
THE FACE OPf TH1E MON. l48

abruptly te greet sorne people wixo w'ere
-walking foward us.

I was singularly excited. The manlae In
,thxe boat had no sucix paralyzing power over
me as this potentiality ina soft graygolwn,
*with a long gray glove outstretched. My
ixeart, beat axxd fihe picture swam before rny
eyes, for this night be, xnighit it not, Anitai
lierself? Ilheard avoice cxelaim. "lThis is
fire picture 1"1 A ladly iu black withi the gray
girl began an apology: "We are lafe. As
usual, Signor Boldini and sonie new mnusic.
Ah 1"1 interrupting hierself, 'lit is like-ivhy,
yes, very. Don't you thîink se yoiurseif?"-
thxe nane at lastsurely-but; no-"ldon't youl
think so yourself, (lear?"

"Yes, do tell us what; you fhink. Isn't bie
weird? and can you look like that?" cried
thxe girls.

- h, fixe other nie Pl said a new voice soft-
ly a vr'îe with alow thrilllif.t If islike
wnat I nighit have beeni, Ini suire. Somle
one told me once when I wýas a child, 1 re-
niember, fiat 1 was like fthe moon, but hav-
ing lived eigiit years since flîeî in a flood1 off
sunisliiuc"l-and fthe gray band touched the
black glove near bers, a grateful toucli, 1
felt sure "why, I arn not so much like it
now as I ivas."1

"In spite of the smile that you always
içvili and alivays won't; smlle outriglit. Thaf
15 lu the face in fthe moon, too, you see. Dîd
you ever meet Air. Baton?"

"And du yoii thinik fixe girl very beautiful,
and very like a rnaninc's dreani?" broke iii
fixe sixorter girl. "Do tell us, Anifa."1

So then if was Anita. I turned, and as I
walked awvay faced the blue-gray eyes, like
violets, and fthe liair like shaded mnoonixeanis,
and thxe snîile. Net fihe liffle l2ý-year-old
~Anita fixis, but a beaufiful, sunny creafure,
with fixe othier Anita somelxow suggested,
and yet not; fiere. This one more of fthe
world, 'witlx a savoir faire lying over fire
moonslxine. 1 liad meant if iV were she, te
speak f0 lier at; oxîc anîd boldly. As if was.
I sirnply gazed, aud when lier eyes met mnine
1 fear if was 1, nef; she, wvho blushxed. But
sixe recogaized me. My idenfify was ail lu
zny face, I amn suie. I saw a puzzled look
ln ber eyes, and I seized my chance. I bow-
ed; I spoke:

"Years ago you- knew me, Miss Grayson,
wben 1 was a boy lu Boston, and when you
were lilce fixe inoon."y

1 was iutroduced te tne aunt ini black. My
fafixerixadbeen one of the old family friends.
So ini a fewv moments I was talking like an
old friend myseif.Ms Grayson touched
on rny recent loss, and then, as I fuined te
leave, said:

"I should be glad te, know your fatixer's
son. Can you dine with us on Sundayunexf?"

Se fixe golden gafes were opened for me,
and Sundays came and Sandays wvent and I
was fathoins deep li love. I could noV paint,
I could net faIx. I beard a good deal of

music, and I suppose--alack -and alas-read
Ipoetry. Fatal habit of lovers. And so at
last it Caille to the point whlen I nmust tel!
lier. Arrmed with a shield off violets I met
lier hli lier anunt'.s drawing-rooin one Sunday

-gi itwrdtilighIl A day ini April it
was, anîd sprixxgw~as l the air-.-GÙxIe aujxr wNvs out on an errana or cniarrCy
would soon be at home, Anitr. hoped. 1 saîid
nothing. Talk flaggcd in consequence.

,,If those violets are for this bouîse, wby
do j, i,, olui theinC" asked Anita; ",why de
you not give thenu to nie?"

"1101(1 thein beeause you ivili scon touch
chein yotirselt"-Nvlii.,; was an asininefspeech. 'W'sn't it? luhdfaly

"lThat; is stupid," she llgidfaky
"and like other mien, and flot like you."
"But 1 amn like 9jthlei7 en,"1 I answered,

-abruptly, "for I ->'1 Tien I paused, gave
lier the violets, and conversation fiagged
again. We tried various su)j ects-Russian
dynamite, Scaîchi; ail failed.

"'How good Auint Erniily is Pl cricd Anita
at last ln eithusiasm-"lso full of tiought
for the poor and needy. I wish 1 had ever
done any one any good."1

'lYou saved nxiy life once," 1 said. I must
have said it very eainestly, for Anita flush-
ed and thexi paled.

"'Why must you jest with nme in this wayv
to-day? You are breaking our friendship.."

"I want no frlicndship froin you. I arn
glad to break it. I will tell you how you
savdà ny life if you will say Yes f0 a ques-
tion I arn going f0 ask. But you must look
at me and noV at fthe violets."

And so ail the debut went for nothIng
and the swells and the Iordlings thît ]xad
hung about got their conge, and 1 got mny
moonliglit; for the girl with the long uipper
lip-who, by the way, is now niy cousin-
,%as right and Anita -%vas the moon Anita to
ixer lover.

In the course of turne %va rnarried. Snch
a bald statement of an idyllie facti1 But
that is ail that iwords can do--only liait tell
any tale. Our secret and our love and ixov
she looks to me still are ail told to, us sUlent-
ly by a picture that ixangs over fthe fixe-
place in oui nursery, for there is a nursery
as well. as a studio, and the picture is the
picture of a inoon with a face in if, and in
bold black letters the nanie of tixe arfist-
Thornas Baton.

A certain browvn-ixaired baby boy, on be-
ing held np te warm, his wee toes by thxe
open fire, always sL etches his hands toward
fixe face in tixe nxoon and calîs: "My maxu-
mal my mammna l"-Owr CmUarm;t.

The Masons of Nlorth Carolinai
support au Qiphan Asyluni 'ith 145
inmates. Goa bless mad prosp=
them.


