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THE ANGEL OF THE WHITE FEET
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she had but recently come from abroad
to keep house for her father. That
much Albert Sims had learned from
his garrulous mother and from the
gossip of the little village near at
hand. She rode and she drove all
over the countryside, and she came
with some frequency upon the little,
timid man in the knickerbocker suit,
wandering aimlessly in the lanes. And
always she gave him that frank look,
and sometimes, when he stood aside
for her in a narrow place or opened
a gate for her, that frank-smile.

Of course, it was all hopeless and
impossible; Albert Sims told himself
that, bitterly enough, again and
again. He told himself so especially
one night, when he sat alone before
the fire and reviewed all the circum-
stances. It was a wild and bluster-
ing night with the wind and rain
pounding at the shutters, and making
that country into which he had been
plunged seem more desolate and un-
desirable than usual.

Mrs. Sims had gone to bed; the
servants had reti;ed; Alblf;(t was left

e. He had been making a pre-

?elzge of reading; but the book had
fallen from his grasp, and he lay
back in his chair, looking at the fire,
and dreaming the unsatisfactory
dreams that had been with him so
lot‘l'%n'y suppose at this present mo-
ment she was sittin’ there—an smilin
across at me in that way she smiles,
with ’er eyes wrinklin’ up, and the
dimples showin’. Suppose she was
to lean forward, an’ look at me—an
speak ; an’ I was to know t'hat she was
goin’ to sit ’ere every night of our
lives—just ‘er an’ me ’an’—. No_—
not mother. She don’t {’it in vyxth
mother, some’ow. Mother’s all right
in ’er little way—one 9’ the .best;.bt.lt
she ain’t quite there 'th’}’1 Miss Olivia
*Artigan. Miss Olivia !

ighed, and got up, and took a
H Et::ghor two abgu’t the room; stgod
listening for a moment to.the howlgng
wind and the driving rain. Coming
back to the fireplace again, he stood
there, looking down at it with a smile
upon his face, and shaking his head
at it in a whimsical fashxor}.

“Not for you, Albert Sims; she
ain't of your class. You know you
love ’‘er, you silly fool;yamy you'll
never so much as touch ’er ’and or
rear ‘er voice. If you was to see ’er
now, you wouldn’t know what to say
to 'er; you'd simply blush and stam-
mer—you know you would. What's
the good of all the money? She
wouldn’t look at you 1,f you was ma,c;e
of gold. Ah, well—T'll get to bed.

He had turned round to extinguish
the light, when he stopped suddenly-
ly, listening. He had a curious feel-
'{1' that he had heard a faint cry anfl
' Enocking at the door—had heard it
:bove the howling of the storm. A
little startled, he passed from the
room into the hall and' listened again;
this time he was certain that someone
was at the door, beating softly upon
it and calling to be let in. :

Vague remembrax}ces of stories of
fonely houses at night, and of men
who came to them for robbery or
murder, came into his mind; he he_sx-
tated and looked towards the stairs.
But the voice crying so insistently
and the light knocking on the door
were not to be ignored; he swiftly un-
did the bolts and bars and thre_w back
the door. A figure darted in and
leaned for a moment against the.wfa]l
in the darkness, panting and striving
for breath. It was a woman, but he
could not see the face. <

“You're got caught in the storm,

he whispered weakly.

She seemed to nod; she could not
speak yet. He threw open the door
of the room from which he had come,
and motioned towards it; she sway-
ed a little in moving, and he caught
her arm and guided her into the
room. And then in a moment he 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 perplexity and not say-
ing a word. It was the girl who
broke the silence; she began to laugh
a little as she spoke.

“Really, I'm very sorry; I 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
storm; I seemed to be all alone in the
world. I'm so sorry.”

“Not at all, miss,” ‘said Albert, in
a voice scarcely above a whisper.
“I'm sure you're very welcome; it
ain’t a nice night—is it?”

“It’s awful!” she said, lookin
round at him for a moment. “I’ve
had a terrible experience; smashed up
my dog-cart miles from home, and
nearly smashed up myself. Then I
got assistance from an inn, and they
wanted me to stop the night. But it
was a low place, with coarse men
drinking and smoking in the only
room available—and I didn’t like the
look of the place at all. I got away
and set out to walk—and then, of
course, lost my way.”

“And got round ’ere?” added Al-
bert.

“Yes. What a cheerful room
you've got here!” She looked round
about with her bright eyes as she
spoke. “I am glad I found the place.
I was horribly frightened.”

“I'm afraid you're ‘orribly wet,
miss,” he said.

She looked down at her draggled
skirts; she gave a glance at the win-
dows that rattled under the fury of
the storm; and she laughed a little
ruefully. “I am wet,” she replied.

Now, of course the proper thing
for Mr. Albert Sims to have done
would have been to rouse his mother
and the servants: to have had the
lady properly dried and looked after,
and in all probability put to bed, But
Mr. Albert Sims did nothing of the
kind. True, for a moment he glanced
upwards, as though remembering the
stout, comfortable mother who slept
above; but that was all. So far as
the young lady was concerned, he
might have been utterly alone in the
house, for any suggestion he made
as to feminine help.

“I think I know who you are,” she
said, looking at him steadily.

“Indeed, miss?”

“Yes. You're the—the gentleman
I've seen so often walking about the
lanes here—aren’t you ?”

“Yes, miss. You see, I ain’t quite
used to the country yet,” went on Al-
bert Sims, “an’ I'm fakin’ ’er gradual-
ly. It's only what you might call a
noddin’ acquaintance at present, miss;
but I shall get on better in time. The
country takes a lot o’ knowin’”

“Yes, indeed, I shouldn’t have lost
myself to-night, only it happens that
I've been away from here since I was
a little child. Do you know,” she
broke off, to add—with another rue-
ful laugh—"“I'm really dreadfully wet.
Are you all alone here ?”

Albert Sims gulped, and spoke.

“Quitg alone, miss,” he said, lowering
his voice.
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Spreads Like Butter

Vou can buy twice the quantity of Ingersoll
Cream Cheese in blocks for the same money as you
would receive in jar cheese, besides, there is just as

much difference in the quality in favor of Ingersoll
Cream Cheese as there is in the price.

Never becomes hard. Every particle can be consumed.

Soldonlyin15¢c and 25¢ blocks.

For sale byall grocers.

Manufactured by

THE INGERSOLL PACKING cO.

Limited

Ingersoll, Ontario

Canada

Rations For
Boy, Scouts.

Of course we do not
venture to suggest
what our country’s
future defenders
should carry on a
trip, but when your
Particularscout
comes home all tired
out, give him

Clark’s Por Kand Beans

Your boy will like
these rations, and

they are digestible
and nutritious,

WM. CLARK, - - MONTREAL
Manufacturer of High Grade
l Food Specialties,
» Get Clark’s Meats from
\

your Grocer,

S

CANADIAN
HOTEL DIRECTORY

The New Russell

OTTAWA, CANADA
rooms
American Plan $8.00 to $6.00.
European Plan $1.50 to $8.50.

$150,000.00 spent upon Improvements

7I.a Corona Hotel

(Home of the Epicure)
MONTREAL

Kuropean Plan

John Healy
$1.50 up.

Manager

King Edward Hotel
TORONTO, OANADA
—Fireproof—
Accommodation for 750 guests. §1.50 up,
American and European Plans.

Grand Union Hotel

TORONTO, OANADA
Geo. A Spear, President

American Plan $3-38 Buropean Plan $1-$1.50

' Hotel Mossop
TORONTO, CANADA. F. W. Mossop, Prop
European Plan Absolutely Fireproof

RATES
Rooms without bath, $1.50 up
Rooms with bath, $2.00 up

Palmer House
TORONTO, CANADA H. V. O’CONNOR, Prop.

RATES
$200 TO $3.00

Calgary, Alberta, Can.

ial
Queen’s Hotel Stsary, the commerotal

Great West. Rates $2.00 an $2.50 per day. Free
‘Bus to all trains. H. L. STRPHENS, Prop,
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G'H~M UMM &co.
EXTRA DRY

IS THE MOST EXQUISITE DRY CHAMPAGNE IMPORTED
5.B TOWNSEND &0 MONTREAL Sote AGENTS roR cANADA
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cream and sugar.

The evening meal solved

A boon to the housewife—always ready‘ to_serye.
With fresh fruits, it is delicious. Cover a biscuit with
sliced peaches or any fruit in season and serve with

Sold by all grecers, 13¢. a carton, two for 25¢.
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