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F R AIL littie figure
camne fiuttering into the
post-office-a figure of a
woman in rusty black.
Under her green bonnet
gray hair, with its yel-

Iew tinge, was scarcely distinguish-
able from the outlines of her seamed
face. Rer nose looked pinched; lier
mouth was a vague lîne; her eyes wan-
dered aimlessly, resting no more titan
an instant on any one point. One
coui.d not say that those liglit-blue
eyes werc expressionless; but the
meaning in thein camne and went witit
flickering ullcertaiflty, like the liglit
of a candie that is ahxiost gone.

The new minister, looking up over
has glasses froin the letter lie was
reading, found himseif wondering
whetlier theNovember wind had blown
lier in from the street in spite of lier-
self; for, once over thte sUI, site had
liesitated. le intereepted a swift,
troubled glance, that seemed to say:

'q1 know wlio you are-or 1 ouglit
te; but my poor mînd îs teeo busy te
tbink it eut just now."

Then shie darted forward to, thte
letter-slit, and tremulously mailed the

Sletter whieli site had clutched so close-
ly te lier breast. As it rustled into
the box on tite other side of tite par-
.tition, she laughed softly to lierseif,
and liurried eut into the wind, to be
blewn, as tlie minister put it te lim.
self, 1Ieaven knew wlicre else-to the
butclier's or 'grocer's, perliaps, or-
home. And whlat kind of a htome?

The postmaster, f rom his little win-
dow of "gyeneral delivery", broke in on
the minister's thouglits. Being cer-

tain that every hituani being is cuiri-
eu$ abouit every otiter htumait being,
the pestiaster Saw al pleasuirable op-
portunity te nicpt a qulestionl.

"Tliat'-, the widow Varnuijn,", lIe
said. "You1'11 seeeo lier at ehiurcli
every Sunday-rain or slune.»

Tiewidow Varnum ?»ir repeated
thte minister.

'<She's been like titat for tweuity
years, te my kneowledge," tite poat-
master went on1, settling hiinseif on
lMa elbows. "Just al ittleý-you know,»ý
Rie tapped lus temple with n inky
forefinger. "Not enougli te harni, of
course. Ste's right enougli te do
dresaniaking, snd earn lier living.»"

"Pathetic!J' said the minister.
«Ye-es, I suppose it is. But you get

used te it after a while. And tlien,
as I say, sle's larmlese.»1

"Tite pathos is liers, net ours,> re-
marked thte minister incisivély.

4<Oit, well!1> Thte pestinaster niod-
ded lis recognition of the view-point
of the specialist in luman sufferiug.
"It a~ll came of lesing lier son,> le
continued, "Twenty-ffve years ago,
or more, lie was killed in an accident
semnewhieres eut West. Site dlon't
realize ite' dead. Every few <laya
site writes a letter te lim and bringa
it itere. Semetimes tley're addresaed
te Chticago, and sometimes to Denver.
and sometimes te New Yerk. Site
neyer stamps tleni, Years ago I used
te give titem baek te lier, but xtow 1
just tear them up. Sliss better off
for flot knowing," lie added, as a con-
cession te thte mhiaiterial mind.

"Yes,' the clergyman slowly ad-
niitted.


