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Ruth Marsden's (
Wnume . S ec ie y h

A slii, erect vOmal in m rther shab- t
by black turned into lover Fif th
Avenue from one of the side streets
and walked northward, slowly, but vith 1
a certin quiet elf-confidence. The
street lamPa were Uot yet ligbted, but
the duil end of a December day vas
closng in upon the world and the
black figure toned in wjth drifting
grays.

Huryu folk passcd the woman
withu iing her a second glsuce;c
sud she, on bier part, showed no inter-f
est in the pisserby, thoughi she lin-t
gercd for a moment on a sireet corneýrt
to watch a duil red shaf t of afterglowa
touch the stone carvixlgs of a churchc
tower into sudden warmnth.a

As she stood looking at the flicker-
ing light a short, fat woman, rocking
4own the avenue with a vigorous, side-
vheeler motion, caught sght of her,
stopped, stared incredulously and
threw two expressive bands into the
air... Mon Dieu! It is hersef--of a cer-
taintyl Mademoiselle! You have flot
forgotten Marie?"

The broad, ruddy face was Leaming
vith unmistakable joy, the black eyes
vwere dancing with excitement.

Ruth Marsden smiled swiftly, and
Uic smille changed her face as thc sun-
aet light had transfigured the gray
tower.

"Marie!" she said, a trifle breath-
lessly, "Marie, you remembered me?"

She held out her hand and the
radiant French woman took it diffi-
dently.s

"But surely, How could you for-
get ?" she saidl in voluble Frenchi.
'%Vas it flot Mademoiselle whom we
adored? Ah, Mademoiselle! It is to
tear the hcart. The son of a brewer
is in our ho se * Me, 1 weep when I
pasUic door. The dinners 1 have
cooked there. Mademoiselle-and foi
those who recogizedthe dinler recherche,
the dinner of distinction. Trhat Uic par-
venues should have our house! It is
said below stairs-that Madame does
not Icow Bechamel from sauce Mca-
iiere. And you, Mademoiselle? Yot.
have made the vovage. You are now
in New York to stay, is it not?"

The exclanuatory French woman' 5
keen, friendly eyes had taken in every
detail of the figure beforé her. Even
in the gathering dusk tliey had appraised
the value of the cheap black coat, noted
thc worn black gloves, the neat but old-
fashioned bat. Then tbey traveled to the
face in which gentle kindliness mingled
oddly with stubboru pride. There were
lines in the clean-cut, aristocratic face
Uiat hadnfot been there ei ht years carlier,
but the lips were curve as proudly as
ever, the head had kept its haughty poise.

"«A grande dame always," she said to
herself. " That it is to have the blood.
Son of a brewer! Pah !" she snorted
aloud with a sudden vehemence that mnade
hier former xistress start nervonsly.

" «But he may bave made very good beer,
Marie," Miss Marsden protested with a
certain tranqil amusement.

The old bouse on Washington Square
in whîch she and her father before ber
had been boru had passed out of the
Marsden family. She had had years in
which to become accustomed to that fact.
Since it was no longer the Marsden bouse,
why sbould she care into what nouveaux

rihsbands it fel? Poverty makes
anarchists, cynics, philosophers. Miss
Marsden wastoo well born for anarchv,
toO well bred for cyuicsm, 'but the years
since bier father's ruin and deatb, and bier
Own self-exile had taugbt ber something
of Philosophy.

"Madmoisllepermits that I accomi-
ParIv 114-r to the door? It is late for bier
to 111ikle the promenade alone."

M lie w hursting with curiosity, but
sh 'e wll a k1,10oquestions.

Mli M~ e hesýitated for an instant
an, I t t,, fah rose in bier cheeks, but
t v. : ic~ikly as it caine, andi an odd

lti îl lickered around lber lips.
:M1 li ed to hing out alone,'' sie

b:î~ ut I should be glad to
a khome with me. H-ow bas

- Marie. It is late. Vou vere kind to sec
me safcly home aud it. bas been pleassant
to meet you ; butforUicpeoplev h o knew
me in Uie old days 1 do oexs Vu

1 risù . D in eir vili oblige me by remembering that,

restera Home Montbly. T.he suggestion vas a royal command.
" But, Mademoiselle, you wiii murelY

the orlduse you Mare? y îayerpermit Uiat 1, Marie, corne to sec that youtheword uedyon Maie Mylawerare vl.
told me that ail t:ie servants fouud places There vere genuine tears in Uic Implor-
at once." ing eyes snd Miss Marie relented. "YVes,

41But yes, Mademoiselle; and Monsienr you may corne."
l'Avocat gave us thc month's vaesb.y AZdfor Uic Christmas, Mademoiselle?
order of Mademoiselle. Places? Wit Von viii be alone, is it not ?"I
me it was an exnbarassment, a pursuit. The pa!e, thin face looked a trifle paler,
One reniembered your dinners, Mademoi- a trille thinner. Ves, shc vouid be alone.
selle, and coveted your cook. It la in alh -If Mademoiselle vould but do me a
modesty I say it. One la born. vith the favour, for thc sake of Uic old service,"
genius. One deserves iittle credit. I stammered Uic French voman. "<Rogers
cýnsidered the offers. The Delmore and 1, ve ais are alone. It is flot good
family had need of boUx a cook sud a to pasUic Noei so without Uic fete, Uic
butler. Tlx&y are not thoý truc aristocrats aety. Not to prepare a Christmas
but thcy a re flot witht.cut grandialners, dinn'er!1 1, Marie, (o fold =y bauid viiel
and they bave money. One must make Uic day of dinners is come 1 It would be
concessidns-and certain]y st iras su of a saduesa, of a vaste, Mademoisele.
advantage that Uie needed too, a butier. When one bas Uic gemius ona oves ea
Surely Mademoisele remembers Rogers? thnK (o Uic vorld. One muet fmd ex-

Miss Marsden nodded. "The imposiug pression. If Madamoiselie vould but
Rogers! No one could forget bima, permit (bat va should. off«r ber ber
Marie." Christmnas dmnner-'

11VouTra LE-D E Lovu. "
Prom the painting by Edouard Blaon.

Exactly, Mademoiselle! Me, 1 bad Miss Marsden's face was forbidding,
become used to Rogers. He was of an but Francois stumblcd despsrately on,
intelligence, of a sensibility, and of a 11There would be a truc Christmas fete
figure-Mon Dieu! Wbat a figure superb for us, Madamoiselle-to be alloved to
for a bntler lie bas ! So that I would not serve you, to prove that we bave not
lose bim I xarried hi. We are with forgotten your goodnsss, that there in Uic
the Delmores, who are now on the Riviera, service of love. Prom my heart I could
wlîile we guard the bouse h re. Tbey are plan a dinner. I feel nv the uinsirtion
not of Uic higbest. I bave alre.dy said witii me."
it. But what would 3'ou ? It is a comn- She stopped for breath ; but Miss
promiise.'' rdn idt " .I h hn

Tîhe two women had turned off theMasndino pk.IUcUîgha
avenue and walked westward along a side not been incredible one would bave
street until the desirahle residence dis- said, tîxat thc firm lips were tremblin
trict was far behinfi theni. Finaily,Mriss and that there was a must in the Vroud
Marsden stol)led befure a new and cheapbrwees
apartmnent-house. Marie took heart of grace.

-I1live bere, " she said with a toucb of 1"M1adanuoiselle would think of nothing,
hauteur. Tîhe pride in bier face ha<l know nothitig. Me, I vould prepare
drivexi out the softnéss, yet she spoke erti.oeswould beo bpie. Fora
gent]v. -"I will not ask you t. corne up, ewufb ofahpis.Fra

Christmas present to us, Mademoiselle,
youwiflsay' yes.' Isitnot?"

She stopped, diamayed by ber own,
hardiood. o thunderboit fell.

Misa Marsden stood lookingat ber vitb
a beautiful light in ber eyes.

«"Von are a good voman, Marie-a
loyal friend. It scema I bave misjudged
the iorld."

Mrelaâhed a gay littie laugb et

" 1Eh bien, itls understooçl?"

"Von vili not rive a thon.ught to the.
Cbristmas dinnedr You viii not look
into the dining-roen1 the.kitchen ?

44O,MadeoiScle,I1am oK rte-
fui. Rogers, too, wviii echate&
Yeu ame an angel, Mademoiselle. It SasU
be a dinner for an augel-vith the tustu
woridly. Good-night lMaemoIsell."

Sh. vwu gone.

stai. way and into ber àaz-ut.
took off her coat auid bat Mud g109 la
the dim light that fIWterel tbrobthé.
windows. T4 haa >7 laydoua -poutii.
concb, sud foi> the. flr* ti*e»àa=.dW
diaered ironsa waud ain,ýbNO"-~

Maflenhadeverbeau pt p atedOrPré
ied she crled soitly.

coade.cand e MWMeluszrt
of Uie Dalmoro f !4whui ltt
was upt lobg>!trWp b< y1
back towan-b Vilftb Avelu.a Iqt
hundred udaof 0" 14,É

8h. must me Roges*. 8hemi*W
the news.

As the fat little vomm trwed I.ý
avenue a mmn came dou U theo
big brick boum Md pyAius«,&e a .

tLA.. h1,is ri.Ia

A amile flassed lt tii. man's face.
"Marie,you vere vlth the Mades.. 1
remember you perfactly. 1 ramember
Uhc sole, too. I begged te be presentad
t. you."1

4,es, Monsieur; sud Miss Maruden
saut for me. Ah, Monsieur, it ln bacause
of ber tbat I bave spoken ta you. I

I am ail beart "
She presaed a cbubby baud against ber

breast.
Bert lVisb's placid face bad .sbarpened

sligbtly.
"What do you know ai er?" b skad.
The sbrewd little ['ranch woman beard

the ring of intereat inhie, voice and
mentally applauded baisait.

Il I bave but just left ber, Monsieur."
",Here? InNewVork?",i
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