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minutes the contents of the basket was
telegraphed to the remotest pews.

Mdr. Foster was uneasy. Who had
layod this practical joke upo0n him?
e feit bimself the focus of ai eos.

The warm blood mantled bis face.Mrs. Moonliglit pitied bis embarrass-
iment.

Santa Claus procceded more livelythan ever, but the interest was divided.
"'Funny present to a bachelor and wo-
maan-hater," said Mrs. Roberts, the
milliner, the bil of the robin perched

on lier bonnet pointing directly to
. oster.

"Somebody wants to plague him-
he's so qucer and distant," "whispored
Stropel, the merchant, to bis Iwife,
wvhosc attention wvas divided betweon
Mr. Foster's present and lier own, a
silver basket hcaped with grapes,
frosted cake and oranges in wax work.

"Yes, the child belongs to some one
in the chureli, probably, Who will soon
dlaimi it," she returned.

-M oses in the bulirushoes!" shouted
littie Seth Bumstead, fnaking a bap-
hazard application of bis Sunday-
school lesson, as lic crancd bis neok for
a view, and subsidod wvîth a shamed
face at a sly shake by bis mother.

M rs. Moonflght drcw the basket un-
der the shelter of bier wings. M r. P'os-
ter looked disturbed. fie did not even
unroli the slippers whien they were
handed te hlm.

The troc was empty; the crowd be-
-gan to move towards the door. But no
one olaimed the baby.

Foster stood looking he]p]essly at
Mrs. Moonlight.

-I will take Caro of it to-ni ght; to-
morrow we shail sec what can be donc,"
she said.

They waited until the last of the
crowd were near the door, thon passcd
-out aud walked down thc street. Fos-
ter carried the basket over which
Mrs. Moonlight had thrown a warm
shawl.

fie looked at the sweet littie, face
with a softened, regretful expression,
thon said gyood-nigrht and retired from.
Mrs. Moohight's sittincr-room te his
,chaxuber, %vhere a coal ilTre glowed in-
vitingly iu tho grate and soit, shaded
lamxnp-lhxght; showed the bright, warm
-carpet and crimson window drapery.

In dressinoe-gown and siippers,before,
the fire, bc ei einto a reverie. fie re-
called the happy Christmas night two
years ago, richly froighted Wît]i joy

and love and hope, when 'warm, pase-
sionate heart beax; -,Aoe te bis and wliite
arms encîreled, bis neok. He would
have laughed thon at th-3 p ý opheoy of
bis prosont desolation. Hie had been
deprived of love, homo, happiness. An&
who was to bIarrieP

Thercwias a low rap at thek door.
"&Mrs. Moonlight about the baby," he
thoughit uneasify, as hoe opened it.

A ta]], stateiy woman stood there.
Thc light showed a prend, pale, beau-
tiful face, wvith dark, luminous eyes,
now misty with some r-trongm emotion.

"4Louiise!"
",Vahlace!"
Slue reached both bauds towards him

fie drew ber into the warmth andl
bri&rhtness and shut the door.

ýfetwe, stood lookino into each oth-
erl's faces. Hors was ir"resistible in its
ten derness-in sncbi contrast to, the
pride and haughity defiance which had
marred its lovéliness when hie had lat
seen her a yoar aco.

"I4 have corne, Wallace, to ask your
forcrivenoss for the past," she said,
hrol-enly.

Anothor rap interrupted bis answer,
aud Mrs. Moonliglit beamed upon themz
with the child inulber arms, bis bine
eyreS open InL baby wonder.

"I4 had flot the courage te face you
aJonc," slie continuod, takiDa the ehild
in bier arms îvhilee ho stood in speech-
less wonder, and Mrs. Moonlia-lit retir-
ed silently; "-so 1 sent our baly as a
Christmas present te propare the way
for his =mother."'

"'Our baby!" be repeated.
"1Yes, Wahlace. lebas your eyes.

Look at him now, the darliuoe. 1
thouglit of you every time 1 looke into
their innocent depths. Will yeu not
forie for bis sake?"

bhe frozon fontains of affection ln
his nature begau to moit. fis eyes
grew misty and tender. fie ad rowed.
once hoe îou]d nover forgive bier; but
who resist that repenta,'nt face suf-
fused with the tenderness of mother-
hood?

'He drew both -ivithin the shoiter of
bis arms.

"I ivas wlfffuI and unreasonable,"
she murmured, lier head. agalust bis
brer-st.

,II was exacting and unforglving,,"'
he answered. "dFor-uire me, my wife,
rny only love.", t

"Does Mrs. Moonlight kuow alP" hoe
asked, when tkey were seated aide by
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