
'Uncle Sam doms not truet," Syrnonds
interposed roughl

The girl wasalut to turnaway when
Vachon inte6rfred.

"Excuse me but le it necessary that
this girl shoukâ such enormous duty
for this simple r(-ristmes box?"

"Yes, sir, it le,'" and Symonds' face
flushed angrily at the interference.

"«And.you could not trust lier until the
nul, she works in,lias opened up again?"

"Ncot ucl! Symonds laughed boister-.
ouely. "Law is law with Uncle Sam!'"

"'Then the girl shail have lier box..
Bere le the requied duty," and as lie
spoke, Vachon laid down the two silver
haf-doilars, that would have bouglit the
violet box of candy for Cassie.

The girl smiled gratefully, -trying
tbrough her tears to tliank hlm. But he
motioned her to sign lier name. He
watclied lier write, tremblingly, Marie
Bondreau, and it. pleased him that she
should have hie baby sister's name.

When he had paid the duty on bis own
box, the girl followed hlm to the door.

"lDo Clireesmus box," elie ventured
shyly, "you gif it me-we pay soon,
rnayb%, iwe find wliere you 11."

Vachon smiled. "There is no need, girl,but where do yo li V?"li asked, thinking
lie miglit find ini hie own miii a vacancy
which she could fil. "Doubtless," lie
thouglit, "she lias been working 1i the
Western milis, whicli are closed down."
i"In don lotie house by dee big pond-

don dres ewer's houee. Don beeg
seester haf dee room wif me," t h egirl
answered sliyly.

"'Oh, Mies Sloane's house!" Vaclion
exclaimed, "a milq and a hall from liere
and a cold walk by the river. Cliild, 1
arn gomng the same way. Let me carry
your package. It wll grow lieavy before
you readli home."

"Eet eee ail our Clireemus," Marie ex-
plained, hesitating to trust it with him.

"Don't worry!" lie lastily assurcd lier,
"I hail not run away witli it. See, l'Il

give you my box as a bond. It's ligliter
than yours; but it's ahl my Cliristmnas.
It lias corne from my mother in Acadie."

Exclianging their boxes, the two walked
together down the long, open road.
Vaclion relapsed into the Acadian dialect,
Marie losing lier sliyness, as tliey talked
Of their beloved Acadie.

Curiously, the spark of dheer ignited in
Vachon's lieart at the sick mans bouse,
glowed brigliter. Someliow, lic feit the
icy wind less keenly as tliey walked the
bank of the frozen river.

tliey liad becorne good comrades by
the time tliey liad reached the dress-
rnaker's home. As their feet craunched
the frozen snow on the path leading to
the door, a tail girl carne out to meet theni.

"Marie! Marie! Cliild, have you
brought it?" slie cried, excitedly.

Marie lauglied joyously, "Oui, oui,
seester. Don man no want to gif it me.
I no ay dee dooty. Dis man-bon, verabon-lie pay. He gif us Clireesmus,"
she explained, indicating Vachon, who
followed lier up the stepe. He had not

intended to enter the house; but the girl'e
box was still in hie arms.

As lie entered the porcli, Marie's sister,
evidently 'surprised, witlidrew into the
hall.

The liglit of the kerosene bracket lamp
feil on lier face. Witli a startled exclam-
ation, Henri Vaclion dropped the box.
Seizmng the tail girl's hands, lie cried ex-
citedly, "Catharinc, Catharmne Le Bronte,
child, I've found you at last!"

Startled, the girl slirank from the
strong grasp of lis liands. "You-you
are-?" she asked timîdly.

"I arn Henri, Henri' Vaclion. Don't
you remember liow we used to coast
together down the Chebogne hls?"

She let hinn take lier hand and kise lier
fingers.

"But, you-you are a man, Henri-
you were not so, big and tail, when we
coasted togetlier," she answered sliyly.

"Ali!" lie exclaimed eagerly as lie
foilowed tlie two girls into the smail sitting
room, "you do remember, then. 1 wisli
we were in Acadie tomight, Cassie. 1
can't make it seem real to have you liere."

"Dear old Acadie!" slie murmured.
"D1o you know, I was thinking toniglit,

Cassie, of the Chiristmas eve wlien 1 took
you for a ride on my liome-made runner.
Ail the other boys had briglit, shop sleds.
1 neyer was mucli of a carpenter, and it
was fearfuily p ut together."

Catharine lauglied. "I remember. 1
tore a bad liole i my red coat on some of
the nails, stioking out."

"Do you know what a dear little sport
you were to coast on it at ail? I was
so hiappy when you refused to ride
with the Englisli-Canadian boys. Per-
haps I wasn't proud to steer riglit through
that crowd of kids? But, Cassie, VIl
neyer forget the rnoment Wlien that old
sled went to pieces, smash into the big
drift on the corner."

"That was always a bad place to turn,
Henri."

"You always were cornforting, Cassie.
How tliose youngsters hooted and yelled,
'The Canuck's broke down, the Canuck's
broke down!' AUl I could see of you was
the fuzzy rcd tassel of your tam, on top
of the snow. "

"I rernember tliat rude Smithi bo
pulled my liair, trying to lielp 'me out.'

Henri laughed. "You were plucky,
ail right, and independent, too. Wouldn't
let thern lelp you out a bit. How you
snowballed those Englisli chaps!"

"Yes, and it was cold work making
snowballs. I'd lost my mittens wlien we
broke down."

"I was awfully cut up, mad and
ashamed, too. I just crawled over under
that big, spruce hedge and swore I
wouldn't face anybody until dark."

"ýPoor little boy!" CatJharine's voice was
low and sof t.,

"And do you remember, Cassie, liow
you worked your way out of the drift and
came over to comfort me? You pût
your, dear, dimpled, brown arme around
my neck and said, 'Don't worry, Henri,
we botli got spilled out together.'

Catharine blushed prettily, for the
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to wake the railroad man. Big Inches tait. spuflky, neighborly -down-
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time and a grin -signais set against a lion alarma a year- and build them well.
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time. ~racy, ls friction, long fi1..
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