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'Tl?e W ife’s S;Eret, '

OR A BITTER RECKONING

By CHARLOTTE M. BRAEME
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CIHHAPITER IX.
For some reason Paulive Malling was

In a very ircitable state of mind. Per-
haps shie was regretting the moment's
impulse that had pronpted her to ac-
CEePL A nameess younug :\H':{Ih‘r, Buabette,

toon, seemingly iad a8 weight on her mind.

Bhe erept about her work, laying out
Miss Maliing's elegant evening toilet
with a subdueg ale very different from

ber usnal noiseloss aetivity. Bahette was
doing her best to get through her duties,

when, as il luek would have it, memory “I am glad—so very glad 1 wrote it |
for a moment asserted itself and brounght | It would have been dreadful if we had
before lier n picture of a pretty black- | married, and Jack had found out that
eved wrehin tossing fr side to side in | he did not eare for me afterward. Now
his amyll ¢ot and crving out her name |1 had better destroy that anonymous
unceasingly as he refusad the cooling | letter, I thought that perliaps Jack
drink offeradd by a hand he did not love. | might have wished the engagement to
The maid sobbhed—salibed andibly. eoutinue, in which case 1 should have

Miss Malling raised her eyes from
their o uplation of the earpet gnd
looked in dznitied surprize at the young
Frenchwoman, Noting for the first time

her f:l\‘L‘, Miss

the signs ol
;\Ir'.,]. r feit
“MWhat name is the matter
with Pray don't let e
have ! and wailing. 1If there
Is oue exAgperates ma mors
thanu ¢ s A crying woman.”
Papdor woiselle; the grief over-
came me in spite of myself. 1 did not
intend 1o speak; but, ns you have noticed
my sorrow, T will make bold o tell you
that 1 have a little stephrother. the only

the world who is related to me,
have here a letter telling me he
s very [l and that he nsks for me night
and dav—night and duay.” The poor girl's
voice broke for a moment; but she rallied
and weat on, “If conld
spare me for just enough time to get to
Boulogne and bavk to see the poor little
f"“-#\\:"

“And what am 1 ta
time??" Pauline ask
you ean go if you li

mailemoiselle

do in the mean-
ivily, “Of vourse
but you need not
back. 1 am vou should
an insane thing, when yon
ig=e e full of e npl'l- the
rrow. [ conl i
y withount you.  Pray doonot say an-
about it, and please leave off

conie sl
ask
know tl
day aft
biy d
other word
cryving:'

Buabette moved
of the room, wiped

me such

| will

er to-m onld not possi-

away to the far end
Der eves, and stood

| ing a dozen shests of paper in his desire
to be neither too saoft nor too hard, he
decided at last that the shorter and plain-
er he made it the better; aud this was
what he had written:

“My Deur Ethel—I shonld not have
had the courage to do as you have done;
but perhaps you are right—as indead you
always are.  For the future will you
ullow me to copsider myself

“Your faithtul friend,
“JOHN DORNTONT?

sent the letter to him and asked for an
explanation,™

So Ethel went hravely about her home
duties, though her very lips were white
with tlie slie was putting on
her feelings. tried with all her
strength of mind she possessed to put her
humiliating grief away from ler,

resiriint
:":I[ll'

*Why should 1 sorrow for him if he
can throw me off without one word, of

regret?’ she asked herself, angrily.

Nuill, in spite of her Jdetermination to
cruzh her love under the ght of her
self-respect, she now and again felt as
if her heart would break, She resolute-
Iy denied herself the relief of tears, and
suffered far more intensely in conse-
quence,

The thrushes and the lively robins and
perky sparrows were having a good time
of it on the lawns at the Wigwam that
morning. Captain Pelling was fond of
these small birus, amd liked to see them
about the place, and he Lnd determined
to do what he eould to tame them dur-
ing the hard winter wenther, should he
decide to stay on in the Wigwam, which
he had taken furnished for six tonths.
He did not take much notice of the little
vregtures this morning, though, He was
in a “browa study." and sit so motivn-
less on his comfortable cane chalr under
the veranda that the more courageous of
the birds bopped about within a yard
of his feet,

The fact was Captain Pelling was dis-
appointed. He had expected a letter
pither frum Ethel or Mr. Mallett that
muorning, to settle thelr visit on the mor-
row.,

“Even if they do not care to come,”
he told himself, “they might have been
¢ivil enough to send sowe couventionyl
excuse,”

After awhile it oceurred to him fhat

for an insint guite still, repressing the
gohs that shook her fraome.

“If my little erre Jdies without see-
fng me 1 will never forgive you—never!
1 will wateh for a chande of delng you
a great harm: and it will come if 1 am
patieut,’” the girl thought.

After dressing Miss Malling and mak-
ing the dressing room tily, Babette pass-
ed through the pleture gallery on her way
to Mrs. Perkins' sanetum for her usual |
cup of tea. Thinking everyboily must

be dowustairs, stie stopped at Jack's easel
and lookel ar "auline's pieture.

8o you thivk the world made for
You are too bhigh a lady

is

sure ?

your pl

to trouble yourself with your servania’
affuirs; but perhaps they will trouble
themselves with yours, muydame! 1 have

geen you flinch aud shrivel up straugely

EOniet i I'vople don't shrivel ap for

pothing, unless they have a fear of some-
thing: and if they huave a secret fear,
thiere must he somethiug bad to cause
it f my little darhing Jdies withpot the
comfort of kissing his Babette oocve, it
will be your faunit; and all my life long
1 will wuteh, wateh, wateh, to try to

repuy your to me and himl!"—
aud she looked as if she meant it,

Jack, who had stopped until the last
motnent finisl ather difficult let-
ter to Ethel in FUOL, Was Struck
by the inteu in the woman's
face as he op he dour, wondered for
the moment what could have caused it,
wished the next that be could eall it up
| and use Ler as a model Tor a fiend,
ut forgot all about it
on the hall table,

¢rueity to

i

r
s own
1

re

(444 1

at wil
aend the next mot
Throwing his letter

be bhurried into tue drawing roows (o
ke bis peace for being late.
Bubiette had her quiet cup of tea with |

i
Wit

Mrs, 'erkius, and, h a ]1;0'!1?1113 3-‘:n--f-|
ding of tedrs, wrote to the woinsn who
had charge of little Pierre, to say that
ghe could not come to ber darling just
Low.

The letter was full of loving messages
and prouises, aod the poor girl's lheuart

felt very heavy as she put it into the
bag. She had taken it iuto the ball her- |
self. There was another letter Iying

there ready stamped for the post; she |
took it up carelessly, recognized it by the
red ses] as the one Juck had bad in his
hand wuen be passed her in the gallery,

and stowd transtixed with surprise as ahe |
read the nddress,

“I'lie aildress of that pretty demaoiselle
that 1 followed home from the museum
by Lier orders!
in this!
of a lad
Ioruton,
aof settit Bie 3
liceman? | shall bave that to find out?”

“Balbette, I want you,” Mrs. I'erkins
called from the door that shut off the
gervants’

.\n i ue 1S '.: “
tou 15 viie s
ek irply that
Mrs= 1o conceal
the b eld Ler
hi v, DBabette
giar e jeller
ir

she Jid
tap 1o consider tha i ! n
reqached the child even if Pauline
n her stant conseant She re-
el only that her mistress had
eruel to her ian the time of her
¢ and she registered & vow that, if
was any secret in Pauline Mall
uig's past life, she would hunt it out and
uiliate her,
. - - L] L L]

A letter Iay by Ethel's plate; but she
aid aot touch It Mr. Maliett, self-ab-
gorbed as ever, did mot notice how his

daughter was struggling to preserve her
peoal composure sll through the break-
fast time.

Jack Dornton had pot iotended to e
ewruel when be wrote; but, after destroy-

| enough,

pechaps the Mallets had written, and
that the letter had miscarried—and he
felt somewhat relieved at the bare idea.
He made up his mind that he would go
up to town in any case; and as he wemt
anlong he would decide upon what course
e wounld pursae. And all through his

vaeillation he pever once admitted to
himself that it was his longing to see
Fithel again that had for the moment

transformed him into a human shuttle-
L'Iil'k.

Notwithstanding a short notice, the
phaston was ready a minute before the
appointed time, looking perfect in every
detail. I"elling had the reins in his hand
and his foor on the step, when he noticed
a telegraph boy coming toward the house,
He waited 8 moment. Yes, it was for
him!

“From Geoffrey Mallett, Buckingham
street, Bloomsbury, to Captain Peiling,
The Wigwam, Wimbledon, Shall be witl
yiou at 2 a'elock to-marrow, l_;e.'t sketches
in iuspection order.”

And the man of thirty felt a lnd again
in his light-henrtedness, he sent his
handsonme bays along the road.

s

CHAPTER X,

Jack's love-making went on  swim-
mingly during the lovely summer weath-
and among the beauties of Mualling-
ford, The honse was full of wisiturs
now, and, in accerdance with Pauline's
wishes, their engagement was kept strict-
Iy private. Ntill, in spite of all their
care, the state of affairs was pretty
shrewidly guessed at by most of the peo-
ple about then, and the well-bred gnests
at Miss Malling's
unwaorlillinesa Strangely
) with all her sharpness,
ane of the last to hear of her mis
tress” infatuation for the “artist chap,”
a8 e was scornfully deseribied among the
but the moment she did hear of
hegnn wondering andd watching un-
it in 1 mind sure that
Mise Mnlling was really deeply in love
| this ;."--']. Mr. Ilnf"l:-r“_
wette liked Jack, and, knowing, m <he
d, the evil of Pauline's
to hink i s

Mo r
“ha

lered immensely

WL
sudden fi

e
le,

was

seErvints:
I sje

til in her own <lie wns

with ORIDE

sl lopadl slim ol
wiurt,

& WHas sarrs

NE youug min
filwavs on th
world |
stress’ secrst: and
Lowesd
gossip abw 1 k)

gerap of informa
+ of use to her in fur
had
of Milord

s Consenf, she would L"-

4

1ite T she

ane

tea

e st :1-:-'-’.

t, as she sipped her

W om-

will

e [ree Lo mnrry
nid, Az &) ha
teenth of next
here i not much chance of her
state at this late day,
until now.'
" observad Bahette, with
a disappointed air. She reflected for a
few moments, and a flash of intelligence
rrossed ber face as she asked, “And If
had rried in her ex-
treme yvouth—hefore she was known as
the heiress of the property—how then?”
“] think she would lose eversthing."
“Who would have it after her?"
“Sir Geoffrey, thes late baronet's
brother.”
*“T» be sure! It must have besn a great

e
LY B
sncrficing
sfter wa

“That iz &

mademaoiselle

'blow to him when he found himself roh:

bed of everything by his brother's in
justice. What did he d0? Where did be

go

“1 don't know, He js ns prond as any
of the family, and, wheu his brother
told him never to ecomoe unear the plave
again, he put oen his Lut without woue

word, and walked away with his head o=
Iiigh ns if he were the heir of thousamis
We've never seen a sight of him
that day, and it's my bellef we neved
shall."

Babette believed ghe liad found 1
keynote to Pauline's secpct trouble, That
there was secret trouble she never donit
for an instant, She had observed her
mistress too closely to be misled on thit

Bllce

point; she knew that not)ing but some
mighty fear could ecanse those sidden
starts, followed by periods of anxipis

heavy-browed thought, to which slie was
subject.  And, when DBalu went upe
stalrs, she reasoned the matter out.

“1 have heard that she never knew
was her unecle’s heiress until afu
her father's death. What is more like
then than she =hould have married ouf
there in Italy—mareied some poor idiot
who was caught by her pretrs face? Aud
then, when my lady suddenly finnds that
she is a rich woman, she is tired of this
poor fool, and runs away and enjoys ler
life by herself. 1 believe 1| have found
the dark spot in my fine lady's lifel 11
this is as | think., I ean take from he
lier beloved finncee and her riches at one
blow., How glorions that would bel

Her face glowed with savage
faction at the bare thought of so cim
plete a revenge., Rhe left her seat by the
Lar window of Pauline’s dressing rooi,
aml paced up and down, her excitempent
belng too great for her to remnin L
The dusky glonm deepened until the roum
was all in shadow, and presently a honse-
maid came in and lighted the candles in

large silver branches on the toilet
table,

As the door closed behind the maid Ba-
bette resumed bher promenade, and came
to a sudden stop as her eyes rested on
the key loft in the lock of a small bhronze
hox. s box coutnined Miss Malling's
private keys! l

ile

<hp

W

si1

the

Khe locked up very little]
but what she Jid lock up she was rather

particular abour, and her keys wese in-

varinbly kept in this Indinn box, the
key of which she carried abour with
lier.

As Babette stood looking with a dull,
fascinated gaze at the Key, [
the rustle of silken skirts in the gallery
outside, With a swoop like a hawk's,
0 swift and noiseless was it, she ;-17"1;-
e the little key from the lock anil slip-
ped it into the pocker of her dajaty frill-
ed apron. The next instant Miss Malling
turned the hamdle of the door and saw
Babhette rearransing the lace draperies
round the looking glass, She crossed the
room and went steaight to
glanead qniockly at the box,
turned to DBabette.

“IHave you scen the key of this box?"

“Not to-day, mudemoiselle.”
M Nhe took it oup

“Irovoking’
hands and shook Yes, tlie kevs are

slie

11-
1Rt

the
and then

1L,

inside. Babette, I wish you not to legve
thess rooms to-night uneil 1 come up
to bed, 1 hiave <1;'.:'|i1-.:.| the key some-

where, I don't sappose it will be found
until we have daylight to help us—it is
so small. Have your supper seéut up to
you here

“Very good, mademoizelle,"”

Babette stood with ler hands
tightly over her heart, listening to the
ristle of the silken skirts aloug the gal-
lery and down the Then
expression changed from steained atten-
tion to vivid teinmph. She threw her
clasped hands high over her head. She
locked both doors, elosod ons window to
prevent the blinds from fluttering, and
then unlocked the small bronze box, She
laughed as she picked out a from
the bunch and tried to unlwck Panline's
lnrge desk.

“At last!" she whispered,
of the desk flew bac:.

fTn he rantinned

sthirs,

!
HEF

as the lock

Just Resentment,

“Yair say vour beard lezan to grow
when you were 16, remarkel the vis-
itor at the dime muscum. “\May I ask
how long it has tuken yon to bring It
to its present magnlficent propors
tlons¥"

“8ir,” said the Bearded Lady, justly

table, | Oh,

in her Te watch

|/

time,

Along nll

Abont Thanksgivin®

the leaves nre down,

Aud all the fruft's been pleked and all the

: Lllls are turnin® brown,

There's somethin® In the ale that scems to

. Btir xour blood a bit,

That makes you glad yon're In the world

. and that you're part of It;

The song the wind goes slnglu’ In the ever-
green's subllme;

There's glnger In &

Thanksgivin® tlme,

when

man  along about

There's somethin' wonderful ahout the lce
&0 thin and white

Across the parrow little rot that dried up
. In the night;
It's eriss-crogsed In a hundreed ways with

gtroaks and veluns and lines,

Aud sparkles out ke digmonds when the
sun spunks up and shines,

And when you hreak It with your heel you
couldn’t hardly toell

Its rattle from the Jingle of a llttle sllver
hell.

Along abont Thanksgivin® tlme it
somehow, as though

The sky was nearer to ua than It was a
while ago;

RecTns

And when It's elear how clear It s —the
erigp, froeh alr. 1 menw

You'd almost think it Llew throngh sleves
somewhers 1o make 1t clean

when It's whiskin® strong and free, it's
nothin® but o erime
not ot ont  amd stir,
Thanksglviu® tlue,

To along about

It's almnst Ilke miracle to see the first

snow fly,

the mitllon tlttle chinnks come
dartln’ from the =ky.
To hear them houtve aealnst the pancs

toowateh the wild thitigs, tamed,

Go tumblln’ down to welt as though they
Eind of felt ashamed, y

And when darkness comes and lets the wind
go murmuring,

It's llke the sweet old lullables our mothers
used to sing.

there's

Thanksgivin® tlme

In the alr

about

Along
gomethin'

held | That seoms to make you birlsk and strong.

that kind of erlmps your halr;
You feel all readdy for the storms you know
sou'll have to meet,

her | You're not afrald of anything thut's walkin®

‘ronnd on feet,
And lookin® at it any way, the old earth’s
quite sublime,
Although it's bare and
Thanksglvin' tlme,
-8, E. Kiser, In Chleago Record-Ierald.

brown nlong about

EDIE’S MISSION.

“Susie, to-morrow's Thankegiving."

Lower over her sewing drooped the
golden head, and a tear trembled on her
eyelnsh ns she answered:

%Yes, darling.”

“Aren't we going to have Thanksgiv-
Ing?" eontinned the child, “n little hit
of A Thanksgiving, Suxie? How mean
Unele Ralph s to let you work so
when A

“Hush, Edie! you must not talk thaos.
Unele Ralph is very kind in letting us
have this cottage rent free, otherwise my

incensed, “you are the frst man that peedle would not support us”

has ever dared to ask my nge!"—Chi-
cago Tribune,

Chance for Him,
sighed the fair

“AhR" mald.

But little Edle could not help thinking
of the great grim honse upon the hill,
and the great grim man who utterly ig-
pored his poor relation. She thunght

“I'| g0 loug and so intently ahont it that at

know what it Is to buve loved gnd jpst a daring resolution entered her curly

lost."™

“Indeed!” exclalmed
youth, who had hopes tha
would give him a a3 son-in-law
some day.

“Yes," exploined the fair one. “Poor,
dear Fido passed o |l
morning.”

the

surprised

|

Saying and Thinkingg.

“Why Is it," asked the
“that you oll bachs
riil things?
that way.”

t her father about it. so I will:

hend.
“1'll go and see him and tell him all

I'm not afraid of
him if he is big and grim and ecross."
And without pausing to consider the
doubtful undertaking, away she went in
the direction of the stately mansion dark

s checks lhl!i.nd gloomy which was the home of the

misanthropic nnele, who from being one
of the pleasantest of young fellows, in
bygone days, had changed thus sadly.

» young wldow, | gumar said for two reasons—because his
< suy such hor-| petrothed, beautiful
Matried men never talk |deserted him for her

Nellle Clyde, had
(German  music
tencher, and becanse his petted, idolized

“That's easily  explained,” replied | FOUNE sister had ['II”i':l in love with a
the o, B “A Ll in a position poor .-l».-rk and u:urn_ml him,
’ ar {1 will never forzive you, hever,” he
o say whit u twan is only had said to her, sternly, “not becanse

permitted to think.

Feminine Way,

Mrs, Homer—Onr neighbor 18
an awfully forwand ImAan.,

Homer—In whnt 1

Mrs, Homer—W wn I ecalled on
her this nft
tell me all abont the
with servan!s fore Lad a chance
to tell her mine

Artful Ivslieer,

JTe—Then I may 1 “?

She—Well, vou muy ask papa.

He—lmposs<ilile

She—Why do yon v that?

He—Because T haten't been able to
got sight of him sin loaned him $10
hefore C mas

His Idea of It.

The Minister—Young man, Yyou
should be muking preparations for
eternlty.

Young Man—I am, slr, The girl 1

am engaged to s teking lessons at &
cooking school.
The red snow, which is found in the
Alps and In some parts of the Rocky
Mountains, owes {ts hue to a micros
cople plant of a bright red celea

|

| knowledge hroke her heart,

your hushand is poor, but because he is
ghiftless.”

And she had gone, prondly, with brave
trust in her young bushanil—alns, but to
find her brother's words prophetic. The

anid she dlwd,
lier drunken

and was soon followed by

procesded to | jushand, leaving their two daughters in
mble she has bitter poverty.

die rang the ball of the great house
with such vi that it brought the
footman in great haste to the door.

] Lhnre come to see iy Unele Ralph,”™
bresthlessly. *1 he's

in his stady? O, yon needn’t show me

lenene

she said, Suppose

the way; I know it.” and she coolly ran
by him up the polished staieway—for
ad not her mother told her of evers

pook and eranny in the old home #"

At the far end of a gloomy room a
fire glowed sleepily, and a gray-haired
man in an armchale motionless he-
fora it Edie erept in suftly.

As she neared him she perce'ved that
his face was very sad and wears looking.
Komie look upon his face made her think
of her dead mother, and, almost hefore
ahe knew it, =he had RBung hoth her
chubhy arme about his neck and kissed
bis cheek.

To say that Ralph Morley was surpris-
od but weakly expresses it; he wns thun-

sal

| derstrack, and gazed down in the dim-
Ip!d littis face in mute amasement

“Rdie, little Edie!” he erled; “In It
little Bdie, a child again, and come back
to me?"

“Yes,"” sald the child, clinging nhout
his neck; “1 was mamma's little Iddie,
and 1 will be yonrs if yau will let me.”

Then he comprehended. It was not

lis own little sister, but It wns her
child; it was her gentle, loving spirit
speaking to him through her. And his

hard heart became tender, ns he folded

the child to his breast and howed his

head upon the soft, fair curls and wept.
L] - L L L] L .

Susie wearily wending her way home-
ward, pondering how best to expend the
small change which she dared spare for
a Thanksgiving dinner, was overtaken
by IKuarl Schilling, her own true love.
*{)h, " he eried, breathlessly,
“what do yon think has hippensd? Look!
here is an invitation to Bleak Hall, from
my  employer, requesting the presence
of my mother and myself at his Thanks-
giving ‘dinner to-morrow, What thie
world coming to?”

“I'm sure I don't know," smiled Susie,
“Tnele Ralph is no doubt beginnipng to
apprecinte you, Karl”

“Rut he was that eross this morning,

e b
Susip

s

"

he respmbled an icicle more than nny-
thing else, There must be some mis
take."”

“NoS' said Susie, gravely: it js a very
kind invitation, and you must accept
{ i

“0Oh, eertafnly; but how very surpris
ing. What will mother say? Our paths
divide here, Busle, so, for the present |
will say good-night.”

Ilis mother surprised! If she was,
she betrayed it only by a sudden pale-
nesa, then a «light eolor, and placing
her howed head in her hands she sohbei
softly.

A HANDFUL OF TURKEY THOUGHTS.

“Dy forgiving my former eruelty and
loving me a lttle, and  wearibg the
pretty things your maid has selected, It
will please e to huve you wenr them."

And when Susie entered the parlor in
her lovely trailing Dblue satin, Edie
sprang from her unele's arms with a lit-
tle ery of rapture.

“Oh! how beautiful you are, Susie!"

The sound of carringe wheels here di-
verted ler attention. It Is Karl" she
eried, running to the window,

Yas, It was IKarl, and the surprise he

felt upon meeting his betrothed, robed
like a princess, in her unele’s parlor,
incrensedl when he presented his pale,

lovely mother to his employer.

“AMy mother, Mr. Morley,” he hegan,
then pansed, for a glance at his employ-
er's white, agitated] face; and his wmoth-

er's downeast and  softly-flushed, told
him they had met belore:

“Nallle! Nellie Olyde!™

“Yes," she answerml, softly. *“Nellie
Clyde Sehilling, a widow, old and poor,
to whom you =ent an invitation to a
Thanksgiving dinner.”

“Nollie!” he repeated, eagerly, '"von

wonld not have come to mock me in my
enlitude and loneliness, unless—unless
the past was to he forgotten!  Shall
it not he as it was, twenty vears ago?"

“1—1 did not suppose yon would feel
thiis, at this Inte day,”" she said, in con-
fusiom. 1 only thought we might be
friends onee more.”

cAnd g0 we will,” he eried, *“the very
best friemds the world hag ever known.
Oh, what a Thanksgiving you brought
me, little Bdie!”—The Hearthstone.

The Thanksgiving Day Spmrit,

Botter la a dinner of herhs where love
is than a stalled ox and hatred there-
with, And that applies to the Thutks-

The gohbler growa rotund,
And so we shout “Hooray!"”
And hurl our bat
On high thereat
And romp and folsk and play,
And slgh, by sudden rapture stunned:
“Alnek, o well a dag!™
While thns we flip-
Fiap n'er the sand
And gally skip
Jog's snrabiand
We watch hlm spread his tall
As on he proudly struls,
And mee him puffed
And orlsp and stuffed
With bread and sage and nuts,
Tl we would o the fork lmpale
His choleest Juley cuts—
While Faney's hreeze
Fills us n-slgh
With argosies
Of golden ple,
hird of rare renown

Oh,

Kysie, hastening homeward, helield a
pair of superh horses and an elegant car
riage at their humble door, and Edie,
with bright, enger fuce, came bounding
to meet her.

“Oh, Susie! [I've been to see Upele
Ralph, and oh! he loves me, he does
truly, and you, too, and—and you're to
come with me in the carriage. you know,
to his house: he said so, and—he sent
me after you."

“Are youn mad, Edie?”
Ineredulons eliler sister.

exclnimed the

“No, no; get in, right away—ilo get
in.” commanded the exeited child, and

a8 one in a dream Susie Green allowed
herself to be assisted into the earriage.

“1 went to see Uncle Ralph, and |
kissed Him. and he kissed me, and called
me ‘his little Edia, and—and I told him
all about our hard times, and about that
pain in your side, and about Karl and
his inwvalid mother, how yon loved each
ather, and—nll., Unele Ralph said we
were 1o live in his home after this, and
e would take care of s

“It is a fairy dream, Edie."

“No it isn't either; it's true; and there
t« U'ncle Ralph on the steps awaiting
ua™

It was no dream. realized it
foreibly when the grave, stern man came
quickly forward and took her gently in
his arms and kiseed her tenderly, and in
a kusky voice bade her “welcome home.”

Qaeh a dinner as was ordered! Such
tight, and warmth, and beanty, as filled
the mansion throughout! Edie was in
cestasiea and danced hither and thither
like a stray sunbeam. Her lovely new
dress and dainty siippers burdened her
none: she enjored them among the oth-
er gond things that had befallen them.
But Susie protested feebly.

“Indeed, Uncle Ralph, you are more
than kind, more than generous; how can

1 ever repay youl”

Spsie

That makes the engle look
To all lutents
Like seven cents,
You're greater when the cook,

Who kpbws Just how to do you browns,
And knows It ke a bhouk,
Maokes you In glee

A roasted dream-—
A symphonee
Of bllss supreme!
Fall soon o'er you, hilthe fowl,
The knlfe and fork will ¢lash;
And first we'll hold
You hot, then cold,
And Iater In that Liash
Which whisks the whiskers
Of sorrow llke a flash;
While hand In hand
We slgh sud swoon
In faley - lnnd
Beuenth the moon,

. K. Munkittrick, o Sunday Magazine,
— - — — =3

off the scowl

ziving dinner as well ns tn any other
feast.  No costly or skillfully prepared
viands ean make up for the lack of that
geninl affection and sympathy which we
all understand through sympathy, bat
which is so dificult to describe. While
yon ecannot extemporize this sentiment,
you ean avoid doing the things that pre-
it from having free play, There
senson for everything: and the

for those teathful remarks or
Justifiahle that might provoke
resentment and il feeling is not on sneh
n day ns2 Thankegiving, It 5 remarka-
hle how mueh the eoldness, indifference
or fallure to enter into the spirit of an
oceasion may do to spoil its whaole at-
mosphere and to make the feast a dismal
failure, Whatever else you are on these
high festivals at home, do not be a “kill
joy." Do not snffer your pride or van-
ity, or even your desire to lead others ¢o
adopt counrsca that you regard as et
for them, make you indifferent or unsyme-
pathetle to the mood of the hour, Thers
are many occasions and Thanksgiving
day is one of them, when our highest
doty s not to impose our congciences
upon other people, hut to eontribute to
the cammon stock of happiness and sym-
pathy.—The Watchman,
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actions

Somewhat of a Dampener.

Mrs. Jimpson—Just see what mothep
has sent us—a lovely big turkey for our
Thanksgiving dinner! It came by ex-
presa this morning.

Jimpson (joyfully)—DBleas her
That's just llke her!

Mrs. Jimpson—And she sent a note
saying she would be here to help us
eat It.

Jimpson (not quite so joyfully)—-The

dickens! That's just like toob—
New York Times, -
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