
"This is your home," said Rhoda,
sweetly.

"And welcome, thrice welcome,
sir," spoke blunt, plain Ernest Leslie.
"We realized how you could not get
about freely and have tried to make
it comfortable for you."

Comfortable1! The bedridden old
invalid felt as if he had been lifted to
a new sphere of perfect luxury. It
was a large, roomy apartment, newly
papered. Two neatly curtained win-
dows looked out upon a pretty gar-
den. There were soft, warm rugs on
the floor, a fireplace, and as they
brought up his evening meal all this
attention and plenty reminded the
old man of the days when he had
wealth at his ready command.

"You are the best husband in the
world!" said Rhoda, as they left their
guest comfortable and content in
what was to be his own special apart-
ment

"I love the old man because he was
good to you," answered Ernest sim-
ply- i

"You are so willing to make sac-
rifices for others, Ernest," said Rhoda
fondly.

' "Oh, we are young, and the pleas-
ure of seeing this dear old man hap-
py and comfortable will compensate
for the loss of a few luxuries."

"He must not know how poor we
are," urged Rhoda earnestly. "He
cannot leave his room, you know, to
find out."

"No, let him have the fond dream
that we are able to surround him
with the comforts he so appreciates
and enjoys."

Pond dream,- - indeed! To Rufas
Deane there came a period of ease
and comfort that made life one con-
tinuous round of satisfaction. Never
were more ardent friends than the
bright, happy couple who ministered
to his wants so devotedly as though
they were really his children. He
told them mysteriously more than
once that "they should not lose by
4t," but they paid no further heed to
he remark than to feel that his grat- -

itude well repaid them for their ex
ertions.

Then came dark days. Ernest Les-
lie lost his position. It had come
about through th$ firm employing
him learning of his 'negotiations for
a little store. These fell through be-

cause he could not arrange for the
payments required.

One month, two months, passed by
and Ernest found no work. Bravely,
however, the devoted pair saw to it
that their honored guest, the old man
upstairs, never suspected their real
condition. They denied themselves
every luxury. All they had to sup-
port themselves with now was what
Rhoda earned by some fine sewing,
and a baby was coming, tpo.

The old man neyej; surmised how
hard the shoe of poverty was pinch-
ing until onejmornlng, and then quite
accidentally. Under the kind minis-
trations" of Rhoda and her husband,
good food and sanitary surroundings,
Mr. Deane had got so that he could
move slowly about the room. As he
geared the open doorway that es
pecial morning ne was amazea ana
then startled at a conversation going
on below.

Rhoda was pleading with the land-Ipr- d

of the place for a respite df an-

other week on rent payment. Her
hard-heart- creditor twitted her
with keeping a lazy burden, not even
a relative, upstairs. Amid her tear-
ful emotion Rhoda told of the, love
and duty they felt towards her former
benefactor.

"The rent tomorrow, or out into
the street you go!" roared the im-

placable old landlord.
"The coarse scoundrel my poor,

little Rhoda!" raved Deane, and hob-

bled to a corner of the room, pulled
open the top of his 51d trunk, and
after fumbling over its contents,
brought into view a well-wo- rn tin
box. Then with this he stumbled to
the head of the stairs.

He could hear Rhoda sobbing bit-

terly, he could catch the tough cen-
suring words of the landlord. He
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