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*,No valentines?'
It was St. Valentlne's Day, and It was

Peggy wbo gave ,this *doleful 'cry-Peggy

curled- up' an the wlndow-seat, with ,eyes

just ready ta drlp over froni their weight*

of tears. The long dayalmost she hadl

sut there, llsteuing, with beating heurt, ta

-thé postmufl'a wblstle'; waiting eagerly tiI

he, or sanie private messenger, should

bring ber ber vulentines.
She would bave them,-o! course, (she bad

always had -as many as she was years of

age); ail marvels in salin and gold and'

lace, as they had been heretotore. This

yenr she wouid bave eight ; and happy

Peggy had thougbt of litUle, day and night,

for a. week past but those eight sweet val-

entines.

Not tili the big dck in the hall. strnck

four, and the sun suddenly popped ilown

b'ehind tbe tuli buildings opposite, did Peg-

gy even begin ta daubt. They would came,

o! course. Shc would be gludder for the

long waiting, and thcy, perhaps, the pret-7

Uier for thé delay. But-four ao'clock ?

Pcg-gy sturted in suddenl fright. Four

o'clock, and fia valentines! Wbere were

they, and whut conld it menu ? . riour

o'claek and the uight .comiug on, when the

postmau and messenger would go home ta

sleep, and fia door-belîs would ring* any

more.
'No valeutines?'

*It was a despairing cry, and despairingly,

Indeed, sbe presscd ber bauds ta ber uch-

lng heurt, while ber eyes dripped over;

and the tears, one, two, tweuty, now drap-,

ped fast down ber chelis. One moment;

the next an expression of wruth lit up bier

face.
Tbey never, neyer was sa late befare,'

she cried, 'and there just, ain't any ut ahl a-

commn'. Tbat's ail tbere is about It, Peggy

Grey. I just know anc tblug, if tbat's the

way there's going ta treat me, I won't sit

any mare. MIh neyer sit for vuleutines as

long as 1 live ugain. It's-the meunest kind

af a way ta kiow somebody's gain' ta sit,

and ta disuppoint 'em so. Oh ! I'm sa tlred

-so tired-so tired ; and all-just-for-.'
But Peggy, vexed as she wus, could say

fia more. There would came fia vgLentiflc5.

Bbc was sure o! thut. And the excitement

over, she found herself sa wcary fram the

long watch thut she could only open ber

mauth and yawn, -and yawn, andi yawu.

Suddenly ber hcud babbed sideways. Somne-

tbing black passcd before ber eyes ; then,

as suddenly again, saxnethlug white -and

dazzling flnttered down Into ber lnp.
À shower of suowflakes, Pcggy thought.

One tupped ber nase shurply as it feli. Bbc
rnised ber baud, ta ward off the athers ;
and the next minute found bersel! sitting

In the window-seat, witb bier Tnp f ull of
valcutines.
1Wherevcr did they corne froni and what-

ever did It mean ? 'Peggy ut first rubbcd
ber eyes disbelievingly ; then sbe stared
round- the rooxu, out a! the window, and,
lastly, up ut the cciling, as if expccting ta

see a hale there, through wbicb they bnd

tumbled dawu. Thea she sbook ber .head.
She did not know; she could not think ut
ail, ut ail.

Slowly she gathered Up the valeutines.
Oue, two, three, four, flve;* six, seven, eigbt,
and a qucer anc ut wbicb despite ber be-
'wilderment, Peggy frowncd a bit-nine.
But this flrst nature.1 bewildermcnt spccd-
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lly yielded ta the joy the rcalitY awoke.
She hud ber valentines after al,'corne wbat

wuy they did ; and, with a merry cry, she

broke the seal o! the prettiest one. Sucli

a radiant face us Peggy's %vhe-

'Within the bine eyes peering,
Sec gilded spritcs ilprearing,

Border of roses gay;
Prettier -still, midway,

Nestling wbere scroil half-folded lies,

Liace-wreathed, a group of muids, 'wbose
eyes

Down-pointlng, misehievous, yet wise,
Curlous Peggy

Follows-; readâ pensive there:
Nauglit ta my mind sa fair,
Peggy Grey, or eutruncing,
As small malds always chuncing,

Bleu thougli their own sweet way.
Lacks ta thera every day,-

Good-natured still andi pleased ta be.

This sometimes, Peg, we note lu thec.'

'Tbut's Uncle Hal, of course,' murmur-
ed Peggy, stopping ta blusb, again ta frown

a bit. But the lovely muids and the roses

soon cleared lier face, and she proceeded
guily ta unda the rest.

Two, three, four, fIve, six, seven, eight-
what a luecy muid was Peggy ! Ho1w ber

cyes brightefled and her cheeks glowed-

' As well tbey might, for, rich inl grace
0f tender words, iu gorgeous lace,
Iu gold and satin, wreatbs aud vines,
Wer.e ail this maiden's Vulentines,'

Ail radiant in waxen bearts,
TIn ]aughing Cupids and iu darts,
Save one-',

Save one!1 - Peggy, iu ber joy, bad quiti
forgotten it. As if It realized It WaS a
queer one and quite out of Place In snch'
gay company, Number Nine had sllpped Iu

among the folds of Peg's apron, and it was

flot until that happy muid gatbered up hel*

valentines the second tiinc that she shooT?
it out ta view.

Witb. a deeper frown, she took it up again.

The pluinest of white envelopes ; flot a

rose, flot a les! ; nothlng ta relieve Its

plainness, but the scrawlingý address that

spelled ber nanie 'Pegy' and two blots of

Ink above. Rad any one darcd send lier

a comicer ? Peggy's eyes snapped as' she

tore off the wrapper. .She made ready ta,

scowl flercely at the ugly face, sbe qulte ex-

pected ta sec withln. *She 'saw, Instcud, a

plain paper, with a simple vine painÉeà

around it, and beneath the words:

II send this valentine ta Peg
Because I love her.

Duisy Gregg.'

Peggy read the. words and smiled.
Oh, I remember ' she thouglit. 'Tora

Tyler threw beans at ber, and I took ber

Part, and sbe's seemed ta like me ever.
since.'

-But, somehow, Pcg did not seeni ta cure'

mucli for the lave of Daisy. She foldcd

up the valentine.-threw it aside, and began


