside be-
‘cause of unwillingness to take hold of
timely warnings. 3

ing with conditions as they are when
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TO PALE, WEAK,
SICK PEOPLE.

It keeps the Young from becoming Old and

oy,

makes the Old feel Young.
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BOIVIN, WILSON & CO.
MONTREAL, CANADA.
Sole A“sn*« for America.
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THE STEAMER

City of Chatham

Will make her regular round trip from
CHATHAM to DETROIT every

Monday and Wednesday
Leaving Rankin Dock, Chacham, at 7.30 a. m., and
returning leaves Detroit (foot of Randolph St.)
at 3.30 p. m. Detroit 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,, at8.30 a.m.
Detroit time, or g a.m,, Caatham time, returning
will leave Chatham at 3.30 p.m., Detroit time, or
4 p.m,, Chatham time, arriving in Detroit about
S.30pm

Fares;

Round Trip
Single Trip
Agents—Stringer & Co., Chatham; Odette &
Wherry, Windsor; John Stevenson, Detroit.
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The Maple City
Creamery and
Cold Storage

For butter only. We
have room for a few
more crocks or tubs of
butter. Our room is
cold, clean, perfectly
dry and free from any
taint as we take in
butter only.
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Gibson

Finishes all his work
on absolutely perma-
nent paper which is
of the highest Art
value.

§ Studio 29 King St.
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Examine Critically
and you will find that

: is the greatest labor sav-
er you can have m your
hcuse, Saves money,
too, and all this without
any sacrifice of utility,
Come to our office. It
costs nothing to learn
about it,
Stoves Sold

At Coste s »
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IF YOU WANT

Preserving

. . . Kettles
CHEAP

Go to Quinn & Patterson, they have a
oood assortment of‘these goods, and their

D
prices are away down. They also have

the best stock of
Lap Covers, Whips,
Lawn Hose, Sprinklers
And Ice Cream Freezers
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Quinn & Patterson

3 Doors East of Market.
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Talk
About

Wheels

This is the time when the new wheels are
creating a great deal of talk. No enthus-
iast has better foundation for claims for the
¢ excellence of his favorite than those who

¢ talk of the
“« Hyslop ”’

It's a wheel made for service and easy rid-
ing. The price is lowér than first-class
wheels have sold for in the past,

Wm'. Gray & Sons Co'y., Limited
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THE SAUGEEN
MINERAL WATER
18 ON SALE AT~
CENTRAL DRUG STORE and
F.A.ROBERT'S LIQUOR STORH
Use Saugeen first thing
in the and before retiring
at night and you will have no
trouble with your stomach, this we
o

CASTORIA

For Infants and Children.

T B

Minard's Liniment relieves Naural
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