T WAE two weeks ta
Christmas. Mrs Falrlle,
red-cheeked Iin the glow
of the frosty alr and the
warmth of her brown
furs, was returning
home after taking ber
packages to tha express
office; there WwWas one
package less than usual,
on account of the invita-
tion which she hoped Lo
scend instead. She had

) eoad of the rush _lmi year;
hl.dnof ﬁm‘? ofﬂltlenu‘;orr whenever - she “c‘”l_i;‘:
lust Cilristmas and the expressman Wh‘-’,l s
Pught @ gift-hox to her house ufter dﬁ orr:u‘t'
ne day itself, Heretofore she had ha “t] a 35
her pleased fecling that people who hirought l:tln‘
5 .the nouse liked the glimpse of the merrymakings
ithin; Mrs, Fairlle always wished the men & Merry
: and guve a fee in addition to any that
might collected, 2
R tlt the man who Had brought her Susie's hulalntll
conldn’'t be put Into any enslly made catogory
£ holidey benefaction—hiy burning eyes, his sullen
puth, the tense repression that showed In every
on. of his vigorous young frame, seemed to volca
deesp and embittering Injury against all who en-
themselves at the expense of others—her one
¥ f- § outside at the still plled-up cxpress wagon
i@ driven the stab home to ner own heart, She had
Seainntakingly now started in purchasing for every-
Dody at a distance before boginning at all upon the
home people; it should not be upon ner hedd Lnal she
d helped Lo make an ul:hup}]:; Christmas for any
, Ehe wanted everybody to be.happy then; It was
simple falth that the occasion demanded it. Mrs
Irlle herself loved Christmas, though, as a rTule,
g kept quiet when other people expatiated on thelr
diculties and distrésses; Lo profess her own enjoy-
] nt made a discordant note—it was as if she thougnt
Cherself on a different plane. The portioning out of
banoneys, the making of lists, the endless discusaion
A to what this person wanted or what that one
A ted wero to her only delightful prellminaries
Swrhich made the season lengthily festive. Yet her de-
F8 to have every one happy sometimes led to com-

.§' fémtions, one of which, she felt as she went home-

L owo  use,
S pbecure channels of charity it
h for the sutlying stranger

(-

G ‘to look forward to.

.Y m spea

5 pesme to be so very lonel
%"yon‘uon in some In:ll)

i

was walting for ner now. Since Minnile's letter
"Pf the morning and her own resvlution—

F o Jt was p pleasure to have both her daughters run
I80 meet her as she entered the house—they had been
SAWAY for a week-end; a pleasure to have them escort

Mer upstalrs between them, and take off her furs

Bnd hat and coat and establish lher In 2 comfortable

whalr, as they poured out the recital of the happenings
ROr their visit. They were pretty girls, the executive
P Eatherine dark, 1ike her father, with, however, deeply
P arehed eyvebrows, and a red mouth that drooped at

the corners; while Jean was light and round-faced
! nd roey, as her mother was still. Jean, It appeared,
BAd had the “banner” time on this ocoasion, the most
1 sutiful young man of the house-party almost flaunt-
NInE ' himself her captive, Katherine furnished the
b hic. description, while Jean modestly demurred
e TDId you want to stay longer? the mother found
M;l_‘gilt nnkmu.r w\n-(;el\.'v Katherine's emphatic:

b PINO; no! Not when L was growing so
_ﬂhr‘!;tem?'a.- Did Aunt Mary's check come?” near
) 8,

'.:I.'.hunk-g_uodnus: I was s0 afrald it wouldn't, this

’ Aunt Mary's check, embodying a pleasing fic

S 4hst it was to buy a Christmas gfrt. fu:; Mrs. gl-‘n?r!tll:-.)':
was wlways thoughtfully sent well before
fhe time, so that she might have the comfort of it in
er Christmas expenditure for others. Into how many
= y ﬂr'uj'm!l] woas never dj-

n exirn daollar (1
{ Elemn for 1the loved ones of the ln»ur-'vi:xt\ldmi:iiaﬂiw}ﬂ

L Yulged, nor how many
Mrs. Falrlle .
er allotted portion of Christmas giving, ah!nd g
-,-mﬂ"guluri adjlnwm;vu for the househould:
! perio in the days just hefors th v
':gd;'t' ﬁlrmrnﬂd es if g upu‘u{:ng Eoyser ufe"rflf;tr::::'l'
' !lalt" lh!n,;s_l-“ ugh to supply the demand for all the
Her mood Ieaped ualead now to that
b glia. and the ciear gift of Aunt Mary's check,
o WEVEr,- lie was s« retiy destintng 1 other
.-“ P;l rtr-!f‘allvd only by Katherine's words: o
o “Maother, you're not lstening st il' Jear ¢
v,*‘ Yo made up cur minds tu Lu‘.fp yos -'.u.»"..Im.lﬂr.rm-l\1 v
this year—it is not to go for us or for any
Pou are-to gel something wit! r'--:[]:\'
pursell. . You are to buy P !
?inln: ToOm; you've been
ong enough, and 1t Is a disgruce Now wait!
pdedn and 1 are each going to -:‘m.—;h-;'.-.‘ The at::l‘
gollar gold plece thnt ndmamma wlways
8, and father  will help out, too, It It's nece
$75 ‘you ecan get the kind wyou want ‘
Ing that will last us all our dayvs, if we
fter, Christmas te shop for i, And then | won't
ashamed to ask the Fentons 1o d“_‘:””_‘ll.u la
ely time as we had there! What's the josties
ther? - We thought you'd be =o pleased*’ ; !
£ ¥es, yes, I am pleased,” assented
lllz. At any other time the thought
@ thelr co-operation would '
need of ‘it had been deeply mooted
I l.‘lj‘- L{:’s.-l“ﬂlllnie had tentatlvely
1 auctions, she hiad studied up the differar ; ¢
Sin books of informatlon with ul-}wj-.:-:a“[fd-[.,;” ;‘-.:’I“‘,r."
gainment of the rug was something always of |r ity
Bhe was 1ncapable ¢ A Fix ar
p¥thing Intrinsicaliy cheap for Ihlu-:”a:n]:;e ‘l:.ti.‘jJ“rﬁg
puld go - without, but what she purchased moge be
d & ¥ i must be
pd"”:'the tona In which ahe sald word saxpre 1
umes. As.she looked at her chilldren's h'cf- oy
.,qf’-!t. mnnrth&n Sver a (raitor. i
ey, ves, mRm delighted! But there Is sar ]
K to: you about first. | liad a i(,-u':.}ft;;-j;‘rﬁ
T{i i cousin Minnie this mornlng.” fhe hurried ahead
B 4 moment's sxpressive silence “Cousin ﬁinlnia
A l{tl thru! new town., She has
niion, belleve, '“.-
Am shtire strangers. Her boy (s \R'1-||'k1‘1-;:;“|?1.=y;-‘-H.
_numcolun this year; I1t's the first time the -';’
n but it costs wo much 1o i-}; 4y
come on, she says.” PIRRYe
' “Mother,

- ‘
Ib’-rllnot_!ru!ng to ask her hera for
# inntast I B Jean's tone way Lie matter
| T‘;‘v fo “think of having

tons was polgnranily
th i
thit gh the holldaye—! aér,.'.irffﬂr?gui
BE letters I ever heard. | hate t"
fto the house: they always yse \-ui
olis you How she misses that prf
all the illnesses of people y(.’:
her here over the hoildays, when
mh wa wanted to have—"
Falriie lo:ke;lutdrium one to
Bspleading which
g3 oW, did not, that she
made her mind.
“_ .u " {

up her *“You cannot z).
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which,
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moanitg over the old

the mother
nf the rug
have been Intoxicat -
agaln nd
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an pages . at a
i he spemed
g I won't ank your
't want her, but’—Mrs. Falr-
WeFe Wery young eyes, for

-~ &y

1 ! 3 an—an admirer
one talke

her sensitive mouih trem-

bled—"when 1 think of any one being left uu: rul::
lonely at Christmas—it must be s0 drefsdg‘:ﬂ“lggs__
without your child—and 1 have sgu!l;]ll!:}u np;rau"
and when we really have roem en T

“But you've never even seen ne_r. you don't know

kel™
e, bt have seen her, Katherine, be-
cousin Arthur's death—

""No, hutFl‘ Dughll Lo
fore this, Tver since your 5 7
the only relative your father had in the “oﬂj‘icrt
Mrs., Fairlle was embarked on & fn\'nr'itr- su 4
“T'm sure I've nevar forgotten how lovely he t:!“:va_!
us when we were on sur wedding trip, {mdll b e
hardly more than & boy himl.rlf—!nrlng [ calrr 4 A
taking us around Niagara Falls (and carr agc,week'q
g0 expensive there, he must have spent nam-ey;
salayy), and glving me that bouquet of pheas 3

plnks at the train—"

o ways speaks o
Motler Wl 4 interrupted Katherine,

all her forty-odd Years,

t her wedding frlp n? it
It happemed yesterday,” m-

ertinently. . i
¥ “And g\.‘cr since your cousin Arthur's death Min

nie has taken care of herself and the boy ;. of course
your falher has sent money when he could, but she”
has never asked for a thing. o
living so much nEBN.;]I’ t.‘i‘- us, and without her child—
Mrs, Fairlle’'s volce broke, ,

“Oh, well, mother, don't feel like that about .It
Have her If yvou want to.” Katherine's \'uit'(" wan
affectionately resigned. “Only"—~how Mrs Falrlie
dreaded that “only’!—“Jean and 1 had wanted Lo ask
Mr. Lelter here. Mrs. Fenton sald she hoped we'd be
nice to him: she knew his mother and now, of coursea,
we can't do anything, with the house all filled up, and
Jack's chum coming home with him, too! But really
we don't mind—only"—another only!—"you gl\“u ma
that check! You're not to spend It sending for Cousin
Minnie's boy, if that's what 30_u‘r3 planning to do.
You are going to have that rug.’ .

“Maybe she won't accept” suggested Jean, hope-
fully, to be met by Katherine's ruthless, “Chat kind
slways accepl.”

Events justified her prophecy. Cousin Minnle ac-
cepted, indeed, but whetner with joy or reluctance it
were hard to tell. 5

And now, when she 1is

“Your letter arrived last evening,” she wrote, “and
1 would have answered It at once, but 1 was asked to
watch by the bedside of & lady who ls suffering with
nerve trouble; 1 fear she will never recover from IL

It is very kind of you to msk me to spend the
helldays with you. 1 will leave here on the elghteenth,
although | am afraid that I will be sadly out of place
in your gay household; I have had no new clothes
for several years, It seems impossible that 1 shall
not see my dear Evan at Christmas; he says that he
is well, but I often fear that he is keeping hls real
state of health from msa, What a blessing It must be
to have money! 1 hope that my presence wlll not
be 4 damper on your festivitles, Hoping to see you
soon, 1 am,

“Your affectionate cousin,
“MINNIE FAIRLIE"

“Well!" sald Katherine, emphatically, as =she thraw
the letter down on the table. “We're In for 1t! When
1 think of all the people we might have had, who
would have llked to come—"

The mother herself began to wonder, with a sink-
ing of the heart, whether she had been qulite wise
or qulite falr to her own In following out her first
Intention so single-mindedly. Was she preferring a
stranger's fancied happiness to that of her children?
The home was theirs as well as hers; the season be-
longed peculiarly to them—it was thelr especial time,
even if they were grown up, Even her easy-goln
husband had been a little doubtful when she had tol
him of her intention of Inviting his cousin’'s widow
Lo atay with them now, "Won't she be a little in the
way ? he had asked,

She swung so far the other way mow that It hung
over her blackeningly; even Katherine, who, her hard-
est critic, was also her staunchest upholder, was fain
to glve word of comfort.

“Don't look like that, mother, she may not be =o
a;w{u]. as we think; and, at any rate, {t's for only one
Christmas. [ suppose we'll live through it. Of course
we'll each have to give her a present.”

"1 Lm\'a. a4 box of note-paper you can take for her.”
Mra, Fairlle's tone offered it eagerly; her Chirlstmas
epirit revived at the very mention of gifts. “People
can always use note-paper—and this was unusunlly
cheap for the quality. The picture on the box 18 really
tovely, Bee, a little child offering a lemon! .
What {s that you say? . Well. my dear, I don't
mée why a lemon i{sn t quite as appropriate as cherries
or apples, or any cther frult. You girls have such
queer, slangy !deas of your own. I boughl some things
“the other day, thinking they might come in handy.
Jean can glve Cousin Minnle these hnt-pins, and the
handkerchiefs can be from Jack. 1 wlil get her some
pretiy slik for & waist, and your father will glve her
a small check, There |s nothing, after all, llke a
little money at Christmas!” Mra, Falrlle sfghed—the
Eemson, as usual, blotted all else from her sight,
though even through her Christmas madness she tried
to: he glad that her daughters had kept her own
rheock frf:-:r\; twrl fdnr l:wr more lasting benefit: she was
remoreefully ad that they we '

24 wnm'ﬁl . ) re having one thing

Yet through all the saturnalla of preparation Couy-
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_.._,:_,_,_,“. ".- .

< My

LT -

eavily over the household.
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*1 wish, oh, I wish that I had never asked her!"

eried the renegade. 4

“Never mind; we'll have to invite him to dinner,
anyway,” sald Jean, pale with resolve. “I hope—I only
hope that she won't talk about operations at the
table!™

It was late on the evening of the appointed nine-
teenth that Cousin Minnfe came, long after the de-
laved dinner had at last been. cleared away and the
cook gone to bed with the toothache.

Such a slight little figure the mother ushered into
the room! She looked hardly more than a child; it
was only by gasing closely at the small oval face
that one could see the llnes of care maround the dark
eves and at the cerners of the pretty mouth. When
she spoke, the tones of her soft volce were vikrant
with a sweet earnestness; her eyes had a way of
nmieeting yours with a awift, half-frightened gase, that
changed trustfully the next Instant into a Nttle crin-
kling smile. AnytHing less like the Fairlles' precon-
ceived idea of her it would have been hard to find.
Her dress was black, Indeed, but. as Katherine noticed
at once, the short skirt had the correct flare, the twist
of ribbon In the becoming hat had an alr of its own.
She seemed to be the possessor of some charming
magnetism to which Mr. Falrlle succumbed at once,
after the first conventional questions and answers,
and which drew the womenkind hospitably back and
forth from Cousin Minnie's bedroom afterward. In all
the intimacy of kimonos and undressing, when they
had at last formally escorted her there.
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like t2 be in a real home, it's so long since I've had
one; though any place seemaed like homse to' me when,
1 'had Evan. Can I unhook you, dear ™

“Please, What beautiful halr you have!" sald
Jean,

“My halr? Why, it'a nothing now! It's only te my
knees, 1 used to be able to step on iL.”

“It's the most beautiful thing I ever saw,”
Katherine, rapturously, “I wish I could twist

that way!" )

“I'Il do yours for you tomorrow If you'll let me™
offered the visitor. Her earnest volce took on =
swectly coaxing tone. “You must let me do every-
thing I can to help when I'm here; it will be such a
pleasure! 1 wanl to make one of my euddin'l tor
Courin Richard, Evan thinks I cun cook better than
anybody. And I brought my thimble in the bag so
that I can start sewing for you the first thing In the
morning. T know how many pretty tirings girls need
to have finished for the holldays” ¢

“You oughtn’t to work wnile you're here,” pro-
tested Jean, with one arm thrown around the littie
figure. “You ought to restf v

“0Oh, no, dear! I ecan't rest.” Cousin Minnie's fin-
gers looked and unlocked with a strange, wild littla
motion. “Bince Evan went away [ just have to work.
I can't explain it, but to rest would kill me! I often
sew overtime at the jnstitution." y

"What do you sew there?' asked Katherine, ou-
riously; she had cuddled down Ip & heap on the chints
lounge, with her eyes fixed on the wvisitor,

said
mins

soothing thing in life. Her eonxing, “Now. lat me. do
this for you" witohed care from the sowl and work
from the fingers, whether it wers sweeplng, or dust-
ing or mending or tying up those endiess parcels In
tissue paper.

When .young Mr. Tellor came to dinner It waa
Cousin Minnie'as decorations that made the table so
lovely, and her tact afterward that blessedly kept
“father” playing checkers with her all the evening:
it was she who listened to Jean's and Katherine's
confldences long after the tired mother was in bed,
and she who listened at every chance the next day to
that maother's intensely interested converse about her
children. Mrs. Fairlie would have been very happy
with this sweet healp and sympathy if—

Oh, deap in her soul was the corroding angulsh
of Minnle's deprivation! If she hadn't comblined her
money with the children's for the rug—If she could
only have surprised Minnle with the gift of her dear
boy's presence on Christmas Day! There wers mo-
ments when the thought of &ll her blessings com-
pared with Minule's poverty was almost more than
she could bear. She tentatively opened the subject
with Rilehard, only to receive his sympathetlc assur-

nnq?rd like mnothing better than to send for Evan—
1'd like nothing better for Minnie's sake. They seem
to be a plucky palr—Arthur might be proud of them,
poor fellow! ut I absolutely haven't any §860 to
spare just mow, that's the truth—and it would take

L

L think r:'w:iﬁ_'ti: oa ﬂa!-nfaf
to come.” aaid The visiior: when Xatns
e gyt st o

. tm&’m - ; -.
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sald Cousin Minnle,

“T made denim. overalls?
llm%}'_ ; i
" t.l! i clrled M"ﬁ ]a"nlrlle. wineing; her Imagination,
ertile as it was, had never compassed anvthing like
this, - But the other went on: v ¥ J

“It will be such a dellght to work on pretty luces
and chiffon.” She turned to the mother with her 1it-
tle erinky amile. “You don't know how I love girls!"

“They are pretty nice to have” responded Mra.
Falirlle. “But I heard you telling Richard how splen-
didly your . boy was getiing on, working his way
h college and all. You must be very proud of
him, here does he spond his Christmas?

“Why, he's staying alohe right there!” said Cousin
Minnile. There was as sudden catch In her volee, “He
was Invited to visit a friend, but the friend has been
taken {ll. Hvan writes me not to mind ahout him;
he's very fond of readihf. He writes to me avery day.
He-— But rha?s you'll like to see the ploture of
my—Arthur's son!" -

8he turned to the open sultcase and, taking from
it a leather-framed photograph, stood It proudly on
the dressing table. “There he ia!"

She well might triumph in their gaze. Photo-
graphs, often so obliterating, so concesliiig of the real

orson, have thelr magic moments; the soul of Cousin

Minnie's boy stood revealed In this portrayal of him,
in the sturdy set of his shoulders, the gallant polse
of his bouny head, the sweetness of his curved lips,
the high-heartedness, the. divinely youthful courage
of those stralghtforward eyes. '

“"Oh, isn't‘he a dear!” eried Katherine, with a gasp,
and Mre. Farlle put her arms around the little mother
as if feeling the latter's loss for the first fime.

“How you must miss him!” she exclaimed, =and
Cousin Minnie's eyes brimmed pitifully: two great
tears fell mnd ran down her cheeks, while she tried
to amile unfiinchingly through them.

“He's 80 glad I'm. with you!" she sald.

Preparations for Christmas went on with a new
ardor, a new facility of completion, after Consin Min-
nie's arrival, There seemed nothing about her to
justify thelr harrowing anticipations save the fact,
artiesaly announced, that writing letters, except to
Evan, frightened her to’ death; she was such a poor
letter-writer, she never knew what to say; her morn-

e Institution seemed
i it, filled with

‘rug than you do!

Testival of a m

ali of that to get the boy hera and back again, You'll
have tha house pretl¥ full, anyway, won't you,. with
Jack and hls friends?’ d

“Mother will go without everything she really
wants unlems we look out for her,”” Katherine pro-
claimed to the sympathizer In publie. “Now, mother,
I'm not ta.lking to you!"

“My dear, I've bean thinking how very pretty some
of the grasa rugs are,” said Mrs, Fairlls, diplomatic-
ally. *“Those large orlental ones are so heavy, and
they require a great deul of care. I really don't know
that I feel quite up to It. A cheaper kind, now, for
a few dollars—"

“Now, mother!" Xatherine 8 arm went around her
parent pro:ectlnglr. “You know perfectly well that
you hate cheap things. Bhe does, Cousin Minple; she
never uses them after she gets: them! “She won't have
anything but what s ‘good.'” Her eyes flasltied mean-
ingly in denigl of her mother's dumb appeal. “And

ou're golng to have it! Jean and I are not golng to
et you go without It for anybody! Jean and I are
looking out for you."

“Yes, dear,” sald Mra. Fairlie, with, after all a
thrill of pride in their care for her—she had no right
to galnsay it, But how she hated that rug! To her
intenseness the {dea of stepping on it was like step-
ping on Mlinnie's heart.

Yet she hoped against hope during all those hours
in which it would still be poasible to get a letter to
Evan in time; then, on the evening of the 22d, she
finally gave up. -1t was too late now.

Jean came to her room as she was dressing, to say:
“Now, mother, dear, I hope you're not ruollsﬁ enough
to worry about Cousin Innie. She's enjoying every-
thinf 50 much—she told me so today; and she bhad a
}ovle y letter from Evan-he's quite ecantented where
ie ip."”

“Oh, I'm so glad!" sald Mrs. Fairlle, happily.

Minnle was enjoylnf herself. Mrs. Fairlle watched
her that oveninf. noting her pretty wavering color
and her merry laugh. Minnie wks looking so much
better since she came to them.

Mr. Fairlle was away that night. Jack and his
chum had, come home with all sogts of schoolboy
chatter and clatter, It was late when they all got to
bed, and lafer still, néariy 1 o'clock, when Mrs, Fair.
MHa, who had Jjust dropped asleep, was awakensd by
the blaze of her electric light, and saw the night-
gowned Katherine's eyves glaring at her.

“Mother— We can't stand it & moment longer!™ A
wild jerk over her shoulder indicated the ghostily
appronching Jean. "We saw a light in Cousin Min-
nie’'s room—Jean and I had been sitting up talking—
and we opened the dootr softly to surprise her, and
she was Iving thers with "Evan’'s pleture—~ctrying—
crying! Oh, mother, we never saw any one crying
llke: that! Oh, mother—there, I'm going to howl my-
solf now!" i

“"Huash! hush!"” sald the motler wnrninslr, with
arma around both white-robed fgures as they Huddled
together an top of the bed.

“T ecan't hush untll we do something to get that
‘woy herel” Kathdrine's volce mosned deflantly through
her sobs. “We doi't care apy more, about that oid
Tomorrow's only the 23d—  Mother,
we want to tel ph the money.and Instructions -to
him the Arst thing in the .momum the way you did
me o iand he can take the aftérncon traln from
New. York and get.here for Christmas Eve—in time to
help put up the 'ﬂwn;;u you're willing, :

Q‘?Iuiu ? An Mra, rile lay thers that nlfhl she
Bad & soberne=s of joy, as one Who had unwittingly
sat foot In Bacred places. As of this wWas to he n
er and & child. And to have those
; you in the g in the highest!

) f ahe had i "“llwmttd with
‘gladness l’dori w fallowa’ '
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