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a vory ‘‘ queor man,” according to his wife's opinion,
and this fanoy of his to hiave nasty, ashy fires all over
the splendid mansion bofore tho weather bocame abld
enough, was one of his * ecoentris frenks,” Mrs. May-
berry oalled it, with a curl of her lip, a toss of the
head and a smilo, aslmost of contempt, directed at the
hale, hearty, honest-faced old gentloman who had
married her for her pretty faco, ten years ago, when
he was an immensely rich widowor with his handsome
half.grown son for a not andesirable inoumbranco.

Thoy wore sitting around the handsome tablo dis-
oussing their soven o'clock dinner, with the solomn
butler and his subordinate in silent, obsequious atten-
tion—these three Mayberrys, father, son, and the
haughty, well-dressed lady who was wearing a
decided frown of displeasure on her face—a frown sho
had barely power to restrain from degenorating into
8 vorbal oxpressior of anger while the servants were
in waiting, and whioch, as the door £nally closed on
thiem, leaving the little party alone over the wine and
nuts, burst forth impetuously:

¢¢I deolare, Mr. Mayberry, it is too bad! I have
gone over the list of invitations you have made, and
to think there is not one—no, not one—of our set
among them, and such a horrid lot of people as you
have named ! "

Mr. Mayborry sipped his wine contentedly.

“7 told you, didn't I, Marguerite, that it was my
intention to give an old-fashioned dinner? Axnd by
that I mecant, and mean, to whom it will, indeed, be
cause for thankfulness. As to making a grand fuss,
anad eseing around our table only the people to whom
s luxurions dinner is an everyday ocenrrence—I shall
notdoit. And as tothe guests onmy list being *horrid’
and ‘common,’ you are mistaken, my dear. None of
them havo a worse failing than poverty. There isnot
a ‘common,’ valgar person among tue ten names on
that paper.

Mr. Mayborry's good old face lighted up warmly as
he spoke, and Ernest Mayborry's hapdsome face
reflected the salisfaction and pride he felt in his

. father's views.

Mrg. Mayberry flushed, but said nothing.

8he knew from experienco that, kind and indulgent
as her hushand was, there wore times when he
saffered no appenl from his decision. And this was
one of those times.

4o will have dinner orderad for twelve o'clock,
ag it used to be when I was a boy. We will have
rosst turkey, with cranberry sance, and mashed
potetoes and turnips, boiled onions and celery, and
all on the table at once. For dessert, pie, chesse and
cider, and pothing more. Marguerite, shall I give
the order fo Lorion, or will you atlend to it? "

Mrs. Mayberry ¢wisted her diamond rings almost

. roughly.

4 Oh, don't ask mso to give such an insane order to
him! I bave no wish to appear as s laughing-stock
before my servants, Mr. Mayberry. It will be as
sovere & strain on my endurance as I am capable of
1o be forced to sit at a table with such people as the
Hurds, and tho Masons, and that Thyrza Groen and
her lame brother, and that little old Wilmington and
his granddanghter, and "—

Mr. Mayberry interrapted her gently—

*“0ld Mr. Wilmington was a friond of mine long
before ho went to India. Sioce he came home with
his son’s orphan daughter and lived in such‘obscarity
—ocomfortable salthoagh plain, for Winnie carns
enorgh a8 dsily governess to support them chesply—
I regard him as mors worthy thaa ever. Ermnost, my
boy, I shall depend upon you to help entertain our
gaests, and espocially at table, for I shall have no

_servants]about {o scaro thom out of their appstites.”

And Mr. Mayberry dismissed tho subject by risiag
from tho table.

. * * * - *

“Would I liketo go? Ob, grandpa, I shonld! Will
sou go, do you think?”

Tho Litlle wizened old man looked fondly at hor
over his steel-rimmed glasses.

“ 8o you'd liko to accept Afr. Mayberry's invitation
{o dinner—oh, Winnie? Yoz wouldn't boashsmod of
your old-fashionod grandfather, ¢h, among tho fino
{olk of tho family? Romarkably fine folk, I hear,
for all I can remomber when Joe was a boy togother
with mysell. Fido folk, Winnie, 2nd you think wa'd
botter go? "

“ T would like {0 go, grandpa. I don't bave many
recveations—I don't want many, for 1 think contented

honest Inbour is the grandest thing in the world, and
tho bost discipline—but, somohow, I can't tell why,
but I want to go. I can wear my black cashmora,
and you'll be so proud of me."

“ Proud of you, indeed, my child, no mattor what
you wear. Yes, we'll go.”

And thus it happened that among tho ten guests
that sat down at Josiah Mayberry's hospitable ovor-
flowing board that cold, bluc-skied day, Winnie
Wilmington and the little old man wero two—and
two to whom Ernest Mayberry paid more devoted
attention than even hisfather hiad ashed and expected.

Of course it was » grand success—all oxcopting
the cold hauteur on Mrs. Mayberry's aristooratio
face, and that was a {ailure, because no one took tho
least notice of it, 8o much more powerful were the
influsnces of Mr. Mayberry's and Ernest’s courtoous,
gentlomanly attentions.

I only hope you aro satisfied,” Mrs. Josiah said,
with what was meant to bo withoring sarcasm, after
the last guest hiad gone, and sl.e stood & moment be-
fore the firo; ‘I only hope you are satisied—partica-
larly with tho attention Ernest paid to that young
woman-—very unnecessary attention, indeed.”

Mx. Mayberry rubbed his hands together briskly.

Satisfied? Yes, thankful to God I had it in my
power to make them fordet their poverty, if for only
one little hour. Did yon zee little Jimmy Hurd’s
oyes glisten when Ernest gave him the second triangle
of pie? Bless the youngsters' hearts, they won't want
anything to eat for a weel.”

1 was speaking of the young woman who **—

Mrs. Mayberry was icily severe, bat her husband
cut it short.

¢« So you were—pretty little thing as ever I saw.
A lndylike, graceful little girl, with beauntiful eyes,
snough to excase the boy for admiring her.”

“Tho boy! You seem to have forgotten your son
is twenty-three—old enough to fall in love with, and
marry, 6ven a podr, unknown girl you were quixotio
enongh to invite to your teble.”

“Twonty-three? So he is. Aud if he wants to
marry a beggar, and she is a good, virtuous girl—
why not 2™

A litile gasp of horror and dismay was the only
answer of which Mrs. Mayberry was capable.

* % * * * *

“Grandpa!”

Winnio's voice was so low that Mr. Wilmington
only just heard it, and when he looked up ho saw the
girl's crimsan checks and her lovely, drooping face.

#Yes, Winuie. Youn want to tell mo somothing 2"

“ Grandpa. I want to tell you something."

Sho went up behind him, and lesning her hot check
caressingly agaiest his, her sweet, low voice whisper-
ing her answor—

*t Grandpa, I want {o tell you something, I—Mr.
May—wo—Ermest hag asked—he wants me to—oh,
grandps, can't you tell me what it is?™

Ho felt her chook grow hotter against his.

Ho reached up his hand and ecaressed the other one.

“Yes, I can tell, dear. Ernest has ehown his
uncommon good sense by wanting you for his wife.
So this is what comes of that dinner—oft, Winnie §"

“4dnd may I tell him you are willing, perfoctly
willing, grandpa? Bocanso I do lovo him, you kaow."

“And you are sure it irn't his money you are
after,ch? "

Sho did not tako umbragoe at the sharp question.

<1 am at least sure that it is not my money ho is
after, graudpe,” she retumed, laughing and patting
his chock.

“Yeos, you aro nt lesst sure of that; there, I hear
the young man coming himself. Shail I go, Winnie?"

It was the « young man himself,” Emest Mayberry,
with a shadow of deep troublo and distress on his face
as ho eamo straight up to Wionio and took her haund,
and then turned to tho old gentleman. Hosaid:

* Until an hour ago I thought this would bo the
proudest, happiest dour of my lifo, sir, for I should
have asked you to give mo Winnie for my wife. In-
stead I must bo contont to only {ell you how dearly I
lovo hor, and haw patieptly and hard I will work for
her to give hor tho bomo which sho desorvos—becauso,
Mr. Wilmington, this morning thoe house of Maybenry
& Thurston failod, and both families are beggars.”

His handsome face was pale, but his oyer woro
bright with a dotormination and braveness nothing
could daunt.

Winnie smiled back upon him, her own choeoks
paled.

“Never mind, Ernest, on my aocoount.
wait, too."

Old Mr. Wilmington's oyos were almost shut be.
noath the heavy, frowning forehead, and a quizzical
look was on his shrowd old face as ho listened.

“Gone up, ch? Well, that'e too bad. You stay
horo and tell Winnis I am just as willing she shall be
your wife when you want hor, as if nothing had
happened, bocauso I beliove you ean earn broad and
butter for both of you, and my Winnie is a contented
httle girl. I'll hobble up to the office and ses your
father; bo and I wero boys together ; s word of sym-
pathy won't came amiss from me.”

Anad off he strode, leaving the lovers alone, getting
ovor the distance in o remarkably short time, and pre.
senting his wrinkled, weather-beaten old face in May-
berry & Thurston’s private offize, where Mr. Mayberry
sat alone, with rigid face and keen, troubled eyes, that,
nevertheless, lighted at the sight of his old friend.

“I'm glad tosee yor, Wilmington. 8it down. The
sight of a man who has not come to reproach me is a
comfort.”

But Mr. Wilmington did not sit down.

He crossed the room to the table at which Mr.
Mayberry sat smong a hopeless array of papers.

*Thero is no use wasting words, Mayberry, at a
time like this. Did you know your son kas agked my
Winaie to marry him? "

Mr. Mayberry's face lighted & second, then the
gloom returned.

“ If my son had s fortune at his command, as I
thought he had yesterdsy at this time, I wonld ay—
* God speed you in your wooing of Winnie Wilming-
ton.’ As it is—for the girl's sake, I disapprove.”

“ So you haven't a pound over and above—eh, May-
berry 2"

¢ There will be nothing—less than nothing. I don’t
know thet I really care so much for mysslf, but
Ermest—it is a terrible thing o happen fo bim at the
very boginning of his career.”

Mr. Wilmington smiled gleefnlly.

“Good. Neither do I care for myself, bui for
Winnie, my little Winrie. I tell yonwhat, Mayberry;
perhaps you will wonder if I am crazy, but I'll agree
to settle a quarter of a million on Winnie the day she
marries your boy. And I'll land you 85 much more
if it'll bo any use, and I'll start the boy for himself, if
you gayec. Eh?”

Mr. Mayberrylooked at him in speechless bewildar-
ment.

Wilmington went on—

]I made » fortune out in Indis, and it's safo and
scund in hard cask, in good hands—a couple of mil-
Lions. I determined to bring my girl up to depend on
herself, acd to learn tho value of monsy before she
had the handling of her fortane. She has no ides
sho's an heiress—my heiress.  Sonnds like a story out
of & book—ebh, Mayberry ? Well, will youshako hands
on it, and call it & bargain 2"

Mr. Mayborry took the litlle dried-up hand almost
roverentially, his voice hoarse and thieck with emotion.

“ Wilmington, God will reward you for this. May
He, athousand-fold!”

Wilmington winked away a suspicious moisturo on
his eyelashes.

*You seo it all comes of that dinuer, old follow.
You sctod like a charitable Christian gentloman, and
hetween as wo'll mako tho boy and Winnie as bappy
as thoy deserve—oh 2™

£ * * * ® *

I can

And even Mre. Mayberry admits that it was a good
thing that ber husband gavs that dionor, aud when
sho expects to s68 Nrs. Emest Afayberry an honoured
guest at aer board, she candidly foels that she owes
every atom of hor splendour and luxury to the violot-
eyed, charming girl who wears her own bonours with
such sweet grace.

To act upon & detormination made in anger is like
embarking on a vessel during a storm.

THE domes of the great charches in St. Petersburg,
Aoscow, and some other Russian towss, are sid to
be plated with gold nearly a quarter of an inch thick.
The church of the Sairow, in Moscow, represents a
value of $135,000,000, and the Isaac cathedna), in S§,
Petersburg, of $45,000,000.
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