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CHAPTER 1.
SPEOULATION

In the year of our Lord one thou-
sand eight hundred and forty ——, at
the hour of one, post meridian ; the
gseason November ; the aic chilled
with the flest stinging breath of
winter; in the place where mer-
chants then did congregate, comwmon-
ly oalled “Change,’ two gentlemen
confronted one another in the thick
est of the crowd; the elder a man fast
verging towards his three-score
years and ten, with scarce a trace of
age except in his gilvered hair ; his
form erectas in youth, with a step
firm and somewhat stately. The
signet of sorrow, present sorrow,
was on his brow, mingled witk the
indignation and wounded pride which
flashed from his dark eyes, and
spoke in his compressed lips, as he
shook hands gloomily with his triend.
A few silver threads mingled with
the dark locks of the younger man,
but they were only here and there,
among the brown curls that had
=etained their brightness, although
their owner had seen the snows

of more than fitty wintere.

His bearing was soldierly, and the
insignia on his sheulders marked him
a8 a colonel in the United States serv-
fjoe. His countenance Wwas by
nature sunny, as one might see
in the merry twinkie of his gray eyes,
but now seadness and sympathy
gained the ascendency, as drawing
the arm of his friend within |
his, they crossed the thorough-
fare, making their way rapid-
ly out of the busy mart. “ 1 have
gome from the bank,’ he said as
goon a8 they had lett the crowd :
“ we have done the best we can
for him. Benten will be allowed to
go without farther proceedings,
though there are two strong voicesl
against it ; Commodore ureenwood,
who has lost a pretty large sum, and ‘
has not a spark of generosity in him,
and would be speeially opposed
to any act of mercy I might propose ;
and my cousin, Tom Stapleton, who
has no ties, and has epent twenty
years of his life doing nothing, and |
has a plenty left, we need not waste 1
our sympathy on him. The bank;
will not be able to pay fifty cents
on the dollar., The old ('.mmm)dore1
shook his fist in my face and vowed
revenge ; however, let it turn as it
will, Philip Benton shell not come
into the cluteches of the law. He |
ghall go to South America, Australia,
or some far-off place firet.”

“He has branded his family with
infamy,” interrupted the elder gen-
tleman, striking the pavement with
his beavy came. ‘I trust he will
go where I shall never see him.”

“ Are you going up to the house ?" |
inquired tue other, as if unwilling |
to enter on the merits of the mseul
“ Come and dine with us ; will you ?”

The questions followed each other l
without a pause for a reply.
however, after a moment.
gshall ses Lucy again,
her to come home
divorce can be obtained without |
much publicity. Thank you, I shall |
leave town before dinner. Good |
morning.”

“Divorce I" said the officer, under |
his breath, after his companion had |
left him. ‘‘Never! it would be the |
destructien of both of them.”

The elderly gentleman did nof |
slackenhis hurried pacetill he paused |
in a part of the city distant from |
husiness, before an elegant mansion |
in —— Square. The blinds were |
down all over the house, and there
was an appearanca of desolation
and neglect about the steps and |
sidewalke, contrasting with the well |
washed pavements of the adjoining |
dwellings. He waited but a mo- |
ment, drew a lcng breath and ascend- ;
ing the steps, he entered where hLs |
was no stranger. The stillness of |
death reigned in the halls and draw-
ing rooms, and his foot on the oaken
staircase brought the first sound of
life to his ear.

“ Dear, dear grandpapa,’ was the
gound, and a curly head nestled in
his arme, and he felt the little crea
ture sob as he pressed him to his
bosom, and heard the whisper, ‘Papa
has gone away off, and mamma is
go grieved, and gisters ory
all the time, and Harold stamps
his foot.”

“Sad times, my darling,” said
the grandfather, taking the boy to
the nursery, where he found the elder
gister resting her head on her arms
in weary eadness, while Harold
was striding across the floor with the
step of a grown man, pouring forth
his boyieh thougute, and chafing
like n oaged lion.

““Where is your mother ?" said

It came |
“ Yes, ~
gnd urge
with me; a|

the grandfather, his voice tairly
broken with the emotion caused
by the sight of his grandchildren,

“She is in ber own room with sister
Rosa,”’ replied the girl, coming for
ward and patting up her lips for
dear grandpapa’s kiss.

‘ My poor Marian,” he eaid, press
ing her to his heart, =~ you must
help your mother bear this; it
will kill her—"

“It is worse than death,” inter
rupted tha boy ;: bat the grandfather
left the room before he could finish
the sentence.

“ Yes, Marion,” he added,
door cleeed after him, = disegrace is &
great deal werse than deabh. Dis
grace !"" he cvled, pressing his hand
to hig brew lest the teara sheuld
gtars ; "I heur it everywhers, { see it
in every face; all the boys have

as the

it. I wish we could all die, or take
mamma to some desert island,
and—"

Marion came near and drew her
brother into the recess window, to
be out of hearing of little Willie,
who wase gezing with astenished eyes
into Harold's excited face.

“ Harold,” whispered the girl," did
you know we are very poor, very
poor indeed ? 1 heard the man who
came about the furniture say
we were not worth a cent. Every-
thing must be sold, and we are
to go éomewhere, a great way off,
Mamma told Rosa and me this
morning ; she had a line from papa
today, and he wants her to leave one
of us with Colonel Hartland to be his
daughter ; you know he has been
papa's best friend, and but for him
something more dreadtul might have
happened.”

“Bat you wouldn't leave mamma
—in disgrace, too! O, Marion, how
could you or Rosine think of such a
thing ?"

“ 0Ot course I should not wish to
leave mamms,’ replied the sister,
coloring elightly,” but you know it
papa wishes it, it must be done, and
it would be less care for papa, we
shall be so poor.”

“I don't care for poverty, Marion,”
gaid the boy, blushing orimson ;
“ poverty ien’t disgrace. I must give
up college, and all that, of course,

but I'm thanktul we arve going off. I
don’t care how far, it we could only
get away from it; to have it flang at
me that papa is —. O, Marion!”
and he thirew himself in a paroxysm
of shame on the couch which occu
pied the window.

“ Go away, Willie,” said the sister,
in & sharp voics, as the curly head
peeped through the curtains, "“we
don't want you here.”

“ Lot him come,” saidhis brother,
drawing the child towards him.

“ Such & big boy ory!" said Willie,
carefully wiping Harold's eyes.

At this moment sister Rosine
appeared with a summons from their
mother.

It will be necessary here to bring
forward what has perhaps been
anticipated by the reader—the cause
of the sudden sorrew that had
overwhe!med in ene moment &

household that had dwelt for years
in peace amd quiet, epjoying all
the comforts and luxuries of life.
Philip Benton, the fatker, had stood
for a long term of yesrs in a pesition
of eminence as president of a large
banking establishment. He had ever
borne a epotless reputation. " He is
too proud to be other than honest,”
wae said by friend and foe. In an
evil hour, when gambling in stooks
was rife, Philip Benton made haste
to be rich, berrowed money of the
institation for speculation secretly,
but with no doubt the simcare pur-
pose of refunding. A sudden revul-
gion in the money market not oanly
ruined him pecuniarily, but held him

before the world—that world who
had deemed him so honest—as a
swindler, a man who had wilfelly
fletranded widows and orphans. The
world is never pleased to be mistaken |
in the opinion she forms of any man,
and the tongue of reproach, in this
case, was sharper than a two-edged |

| sword. The voices loudest against |

Benton wera those who had been |
guilty of the same crime, but kad the
good forfume to refund the moeney |
borrowed secretly, before the panic.
The discovery of his fraud had ceme
upen Philip Benton like a shock of |
mental paralysis, and but for his
intimate and dear friend, Colonel |
Hartland, the military gentleman
whom we have already introduced to |
our readers, he would have remained,
with stolid indifference, where justice
would have claimed him for the pen
itentiary. By the exertions of his
triend, early and late, the law was |
evaded the matter compromised with
the creditors, and Benton sent to the
then far West; his wife and five chil
dren were left behind, to follew or to
leave him to his fate, as they and |
their friends should determine.

The visit of the grandfather, Mr.
Hawthorne, to his daughter, was to |
urge upon her a pian of his own. He |
had come from his beautitul country- |
geat, among the breezy hills of Con- |
necticut, ns soon as he had heard the
distressing news, determined to take
his daughter and the children to his
own home. ‘' Dear Hawthorndean,
the early home of my Lucy,” he had
said to himself, " what place on earth
can be like i* to her, and here she
can hide her sorrows from the |
world.”

Twice before he hid endeavored to
open the subject to her, bui was
checked by the utter prostration that |
followed thie stunning blow. This '
day he found his daughter calm, but |
wearing the lines of unutterable sor-
row in her wan face, and handa that
clutched each other continually.

“ Luoy, my child, listen to me," said
her father, taking her clasped hands
in his. ‘' Let me talk to you of this;
the time has come when I must |
speak."”’ |

“Yeag, father,” she replied, looking |
up into his face with her tearless
eyes, ''to.day 1 can bear :m_\!:h'mg.l
Philip, thank God, is eafe from the
hands of the law.”

“ Rosine,” she added, turning to her |
gocond daughter, who had scarcely |

left her mother since the first imu*~
of her grief, ''you may go to the
nursery, and when I send for ynu,“
pome with all the ochildren, \lyl‘
precious comforter!” she added, as |
the door olosed aftexr her; " my denr
ones!"

“or

t is of them 1 wish to spesk, |
Lucy,” said her father, enc;wmgmlw‘
by this fivet effert te talk of her
family : "' [ wish te vemew and urge
upon yeu ths agceaptansee of my heme,
Come, my daughkter, you are welcome
to sl that I have. She whe takes
your mother's place in my housshold

| probably a temptation

| tempted and fallen.

{ Mr,

assures you of an earnest, whole-
souled welcome. I have none but
you ; your ohildren shall be my chil-
dren ; educated, trained as you please.
1 will this day settle & sum upon you
and your children, sufficient for your
support, it you will come to me.
Hawthorndean, your early home,
with all ite tender associations, shall
be yours, if you will leave your hus-
band, give up one who has proved so
unworthy of you—"

“plense don't, father,” said Mrs.
Benton, with a shudder; ' do not
tempt me to be unfaithiful to the
vows made before God snd man. You
were the first to teach me my duby;
you would not entice me from the
path where you taught me to walk ?”

“But, my child, consider your
duties to your little ones.”

‘I have, I have,” ghe replied earn-
estly, ‘' A path will be opened for
them in the wildernees. It cannot
be right for me, for the sake of their
tuture in this lite, to forsske one to
whom I have promised to keep
till death ; they and their mother
must follow the fortunes of their
tather. Let me tell you,” she added,
seeing him about to urge the matter
upon her, "I have had a line trom
Philip to-day. Colonel Hartland, our
noble friend, has offered him a home
on a farm of his in Illinoie, and we
are to meet Philip as soon ag arrange-
ments can be made. The Colonel
has often begged of him one of his
daughters, and now it is my hus-
band’s wish that I leave either
Marion or Rosine with him."”

Mrs. Benton forced herself to com-
municate this intelligence to her
tather, but toward the cloee of the
sentence, her voice became unsteady.
and theugh no tears followed, she

was seized with a violent attack of
trembling, and some moments passed
betore she could recover herself.

“ My poor Lucy !’ exclaimed her
tather, enclosing her in his arms,
* this is too much !"”

“ Yes, I own, I rebel against this
requirement of my husband more
than any he ever made.”

“ And yet, Luoy, you are my all;
but you leaye me in my declining
years, taking away all my precious
grandchildren except one, whom you
place with comparative strangers.”

Mrpe. Benton looked imploringly
into the face of her parent. " What
oan I do, and do right ? I know, dear
tather,” she exclaimed, a bright flush
kindling her pallid cheek for a
moment, and peassing away like a
shadow, " you shall have dear little
Willie, your namesake, for a while at
least. I will take the responsibility
of leaving him with you, only ask
ing,” she said, pressing his hand
nervously, '’ thaf, as far as you can
prevent, while he is with you, no
word or deed shall prejudice him
against his father, or against thal
taith of his mother. Brighter days |
may restore us all to you, dear |
tather,” she added. ‘' I pray that it ‘
may be so, it it be the will of God, |
put I must follow my husband.”

& r. Hawthorne, finding his persua-
sions useless, thanked his daughter
for this promised visit from Willie,
assuring her that during the peried |
of separation the child should bold
in reverence the faith of his mother, |
and the memory of his father; and |
then he sought to eoothe his suffer- |

| ing child, but his irritation against |

the offending husband betrayed iteelf
in every ‘sentence. Mr. Hawthorne |
was himself an honest, upright man : |
to swerve |
frem strict integrity had never
crossed hie path ; he could not sym-
pathize with one who had been |
He had no pity,
incensed with

though glad to
imprisonment, he |
to leave him the |

was out of patience
Benton, and
gescue him from
wae not willing

| only ties that could save him from |
| utter
| trembling alive to the disgrace of

ruin. He left his daughter

one who was dearer to her than life,
and wondering if she could be wrong
in yearning to mitigate the sufferings
of that proud spirit. It was well for
her that she had for many years
known the only source of rast for the
weanry-hearted. It wosa happy thing |
that in this time of her more than
widowhood, she could look back l;o\
her youth, passed in the Ursuline
Convent, Charlestown, where she
had been placed for education, and
where she had found what was far
better than apy learning—the price-
less gift of faith. Her principles
had been fixed and confirmed, in that
tearful night when a Boston mob
disturbed the peaceful inmates of
that shelter, and her only eister, a
young and delicate girl, had been
obliged to flse, liké the others of that
community, to a place of retfuge, the
fright and exposurs bringing on the
disense which caused her death.
Nothing could atterward drive Lucy
Hawthorne from her position as a
Catholic ; she could only look upon
dear Edith as a martyr, and the
gentle reproaches of her parents, and
the scoffs of her early friends, were
met alike by filxed determination.
She had loved Philip Benton in the
days of her childhood, and though
he was of no faith, she would not go
back from her promise. He had
respected the religion of his wife,
and all his children had bsen reared |

| in the Church of their mgther.

A long deep raverie attér her father
had lett her, bringing ebness and
peace to hor soul, was broken by a
gentle tap at the door, followed by,
* May I come ?" |

Mrs. Bemton arose, and a bn;,‘u\
agitation visible the door ‘
glowly opened, but u-look of ralief,
almost of jey ofllowed, & ssheembraced
the new-comser, |

“ Qigter Agnes, I am so grateful to |
vou for coming to me!” whispered
Mpre. Benton, as the little woman in
the black dress and cornet of thnl
Sisters of Charivy, seated herself by

i

was

'!an ege when

| new weight,
| and the choosing between the two is

| the

| worthy of their

Mes. Benton, and took both her hands
1o hers.

* Yee, I ventured to come to you.
I knew that your own BOrrows would
not so overwhelm you that you
would forget our dear House, and the
orphans, that miss you so much."
And the small woman went on in
a voice like the low murmur of
a distant stream, giving Mrs. Benton
the sweet comforts of their mutual
faith, and the last intelligence from
the House of the Infant Jesus, of
which she was Sister Superior, win-
ning her thoughts for a time from
her own grief, and bringing a gleam
of light for her for the future, in the
memory of how much she had been
enabled to do for the poor untortu
nates who crowded the streets of the

vy.

“ Our House is to have another
wing, and this week we bhave had
a legacy which will help us to many
things for owr dear orphans,” pro-
ceeded the Sister, as she found the
attention of her triend gained ; “ we
bhoad o strong call this merning—six
little orphans of one family, the
eldest only fit for the nursery ; some
of our good ladies sent me clothes
for them at once, and—"

“ My means are cut off. I have
nothing lett that I can call my own,”
said Mrs. Benton, with a deep sigh.

“ 0 yes, dear, you have prayers ; ah,
it it waen't for prayer, our alms
would do but little goed ; besides, you

have always been my Lady Bounti-
tul ; it is but tair others sbould take
their turn. You must not have that
pleasure all the time,"” said the siater,
playtully patting the hand she held,
and looking through the tears in
those happy brown eyes, like the sun
peeping through an April cloud.

“’f wanted to see you today,’ said
Mre. Benton, changing the uubjec&,‘
“There is a matter upon which I can
ask advice of no ene but you—not
even Father Roberts; he is sympa- |
thetic and kind, but it seems to me |
he counld not understand a mother's
heart as you can. I want to a:zk
which of my daughters I must leave l
behind when I ge ?’ {

“Then you will go fo your hus- |
band ?
gister. "I knew you would; you will |
have God's blessing for it, and you |

I am so glad,’ replied the |

wish to leave one of the girls to com- ‘
fort their grandfather ?”

“No, sister, 1 shall leave Willie
with hig grandfather for a while. I
feel that he will be we!l cared for
there ; but my husband requires me
to leave one of my elder daughters
with Oolenel Hartland; he hbas no |
daughter, and has often seriously
begged one from us, and now we are |
under such vast obligations to him,”
—she paused, and the bright flush
passed again over her face, and her
voice almost failed her as she added,
bowing her head in agony, = he has |
proved himself a true friend in our |
gorest need, and this is all we have |
to give him in return.”

“This comes upon you severely,
Lucy ; I will try to help you in your |
decision, it this must be."”

“ It must,” replied Mrs. Benton.
“ { must give up one o! my girle, at
moet they need a
mother's care, to one almost a |
gtranger, who will claim her a8 a

| mother, and worse then all, to people

of another faith. This comes upon
me (am I not sinful to say it ?) more |
cheerlessly than my first grief.”

“It is your mother's heart, bur
dened at o time when you were not
able to bear any addition, with a
» terrible weight indeed;

bat we will talk over
matter. Marion is the more
robust, and would better bear a
western climate.” \

“Yeg, but Rosine's very delicacy
geems to ms a reason why I should
keep her with me ; then I remember
that Resine, though the younger, has
the more establisbhed principles of
action, is mere firm in her faith, and
better prepared to meet the changes
and chances of life. Marion is am- |
bitious, and she might forsake the |
faith, at least she would feel it to be |
a great drawback to her advance
ment in worldly society ; the world
would fill her heart and head to the |
exclusion of better thinge, were ghe |
to be lett to herselt ; therefore Ros-
ine, with her sweet comforting ways,
must be mine no longer.”

“ Luey, this parting may not be for
always; the time may come, and it |
geems to me will come, when some |
change will restore your child to
yonr armg. Meanwhile all that 1|
can do for her while I am left here, 1
ghall be done most gladly.” ‘

“ That will be a happy t ought for
me, dear sieter ; let her come to you |
often, you will warn her of danger, |
roprove her-faults, and keep un- |
dimmed the memory of her em‘lyl
home, and above all, her mother's |
taith ; it is too hard for me to break |
the intelligence of our separation to ‘
the dear child, and I trust it to you |
—you will find all the children in
the nursery.

TO BE

no easy task

CONTINUED
——————

OUR HOPE

I'his hope is also laid up
bosom, that we shall me again |
those who are deax to us and Aare
here no longer. Kind, beautiful eyes
that in a distant path kindled inte o |
rare light at our approach ar d filled
with tears going for cloged |
now these many years and withdeawn
beyond the veil of deakk 1 light
again with the ting, never
to ki the nesd of
How the and b dinu
I'o think vill moke wa 80
hat fer elernity
weary, e

in our |

y of me
mers tear
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it will never find ocause to
falter, doubt |—Rexv
Daly, 8. J,

to James
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\

| of my heard!”
| dropped it into

| for you, honey.

| the passing populace.
| ever, stopped to patronize her steck.

| had onwght me ?
| wonld Unele Henry s

MOLLY MISTLETOE

e ——

" Buy a sprig of mistletoe!
sprig o' mistletoe |
sprig of mistletos !”

It was Cheistmas Eve, and Billy
O'Brien, vendor of migtletoe, detfying
the impesing footman, boldly sang
his wares before the entrance to the
Copley Plaza.

Perhaps a bit of the Christmas
spirit and the coneclousnees that his
pockets bulged with generous tips,
prompted the big footman to disre-
gord the irregularity of the small
boy's procedure.

Billy had had o long day: a suc-
ceseful one, since three times had he
replenished his stock. But Billy,
blue eyed, blue-nosed, blue-fingered,
was illy clad to withetand the biting
east winds that capered and coquet-
ted acroes Copley Square. With the
lust of Christmas gold upen him,
Billy had risen to such heights of
enthusinsm ne to scorn a noonday
sandwich, and four o'cleck found him
pearly fiozen. The one warm thing
about Billy was his heart ; with
visions of a ‘‘regler Christmas" for
his juniors at home, he blew icily on
his frozen fingers which stiffly
clutched the mistletoe and as stiffly
caressed the magic ocoine ‘in his
pocket.

It was at this juncture, when the
Boston east wind was at ite wicked
vcorst, and an almost-congealed Billy
with fast numbing lips stoically be-
sought customers, that a taxioab
drew up to the curb, the stalwart
footman impressively threw open the
door and Molly, the bewitching,
alighted.

Molly, Most Lovely, a picture of
youth and beauty, wealth and warmth
framed in the softest of fure. And
behind Melly came her maid, her
arms full of white-wrapped Christ-
mas mysteries tied with the conven-
tional red ribbon.

“ Buy a sprig o' mistletoe! Little
gprig o' mistletoe!” chanted Billy
O'Brien.

“ Mistletoe !’ exclaimed Molly
“The very thing I want! I'll take,”

Little
Ten cents buys a

| and she beamed upon Billy, * as much

a8 I can carry. I think about twenty-
five sprigs—that will be one for each

| of my packages.”

Billy's frozemn
the required

fyngers dispensed
amount .and Molly's

| descended to the depleted depths of a

gold purse.
“ A five-dollar gold piece; the last
she laughed as she
Billy's blue palm.
Keep it for luck!" she added.
' Why,” she exclaimed, " your hands
are bare! Bare!” sShe looked at
3illy’'s emall, peaked face. " You poor
little icicle!
her maid, ' look at him ; half-starved,
half-dressed !” She turned to Billy.
“ How much have you left to sell ?"
Billy dieplayed about fitty sprigs.
* Business’ll be better, Miss, comin’

| on evenin’.”

“@Give them to me. I'll sell them
Clotilda, take him
up to our suite. Order a hot meal
served to him there a% once.”

Billy's eyes beamed gratitude—his
lips were damb. Tlmidly he followed
Molly’s maid into the sacred precincts
of the Copley-Plaza.

For a few minutes Molly stoed with

| her armful of mistletoe, a picture for

No one, how-

Suddenly Moelly realized that she
must cry her wares as Billy had done
Swallowing gathering symptoms of
stage fright Molly began bravely :

‘ Buy a sprig of mistletoe! A little
sprig of mietletoe!

Instantly from that somewhere
whence issue all similar gatheringe
appeared the inevitable crowd.

“ What's the price ?” inquired some
one.

" Whatever
replied Molly.

For ten minutes business boomed

you care to give!l”

outside the Copley-Plaza. The husky |
| footman kept the

crowd in order.
Mistletoe stock soared; Molly was
having the time of her life. She was

almost sorry when she exchanged the |

laet sprig for a ten-doliax bill.

“ Perhaps,’’ ventured the generous |

buyer, as the crowd dispersed, * per-
bhaps you would arrapge it in my
buttonhole.”

Molly, stimulated with success was

too ecstatic to be in anything but |

melting mood.

“ Certainly,” she replied with alac-
rity.

Demurely, gkilfully, Molly inserted
ten dollars’ worth of mistletoe in the
buyer's buttonhole.

“That is —all I she observed with
finality.

“One, just one thing more,” pleaded
the man, ‘' Will—er—will you give
me a receipt ?"

Molly looked at him. No,he wasn't
offensive; he was just as full of
Ohristmas jovial daring as she. She
would never see him again. Why
not?

“It you make out the bill,” she
agreed.

Immediately from the recesses of a
morocco oase the owner produced a
visiting card. He wr a line on it
and handed it to Moll She read the
engraved name—John Henry Weston

_and underneath the soribblad
words: ‘' To one bunch of Mistleloe

$10."”

Molly smiled insorutably, seized the
proffered pencil and on the inatant
wrote, ‘' Paid—Molly Mistietoe.’

With a psriing twinkle she disap

sarsd into the security of the hotel

I'he fesr thas John Henry Weston
was olose at hex keels sent Melly's feat
flying in the most unc atienal,
un-Bestonian manney { elavator

“ What posse 1 me B¢
thing ?"’' she ¢ of her
image in tlhe elavator mir
“ What if some one who
What,

the
#o do sueh a
vel blushing
naw me
what, what

To what

Clotilda,” she said to |

unsoalable heights would Aunt Mar-
cella's respeetable eyebrows ascend ?"

Molly's laugh rippled down the cor-
ridor 8o her apartments, where she
discovered Billy O'Brien bending
blissfully over a steaming assortment
of viands.

“Boy!" she exclaimed joyously.
“Just think, I sold it all! Not a
sorap of your mistletoe is left! I
gtood there and waved it and called

Square came up and bought !"

" Gee, Mise, then you must of got
‘bout five dollare.”

“Five dollars!" scoffed Molly.
‘You eat while I count,” and, so say-
ing, she shook her white fox muff,
and the largest quantity of money
that Billy had ever seen was precipi-
tated into the rug.

Billy dashed to the resocue. To-
gether they ocounted the proceeds.
" Seventy-three dollars!’ announced
Molly.

Y Gosh! I guess I'll have ter get a
burgler 'nsurance on me goin' home!"”
exclaimed Billy,

“ QOlotilda will sew all but the silver
into your insidest ineide pocket.”
And to Clotilda: “ It Aunt Marcella
pad only heppened into Copley
Squere, Clotilda, she would have
been borne off in an ambulance.”

Clotilda chuckled respectfuliy.

*“I'm thinkin’, Migs, your poor, dear
Aunt would have had some flerce
jolt!"

“Now, Boy-not-quite-so-Blue,” said
Molly, ‘‘ promise me two things before
you leave. First, go and buy your-
gelf an overcont and some mittens,
and, second, don't try to sell any more
mistletoe to night—it's too cold and
{ you're too tired. Will you promige ?"’

Billy crossed his heart.

| *“Hones' ter Gawd, Mise. It's me
" tor one fine coat, an’ then I'll lug Ma
| out shoppin’ fer ter kid the kids
| there's a Santy Claus.”

“But there is a Santy Claue

\ dear |” objected Molly.
|  Billy winked eloquently at Clotilda.

“They is ef you say 8o, Mies. An'/
as he made his way to the door, “I've
| seen some swell dolls ter the Movies,
| but take it from me, they ain't no
]. skirt nowhere thet ever wuz in it wid
| you!"

Molly laughed.
Boy !

‘“ An’ a wollopin’
Miss—er, Mistletoe !

John Henry Weston, with his ten-
dollar boutenniere radiating its
gpecial brand of Christmas merri
ment, walked on a private aerial
promenade entirely around Copley
Square. The card on which Molly
Mistletoe was scribbled sent wireless
sweet-nothings to the Westiexrn
Department of thrille. In vain he
wrestled with his powers of descrip

| tion ; in vain did he mobilize a troop
l of the most flattering adjectives in the
|

Boy,

Merry Christmae,

fine one ter you,

ranks of the Century, Unabridged.
Words—just words, poor, futile, inad-
equate words, Why, the English
| languege wos reduced to two words
—just two, redolent of magic and
| mystery! Molly Mistletoe! What
could be sweeter, tenderer, more car
|msslug than Molly—unlees it be
| Misletoe !

John Henry Weston's circuit of

| the sacred square brought him back |

to the big tootman who had kept the
crowd in order while Molly Mistletoe
had dispensed her waree.

A greenback fluttered into the foot

man’s band.

“ Will you be g0 good as to tell me
sold the |

it the young lady who
mistletoe is & guest of this hotel ?”

The footman tcok Jobn Henry's
measure.

‘* She is, eir. She took it off
little kid that was paddlin’ it, while
she sent him inside to
grub.

* 1 suppose,”
man of the boutonniere,
would be impossible to lear
name.”’

“It would, sig wunless,
twinkle, " the young lady
was to take you into her
denae.”

Weston laughed, walked into the
hotel and reintorcing himself with o
few megazines, sat himself in the
lobby commanding a complete view
| of the elavatore.

For two exasparating, hopeful
hours John Henry Weston waded
through & oconglemeration of light
literature with one eye, and with the
other stud’ed to the last detail the
exits from the Copley- Pleza ele
vators.

The wall clock sounded seven. The
watoher turned upon it a deflant
Jook. ‘I shall wait,” be said firmly,
“ until half past seven.”

It wanted ten minutes of the hour
pamed when the particular elavator
which hadadded most to John Henry's
geries of disappointments, moaned
itgelt to a standstill, The door slid
open, and, followed by two elderly,
distinguished protectors, came Molly
Mistletoe.

The scorned magazine:
unnoticed on the floor. John Henry
Weston, with his heart attuned to a
Mistletoe Caprice, arose, and

gelu Bome
observed the gentle
n
with »

herself
confi

i taxionb stand.
|  With great deference Molly's ma

\ protector aesisted the Hrmine Aunt |

Ing |

| and the smiling, radiant, daz

Molly Mistletoe into taxicab No
Messachusatie.

be, but

1

} it may
idd ery
| Henr 18 he entered the maock
| in line. Follow
\ ' he ordered the chaul
\ “ Right-oh, miater and th
wae elammmed.
‘l Aoroes Copley
Darl
2823.

Square and through
mouth street they ekidded afler
Down Cemmonweniih ave

t Public Garden
‘ chugged to a etandstill before
| I'wanty-three.

nue

3
oward the

as you had done, and all of Copley |

a |

' The Catholic Beser

" that it |
her |

dropped |

all |
unobserved, followed the trio to the |
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