
CANADIAN COURI liR

THE ANGEL 0F THE WHITE- FEET
CONTINUED FROM PAGE i&

che had but recently corne fromn abroad
to keep bouse for her father. That
miuch Albert Sims had learned f rom
bis garrulous mother and from the
gossip of the littie village near at
band- She rode and she drove al
over the countryside, and she came
with -,orne frequency upon the littie,
timid in ini the knickerbocker suit,
wandering ailessly in the lanes. And
always she gave himn that frank look,
and sometimes, when he stood aside
for her ini a narrow place or opened
a gale for her, that frank -smile.

Of course, it was ail hopeless and
impossible, Albert Sims told himself
tisat, bitterly enough, again and
again. Hle told himself sio especially
one night, when lit sat alone before
thse fire and reviewed aIl the circum-
stances. It was a wild and bluster-
îng niglit with the wind and ramn
pounding at the shutters, and makirig
that country into which lie had been
pinnged seem more desolate and un-
desirable than usual.

Mrs. Sims liad gone to bed; the
sýervants had retired; Albert was left
alone. Hie had been making a pre-
tence of reading; but the book had
fallen from bis grasp, and he lay
back in his chair, looking at the fire,
and dreaming tbe unsatisfactory
dreams tlxat had been with hini so

*1nysuppose at this present mo-
ment she was sittin' there-an' smilin'
across at me in tbat way she smiles,
with 'er eyes wrinklin' up, and the
dimples showin'. Suppose she was
wo lean forward, an' look at me-an'
speak; an' 1 was to know that she was

go 1't sit 'ere every niglit of our
lives-juat 'er an' mie an'- No-
not mother. She don't fit in with
mother, somne'ow. Motlier's ail right
in 'er little way--one o' the best; but
sh. aiii't quite there, witb Miss Olivîa
'Artigan. Miss Olivia 1"

H F slgbhed, and got up, and took aHturn or two about the room; - stood
aistening for a moment to the bowling
wismd anid the driving rain. Coming
hack t the fireplace again, be stood
there, looking down at il with a smile
apon bis face, and shaking bis liead
at il in a whimsical fashion.

-Not for youi, Albert Sims; sbe
aia't of your class. You know >you
lov 'er, you sillY fool; an' you'l
never 50 mucli as touch 'er 'and or
'car 'er voice. If you was to see 'er
now, you wouldn't know what 10 say
wo 'er; you'd simply blush and stam-
Irer-you know you would. What's

tegood of aIl the money? She
iauln't look at you if you was made

o~f oId, Ah, wili-I'll gel to hed."
}tehac! tîrned round to extinguisli

the light, wlien be stopped suddenly-
,y Jisgtenitg. Hie had a curious feel-
ijiktbat lie lad beard a faint cry and
a knocking at thse door-bad heard it
above thse howling of the storm,. A
gî,,ie startled, lie passed from the
ro0 inito the hall and listened again;
this lime he was certain that someone
was at thse door, beating s;oftly upon

tand callitng t0 be let iii.
vague remnembrances of stories of

loncly bouses aI night, and of men
wIÎo camne to themn for robbery or
mwMer, came int bis mmnd; lie hesi-

tldand lookeci towards the stairs,
But thse voice crying so insistently
and the ligisi lnocking on the door
were not to be ignored; he swiftly un-

d %bte boits and bars and threw back
the 4doo. A figure darted in and
1,ae for a moment against the wall
in thse darkness, panting and striving
for breath. It was a woman, but he

col ot sec thse face.
"Youre got caughî in the stortn,"1

She seemed to nod; she could not
speak yet. He threw open the door
of the room from whicli lie had corne,
and motioned towards it; she sway-
ed a little in moving, and he cauglit
ber arm and guided her into the
room. And then in a moment lie saw
who the visitor was.

It was Olivia Hartigan. She ap-
peared to be almost wet through; she
shuddered as she drew near to the
fire and crouched over it. As for
Mr. Albert Sims, he stood still, star-
ing at her in perplexiîy and not sav-
ing a word. It was the girl who
broke the silence; she began to laugli
a lîttie as she spoke.

"ReaIly, Fur very sorry; 1 hope I
didn't startle you. I saw a light-
the first-the first I'd seen for an
hour or more; and I think I was
frightened of the darkness and the
stormi; I seemed to be aIl alone lu the
world. I'm so sorry."

"Not at aIl, miss," said Albert, in
a voice scarcely above a whisper.
"I'm sure you're very welcome; il
ain't a nice niglt-is it ?"

"It's awful !" she said, looking
round at huîn for a moment. "I've
had a terrible experience; smashed up
my dog-cart miles from home, and
neairly smashed up myseif. Then 1
got assistance fromn an inn, and they
wanted me to stop the night. But il
was a low place, witli coarse men
drinking and smoking in the only
rooni available-and I didn't like the
look of the place at al. I got away
and set out 10 walk-and then, of
course, lost my way."

"And got round 'ere ?" added Al-
bert.

"Yes. What a cheerful roont
you've got here 1" She looked round
about with lier briglit eyes as she
spoke. "I arn glad I found the place.
I was 'horribly frigliîened."

"I'mt afraid you're 'orribly wet,
miss," lie said.

She.looked down at lier draggled
skirts; she gave a glance at the win-
dows that rattled under the fury of
the storm; and she lauigled a iittle
ruefully. "I aAf wvet," shie replied.

Now, of course the proper tbing
for Mr. Albert Sims to have donc
would have been to rouse bis mother
and the servants: to have liad the
lady properly dried and looked after,
and in aIl probability p ut to bed. But
Mr, Albert Simis did nothing of the
kind. True, for a moment lie glanced
upwards, as thouigli remembering the
stout, comfortable miothier who slept
above; but that was ail. So far as
tlie young lady was concerned, lie
miîglt have been utterly alonte in the
bouse, for any suggestion lie made
as 10 feminine lielp.

"I thilc I know wlio vou are," she<
said, Iooking at him steadily.

"Indeed, miss ?"
"Yes. You're tlie--tle gentleman

I've seen so often 'walking about the
latnes here-.areni't you ?"

S"Yes, Miss. You see, I ain't quite
used to the country yet,"* went on Al-
bert Sims, "an' I'n takin' ' er graduai-
1>'. It's only wliat youi mighli cati a
nýoddin' acquaintance at present, Miss;
but I shaîl gel on better in time. The
country takes a lot o' knowin'."

"Yes, indeed, I sliouldn't have lost
myself to-niglit, only it liappens that
I've been away froni here since 1 was
a litIle child. Do you know,'" slie
broke off, to add-with anoîlier rue-
fui laugh-"I'm really dreadfully wet.
Are you aIl alone here ?"

Albert Sims, gulped, and spoke..
"Quite alone, miss," lie said, Iowering
bis voice.
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