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Miss Mary Stay
The great' old- -

nt was dying ehould^take some consolation, as the
___ jiotied shutters last Stuyvesant of my branch, to

The great- d muffle(1 the know that the old families all came
‘“'^edoftht0ehides. the screams of 

and the thousand sard one 
races of the social abandonment 

^‘ sttyvesant Square. Through the 
the windows facing the an- TfDut^ church, a withered look- 

“ ^ulatto woman watched thqdoc- 
! descending the pompous stoop, 

entering his brougham and moving 
rapidly away up-town.

Behind her could be seen in the 
half-light of the large room the fig- 

of Miss Stuyvesant propped up 
. hed Even in the colossal bed- 
lad of mahogany her frame seemed 
,tge and masterful. An ant,quoted 
"?v „ig surmounted a face whoso 
lg' features and determined ex-

to the church. Arrange me very sim
ply in the coffin, Lizzie, and—und, as 
I fear this may be the last good-bye, 
you may kiss me on the check now 
before I grow more drowsy.”

Fifteen years later in a cheap ap
artment house in the fiftieth streets 
a latch key softly opened a bedroom 
door and from the dark the voice of 
Lizzie asked softly:

“Is that you, Alice?”
“Yes, Mammy,” she answered; “ it 

is almost two o’clock so I thought 
yQU would be asleep.”

“Won’t you light the lamp, dear
lATCO lcu-vv.. — —
pression spoke in spite of extreme 
age of a strong-willed woman, an

^Everything in her surroundings - 
the furniture, the pictures, the orna
ments the silver and glass on the 
table near her bed denoted, if not a 
com, at least an obliviousness to 

the modern spirit of New York.
-You heard what the doctor said, 

Lizzie,” the invalid spoke in a clear 
voice without the least emotion.

"Yes, Miss Mary,” answered the 
servant’ trying to manage her voice.

"It’s just what I have been expect
ing for some time. I knew I should 
never get on my feet again. You 
have my memorandum in a sale 
place?"

“Yes, Miss Mary.”
“I don’t suppose 1 have forgotten 

anything; the silver for the Gran
gers; the diamonds for the Clarkes; 
the paintings of my father for the 
Historical Society; the books for 
Rev. Dr. Stockton; then the little 
things tor the servants — that's all,
I think.”

“Yes, Miss Mary.”
“You’ve been a faithful servant, 

Lizzie, and I’ve not forgotten you in 
niy will. The estate funds of course 
cannot be touched; but I have some 
of my own savings. There is my 
miniature in the cabinet which you 
may take as a keepsake. I suppose 
you will miss me after these ft: ty 
years.”

The servant merely wrung her 
hands together as she stood beside 
the bed.

“My nieces and nephew will sell the 
house, I fancy—it is quite out of the 
question for them to occupy it. You 
will then have to leave here; you 
have some money saved, haven’t 
you?”

“Almost four thousand, Miss 
Mary.”

“You will need that much to edu
cate your child. She is quite like a 
white girl, Lizzie, and promises to 
be very pretty. You know you were 
■quite pretty yourself when you first 
came, Lizzie, but don’t be too am
bitious for Alice; there’s nothing like 
that for breaking hearts. Take my 
white sash, the one the Lieutenant 
gave me, and my coral brooch; she 
can wear them when she grows up. 
Do you know, Liroie, I have been 
thinking of late that perhaps our 
lives all happen for the best. I don’t 
think that marriage could leave me 
the sweet memories I have had of 
Henry Alston all my life. He was 
very handsome, wasn’t he? You re
member the day he proposed, don’t 
you? How fascinating he looked the 
day he ieft for the war? How I cried 
all that afternoon? How you cried? 
And when the news that he was 
wounded and later that he was dead 
—I haven’t dared to speak of it for 
years but, the dying must clear ac
counts, even of the heart, Lizzie -rl 
remember that it was you who nurs
ed me back to life out of the terrible 
fever that set in. But I feel myself 
growing so very drowsy, now, that 
perhaps you had better hand me the 
Lieutenant's miniature. What a fore
head he had! What eyes! Where 
does one see them now-a-days? And 
his black hair drawn over on the 
side—his gentle mouth—”

. Mias Mary's utterance failed her for 
a while, and thq noises of the crowd
ed square seemed clamoring for ad
mission into the forbidding-looking 
mansion and the shadowy apart
ment. In a little while phe continued 
hut with something of an effort:

"When I am gone, Lizzie, you must 
take the Lieutenant’s picture; the 
Claries and the G-ungers never liked 
him and I don’t wish it to fall into 
unfriendly hands. They will have all 
the family relics to squabble about. 
Perhaps now you ought to telegraph
to have some of - -------
Newport as I fear 
ing I shall be fcr 
one cannot 
thy but it 
•summer
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At my age

Mary’s sash.’’
“I have taken it off, Mammy; one 

of the buyers came up and told me 
that it was the finest thing ho had
ever seen.”

“And you had a nice time?”
“Yes, splendid, Mammy; and Jim 

came home with me.”
* “I don't want to trouble you, 
Alice, but Dr. Ellis was here’ again; 
he said he knew you were at Wana- 
meyer’s dance, but that was no rea
son for you to look down on him be
cause he was a West Indian.”

Alice's hands dropped weakly to 
her sides; she came over in the dark 
and buried her face in her mother’s 
bed. “O Mammy, Mammy,” she 
moaned, “I can’t keep up this cheat 
any longer. Jim loves me—he loves 
me and I can’t even look him in the

A thin hand was laid on Alice’s 
head and the old woman said brok
enly:

“I can go away, child,—he need 
never know.”

“Then I'll go with you.”
‘ rto, Alice, no. You must stay. 

Think of the years I toiled and 
slaved. You don’t know, dear, what 
these old black hands of mine have 
had to do ever since your father died 
so sudden-like in Miss Mary's pan
try. W'hen you was born so white 
and pretty, I prayed the good Lord 
to let me see your children free from 
the black curse and when they auc
tioned off the old house and furni
ture on Stuyvesant Square and they 
paid over the money Miss Mary had 
willed me, I had my mind that set 
on having you white that I put most 
ofit into the cottage at Highburgh 
and spent the rest on your school
ing. All those years you were enjoy
ing yourself with the boys and girls 
at school and church sociables until 
the day you graduated from the High 
School, and I saw you sitting with 
your diploma in your hand, wearing 
old Miss Mary’s sash and coral 
brooch and nobody knowing what a 
great lady, Miss Stuyvesant of Stuy
vesant Square, they once belonged 
to. And then there was that terri
ble time when I began to see that 
things were changing for you; the 
boys and girls wouldn’t come around 
to see you like before you wore your 
long skirts and put up your sweet 
brown hair. Somehow folks didn t 
seem to look for you at the church 
affairs and all day long I kept say
ing to myself: ‘Aunt Lizzie Williams 
here’s Alice growed up a fine white 
lady and only for your black face 
she might be among the best white 
folks of this town.’ Then the mo
ney gave out and we had to rent 
the house; but that made it easy 
for us to come back to the city 
where you could pass for white and 
got a place in the stores. My old 
friends of the race don’t know' I’m 
living, I suppose, and if you had not 
come across this Dr. Ellis—”

'What could I do, Mammy?” ask
ed the daughter in a smothered 
voice. “When I would not speak to 
him on the street he followed me 
home. With the black man’s in
stinct he knew our secret at once. 
The last time after he saw me with 
Jim he threatened to have us put 
out of the apartment. What did he 
say to-night?”

'He was worse than ever. He said 
he would be willing to marry you 
and give me a home. Perhaps you—”

“Hush. Mammy,” whispered Alice 
frightenedly. “Think of what our 
life would be. It would be better to 
die first.”

“Do you think Jim is willing to 
marry you at once?”

■•Ifo, no, Mammy, I can’t. He was 
teUing me about hie own mother to
night; he la her only child and sup
port; think of her when she found 
out that her child had married a ne
groes. Such fraude as we are, Mam
my, everybody casta out, the law, 
the church, everybody! There are 

ourselves neither black

nor white—we can go to them; they
will receive us.”

“Yes, Alice, but how shall we live? 
Nobody wants to employ an educat
ed colored girl.”

“Can’t I be a waitress or a lady's 
maid?”

“You couldn't stand the life; you 
don’t know what It means to be an 
inferior in a great house.”

The old woman sat up, kissed her 
child tenderly and insisted that she 
go to bed. Alice obeyed mutely; but 
for Aunt Lizzie herself there whs to 
be no sleep until morning. She lay 
there thinking—thinking if it could 
be true, that all her ambitions for 
Alice were to come to nothing. There 
was prayer in her heart, ogonized 
prayer; but the memory of her luce, 
its wrongs, its sufferings, ils weak
nesses and sins came like g:itl upon 
the sweetness of her devotions. IN ere 
the whites so just to ner that she 
should be called upon to suffer the 
curse of their conventions? Vas 
Alice to begin all over again the 
squalid old negro existence? Shut 
out from the higher hopes in the 
world around her? To be îeleghted 
to the back alleys of city life and 
the miserable cabins of the suburbs? 
Was she to begin it all over again 
as her mother and grandmother's 
had done? Then came such thoughts 
as would have frightened Miss Mary 
Stuyvesant could she have dreamt 
that they could ever enter her faith
ful Lizzie’s head.

Meanwhile the morning came over 
the sea of roof-tops, a great, slow 
inundation of light. To the legions 
of the suffering and the dying it 
came as a blessed sign. But into 
Aunt Lizzie’s bedroom it stole with 
the portentousness of fate; for as it 
grew in brightness her worn face 
grew blacker and blacker against the 
pillows and looking down at her 
nervous hands she wrung them toge
ther in dull hopeless sorrow.

As for the young girl who some 
hours later emerged from the door 
of the apartment house, few if any 
would distinguish a feature in com
mon between her and the old lady’s 
maid of Stuyvesant Square. Alice 
had all that nameless quality which 
is only partly described as patrician 
and stylish. Her figure in the simple 
cloth skirt and- jacket she wore 
showed lighteness and refinement of 
line. In her face there was merely a 
suggestion of olive or creamy tint ; 
her eyes were dark and rather lazy 
in effect, and even an enthnologist 
would have pronounced her face to 
be of the true Caucasian oval. There 
was, however, about her delicate nos
trils and sensitive mouth something 
that suggested the sugary types of 
beauty in tropical lands.

At Lexington Avenue she found 
5im waiting for her. He appeared 
to be what is commonly called a 
man’s man and his lighter hair and 
complexion made his age something 
of a puzzle; he was evidently some
what near to thirty. He had about 
him, moreover, that air of industry 
and healthy feeling which is so ty
pical of the rising young business 
man of New York city.

They discussed as they walked 
down town the events of the evening 
before; how oddly one of the. floor
walkers had danced; how well Miss 
Cassidy of the cloak department had 
looked in evening, dress; of every
thing in fact but what was most be
fore their minds. At last Alice 
made an opening, by saying:

“I am afraid the girls- will talk 
about your not dancing with any
body but me the whole evening.” ^ 

"Suppose they do,” he replied; a 
blind man can see I am head and 
heels In love with you,—let alone a 
crowd of girls.

But some of them may be jcai-

He laughed heartily in answer to 
her quizzical look.

"It's more likely some of the fel
lows in the store will be down on 
me for monopolizing you," he added. 
Then after a pause he continued in a 
more serious tone:

“I hope you are going to give me 
at least a lighting chance, Alice?’

"Isn’t that what I’m doing? she 
asked shyly.

"Don't girls ever come out and 
say What they think? I never had 
any sisters, so perhaps I am a little 

backward.”
“Never, so long ae they can help

ll‘-That isn’t your style, Alice. I 

know you wouldn’t keep a poor fel- 
low on the hooks a minute longer
than vou had to.’

"Oh, I’m a woman, Jim; we re all
alike in these things."

"Then I am going to take the will 
for the deed and keep on hoping.’

"You see, Jim, I like you well 
enough to marry you; but then 
think I can be happy even without 
you. You wouldn’t want to marry 
anybody who thought like that.’

"You would learn to think more of 
me later on.”

“Oh, I don’t mean anything fool- 
iah or romantic. Besides, what do 
you know about me or my tom. 

You see me every day. in the s yre 
but what does that amount to?

T don’t need to know anything 
about you. All I know is that I 
want you to take me for the hotter;
I’ll stand all the worse that Is com
ing.”

“Even if I—”
There isn’t any ‘if’ to it at all. 

Just think it all over again when 
you get a chance to-day; every min
ute you keep me waiting is a tor-

Thcy were coming nearer the store 
and were joined by others of the em
ployees making in the same direc
tion; but before Jim turned to go to 
his office he arranged to wait for 
Alice when the store would close. ,

It was not long before the aisles 
of the great emporium began to fill 
up with customers. There were the 
early morning commuters fî*om out- 
of-town; the sight-seers from the ho
tels, and bargain nunters from the 
four points of—not heaven —but the 
compass. The roar of traffic began,
-to last without intermission l ill the 

stroke of six o’clock. In tne surging 
throngs were anxious mothers shop
ping for their darlings; toiling house
wives from the tenements; fashion 
able economists hunting inexpensive 
luxuries; “declasse” women relieving 
the tedium of their way with enforc 
cd society of the salespeople; “vieux 
marcheurs” (and young ones) mak
ing a feint at purchasing at the 
counters of the pretty girls; foolish 
customers asking advice as to what 
to purchase; troublesome ones refus
ing to make up their minds to buy 

Therefore it did not seem long be
fore it was Alice’s turn to go to the 
lunch room. She sat down near 
Miss Cassidy and wras repeating 
some of the complimentary remarks 
the latter had earmyl the evening 
before when glan-cing around the 
room she caught a number of eyes 
quickly turning away. There was no 
doubt that the girls were discussing 
her; in a little while she saw one of 
the girls beckon to Miss Cassidy and 
whisper something in her ear. Then 
shrugging her shoulders, Miss Cassi
dy returned to her seat and whisper 
«4: i*You will pardon me, Miss Wil
liams, but somebody should tell you 
that several of the girls in the store 
have received anonymous postal 
cards this morning saying that-that 
you are not a white woman."

Alice’s answer was merely to grow 
deathly pale. Then she asked:

“That is why they have been star 
ing at me so?”

“Yes, but you mustn’t mind them. 
There isn’t the slightest sign of ne
gro blood about you; it’s somebody 
jealous after the dance, that’s all. I 
deny it for you.”

“No, Miss Cassidy,” protested 
Alice weakly, “I wold* prefer if you 
would say nothing at all about it.”

“But, my dear girl, when you have 
been in this store as long as I have 
you will know that the only way to 
take a scandal here is to throttle 
it.”

“But if it,—suppose it isn’t a si an 
der?

“You—you—don’t mean to tell me, 
Miss Williams, that you—that—!

“Yes, Miss Cassidy.”
“Hush, you mustn't say that; you 

don’t know what it means to 
here.”

“L think I do, Miss Cassidy.”
“The girls will be rude to you 

just deny it; I’ll keep your secret. 
If it gets known I am afraid 5 ou 
will have to leave the department 

“I shall be sorry to do that. Will 
you say then that I will not speak 
of it to anybody—for to-day at least? 
Will you—?”

I'll defy anybody to mention It to 
you. It's a ridiculous piece of mal
ice, that’s aL.”

“Thank you. I think I'll go back 
to tne counter now. I can't stand 
the girls taking these shy looks at

She went back and nusied herself 
with the customers and for a while 
succeedéd in taking her mind away 
from the other girls. She attempted 
to speak to none of them ana they 
seemed by common consent to avoid 
any conversation. But at length the 
suspense began to tell on her ; she 
had not eaten anything at noon, and 
every time a cash girl or the floor
walker approached her, she was ter
rified lest it might be a summons to 
the office; then at the thought of 
Jim staring in her face, her heart 
sank within her.

At last she could bear it no long
er. She went quietly for her hat and 
coat and stole out of the store. The 
cable-car, comparatively empty, the 
cheerful sunlight of the early after
noon, gave her a sense of novelty. 
Reaching the apartment house, she 
rang the bell so as not to startle 
her mother by returning unannounc
ed at that hour; the front door 
opened and she started to climb the 
narrow stairs. ;

If Aunt Lizzie standing at the 
landing was surprised to see her. 
Alice herself was no less astonished 
tc/ find her mother dressed as for a 
journey in the faded brown bonnet 
anh the fringed dolman she had in
herited from Miss Mary Stuyvesant 
One look into the rooms explained 
everything*, on the floor were the old

vesant's and the Lieutenant’s por
traits were gone from the wall ; 
Alice's baby cup and saucer had dis
appeared from the mantel.

Tears streamed down Aunt Lizzie's 
face as she stood in the doorway 
looking weak and very aged in her 
ancient finery.

"Mammy,” cried Alice with one 
great sob, throwing her arms a- 
round her, “you must let me go

Shortly after six o’clock Jim 
rearhed * the apartment house and 
kept his finger on the electric button 
without receiving any reply. Wny 
Alice should have left so early he 
could not understand and as he 
stond wondering whether he should 
ring again, the front door of the ap
artment house opened and a young 
West Indian of impressive appear
ance made his way to the street. 
Jim accosted him;

“Nobody seems to answer the Wil
liams’ bell,” he said; “can you tell 
me if they are in?”

The West Indian smiled in an af
fected way and replied:

“They have been passing for white- 
folks but the other tenants discover
ed that Miss Williams was a negress 
and she was requested to leave the 
apartments at once. They haven't 
left any clue behind them that I can 
discover. Perhaps you will find Miss 
Williams at Wanarntyer’s.”—Roder
ick) Gill in the Rosary Magazine.

and hand-valise; Miss Stuy- «on. Lack

A TALK ABOUT
VOCATION,

(By An Occasional Corrceppndcnt. )

That there is such a thing in life 
__s a real vocation, and that it can 
bo missed to the lifo-long destruction 
of the one who has. lost it, a vast 
number of people will not believe. 
But the daily experiences of the 
world go to show that such is the 
case. Apart from the actual voca
tion there is such a thing as a lost 
opportunity. These opportunities 
come to almost every person, at 
some time or other in life and they 
generally slip away from those who 
are incapable, unready, or who. are 
not in the proper vocations. Once 
lost the same opportunity never 
comes back. It may appear in a dif
ferent form, but that is only the ex
ception.

In glancing over some London ex
changes last week, we came upon the 
following peculiar Item of new»:— 

“The death of so well known a lit
erary man as Mr. E. II. Vizetely In 
Rowton House, Whitechapel, has
drawn attention to the fact that
from five to ten per cent, of the men 
who pay their fourteen cents a night 
for lodgings in Rowton House are 
professional men who at one time 
ranged in some cases high in their 
respective occupations. It is estim
ated at the present time that one 
hundred and twenty doctors, dent
ists, lawyers, authors and journal
ists who have made a wreck of their 
lives are finding a haven in these 
houses. A short time ago an unoffi
cial census was taken of professional 
men staying at King’s Cross House. 
It showed that the lodgers included 
two clergymen, three barristers, 
nineteen solicitors, thirty clerks, 
twenty actors and music hall artists, 
fifteen medical men and eighteen 
journalists. Among the lodgers was 

clergyman who wrote sermons for 
more fortunate brethren at five shil
lings each. More unusual is the oc
cupation of a man who took his B 
A. degree at Cambridge and now 
evolves plots for writers of cheap 
serial stories. He receives from au 
thors the equivalent of $2 for each 
on acceptance of the story.”

This is merely a statement that 
concerns a couple of refuges for the 
indigent in London. But how many 
thousands and tens of thousands are 
there not, all over the civilized 
world. ’This is a sad state of affairs 
that is not confined to London, nor 
to England, nor to Europe; we have 
it here in Canada, in a lesser degree, 
but still to a sufficient extent to 
warn us that there must be some 
means adopted soon to prevent the 
increase of such fearful indigence.

Apart from the question of spiri
tual vocations, there is another of 
grave importance. Too many young 
men, on account of a whim of the 
moment, or a parent’s foolish de
sire, or some special attractions 
from outside, who enter professions 
for which they have no aptitude in 
the world. They spend the better 
part of their youth and budding man
hood in preparing for that profes
sion. and when they come into the 
world of practice they discover that 
they had not the qualifications need
ed. and they grow tired of the pro
fession. indifferent, careless and fin
ally fall into insignificance and pov
erty. And when they do wake up 
to the fact that they are on the 
wrong track, they discover that they 
or» not fitted for any other occupy

ness, idleness to loss of courage, lost 
of courage to despair—or may be 
dissipation—and the end is the poor- 
house.

Then, again, if there is not exact
ly a lack» of proper vocation, or of 
aptitudes in some instances, there is 
a great lack of room. The profes
sions are becoming over-crowded and 
the result is that only a few can 
succeed and the majority arc driven 
to the wall. As far as concerns the 
legal profession in this province, for» 
example, the swarm of young law
yers that comes forth yearly, and 
the swarm of students admitted to 
study, have become a veritable men
ace. Were there not a single lawyer 
admitted to the piecticc for the next 
five years we would still have too 
many, because there would still be 
some obliged to abandon the profes
sion in order to try and make a liv
ing by some other means. To-tiey wo 
have a multitude of lawyer» In the 
ranks of journalism, in the civil ser
vice, in stores, offices, and upon the 
highway almost begging for alms. It 
cannot be perpetually the case that 
incotnpetency, or lack ol aptitude, 
causes this misery. We fancy that 
the over-crowning of the profes
sion, like the overcrowding of the 
street cars, expposcs many to be 
crushed.

The practical conclusion to which 
we come, in all this, is that there 
should be more care taken by par
ents in regard to their children de
lecting positions or vocations in the 
world. There should be a calm con
sideration as to the likes, dislikes, 
aptitudes, and qualifications of the 
child or young man. Above all there 
should be a more widespread consi
deration for the less glittering, but 
more useful spheres of life. Our agri
cultural. commercial and financial 
fields demand a great degree of till
ing, and the young men of the hour 
are too crazy about politics, jour
nalism, law and medicine, to bestir 
themselves in the direction of more 
needed spheres of action.

It is certainly very pitiful to find 
men of university training and pro
fessional acquirements reduced to the 
necessity of eking out a livelihood by 
furnishing materials for success to 
those more fortunate and living and 
dying, themselves, in the alms house 
and in the society of men with whom 
they can have nothing, but misery, 
in common. And it is also very sad 
to find so many medio^ities in the 
professions who are willing to ad
vance upon the lives of their less for
tunate fellow-beings; but it seems 
that such has always been the case 
in the world, for as Moore gives it:

-In the woods of the north, there 
are insects that prey 

On the brains of the elk», till his 
very last sigh,

Oh! genius! thy patron’s more cruel 
than they,

First feed on thy brains and then 
leave thee to die.”
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CONTINUATION OF OUR
CLOAK SALE.

CRAVENETTE % 
RAINPROOF

'In 34 lingthe Mil Fall L«sgth»~
PRICES REVISED:

$7.60, $8.50 and $10.50—Oholoe 93.78 
$8750,"$12.00*and $14.50—Oholoe $4.75

3-4 Length Garmenti.
$7.00, $9.50 and $15.00—Oholoe $3.76 
$7.50, $9.00 and $11.00—Oholoe $4.76

CHILDSBN'8 Summer Dreseee
—A full select! >n of all the Newest Style» 
and Newest Wash Materials. Prices as
low as.........................................................46®

The best in LADIH8' W 3IT0 
MUSLIN BLOUSES are now on exhi
bition, and the assortment !» large. Good 
Stylish Blouses at 760, $1 OO, $1.26, 
$136, $1.60 up. AtL Pkhssct Firrme.

Children’s Muslin Hats, 
Children's Silk Hats, 
Children’s Galatea Hats,

Everything that is new in Children'» 
Hats, and at the prices they are marked l— 
are having big sales.

Boys' Summer Shirt Waists, 
Boys' Summer Blouses,
Boys’ Overalls,
Boys’Sailor Tams. ,
Large lines of the above just put to stock

Buy

JOHN
our Dry Boodt at

, . - •■...«

3517


