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1ERRY O'CONNOR limping nim-
.ibly from one end of his grocemy

4 store ta the other, tried ta forget in
the manifold details of bis business the
domestie temPest that seethed in bis
apartment above. Yet even as lie di-
rèeted thé hanging of a long line of
Chiristmas goose and turkeys and the out-
lining of the windows with holly lis mind
.WW filed with the humble picture of
Maggie, bis niece, as lie bad left ber, seated
proofvisianally an the extreme edge of
one othe pluali chairs in the O'Connor
parlor, oowering befome the scornful glances
of bis wife and daughters.

Re lad been startled the niglit before
by a heavy knocking an tbe door and bad
been roiised from bhis slumbers to bear
exclamations of astonialiment and dismay
froinbis daugbter, Lillie. and the smart
young salesman, Mm. Finley, who waz
spendmng the evening wit.h ber.

"Pal Pal" lie lid beard Lillie calling,
and. staggering into bis clothes ho had
found the commotion ta be caused by a
poorly clad trembling young girl, bare-
headed save for an oid shawl, wbo stood
beside a rude, stoutly roped box staing at
hirý. witli eyeslike a frightened animal's.

'Are you My Uncle Jerry? I'm Maggie,
yer brotber Mike's guri; 1've corne to
Amerikay.")

By tIis time Jermy's wife and bis daugli-
ter Aggîe lied partly dressed and peered
(iuriously into the xoomn, slieltering them-
selves as best tbey could fro'm view of the
young salesman, who was smiling broadly
bebind bis mustaclie.

Mr. O'Connor, thougli petrified witli
astofsliment, lied been guiltily conscious
of ii's mortification and had collected
biumIf sufficiently ta dmaw Maggie into
the kitelien.

Hlere, as she stood shrinking by bis side,
bhis wife and Aggie, taking in evemy detail ol
lier uncouth attire, had harshly quoi -
tioned lier:
. "Wby didn't you write you wero com-

Whlere do you mean ta stay?"
"«Are you meaning ta quarter yourself on

your uncle?"
Suddenly in thie servant's small room

tbat adjoined the kitchen, some one moved
restlessly, and Aggie, whose quick ear
caught the saund, warned lier mother:

"Ma, Histl The girl will bear you.
Leave hem h."

Then, at last, tley begrudgingly pmred
Maggie a couvi for the night; sbowed lier
bow ta extinguish the gas, and left ber ta
wbat sleep she could find.

At this point old Jerry would willingly
bave esumed bis broken slumbema, but
bis wife justly agued that as Maggie was
bis niece, nat beis, lie plarnly had no riglit
ta sleop hen they could not. 1e lingered
themefome for the family conclave in the
parlor, wvhere Lithoe now sat deserted.

That Lithoe, whase sinart pettiness and
Position as cashier in a fashionable res-
taurant wore matters of farnily pride,
should foot the contrasting caarseness of
Maggie with especial keenness seemed in-
evitable.

"Mr. Finley wiIt nover came no more,*'
she said sharply, dabbing at lier eyes with
a scented laîîdkemchioî "What wil lie ho
tbinki11' af us, wid a cousin like her, no bat
0O, ber boad, tlat oie trunk tied wid rope. "
-she laughed shrilly and hysterically.
'nover seen the like; I thouglit she was atramnp and so did Mr. Firrley. 'I'm yer

t1ncle Milc's Maggie,' soz she, 'corne t()
Amerikay.' 1 thouglit Mr. Finley wauld
die?"

"Wbat are you a-gain' ta do?" O'Con-
no's wife deornanded of him at last. "Mike
must ha ve known you were a sof ty or lie'd
nover have landed her bore." And Jerry,
sc'ratobIiiug bis white poli mcditatively, bad
stoien to bis bed, abashedand puzzled.

Jerry ' ('q»-r had loi t lmeland twenty
Yeas fý!,Iore, vears that lad transfermed

ai f oiapoor peasant ta a prcsperous
grorer iii the New World. His wife, an

of grim ambition, had
,nath. }a îýii' )tofe\vorvlpennv. Her doter-

mini loi Lui rnishcd tho parlor in luh
had Ip>oiu'rt the piano, given the girls

1
flsi lo~ns and, tastly, rmeioased them

fra - lw'uiniai ork so genc'ally scorned
bY n1 iiuit 1hein positions in stores and

offices atid boldly engaging a hirei girl ta
heIPý,wit Ilthe work.

Ho sa w clearly, from the point of viewof their mounting ambition, that Maggie
wauld be a stumbling block flot ta hotolerated. Tom botween his love for his
family and bis desire ta do bis duty byMike's girl, Jerry tossed uneasily until the
amail hours, bis heart swelling with tender.
noms for the wanderer, the unavaiing
tendernessf of a timid, benpecked man.

Next momnng et breakfast Maggio settimorously in the seat assigned ber, blun-
(lering aver the variaus dishes, awkwardly
bandling ber napkin, flushing painfully
when she met the repellent faces û! lier
cousins.

"Didn't you bave no liat on the slip,
M tggie, nom no %,warm loak?" aid Jerry
had askzed, with iusky emotion.

"<I had the blanket off my bed whin iL
bl w cùld," she articulated, with a wan
i mile inCo his kind face. She gathcred
courage ta ask:

"Is Amerikay a lar~ge place? 'Î'm think-
in' l'Il ho a-gain' on to Baltimore. l've
a fri'nd thoro," ber color mounted ta her
curis. "la Baltimore anywhere near yez'"

Th- exchanged arniies. of superiorknoledge. The hireýl girl grinnod openly.
"You should have gone ta Baltimore

from New York, Maggîe; ye're miles and
miles past it naw."

"M'ad iL ho takin' much maney ta geL
there?"

" iYes," the aunt said sharply, "twentydollars anyway., You haven t that, have
you?",

"iNo" she said hopelcssly.- 'I ain't
anymoney at ail. 1 must geL wark."

'What caîî you do, Maggie?" ber uncle
questioned.

"In the oie country 1 tinded eows, and
thin a lady taughit saine af us ta make lace.
V've me loom in me trunk."

Maggie followed her uncle with wistful
eyes as ho departed soon after for the store.

Lillie, respiendent in a feathered bat and
braided jacket, started for the restaur-
ant, with no pretense of FarewelIl.

"You'll have to get her work," O'Çon-
nor's wife whispered fiercely as he dlat-
tered down the stairs tu.the store. "Sho'a -
mortifyin' the girls to deatb. She oba'n't
stay bere."

"Pil take lier into the storè," lie prom-
ised, trying to retreat.

"The store! no, ind&d you won't; ie'd
expeet ta live with us. Wby can't yclu
give lier the money and send lier ta Balti-
maore?"

Jerry unexpectedly. asserted himseli:"l'til not turn me brother Mike'. gurlinto
a strange city. Heosint her to me and
here she shall stay."

During tbhp rorning's rualih héstepped
forward ta wait on a customer, and pa-
tiently awaited the conclusion of a conver-
sation, tablet in hand.

"You don't mean to say, Mrs. Dean,'the lady was saying with a Made of tium 'h
in her manner, "that even youi are i trle
general predicament. .1. thought thet
with your amatifamily you neyer hadi sny

.-Ad DNTFoie the MaIebuds.Qnpa',
Shopping is only haif done if you forget the' Maple

B.uds. Oidren must have sweets. Their littie natures
crave for dainty sweet thinga. Sad for themI?
Not Côwan's MapleB~Lds. Pure milk, pure sgr
pure chocolate. What could be more nourishing:7

and wholesomeP What else could made them,
suhfavorites with intelligent mothers? ake li

chlren happy. Give them sWeets you know aste good.
Put Maple Buds on youir shoping Ifat

THEY'RE NOT MAPLE BUDS
UNLESS THEY'ME
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x.need even to remove your gloves. A Cube-a cup

-hot waer-and a steaming cup of delicious, invigoratingOiio is immediatcly ready to brace you up and warin outhrough and through.

With a biscuit it makes a light satisfying meal. Just the very thing
before amorning's shoppingi.-after the theatr-bfore ajourney

-between meals-or at an y time when needing refreshe,

Better than tea and coffee, and none of their inconveniences. Each Cube- Oenclcysed in a daintv wrapper-isjust the right size for a cupfui--
and contains the rkh juices and fibrine oif the best beef the
world produces.

19 4 CUBES, 10C 10 CUBEýi. 25C.

The smre in quality, strength, flavour
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