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jpROM the haU. Owen Crawford heard the gay buzz of con-T|- versation die down as Mrs. Fitzgerald's blick maid. Portia,

CaTd to g;Sl"wm
"""'• ""^ ''"'"«l«tely his hostess came for-'

in^^y^ T7 / "^^u^
"°* ^ ^* **^^ service," she murmured feel-

SS^AnH f' ^^'P^^him out of his coat, "but I had to be MarSia to-day and I sent my Mary to church instead. If I had gone. iXuWhave worried every minute about the cranberry and the stuffing

f^Jy^u ^I'f'^
^ could not have served God with a quiet nSEespecially If I were wondering how I could serve Man with "bimrtdinner. Now. please don't be shocked ! You know howlncoJriSvyoung I am. But I am truly thankful to-day. Mr Crawf^d Icould name ever so many blessings, the greatest of whkh^ is Mar^

A ThlEL-""' °Z y^"'-^^ f; H°«^ glad I am you did not fail metA Thanksgiving dmner without a man is. I always say oc^itiwlvfhastly--But you are cold! Come down to the¥e aTth^^d of

s he?e' IndT.r^"''-'!^-
^''' ^^^ ^^^ ^''''- Miss HuntSj^IS here. And that reminds me-excuse me a moment Be sureto come in when you are ready."

'"'"cni. oe sure

h^ii .^';t^^°'"**
'^a/* followed Mrs. Fitzgerald halfway down the lonehall; then, as she disappeared into the library, he soi^t out tSfireplace according to command, and stood for a moS Skin^down into the cheery blaze of hickory and maple Hrhadfo,?gotten that he was cold. It was very giod to be here.

A light footstep on the stairs at his left • a slip^ht fienir* Ki«**;«»

tZfhT?f' "^!^^ ^'°'" ^^ windows oA theSinnr'^wnthat the light was all concentrated in that one sweet faceflwd Mar-


