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" FARM AND HOME.

Robin Adair,

A Christmas Story, Written for ¥arm and
Hemeo by Isnbel Gordon Curtls.

ISS MARJORAM touched her
horse lghtly with the whip
a8 they turned down the
high road thut led out of Old
Wyben., “Dan’t be a leafer,
Timothy,” sghe cried bdriskly.
“David hiere will do all the

leafing that is necessary in the JMarjo.

ram houschold,” and she turned with a

mischievous smile to 1 small black boy,

who sut beside her. David twlisted
about uncasily for a moment, then he

looked up with a zrin which showed a

mouthful of splendid white teeth.
“I'm ‘mprovin’, Miss Marjoram.” he

rajd, slyly. *“Hannah says sn’ “It is

Christmas time that is dolng mlsslon-

ary work. You've lcarned all about

Santa Claus within a month, and you

know it {s no use for dewnright Inafers

to hang up thelr stocking. That's
what it fs, David, and before New

Year's Hannah will have to pro? you

again with the boller stick cvery *ime

7

she wants a hod of ¢nal or a—unhacs,

that?”

She touched Timothy agaln with the
whip, this time to sonw pirpese, The
horse beatirred himsclf and  carried
them swiftly to a tumble diavn eattage,
which was half hidden Ly scraggiy 0r
trecs. In frant of the gate stnad o
naron in whtth a man #at, histtessly,
ufling at a vorneab pape, e looked up,
to find JMiss Marj.ram's eyes ol him,
and he lfted his fur «ap clumsiy.

“IWhat s happemng in ther 7 she
asked. and she pointed her wh p at the
onttage. She ¢ould hear stifed  sobs
and & heart-braken moan or.aslonally.
A =mhrick of agony had l.ought her
hurrying Jdewn th~ road the screamn
AWHS 10t repeated, Yut tre husky sobs
were pitiful.

<1.8 old Reub,” s td the stnlid mnan,
“We're takin® Wm (v the poor farnm,
an’ a pretty fuss he a makin® about 2,
100,

Miss alarvjuram iail 8. reins in Da-
Alds hands and Jumped URhy from
the carriage. She was nnt o« Young wo.
man, but she hRd the aglly of IJirl
hnod. She walked quickly up the path
through the neglected yard. The donr
wtond open anwe she stepped in. She
could hear a  grufl, expastulatory
volee, anad hetween it Inng. husky ands,
Jim Farren, the pmor-manicr, stiod Be.
slde an old man with & lang, white, un.
rimmed Leard e woare an anclemt
blue army cloak Sver hia warn closthes
and a rusty xword Jay bLexide him an
the mettle, IHia sace was hldden n his
hands. Hc did not look up when Miss
dlrriorain spnke.

“You're taking him hame, are you“"
she sald.

The poor-master turned and lifted
his hat. Mias Marjoram was the wealth.
lext woman In Old Wyhen and honored
hy everyhody in the village.

“T'm trying to take him  with me,
WATAam, hut he'a ke plenty ® 3o enme
0 my place: ha'd rather Qie than have
county haspltalily, Queer, too.  Yeu
wauldn't think he'd understand.” And
he touched hlg farchead with hls fore.
finger,

Mixa Marjeram nodded gravely. “Wha
Ix he?” zhe whispered.

*Nabody knows. The firxt time T xaw
hm wax 10 yrare ags. when he was
narvesting for RNeyarlds, up the
Gravel raad. He didn't kanw no more
than he does to-day., only then he cauld
®ork. This place has been abandoned
five _yeark, J°s falin® to Direen, you
e, and he pointed 1o a hele In the
ool through which Misk AMarjoram
conld sce m Paleh of c0ld, RTAy  IKY.
*The folks round hepe may he ecame to
thix 3Ranty thee or (our yraTs ’Rev. He
7xd a dbundle with him slung on that
ol wrord.”

“Is he a 3oldler™™ xhe asked, gontly.
T reckon 0. There's A mark on his
head that looks as If ke got it cut
open once.™

“Paar ol el our country aught to
treat im Heller than thin™

“The Rincks come after ma  Iaxt
DA™ Farren cottlnued. "They found
him dete adout freze sUIT and stervin’
10 Seath. Nobody's 2een hlm for &
week. They reckon he's heon kere all
that time without food or fire. I'm goin®
tA tale 2tm to the poor farm. Afwr

C Nothing's the

‘nature,”

that I'll see what we can do about get-
tin’ hun fnto the soldlers’ home at
Buth.

‘The «ld man raisel his dull eyes.
“The poor furm,’” he walled. “I haven't
come to that yet. I won't go. I tell
you I won't go. I haven't harmed any-
body. 1 haven't asked anybody for
anything, have I? Why can't you let
me alame?* Jic shouted It flercely Ina
hoarse volce,

“You can‘t stay here,” said Farren,
kindly. “I sha’'n't take you to the poor
farm. Il have you at my house to
spend Christmas,  It's three days fran
Christmas, did you know that?

“Christmas, s 11?" The old soldler's
sobs grew faint and low. “Christmas—
I was going home for Christinus—10 her
~to my wife. an‘t somne of you tell me
where home 13?2 It's  here, some-
where.  There's the old bridge, 1 Knew
that. but everything clse is  changed.
same. 1 don't kKnow
Whethe e 've come to the right place or
not. There's mother nnd—my wife. You
ook Itke mouther,” and his listless eyes
suddenly looked up into Miss Marjo-
ram’s face. ile clusped one of her
siranz, wWwarm hands between hischilied,
shaking flngers and clung to her. The
woman 1ald her other hand on his thin
gray hatr. “I am—I am—your mother,
rhe sald, in a low, broken voice. *“I've
come to take you home with me.” She
smnothed his hale gently.

“You're a gond woman,” sald Far-
ren, emphatically,.  The old man rose
to his feet and lonoked into her face.
‘I don’t know,” he =ald, brokenly. I
caat quite seem to make §t {eel true.
IUs =0 many years agn,

“Come,"” sald Miss Marjoram, *“we are
walting for you at home. Come."”

He tuok the arn she held out for him
and he walked feebly beside her dowen
the frozen path. She stopped beside the
Rate and spoke to Farren $n 2 low volee.
“Send your man arvay—out of sight. 1
think 1 ¢an manage him without any
trouble. Yau've a kind heart, Mr Far-
ren, ang you make the poor farm more
af 2 home than such places generally
are, only-—America aught to open other
doors than yours for the men who have
fought her battles” The color camo
Into Miss Marjoram’s face and she
spake almost fiercely.

T knnw it 3ald Farren. humbdly.

He lifted the old man into Miss Mar.
Jaras @mfartahle carriage. David
crauched dawn at the back and laid the
Tusty awarnl across his knee. The drive
1o the LIg heuse at the fmot of the hills
was o sjient one. The old  soaldfer
geemed 1o hear anthing. see nothing.
I1e wrapped his nerveless fingers in the
warm rug that Farren had  tucked
about hlm and he gazed ahead lstlcssly
At th Jdreary, frozen raad  swith its
fringe of leaflese {rees,

Old Hannah opcaed the donr when
they dmve up to the sbie porch. She
Wwag accustames. ta hor mistress Lring-
ing heme prategex of all sorix—=David
had been the latest—so ahe lent her ald
sllently In making the vl soldier come-
fortable,

It was dqurk when the dacter put on
Lis fur mittens in the hall and turnsd
7 a few Jast wonds with Aias Mar.
Joram atvut her patient.  “He will pull
through all right, 1 think.” he mald,
eheerily. “lHe hag a splendld constitu-
tion and T dun’t belteve he s ax old as
e Inrka 1 doubt i he is much over
BiXr,.

“Hc looks elghty.”

“He {8 aged By hardship and xtar-
vatlen, It = & wonder b Ix alive. That
wound {a hls head must have bren n
tertible one, the akull must have deen
almest cloven open, by & bayonet, 1
ashnuld faney.™

“Will he recover hls memory, doc-
T she asked, anxiously.

1 eannat el withoutl a much mnre
careful examinatien. Oac hoars xtrange
xtoties ol memany caming bark after
ycars of forgetltinesn, Give him
eate, Keepy ud the Hluxlon that he has
returnel home and lsave the Test to—

g

Next day the old noldler was well
couRh tn e up and about. AMiaw dar-
Joram had aent to the village for a
barder and a tallm. In x comforiadie
NneW 3 * and with peally trimmed
Beard. Inoked very different from
the ahivering ald fNgure In the hlue
aTmy c.oak. Hannah and her mistrens
watehed him anxioualy. He wandered
Telemly about e honse Prering Into
unuaed TS and KAaTng outdonrs at
e whitenad Iandacape, for = £all of
oW had hrought Chrisimas weathar,
He accepted cvery eomfert and kindly
attentisn with xratefal gravity and
asked no quostions. Onee Ne aelzed Miss

Marjoram's hands and n::a anxiovely
for a mlaute or two e swest

face. Then he turned away, shaking
his head and whispering, “No, no."”

*I belleve you remind him of some-
body,* sald lannah, as he dropped her
mistress’s hands and turned restlessly
to climbd the stalrs again.

*Poor old wanderer. 1 guess, Yan-
nah, the memoary of Robin makes me
very pititul over old soldiers.”

Hannah patted the white hand which
lay beslde her on the table.

“You are pititul, Miss Cynthia, to cv-
cerybody that needs your pity,” she sald
softly.

It was the afternoon before Christ-
mas, Hannah was busy in the kitchen
over preparations for a bounteous din-
ner, and deliclous smells came wander-
Ing in whenever the doors opencd that
led to the hall. Miss MNarjoram ivas
trimming the house with green stuff.
David followed her about the house
with an armful of cvergreen wreaths
and a basket of holly. She twined n
wreath of the freshest holly and mis-
tietoe abtiout a painting which hung he-
tween the windows in her sitting room.
It was a portralt of & young soldler
with an cager, handsomeface. The dark
hair was tossed carelesgly back from
his wide forchead and a smile hovered
about his mouth. Miss Marjoram al-
most stumblcd as ahe stepped from the
chalr, she could scarcely see through
her tears. The old soldler put c.t his
hand.

“IWho is that?* he asked, eagerly.

“A soldler~like yourself.,” she sald,
slowly. *He fell at Fredericksburg.

“TWhat wag his name?"

“Robert Adalr’” she answered with a
sob, then she ran upstairs and shut
hersel? {n her room.

The early dusk of the Decembder rft-
ternoon wwas clothing the hills in a gray
mist, when Jiixs Marjoram opened the
£9.¢ of the littiec family graveyard un-
‘er a clump of tall pines. There was
no path cut through the snow and the
£ate moved reluctantly on its rusty
hinges. She pushed through the light
darifts till she reached a 10w headstone
bencath & sheltering pine. She hung
across it a wreath of green laurel she
had carrled on her arm. Then she bent
down to brush away the snaw that had
Arificd over the grave. She found what
she was starching for, & clump of
Christmmas rosex.  Thelr waxy petals
were as white as the snow, but there
was a gleam of'pale gold in thelrhearis
A shadow fcll across the grave and
Mixs Marjoram rose 20 her foet with a
faint cry. She had not heard a foot-
step in the soft snow. dut beside her
socd the old noldier. e leancd on his
stick agu was looking past her at the
RTay stone where the Arifiag snow-
tlakes had blotted out any record.

“Who sleeps there?” he asked.

“Robert Adalr,” sald Miss Jarjoram,
“the friend 1 t0ld you of. HBut—you
aught ta be in the house. Tou will be
il again. Thix walk through the cold

‘et Wil hurt you. Come.**

He turned obediently and follawed
her indoors. She made him lde down
on the wide lounge In the sltting room.
For & moment he frightencd hier. His
e¥es had last thelr dull, unmeaning
siare, they were dright and resticss. e
pirshed dack the thin gray hair adbout
:nlla icrckead with an {r-patient mo-

an.

“Lie down.,” urged auss Marjoram.
YTou are tined and feverish. Shall I
play for you? Do you care for music™”

The old man nodded. He 1aid his head
along the pillows. ¥ae tucked a 8ot
afghan xdout him, then ahe rose an
went t- the plano. Her fingers wan-
dered aver the Xeys. She played
xnatches of old tuncs. She remembdered
how she had xat in this very xpot 36
years aga. playing the zame old tunes
Alont 10 the dusk of Christmag eve.
She had Been a gz then, a girl of
clghtecn. and her heart was throbblng
with happiness. Ta-morrow her hus-
band was coming. the boylah husdand
who had left Bier Aive minutey after the
oeTemony In the little iIng roam. He
had begged ro impettously to make her
his wife defare he Jolned hils rerlment
that her father had yielded., In the
dusk she was Hving over agaln that day
ia June. The minlater had scarcely fine
iahed tho almple mervice when Rodin
had clasped her §0 his armg covered
her {ace with Kisae:  whispered, “Good-
by and lifted hi. muskel t0 daszh
ATTORS the feld and joln his comrades.
She had watched him with tear-dhlind.
o1 eyex, She stood on the front porch

h her father'sarmsadbont her Far
dewn the road they saw the soldiera
marchiag frem O Wyben. and a band
was plytag the merriest music. Rodin
waved a last good-Dy from the stlle
in the meadaw, then he melted iato
the Uttle baad of Noe-clad men.

faded {nto the distance; all that was
left was a awirl of dust and a dim
echo of “The Gir] I Left Behind Ae.
Then the awful days of wafting for
news, the terrible lists of dead and
slain—then the letter from Robin tell-
ing of a turlough for Christmas. She
had *‘rimmed the house with holly and
mistictoe, just as she did to-day, and
she sat singlng at the plano, when her
father lald his hand on her shoulder.
She had looked up in his face with a
happy smile and screamed, *Rabin!”
1ifs dear old face seemed furrowed
with a sudden sorrow~her sorrow.
‘They brought Robin home and burfed
hitm among her own people. Somchow
she had taken up life agaln. She had
to for her father's sake. She had not
taken Robin's name. It was 36 ycars
ago and she was an -old woman alone,
quite alone.

She was weeping now. She could feel
the tears aripping on her hands. They
were meving softly over the keys and
she was playing the tune she had
played so often for him. She began to
sing the words. Her volice was still
fresh and sweet.

“What's this dull town to me?

Robdin's not near.
He whom I wish'd to see,
Wish'd for to hear.

Where's all the Joy and mirth,

Made life 2 heav'n on earth?

Oh! they're all fled with thee,

Robin Adalr.

“But now thou'rt far from me,
Robin Adair;

But now I never seo
Robdin Adair;

Tet him I lov'd 80 well,

Still in my heart shall dwell.

Oh! I can ne'er—"" )

Suddenly ott of the darkness came
a volce that imnade her quiver. *Cyn-
thia.” {t called, “Cyathia, my wife!”

She leaped to her feet and stond with
one hand on the plano, swaying as a
woman does who is abnut to faint.

“Cynthia she heard 1t say agaln,
“Cynthia, I've found mysclf. MMy dar-
lUng., 1t _Is Robin. 1 cannot tell you
where I have been, but I have come
back.”

Then she felt herszelf clasped in
atrong arms and with a last faint
heart-beat she fancled she was going
out of life. When she returncd to con-
sclousness, Hannah was kneeling be-
xlde her and David, with & bowl of wa-
ter {n his hand, was crying miserably.
She opened her eves and o “ted up in-
to Robin’s face. She wondered vaguely
why she had not recognized him imme-
diately. Thirty-six years should not
have made such a difference in the face
she Joved.

There was no Christmas moon, but
in the stlliness of the sleeping house,
Cyathia sat at midnight with her hus-
band’'s arm* about her, gazing at =
luminous star, which scemed 10 glovt
Tight over the clump of pine trees that
shadowed the snow-drifted grave
where the Christmas roses blaomed.

“Rabin,” she whispered, I belleve
that iz the star of Bethichem. or—Ix
1here nostar of the resurrection?”

Briefly Noted—Prof Charles W.
Johnson of Chicago, testing a method
of wireless telegraphy which he rays is
dlfferent from Afarconi's, succecded In
telegraphing through fireproof vaults,
wallx and live wires without diMculty.
Prof Toch of the university «2 “hicago.
In cxperlmentx conducted on the Mas-
<achuzetls roast, belleves he has suce
ceeded in hatehing the unfertilized egrs
of scax urchins by Immersing them $n
rolullons of xodlum and magnesium. If
e can be developed by chemleal
MEeaNS, & New and vast field is opencd.
Prol Loclh's experliments may point to
A remedy for cancer. The theory s
helld that canrer i3 an effort of the in-
dividual cella ot the tissue of the body
1o reproduce themaelvex,

Women will Le employed both a9
enumerators and ag clecks 1n the came
pilation of the cenzty 0f 1300, and 12 is
expeciad that numdbers of them will
apply for these pasitionk. Wamen were
Arxt emplored at thls 1abor In 189, In
I women agaln faund occupation ax
clerks ana a¥ cen~us takeix, though
then, ax oW, 1 act that women werne
cULIWF 15 th-ac Da3IOnA wan 1Nt as
widely known ax it should Lave deen.
The wotk lasls only & few weeks or
montha,

The rellrloux life of Tural communt-
tles war discussed at  the Afethodiat
church congresa In §t Loulx, following
similar discusmtung in  states fatther
oast.  The ImDeseion nrevalis among
church ofMficlals ‘hat nlmmd falth

are groutd ia the g dlae



