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'Ar 1 O-' a shadow fell over the mmd wlthin were working wltb problern
yes as tbey give a quick, anxious glance at painfully grave.

the kindly questioning ones. I-didn't One evcning as Mrs. Vernon vas return-

mean to be.' ing home fron a drive; ber eye was capgbt
'What kept you, dear' by the sigbt on the seet of the smail fig-
Oh-I was-just looking at something." ure wbicb, la spite'o the puzzling lack of

But from that time on perplexity mingled confidence, was becoming*so dear to ber.
with Mrs. Vernon's regard for ber new The wintry twiligbt Was closing down, and

charge. Certainly a great change had with the street.lamps belng llgbtéd. Mrs. Ver-

surprising suddenness come over the child. non.was about ta eau Bessie, but delayed
Her feet had found their trippiness, so for a moment, struck by the appearance of
Marian declared, and there were times in the cbild.
which she appeared to be running over Surely she bad neyer before sea Bessie
with an irrepressible joyousness. But It as ple really vas. Nothing now of the slow
seemed to bring ber no nearer those to almless movement, the depressed, balf-
whom ber gladness was such matter of con- avcrted look. Every Motion and every
cern. feature scemcd alive witb eager joy. Be-

'What ails the child ?' Mrs. Vernon said fore the call vas givea she bad darted down
to Marian. They had froin the window a shabby sid& street, and as Mrs. Vernon's
watched ber approach. A glow overspread anxious eyes followcd ber she disappenred
her face and the spring in ber feet told of la a narrow alley way separating between
the lightness of her heart. 'But now look,' two small buses.
-Bessie had glanced up at the window- Ordering the carage drawn Up before it,
meeting the faces which smiled a welcome Mrs. Vernon penetrated the aliey, aad, guid-
to ber. Instantly, as if sbe feared rebuke, ed by a bright ligbtsbining from a vin-
her face lost its brightness, and she came des stop-

Into the bouse with ber usual quiet responsq ped la surprise at what she saw inside it.
to their greeting. It was a room used as a kitchen and dia-

'But where are your mittens, Bessie,' lng-raom, a white covered table standing
said Mrs. Vernon, as she .held ber hands, ready for tie evcning meal, cverytbing
'your hands are so cold.' looking dean and comfortable. But the

'O no-they're not cold,' was the quick eyes outside tbe window werc caught and
reply, given in evident fear of being blam bcld, not by the tbings, but by tie personà
ed or further questioned. la the room. Before the coak-stove sat a

'Didn't you wear them to school cbild, tbe first glance ?t w'om caused Mrs.
'Yes, but I-gave them to a little girl Vernon's heart to beat excitedly. For was

'wbo badn't any.' not every feature an exact copy of Bessic's

'That was kind of you, dear, but whe own? Close to er, w with arls tigtly
you sec littie ones to wbom you would like clasping bier, was Bessie berseif. And bath
ta gîve tings, let me know, and I wil sec faces shone O v itng a Mig t whic recalled to

that you have others to give. Dan't give thesg observer the words of the .womaat ti
away the thing Ingive ytu for your own.' asylum.

'She is most perplexlng,'..sigbd Mrs. Mrs Vernon did not ingér long, not wish-

Vernon, as Bessie, witb a face and stepo cng Bessie to know that s u had discov-
frorn whicb ail tbe ligbtncss bad gond, vent ered bier secret. The little girl camne home
to put away lier things. ' She's a great soon after, stili witb the subdued joy la bier

deal bap'pier than sic was, and I rejoice la foce, with evidsntly the leur of being ques-

it, but-' tioned conceraing bier delay. This was

'She keeps it away £romn us,' said Marian, not donc, but the next day, at an bour when
filling-thc pause. plie kaw there was no0 danger ef Bessie

'Ycs, shie sccms to get farther £rom us making a visit, slie vent to the bouse la
rather thun neSrer, as ought. to be the case. wicr she had seen eer sister.
'Well, we cua only wuit for better thinge' The istrss a the bouse prove ta be a

gentle-voicod womaE wit a good face. Mrs.
Vernon st once wcquainted ber wit Ber

for he call wagvenn she hartedow

'Christmas le caming, my littie girlie, dsoeya h vnn eoe
said Mrs. Vernon anc day, as she bcid Bes- 'Ah, poor littie things,' said the woman.

sic on bier lap and talkd wit ier. h'Tbey met on Uic street, and Margie, my

'That's wbut they are talking about at litte girl, brougt lber sister dere. You

seiool,' said Bessie. would bave cried ta se 'cin, ma'am, as

'Do you remember luet Christmas ' . tbey kissed and.cried ia each otber's arme.

the answer came bctwec two It vs all I could do ta get Miss Bessie to

quickly drawn breaths. go home. -I don't know bow sbc'll feel,

'What did you do, dear ?' Tic question I'.in sure, wben shie kaaws you know, for I

was askcd not with a view of stirrîng Up told ber if you kth w pbe came bere you

painful memaries, but la the hope af establ- wourd forbid biern

Ilshing a link a! sympathy witb matters o! 'Ah, thet Is wb y of e as behaved so

former interet ta the chnld. sstrangely,' said Mrs. Vernon.

I staýed with Muamma-and-IMargie. aI daon't knw as I did juet tan rignt

Margie i my sister.' To Mrs. Vrnon's thing, ma'am- ' said the woman, 'ebut I

surprise the flash of joy again passed aven vos o puzzled wb ft ta do-secing the di!-

the saber littie face, but the cyce wer h reso- feence betweea the way they'rc fxed-we

lutely kept fnom bier own. so.poari and you-s you arc. I realy

' Weli, we must try and have a m crry, didn't know exactly what ta do about it-

merry Cistmbs. We hveu't ad goad 'VNeyer m tod,' said Ms. Venon, kindly. 
one of late, and because there werf no lit- tIf you u littre girl bas a god home, s I

tic chidren ere ta make it for, and you thinkhe bas, the difference is not sa geat

know te birthday f our Lord, who came ns you secr ta tbink.

as a itt e child ls the time for cilldren t She toak icuve witi a mmd filled with
te happy. And now I bave yau and I bave .crowding tbughts, and before long made a

Marlan, so n mu t have a happy tine.' second visit ta the home o! Bessi's pister.
The sober littie face did not gain liget rI don't knMw wrs. I'vc sea you scem

ufo, but gr w stil mard sober, as if U e mati so brigbt and sa veii, Aunt Emily,' said

Mari an, one day not long before ChrLstmans
'Or so happy. - You must be thinkingeo
pleasant things'

'I am, my bird. I'm thinking of Christ.
mas, and of what I am going to do then.'

Oh, what ? Is it so very nice?'
Very nice, indeed'
Are you going to tell me what it is,

'I think' not, dear. I shall save it as a
surprise for you. I am going to give the
most precious present you ever saw.'

* To me ?'
'No, not to you,' said her aunt, with a

smile.
'To Bessie, then. But I'm suie I know

of the nice things you 'are doing for her.
Certainly she never had such a Christmas
before.'

No, I'm sure 'she never had,' said Mrs.
Vernon earnestly.

Marian was overwhelmed with business
of ail sorts, principally that of preparing a
Christmas tree for Bessie. That small maid-
en looked on at such of the preparations as
she was allowed to know of, smiled when
she was called on to smile, but appeared
little interested.

' No one can be admitted to the back par-
lor to-day,' announced Marian, gaily, on
the morning of Christmas eve. 'Passing by
the door, ten cents each time. Peeps
through the key hole, twenty-five cents.'

With a zest she worked on that tree witli
many small exclamations of surprise ail
to herself, as the love fruit with which it
was to be loaded came under her hands.

' Wel-if any one wouldn't imagine that
Aunt Emily had two or three small girls
to make Christmas for instead of that one
fortunate little Béssie, that doesn't seem to
have enough sense to know how vell off
she is. Bless my heart-two big dolls just
about alike, and all their belongings. Well,
there's no harm' in ahlittle girl having two
dolls, but I should think they could have
got along with a set of China between them.
Well, well-the load of things. It does
make me feel out of patience to think how
some children would fairly stand on their
heads over such a Christmas as this-and
Bessie-a dear little thing, too, but I coumd
shake her all the same-will stand around
and look as if it might be any day la the
year so far as she were concerned. I do
wish Aunt Emily had invited in several
other children, just to give a little life to
things. Only one coming, she says. When
she told Bessie of it, she looked as usual,
as ifshe did7n't care. She didn't even ask
who It was.

A pretty flush of excitement spread over
Mrs. Vernon's face with the approach of
Christmas cve. Marian's work was pro-
nounced charmingly done, and she was sent
to her room to dress for the evening.

Just before the time at which Bessie was
to have been introduced to the tree, Marian

skipped down and lighted the wax tapers
on the tree, then hurried back to her aunt
with a - face of vexation.

'O Aunty Bessie's got into the back

parlor, without being told. And I did want
to see her face when she caught the first
sight of that tree. I don't think -it's nice
of ber,' impâtientlY, ' she's right in among

everything-almost behind the tree, and she

didn't stir when I told ber she ought to

have waited till she was takcn in.'
Mrs. Vernon turned on her such a radiant

smile that Marian could easily sce that
'Bessie was in little danger of receiving the
well-merited scolding.

'O, here she is,' went on Marian, as Bes-


