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"What is that to you?" said ha 

foughly. "I have many things to do 
which you cannot understand." 

"And there are things which I ran 
understand," returned Marjorie quiet
ly. Then she showed him the letter 
which she had received, and asked 
calmly, "Is this true?" 

Caussidiere took the letter and read 
It with a scowl; when he had done so 
he tore it up and scattered the pieces 
on the floor. 

"Leon," said Marjorie, "is it true?" 
"Yes," he returned. "My friend, 

Mademoiselle Seraphine, i3 entertain
ing and my wife is not; when a man 
has a little leisure, he does not seek 
the society of the dullest companion of 
his acquaintance." 

He quietly went cn eating his break
fast, as if the subject were at an end. 
For a while Marjorie watched him, her 
face white as death; then she went to 
him and knelt at his feet. 

"Leon," she said, in a low, trembling 
voice, "let us forget the past; maybe 
It ha3 been my fault; but, indeed, I 
never meant it, dear. I have been so 
lonely and so sad. and I have been 
kej*t apart from you because I thought 
you wished it, and—yes—because you 
sometimes seemed so angry that I 
grew afraid!" 

She tried to take Ml hand, but ho 
thrust her aside, 

"Do you think this is the way to 
Win me back?" he said: "it is more 
likely to drive me away, for, look you, 
I dislike scenes and I have business 
which demands that I keep cool. There, 
dry your eyes aad let me finish my 
meal in peace." 

At that time nothing more was said, 
but once he was free of the house, 
Caussidiere reflected over what had 
taken place. He was ia sore trouble 
as to what he must do. To abandon 
Marjorie meant abandoning the joose 
which laid him golden eggs, for with
out the .supplies which Miss Hethering-
ton sent to her daughter, where would 
Caussidiere be? 

One afternoon, a3 he was nb-mt to 
return home in no very amiable frame 
of mind, an incident occurred which 
aroused in his mind a feeling not ex
actly of jealousy, but of lofty moral in
dignation. He saw, from the window 
of a shop where he was making a pur
chase, Marjorie and little Leon paes 
by in company with a young man 
whom he recognised at a glance. He 
crept to the door, and looked after 
them, scarcely able to believe his eyes. 

Yes, it was real! There were Mar
jorie and little Leon walking side by 
side with young Sutherland, his old 
bete noir from Scotland. 

Half an hour later, when he reached 
home, he found Marjorie -tuletly seated 
In the salon. 

"I^eon!" criorl Marjorie, startled by 
hlB manner, "13 anything the matter?" 

He did not answer, but glared at her 
with growing fury. 

She repeated her question. He was 
still silent. Then, as she ,iat trembling, 
he rose, crossed over, and put his fierce 
face close to hers. 

"Let me look at you. Yc3 I see! 
You are like your mother, the " 

He concluded with an epithet too 
coarse for transcription. 

She sprang up, pale as death. 
"What have I done?" she cried. 
"Do you think I am a fool—blind? 

Do you think I do r.ot kno,v who it' is 
you go to meet out there? Speak! 
Answer! How often have you met 
him?" 

And he shook his clinched Cat in hor 
face. 

"Do you mrai l.iy old friend, John-
Die Sutherland?" the returned, trem
bling. "Oh, Leon, I was ^o glad to see 
him; he is so kind—I have known him 
so long. I taw him one day by chance, 
and since then " 

"Yet you said cothing to tie!" 
"It was often oa my tongue, but I 

was afraid. Oh, Leon, you are not 
angry with lae for speaking to an old 
friend?" 

The answer came, but not In words. 
Uttering a fierce oath, and repeating 
the savage epithet he had used before, 
ho struck her in the face with all his 
force, and she Ml bleeding and swoon
ing upon the floor. 

CHAPTER XXX. 
HE mask of kind
ness having once 
f a lien, Caussidiere 

v , ^ did cot think it 
with while to re-

InL V& j turr.e it; and from 
i'S that day forth he 

completely neglect-
"f4 both Marjorie 
and her child. The 
supplies from Miss 
II 0 thcrington hav

ing temporarily phased, Marjorie was 
no longer nccccsary to him; indeed, he 
was longing to le free, and wondering 
what meaas he should adopt to obtain 
his end. 

If Marjorie won'* only leave Mm and 
return to her friend in Scotland the 
matter would be simple enough, but 
this she did not seem inclined to do. 
She thought of her child; for hi? sake 
she still clung to the man whom she be
lieved to be her husband. 

Thus matters stood for a week, when, 
one day. Caussidiere, whom within u 
few yards of his own door, saw a man 
•merge from It and walk quickly down 
th« (taMC. 

Caussidiere caugnt his breath and a 
very ugly look came into his eyes; the 
man was none other than the one 
whom he had strictly forbidden hiss 
Wife to see—John Sutherland! 

After a momentary hesitation he en
tered the house and walked straight to 
the sitting-room, where he found Mar
jorie. 

She ha4 been crying. At sight of 
her husband she dried her eyes, but 
she could not hide her sorrow. 

"What are you crying for?" he ask
ed roughly. 

"It is nothing, Leon," ^he returned. 
"It's a lie; you can't deceive me as 

well as defy me." 
"Defy you!" 
'*Yes, defy me. Didn't I forbid you 

ever again to seek the company of that 
accursed Scotchman?" 

"Yes," she returned, quietly, "and I 
obeyed you. I saw him once again to 
tell him we must not meet—that was 
all." 

"I tell you you are a liar!" 
Her face flushed crimson. 
"Leon," she said, "think of tin child: 

say what you please to me, but let us 
be alone." 

She took the frightenei child by the 
hand, and was about to lead him from 
the room, when Caussidiere interposed. 

"No," he said; "I shall say what 
I pleaso to you, and the child shall 
remain. I tell you you are a liar— 
that man was here today—don't trou
ble yourself to deny it; I saw him leave 
the house." 

"I do not wish to deny it," she re
turned. "Yes, he was here." 

The tears had come into her eyes 
again; she passed her arm around the 
shoulders of the boy, who clung trem
blingly to her. 

"Why was he here!" continued Caus
sidiere, furiously. 

"He came here to say good by. He 
is go!r.g to Scotland—his father is dy
ing." 

She bowed her head and laid her 
lips on the forehead of her child. 

"Why did you not go with him?" 
She raised her head and locked at 

him with weary, sorrowful eyes. 
"Why did I not go?" she said. "Ah, 

Leon, do not ask me that--is it the 
duty of a wife to leave her husband 
and her child?" 

"Her husband!" he said, v/ith a 
sneer. "Ah. well, since you are iteased 
to put it so, your husband gives you 
permission, and for the brat, why, you 
may take him, too." 

"Leon!" 
"Well?" 
"What do you mean?" 
"What I say, mon amie, I generally 

do!" 
"You wish me to leave you?" 
He shrugged his shoulders. 
"I think you would be better in Scot

land, and I should be better free." 
Again she looked at him in wonder. 

What did it all*mean? She could not 
believe that he was speaking the truth. 
He had been dining perhaps, and 
drinking too much wine—as he had 
done so often of late—and he did not 
know what he said. Perhaps it would 
not be well for her to provoke him, she 
thought, so she said nothing. She 
turned from her husband, took little 
Leon in her arms and tried to soothe 
him, for the child was trembling with 
fear. 

But Caussidiere was not to be sil-
er.ced. 

"Did you hear what I said?" he ask
ed. 

"Yes, Leon, I heard." 
"Then heed!" 
She rose from her seat, at ill keeping 

the child in her arms, and agair, moved 
toward the door. 

"Let me put Leon to bed." she said; 
"he is very tired; then I will come 
back and talk to you." 

"You will talk to me now, madame. 
Put the child down. 1 tell you it will 
be better for you if you do as I say." 

"To do what. Leon?" she demanded, 
with quivering lips and streaming 
eyes. 

"To go back to your mother; to tell 
her that we do not agree, or any other 
nonsense you please, except the truth. 
We are better apart. We have noth
ing in common. We belong to differ
ent nations—nat'ons which,for the rest, 
have always hated each other. So let 
us shake hands and part company— 
the sooner the better." 

The mask had fallen indeed! Poor 
Marjorie read in the man's livid face 
not merely weariness and satiety, but 
positive dislike, black almost as nate 
itself. She clasped her child and utter
ed a despairing cry. 

"\ou can't mean it, Leon! No, no, 
you don't mean what you say!" she 
moaned, sinking into a chair, and cov
ering her face with her hand. 

"Mamma, mamma!" crie.l little Leon. 
"Do not cry." 

She drew him convulsively to her, 
and gazed again at Caussidiere. He 
was standing on the hearth rug, look
ing at her with a nervous scowl. 

"It is useless to make a scene," he 
said. "Understand me onco for all, 
Marjorie. I want my freedom. I have 
great work on hand, and I cannot pur
sue it rightly if encumbered by you." 

"You should have thought of that be
fore," she sobbed. "You used to love 
me; God knows what has turned your 
heart against me. But I am your wife; 
nothing can part us now." 

"Do you really deceive yourself so 
much?" be demanded cold!jr. "Then 

hear the truth from me. •TftJ are &• ' WHAT XMAS MOKxllT 
wife of mine!" 

"Not your wife!" she cried. 
"Certainly not. My mistress, if you 

please, who has been Buffered for a 
time to wear my name; that is all." 

She sprang up as if shot through the 
heart, and faced him, pale as death. 

"We are married! We stood togeth
er before the altar, Leon. I have my 
marriage line3." 

"Which are so much waste pancr, 
mj „dear, here In France!" 

Sick with horror and fear, she totter
ed to him and clutched him by the arm 

ci'APTHR I. 
UK heavy rumble 
uf the long passen
ger train from the 
West had not y<st 
died away, and 
clouds of smoke 
still marked its on
ward course, as a 
man walked slowly 
along the streets 
of a busy Eastern 
town. There was 

Leon! once more, ahat tto jou noting i n  h i s  appearance to especially 
moan '  , • .  ' distinguish him from the many men 

"My meaning is very simple ae rc- who pass0({ fl long [he gamp 8ireets He 

pijcd; the marriage of an Lnglish- wag s impjy a  gentlemanly appearing 
woman with a French citizen is no man nQ l ( jnger  y(>ung uU] and wel l  

marriage unless the civil ceremony has formed reso]ute  of  face  and wi th  hair 
also been performed in France. Now, tha t  w&g turn |nR ^ 
do you understand?" 

"I am not your wife! Not your 
wife!" cried Marjorie, stupefied. 

"Not here in France," answered 
Caussidiere. 

"Then the child—our child?" 
"Trouble not yourself about him," 

was the reply. "If you are reasonable 
he can easily be legitimatized accord
ing to our laws; but nothing on earth 
can make us two man and wife so long 
as I remain on French soil." 

He added coldly; 
"And I have no intention of again 

expatriating myself, I assure you." 
It was enough. Dazed and mystified 

i He was well but quietly dressed, and 
walked with the step of one tired from 
travel, the chest thrown forward as it 
to breathe, in all its sweetness, the 

I pure air free from the dust and smoke 
1 of locomotives. 
j It was Christmastide. At no other 
season are shop windows so enticing, 
nor so many people on shopping bent, 
wearing that conscious look betraying 
the purchases that are meant to be 

• concealed. 
I All this, to say nothing of the ven
ders of evergreen and the heaps of pine 
and cedar about church doors telling 
of the Christmas trees within. Once Ui lilt? V>121 IM. LiiUa Uccn " iiiiiii. v/nv-v-

as she was, Marjorie now understood when opposi te  one  of  the  bes t  looking 
plainly the utter villainy of the man houges  h(J  walke(J  more  s,ow]y for  a  
f i r  i t  n  up  r*  r\ m tn  r lno l  C!  K  a  V n  r l  t  ,  

little way, looking up at the house 
across the street, as if in expectation 
of seeing some one. 

• Turning into another street, he paus
ed before a rather pretentious house 
just long enough for a glance at all the 
windows, and shortly afterward a trim 

with whom she had to deal. She had 
neither power nor will for further 
words. She gave one long despairing, 
horrified look into the man's face, and 
then, drawing the childwith her, stag
gered into the inner room and closed 
the door behind her. ' niuuuwo, ciUvi nuvinj ni tci w m v* a *,»*•»* 

Caussidiere remained for some time opened the door in response lo 
in his old position, frowning gloomily. hia  r ing> and he  wa,. l l shered in. Then, 
For the moment he almost hated him- following the maid's anouncement, 
self, as even a scoundrel can do upon came trie quick light tread of feet down 
occasion; but he thought of Seraphine {he  stairway and a woman who. in a 
and recovered his self-possession. He feminine way, was like the man wait-
walked to the door, and listened; all jng jn the drawing room, rushed into 
was still, save a low murmuring sound, the  room and into his arms with a 
as of suppressed sobbing. • welcome full of tears and 3mi)es and 

He hesitated a moment; then, set- exclamations of "Oh, Bob! Bob! Why 
ting his lips tight, he lifted his hat 1i<in't you let us know? I am so glad 
and quietly descended the stairs. f0 see  you!" 

When the great clock of our Lady 
of Paris chimed forth five, Marjorie 
still sat in her room staring vacantly 
into the grate. The room was bitterly 
cold; the light of the ca^ulle was grow
ing dim before the more cheerless light 
of dawn; the last spark of fire had died 
away; and the ehild, wearied with 
fatigue and fear, slept soundly in her 
arms. 

Marjorie, awakening from her trance, 
was astonished to see the dawn break
ing, and to hear the chiming clocks 
announce that another day had begun. 

She looked for a moment into tha 
child's face, and as she did so her body 
trembled, and her eyes filled with 
tears. 

"My poor little boy!" she sobbed; 
"my poor little Leon!" 

She laid him gently on the bed, and 
let him sleep on. Then she tried to 
collect her thoughts, and to determine 
what she must do. 

"Go back to Scotland?" No, she 
could not do that. She could not face 
her old friends with this shame upon 
her, and show them the child who 
should never have been born. From 
that day forth she must be dead to 
them. What she eculd not undo she 
must conceal. 

(TO BE COKVTSUED.) 

Sheridan as an Orator. 

After Riohard Brisley Sheridan had 
made his great spccch in Westminster 
Hall, asking for the impeachment of 
Warren Hastings, Edmund Burke said: 
He has this day surprised the thou
sands who hung with rapture on his 
accent, by such an array of talents, 
such an exhibition cf capacity, such a 
display of po.vers 3.43 are unparalleled 
in the annals of oratory; a display that 
reflected the highest honor on himself, 
luster upon letters, icnown upon par
liament, glory upon the country. Of 
all species of rhetoric, of every kind of 
eloquence that has been witnessed cr 
recorded, either in ancient or modern 
times, whatever the muteness of the 
bar, the dignity of tha senate, the sol
idity of the judgment seat ^nd the sa
cred morality of the pulpit, have hith
erto furnished, nothing has equaled 
what we have tl.Js day heard. No holy 
seer of religion, no statecman, no ora
tor, no man of any literary description 
whatever, has come up, in one instance, 
to the pure sentln^.ts of morality; or, 
in the other, to that variety of knowl
edge, force of imagination, propriety 
and vivacity of allusion, beauty ind 
elegance cf diction, strength and co- . UYCI Uju snin-
piousness c! •tyle, pathos and sublim- Sng garlands 011 mistletoe to the rnerrv 
ity of conception, to which we this girls who ran into the libsary for them 
day listened with ardor and admira- , then dropped her hands, listlessly into 
t lon* j feer lap as sho looked far away through 

— — j the window—not at ;he holiday sights 
without, but dofti; n long vista of years 
at a girlhood as gay and impulsive as 
Gracie's and Nellie's own. It was not 

i "Just started on an impulse. Didn't 
know really that I would come u i 
an hour before I was off. I thougui, 
too, it would be pleasant 10 surprise 
you all, and then when I was here 1 
wished you had known of my coming. 
It was almost uncanny, as If I had 
been dead,  coming along the old s t rec ta  
and finding theru all changed and 
meeting only strangers along the 
way." 

The reunited brother and sis'cr, i-<i' 
such they were, sat for a long ii: 
exchanging reminiscences of the p 1 
and information of the present, unt 1 
they were interrupted by a young girl, 
scarcely yet a woman, who, rosy 
cneeked and bright eyed, came trip
ping into the room. 

"This is Nellie, Robert, your eldest 
niece. Your uncle, frc.<ru Orus^n, my 
dear." 

"Not baby Nell!" exclaimed the gen
tleman, in surprise, while the young 
iady in question released herself from 
his embrace with something like a 
pout, half indignant, as is the manner 
of very young ladies at being regard
ed as only little girls. 

The uncle was quite unconscious of 
the little assumption of dignity, and 
the mother, more observant, passed it 
by, saying: '  She has been round help
ing the Fairlee girls, Tom's daughters, 
decorate for a party they are to give 
tomorrow night. Did you have a pleas
ant morning, Nellie?" 

"Oh, yes! More fun! Only Grace 
and I were making some little joke 
about Miss Patience under the mistle
toe, and we thought she heard us. We 
went  into the library for some wreaths 
she was mak.ng fur us. and we imag
ined that she looked flushed and hurt. 
Isabel was real cross with Grace and 
me about it, and we were sorry as 
could be. for she is so sweet and nice." 

"You girls, 1 fear, are very thought
less, said her mother, soberly look
ing acio.-s at her brother, who had 
picked up a newspaper with which to 
tliield his face tne heat of the 
open fire, and wuu icmurked in a rem
iniscent way: "Well well! I think 1 
renumber one or iv.x Utile tots of Tom 
> uirlee s, men.- baM*-r, and now they 
axe giving parries!!" 

A little later Miss Nellie went into 
the dining room, where her mother 
w*s 'Hiding a few extra touches to the 
IcRi-heon, and ioit Uncle Robert mus
ing before the fire. 

have thought >f denying it, although it 
had scarcely occurred to her before, 
said she did not doubt that she had 
changed. 

Alone in her own room, she fastened 
her door and threw the blinds wide 
open that the unpitying light might 
fall as severely as possible on the i*ace 
she studied in her mirror. 

It was a pleasant face and a youth
ful one. But Miss Patience saw only 
the coming of the crows' feet around 
her eyes, the tiny lines settling about 
the corners of her mouth and in the 
soft, brown waves of hair the shining 
of a few gray threads.. 

She wasn't weaker than most of ns, 
perhaps. Yet she had closed the blinds 
a little sadly. 

Youth is beautiful and a precious 
possession to us all. Who is there 
among""us who would not for its beau
ty, its hope and even its ignorance, 
give in exchange a goodly portion of 
such store of knowledge, experience or 
success as the added year3 have 
brought? 

On that other day ehe had folded 
away a favorite gown or two as no 
longer suited, with their touches of 
bright color and frivolous adornment, 
to her sober years. But now she tried 
to put away in some secret chamber 
of her woman's heart certain sweet 
memories and a few fond hopes. For, 
l.ke that revelation of her lost youth, 
came the consciousness that the sweet
est things that bad come into her life-
would ever come into it—were only 
memories now. 

"Aunt Patience, we're ready for the 
wreath for the doorway," roused her 
from hpr reverie. 

She hastily gathered up the green for 
tee wreath not yet begun, and went to 
work making it as carefully as if that 
were t^e day before a Christmas of 
seventeen years ago, and she was won
dering if Robert Bently would linger 
after the other guests were gone and 
tell her the secret she knew he wanted 
to tell. He had waited. She would nev
er forget how he looked standing there 
under the chandelier, and she had 
thought him surely the handsomest 
lover in all the world. Even now her 
cheeks burned as she remembered how 
slight had been her resistance when 
he said: "But. Patty, you're under the 
mistletoe. It's my right to kiss you, 
you know.'" 

Why should thepe memories 
come crowding upon her after all these 

VftTyr 1 -i } • f' 
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YOU NEEDN'T SAY A WORD, PATTY 
years? In the afternoon she donned a 
street dress and went out. 'Sitting 
over the fire all morning has made me 
mopey," she said. 

CHAPTKH 11. 
Miss Patience had heard the thought

less words. She handed over the shin-

A Sure  Sfgn*  

"When a wutnat," said the cornfed 
philosopher, "says tir.t she really be
lieves she is gettir.c f8t, and her hus
band retorts that it because she 
eats too much and doesn't do enough 
work, it is safe to presume that the 
honeymoon has ceased to be."—Savan
nah Bulletin. 

So Sudden. 
"Mr. TillinghL.st left me $30,000," re

marked the interesting widow to young 
Hi low. »My dear Mrs. Tillinghast," 
replied Hilow, '  you should husband 
your resources." "Oh, Frank, dear, this 
is too sudden. But are you really sure 
you love me?"—Odds and Ends. 

The talent of succass is nothing 
more than doing what you can do well, 
and doing well whatever you do with* 
out a thought of fame.—Longfellow. 

A bad epigram, like a worn-ont peb* 
cil, has no point to it. 

so strange that they should laugh at 
the idea of any om* caring to surprise 
Aunt Patience under the mistletoe 
bough, nor that to their sixteen or 
seventeen years thirtv-flve should seem 
a period of life entirely remote from 
all thor.ght o; romance. 

! When hearts r.re fresh and sympa
thetic and loving, ns Miss Patience had 
always been, the touch of years fails 
lightlj. But it had come to her once 
before, a kind cf revelation, this real
ization that youth was past. An old-
time friend, one of those overhonest 
persons wno must R0y the truth and 
the whole truth even at a venture of 
paying r little more, on meeting her 
for the first time after a lapse of years, 
had followed up her first greeting with, 

How you have changed. Patience! But 
then >ou can t deny that you are no 
longer young." 

Mis* Patience, who would never 

CHAPTER III. 
In another handsome home a young 

girl sat dreamily rocking before a 
glowing fire when the doorbell rang. 

'  Not callers, I hope," and it was with 
a gesture of impatience that she took 
the card the servant brought in. But 
her face brightenud as she glariced at 
the elegant script. 

Oh, its M;ss Fairlee! Show her 
right up here." 

"Indeed, Miss Patience," she saia, 
impulsively, when she had seated her 
visitor in the warmest corner, "I don't 
think any one else would be qutte so 
welcome as yourself this afternoon. 
\ ou always soem so glad to see people 
happy, and I am very happy indeed." 

'1 here was, by wuy of emphasis, 1 
little wave of one pretty hand, aiid 
Miss Patience was not slow to discover 
that it was meaut as well to direct at 
tention to the :i:ig that sparkled on the 
third finger. 

ou see," as she grew more con
fidential, "Will said he meant to wait 
until tomorrow, but he couldn't, and--' ' 
as the bright color rose in her face— 
'I am very glad he u!d not, for I am 
so happy." 

Miss Patience went down to the 
street again feeling that, in a certain 
sense, her calls were likely to prove a 
failure. 

There was a flurry of snow in the 
air, and i»ho turned homeward, 

I might just ns well," she thought, 
for clearly I am not in accord with 

the season, nor with other people." 
She was annoyed and impatient with 

herself, for, try as she wculd. she could 
not forget that in that far-away time 
she had bee:, a little unjust to Robert, 
khe had been proud of him, ambitious 
for him; ijut how proud or him and 
bow dear his success would be to her 
she had not let him know. And he, 
hign-spirited and sensitive, had misun
derstood. 

Twa5? nothing, really nothing more 
than "trifles light as air," but there 
had opened that breach between them, 
and he had gone off West somewhere. 

T he letter she was tempted to write 
and which, she left sure, would- have 
brought him home again fast enough, 
she had been a little too proud to write, 
and now she did not even know where 
he was. His own family had not heard 
from him for a long time. 

Married, of course, long ago. And 
one would think me pining because 1 
am not married, too. and at being an 
old maid instead." 

She laughed a little scornfully at 

™a <haoeeij h; 
going hone. "er  

"I shall just make .  * 
°f "'alls from that r t, ^ 
decided. W 1 har t  1 

The next bell that ok 
little house 

row street. Thp , a  '  J  

door brightened wheel 
visitor was. 11 she , 

«.M. 17; ™0;ni 

been accumulating 0®/"'-

'"An bV°ne t0( lav" ' Miss Patience , 
would enjoy her A\Hk 
Jng that it was ncJ1 f* ̂  
ad**. with a  

fippose everv one 
"wntins nn-s»„ ,h," >;*"! 

to „ , lome 3-. 

HIM"' Are r°" ,u"« little ones?" 
"There are no gift, 

don t much mind telling T, 
have been friends so lon, ' 5 
I have had onlv my little 
with Nellie's illneR„ in  J'?® 
was only enough left fnr._ f' 
essaries. While their fan'-!'" 
Christmas was 

time with us that fhav ^ 
t e l l  t h e  c h i l d r e n  t h e v  r ' ° *  

nothing this yPar, it's,.:. '1 

dispel these little child ^ -
while their faith is " 
strong, but I mn*t talk -
night, if on!y Ham. ; J 
again! We ,„•!,! be 
we are poor.1 '  

The poor woman was 
ically now. and Mi.« Pat i. ;^ 
the work-worn hand ia E 
thv. 

Mary Robertson had sir 
proud and reserved. It m u- b* 
heart, indeed, that could Induce 
say so much. 

"Haven't we loved ea^ 
our lives. Mary?" asked 
softly. "Let me play 
your little ones this once ! 
one of my very owr. to p-1,; 
and my pleasure, I think,*;:;* 
er than their 

Mother love was stronge-'ia 
and when Miss Patienceea:/ 
uptown establishment late r* 
ing her purse and her her ** 
light. 

A turkey and cranbfrr i 
package of toys dear to t :  
children, with a couple a" y* 
and a bunch of hothouse 
been sent to th (- little ho i 
back street. A bundle of. 
nels had gone with a bas-; 
to an invalid girl in a por 

..s Miss Paiicwe faster :; 
wraps for the homeward 
thing very like happinessi-
face. 

As she entered the hill 
little girls was scurrying 
mysterious something Md 
folds of her dress. 

"Aunt Patience," called 
over the balustrade, "Pap; 
some one to dinner. He ft 
you come home, I must 
come right on in. They're .iii* 
parlor," and sh» was off.m* 
sery. 

"I wonder « ho it can t-
Miss Patience, as the pan 
tieres. 

There were her brother!.: 
the two older girls and, 
above the back of an W 
top of a man's hemi. 

"Here she couit'S now. 
Fairlee; "we wtrrt: juat spea---
Patience." 

Miss Pati< n< topped s 
the niiddie oi ;lit: room. • 
the man who had risen, to 
by her brother's m'!'.: was 
membered *<i> 
turning gray , 
he looked ;>•' '<• 
dealt kindly •• 
ward he" v - --
there was somea.!::.? iB '  
carried bbacU to UiaN'-1 

man time when he ^ 
loved her, and she had taoi 
Landsome;:t. lover i" •>" 

"Don't know ffii-
eagerly. 

"Ye.s. U,.h, r\" *hc said, 
What this lull, I 

was a fair, fresh lace, forJ  

and-t hirtv >e::rs, I he w!dl  . 
by the dark fur trinnamgs ^ 
and the eyes full oi -i s b (  

ness at his coming tha» 
ly dared to hope he «« 
again. ... 

He quite forcot tnat 
looking; or. if he 1 '  
not care, for lie took ti , e  ^ ; j  

between both his ' ian, 
kissed one soft, pink ch 

Then be said, with so^ 
old nogukduiess: ^on 

word, Patty, for you ^ 
der the mistletoe. 

And Miss Patieare ^ 
that very morning .aid M« 
romance in i t s  S ra*°' 

sudden Oread of * [ 
she was 

on th£ faces of l-er  1 , r0 t '  
wife, and that 

well. His !« 
than-:' 

time and -
• him. As-

outitrci: 

feel a 
at: Conscious as 

OSt B ; i l  
If 

nieces, Grace, looWn £^,, 
eyed amazement ~*hat _ -
Had not all of hnp^ aCd 

almost youth itself- t; 
with this happy (  l i '  * ... 
her old love? It * t l5  

say that Brother , .j 
his return to Orr^ 
Patience ^5 

but a blushing 
ger 

HU Onlv 
Mr. Buyer " r f#b' 

be something the , # 
.  ui vnu yestei • I bought of yo^1 

and wheezes 
perhaps he pernaps — i s  

t0  i°?  

would you a  . l rn  

(promptly)—1Sell 
can; jes' like I did. 


