(94 9 John will go as the Black
Prince,” said Harry, correcting the

young  lady  who stood on the -

" hearth-rug facing him, to which young lady he
had been secretly engaged for four months.
“John will go as the Black Prince, my dear,
and T as the renowned Beau Brummel.”

“ Well, T am sorry ; the Black Prince was-
always my faverite hero, and the date of the
Battle of Poitiers is one of the only three dates
I can remember.”  The girl sighed resignedly,

and, turning a little from him,
leaned against the mantel
pillar and placed one slippered
ft foot on the fender. * How-
~ever, if you will go as Beau
Brummel, pray do nbt carry
your gallantry too far in your
efforts to do the part justice.”
She looked at him ques-
tioningly out of the end of
her eye.

“ Evelyn, my dear, am I ever too gallant 9.5
He drew his mouth down comically. = “John
- tells me that since I have grown so stout 2

“ You are not an inch stouter than John,”
indignantly. “ Besides, Harry, there is only
one case in which you over-exert yourself.”

She pursed up her lips a little, and then,

Ac giving ‘a discreet  cough, asked in an abrupt
. change of tone, “ What costume will Norah

’Trevor wear ¢
Sandringham was very unsuspicious.
He rubbed his chin, htfully, and an-
; swered, absently : A Drﬁen shepherdess.”,
¢ “Doubtless the dress will suit her.”
- “She will look like a picture ” (warmly).
- His tone evidently annoyed the young lady.
She tapped her foot, impatiently.
.+ “How long have you known Miss Trevor ¢ ”
- she nskad with heightened color. :
s, bless her,” he replied, bnskly,
! ‘from his pocket, -

: the floor. He
~ held out his hand to
the girl. “Au revoir,
~ dear” He took the
~ fingers she gave him,

and shook them gently :

. up and down. ~ “ Eve-

lyn,” he went om, .

j srniﬁng upon her——he

had a very frank,

ek thf&”

;-‘f‘eyes,wen e lang R .
often had in them, S }

when hedlg):ked at her, :

. asweet, P gravity that was er even than

hmamﬂ “ Evelyn, do you mplme b

The girl laughed, softly. “Sometimes,”
ehesmd,hﬁnngherbrows. : L
% ®Not always ¢ Please say always.”

“T eannot say it to-night,” shnkmg her head.

% To-morrow then to-mormw, at.the Bal
Masqne i

% Perhaps to—morrow 3
. He left her, unheeding the. serap of paper
: at ‘his feet.

As the door closed the girl stooped and,
pmhng it up, held it off from her, between her
thumb and forefinger.

“ Doubtless this is one of mine,” she said to
. herself. “T ghall tease him a bit before I re-

Fam 8.0

She put it under an ornament on the
mantel ; then, thinking better of it, drew it
ont again.  “ Which one was it ?” she won-
dered. She had only sent him three, for they
had seen each other every day since the late
summer. - She would open it and find out. She
ﬁe';ltated a little, then unfolded the paper,

it a long way from her eyes; a

L A

‘At last, with a quick “Oh ! ” of impatience,

she drew it nearer, and, bending her head, read

at the end of a dozen lines the signature, “¥our:

Little Norah.” = The girl’s face flushed’ very

hot. TIt-was not her letter, then, after all. She

should not read it, of course. No, she could

‘mot.  Btill, in a way, she reasoned Hurriedly, -

she had a nght, perhaps, being his fiancee.. She

looked again at the paper, merely, as she told
herself, to see the date ; but, unconsciously,
her eyes traveled over the paper. “ Dear old
~boy,” she read, “ are yon serious ? = I canuot
" believe it. We have been like -brother and
sister always.” “Qh!” Evelyn caught ler

N breath ' suddenly. = She
would not read another.
~word. ' It was quite an

accident,  she told. her- .
self, hysterxcally, . that::

~shé had seen this, A
sob broke from her lips

involuntarily; and then,
| again, quite by accident,”

* she looked at the end:of’
the letter. “If you will

. put by all the old lqves?

and content ;om‘seli
with me alone—"

There, that ‘was enongh

Theré was 4 t deal
ZYet that she had = not . seen, hngf:;e,mw

enongh. She laid the letter very gently .

‘would read it-ornot. = o

; herhfe. S

,. @\\r"\S’émee |
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on the glowing eoals, and then geated herself on
the little stool dn'ect]y in front of the fire, und,
putting her head in her lap, clasped her arms
tightly about her knees.
presently stood up, and with a very white face
and feet, and’ hands that trembled, she walked
to the uncurtained window and looked out with
wide, dry eyes at the swift-falling snow.

Harry Sandringham was dressing for the
opera that evening, when a red-faced little mes-
senger brought a note to his door. He recog-
nized the handwriting in an instant, and with a

" beaming face bestowed a silver dollar on the

small boy, and backed into his room to read the:
missive.  In his shirt-sleeves, with one cuff on
and one off, he sat down on the table, just under
 the lights, and glitting the envelope carefully,
he took out- lovmgly the large square sheet of
half-written note-paper, and. ran his eye over
‘the conténts.  Then, with a face in which
‘anger, amagement and consternation  were
‘blended,  he stood up, turned around, _and,
spreadmg the note on the table, read it again.

“ Dear Mr. Sandringham,~—For some time
now I have feared that this engagement of ours

was a mistake. We were both very hasty, and

since then, after thinking the matter quietly
over, I have come to the conclusion that we had

better end things before it is too late. It would

be terrible to get married and be sorry after-
wards.

“Tf T could, I would have waited until
after the ball before writing this note, because

.Christmas has always been the happiest time of.

my life ; but I think it would have been wrong
to have put off any longer what should have
been done months ago.
“ Yours mncerely,
“EVELYN GRESHAM.”

At this moment a quick knock at the door
warned Sandringham of his brother’s entrance,
The latter was fully dressed, even to his gloves.
He was tall, slim at the waist and broad at the

shouldere—wm figure an -exact. connterpart of'

Frank,
“ Youw're a pretty fellow,” the mew-comer
'said, indignantly, leaning back against the door!

i We ghall be late, as usual. 'Tumble into your -

coat.. Helloa,” he broke off, ab‘ptly, “What’s
the matter ¢”

His brother handed him the letter, silently, -

and. then, compressing his lips and putting his
hands deep in his trousers pockets, walked
abruptly to the window, where, quite regardless
of the world outside, he opened the shutters
and stoed in - his shirt-sleeves, staring at the

flickering lights and the passers-by.-

The other man read the letter slowly, and
then glanced up at his brother’s bmad back
rather quizzically.

“ Close the shntter, .old chap,” he said,

“ and get into your things, . We okt talk while
_you're dregsing.”

“7 can’t go to the opera to—mght 2
turned from the window and threw himself
heavily into a chair.

«Oh, eome, now.” 'The other perched him-
self on the table.
you tell me of thxs before, Harry ¢” he asked
‘perplexedly.. : &

e only came to-night.

T mean the engagement—are you engaged
to Evelyn, then %7

« Tt looks like it, doesn’t it #” sareastmally

) Wéﬂ hiive you been engaged ¥ -

““Hang it all, yes—what's the matter with
you ¥
walked to the window.

. Yon've been very close about it.

»

T never

guessed it had gonme so far. I say, Harry, for

Heaven’s sake close . that

shutter. There’s a mnnand

shutter to, with an impreca-
. tion, and flung around upon
his brother, his face flaming.
He seemed to: have g;'own
uncontrollably angry
once.
*John,” he sald Blowly
and tragmn.lly, “1 have
been decexved ——basely tricked. ~ 1’ thought
7T had at last met a pure, true, faithful woman,
but——"
phinged them into his pockets again.
all alike—every mother’s son of “em.”

- John bit his lip 2 moment and once. more :

_read the letter. = After a minute he spoke.
“Of ‘course, you must know a reason, eh ?

She did not ery, but -

- “1  might have

Tl Pauper or no pauper, 1

& Don’t wait for me,
John.” | st A

“ Why the Dickens didn’t

rTY s%ood up suddenly and agam )

‘He threw out his hands and then
¥ They're .

Etef)ii)gs by Wipifred Cugrin.

all, came about last night in the drawmg—room
She wore a blue gown.  She had been singing to
.me & quaint little love song, and at the end she
‘stopped wnfh her hands on the keys and looked
up at me.” He paused and drew a long breath
of happy recollection.

“ Oh, go to the devil,” Harry said, gloomily,
and; walking to the dresemg table, began to use
his brushes furrously upon his hair,

“Did you ' read that
letter . I gave you this
morning ¢” - asked dJohn,
quite unabashed. = “ That
was her acceptance.” He
rubbed his valm on his
knee in blissful. satisfac-
tion.. {

: 58 No, I never thought

' of it again,” Harry spoke,
resentfully. “1I am in no
mood - for a'eading love
letters.”

i g cheer you up,
old man.

“If she had given the
ghost of g reason,” Harry

was followmg out his own train of thought,
something to' go by.”
He laid the brushes down quietly enough, and
turned a rather pale face upon his brother.

"¢ But she writes and gives me my death-blow as
though she were declining an invitation to goto .

the play.” His voice broke a little.

“I can’t understand it,” John said, slowly. :

¢TI have always liked Evelyn, and had always
hoped that you two would strike it off. . ‘She has
money and you have brains.”

“ That’s like your beastly calculating.”

“Not at all ; 1t’s the best sort of combina-
tion. Besides, you’re not a pauper.”

¢ Nothing matters now,” picking up his cuff.
shall go to Afriea in
J anuary.”
~ “Don’t be too hastv ?  Again John bent his
eye upon the letter.  “ Bhe’s treating you un-
fairly if, as you say, she has no reason. If I
were in your place I should get at the bottom of
this, Harry.”

“There’s no bottom in it, Jolfn ;
knocked out.”

it’s been

“ Never say die, old fellow. At any rate,’

she’s told
you plainly
that, this
breaking off
is making
her wunhap-
py.” : :
. % She did
not say
that.”’
#She writes
that’ until
this year
Christmas
has been
the  happi-

—

) est time .of

her life.”
“There is
nothing in
“that.”
“Well”
slowly, “I
don’t know.
H I were
you I should go to the ball to-morrow mght.’ %
“She wouldn’t speak to me.  She knows
my costume, and would steer clear of me.”
“ What's the matter with changing togs ¢”

the other spoke, after a short ‘but thoughtf\ﬂ

g4 She d recognize me,”. doubtfull
; What-——mamaski You ccmldehange
your voice ; that’s permissible. = She’d never
know you from me—I'd bet five to one she
wouldn’t. ~ Still” hemtntrngly it o rather like
my costume, and Norah——"
“ John,” quickly, "perhaps there may be
aomethmg in your ;:lan. I can try it, anyway..

~Itwil1beworthwlnle if-qnly 1!. . ‘”

You have offended her lately-—had a q“mal s |

. “T never guarrelled with Evelyn or any
other woman in my life,” gloomﬂ “It's her
fickleness,

igzre gone too far to come back,” the other

“The,

il Weli i slowly,

uig, Afervent]
T&ning tomﬁdslim brother ‘1‘“%

lau&” : beann‘mmeod
gk dance herm,‘her ngeaoa NewYelr’s ‘

we've known Norah = L

" You ean’t trust 'em. If I were o
you,” fixing ‘a stern look upon his brother, “I
: ’t go any ‘further with Norah Trevor. 7. )

* “made ho

_ Black Prix
- low bass t

pleaded an excuse. Now, however, he gave his
hostess his arm and let her lead him to Norsh

+ Trevor, who with a dimpled chin and pretty

langhing mouth showing below the square of
black muslin, had just finished a waltz with
John. As the Black Prince and the Dresden
Shepherdess moved about the room, the former
kept the latter dancing close to Evelyn Gresham
and “her partner. Sandringham watched in-
tently, when gpace and time would permit, his
late fiancee’s face, and he saw with much satis-
faction that her eyes were always following

- Beau Brummel, who talked with the hostess’

husband at the entrance to the ballroom.

At the end of the dance, having taken his
partner to her chaperone, he made his way to
Evelyn. - She was wvery fair and sweet and
haughty as Mary Antoinette, though Sandring-
ham thought he detected two tiny lines about

hermouth that he remembered seeing there once -

before, when she had cried all night because her
cat had died.

.. He spoke to her in a sepulchral tone of voice,
and she handed him her programme indiffer-
ently. He put his name down for the supper
dance and all four extras ; then returned it to
her, and, with a low bow, abruptlv left her.

After that he danced madly with anyone in
the room who happened to be near him when the
musie started.  He would put no names on his

programme save hers, just there in the mlddle,
in large, bold letters, ¢ Evelyn

‘When at last he came for her, she wag sitting
in an alcove with the lientenant with whom she
had been dancing the first part of the evening.
Most of the people were hurrying to the supper-
TOOmS.

« There is bound to be a crush Mr. Sand-

ring’ ”” she said, waving her fan slowly, ¥ and

really I don’t care for supper to-night.”
“ Shall we sit here, then ?”° He bent over
her. His voice was unsteady, but he was talk-

ing insueh a basso profundo that his nervousness

was

The Lieutenant withdrew, and Sandrmghams

took hisseat.

 “Tt.was odd of you to take all my extras,
‘began Miss Gresham, coldly. “T would have
remonstrated with you, only you left before I
could even glance at my programme.”

“ Perhaps that lsm%y I was so hasty,?’ Sand-
ringham told her. “ You see, I wanted to talk
‘with you without fear of interruption.”

~““ It’s most absurd of you to keep that tone
of voige, Charles,” Miss Gresham spoke, im-
patiently.  “I know quite well who you are,

- Har—;  Your brother told me your costume.”

~“ Harry’s an ass,” in the same deep voice. -
. Miss Gresham tossed her head without reply-
ng.
¢ However,” he went on,” I shall keep t

bass instead of baritone; for the sake of the*

practlse if you don’t mind.”

* Bhe looked at him eritically and r:ather con-

temptuously.

“ The lights are rather. strong here, don’t you
think so ?”, The Black Prince moved uneasily
under her gaze. “ Wouldn’t you like to turn

quite around, ¢h ¢ T’Il draw the curtains behind '

us, and we can watch the moon and be quite
secluded.”

Miss Gresham leaned a little back frOm him.
“T have not the slightest desire for seclusion,

John,” she. said, severely,  and con;ldenng that

it is snowing hard—"

2y Evelyn,” Sandnngham interrupted, He
was very warm ‘- his face, under the aclosed
visow, was damp and hot.
make dllowances for my nervousness to-night. I
have been horribly upset about my. brother,”

' He saw her bite her lip suddenly, and she ‘

turned her head a little away.

' “Your brother has told you ,

everything, then?’ she asked, -
slowly g :

; “Everyt'hmg, and—ér—

is terribly broken up over it. )
All last night he walked the
floor of his room. I tried to .
gethxmtogotobed, ¢No, 2
John, said he, ‘it will be & -
Iong day before I can ‘rest

-again,” T just managed to

‘ kerchlef and spoke qmte angnly
she said, “do take off. that great silly helmet.
It’s very, stu,:pmd Of you to keep this acting up-

“ Evelyn, you must

wildly, “ he has danced six dances with Ber, all
in succession, and now,” her voice broke in a
quick sob, “ he has taken her in to supper, and
they will be together at unmasking time—"
“Evelyn,” he leaned towards her suddenly.
“Evelyn, my ‘dear,” his voice seemed to start

+ from his boots and end in a high falsetto. A

great joy swept over him all of a sudden. She
cared then ; she really cared.

“ You needn’t think I mind,” the girl said,
trying in vain to steady her words “ It doesn’t.
make the least difference to
me. Only—only-it’s wicked
of you to pretend so about ¥
Harry and to—to tell me &
such stories.” 3

“1 haven’t told a story, 4
Evelyn,” entreatingly, “and
you are misjugding my
brother. He and Norah
are like brother and sister, {
and he has probably told
her this  whole unhappy
business, in order to get
her advice. A woman can best understand a
woman, you know.”

“7T saw him kiss her behind the palm in the
congervatory,” indignantly.

“ Simply a  brotherly caress,” promptly.
¢ Come, now, let us get at the root of ' this mat-
ter.. Tell me why you sent that lett_er. You:
must haye had some reason. ' You aren’t natur-
ally cruel ; yom are too good too sweet, too true-
a girl to be a coquette.”

“Deo you really and truly believe that 27"
she asked, hemtatmgly

“Do 13” The Black Prince ‘moved.
abruptly nearer to her, and in a very matter—of-
fact way took her hand.

_“dobn,” ghe pulled her fingers away and!
spoke- slmrply, “ don’ do that again.”

“I beg your pardon ; I forgot myself.” In

spite of ' himself, the Prince laughed in a spas--

modic, chokmg sort of - way. -

The grl did not notice His Ieerrment lww-f
ever. She drew
off her magk sud--

denly, and, ‘tak-

ing out her hand--

. kerchief, put it
to her eyes.
“I—I have not

= acted -quite right:
myself” she said,.

- “and perhaps, I
) bad better tell

) you ‘about it
- though of- course-
it does not make-

the slightest dif-

ference in regard.
to your brother.”

« Then she put
down her hand-
1S J’ohn 9

with me.”
The Black Prmce drew himself up haught-

iy, e preier,” he said, stiffty, * to keep my

helmet on.”’

“ Oh, very well g elowly “do as you like ;
it does not matter."
him and fixed her blue eyes hard upon his that
showed deep and dark behind the polished bands
of hisvisor. Witha q'hmk movement Sandring-

ham pulled the curtains in front of them to-

gether, shutting out the light.
“ We can talk much better so,” he said.
- There was a sudden t6ne in his ‘voice, some-

thug in his gesture, that made the girl start and

rm glow eg:m::y face. hIn ::; g;rk she
asped her han together ien she
spulm er.-j&ce waehghter sweem' ,m

_drag him hera to—night. He only came in the &

last word to you.” *

e b i
0] er ughtily tho h

Her lip quivered ehghﬂycilm D

L yeuhudonlygmenhunareaaon”tﬂa‘:
ce begged, sinking his voice to such a -
hxgwords were- scarcely audible.
tothrowa‘mn dowuhkej‘

' that, wlthoutﬁégheefof e R S AL

“ It's & horrible thing

3 “3'0])]1 2
“why mllygu

: vo;ee L%

yonthmkyouhxwmd

i ‘earnestly. ¢ Y.
‘_»and-——-et——hp"'_" ug

of seemg ‘you—of perhaps saymg R

Then she leaned towards:

xthad‘

joy,”
letter &
hare-bry
coat poc
®bill, and

t.’I Sh
when hel
HEHvelyn
that T
suppose

- —

[H0110u0v 810100085000

Througt
a day 9
day of
Old En|
would n
Strang
a 'Chrisf]
originat
and the
tinctivel
are a 8
ship.
urnalian
mas bay
land, i
given i
esses.
(Christ]
somewh|
still th
most g
classes
of a
of the

:and in

bers of
Christm|
effort t
family

especial
mention
are sun
ers on

morning
shire, ¥
ers to p
pend i

Twe'f B

Then

‘tree CH

tained

custom
previow
and w3
the ma
iGerma

s set

country

~Christnf

by the

“ters, m

being ;
window
of whid
ceeds.
is drav
often 1
and fa
gift dig
ial.

(Chris|
the Gr
acter d
in the
ed and|
“keep ©
revei.o

Jmany

advan
-@ve SUY
itant 10

‘mas di

accoun
almest

* ‘hang d

‘Anya ]
‘to knoy
were §
eve in
of cray
ing ve
'.:'
nerless
take of
ant th
»ars off
Pari-is
inte
differe
home

place 0

In th
eve is
young
strest
process
dent N
vilage
ols an|
mMAasqu
transiqg
€oWSs,
Temem
ger.
pear 8
supper,
dividin]
tion o
presen
neae d
“Phe 8
nebl o
tree by
moblent
will d

. peasa

in o
ly obs

- and g

and o
symi

practi
of sh
that 4
togeth
dimav
Yule

ends -
time




