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NIRS. GORDON'S COZY CORNER.

BY NZADA MAITLAN11).

"«Justin, do lay away that Citi-
zen and corne to breakfast If
Manitoba and Separate Scllool
difficulties are sufficient for you,
just please remember your wee
wife requires something more sub-
stantial an îvhich to begin the
duties of the day.> Playfully tak-
ing the paper from bis band as she
spoke, Justin Gordon's pretty wvife
led the way to the breakfast table.
It wvas a cozy room with an open
fireplace, and as hiusband and wife
seated theiselves at the daintily
spread breakfast table, Mrs. Gor-
don remarked :

<'Don't forge, Justin dcar, I
have a birthiday this montlî."

" A birthiday," lie replies, " why
bless me, bow time flics. Twentv-
thiere it is. you wvill be ?"

" Wlat a bare-faced compliment
whien you kîiow I ivas that -,n our
wedding day. No, I will be
twenty-six this month. What an
aid woman your wife is growing,
and stili she is as giddy and foolislî
as on the day the responsibilities of
this hiousehiold fell upon lier shoul-
ders."

A smnile greeted this moralizingz,,
and later, whcn the hiusband wvas
leaving for bis office, lie called
baclc.

"Ail riglit, Lou, a bout that birth-
day gift, clhoose wvhat will give you
nost pleasure to, the value of oiîe
liundred dollars."

She wvas ascending thie stairs as
lie spoke, but a few steps broughlt
lier ta lier hiusband's side and' iii
well cliosen words, wvitli a clîarni
pecuiarly lier own, she tlîanked
Îlifli for his gift

Tlîat mnorlîing, as shie urew lier
rocker dloser to the fire, she tried
to decide ivhat she would buy wvithi
that birtbdav money. Whilie slie

sits in cogitation detcp, let us have
a glimpse at lier and hier home.
Tlîrce years ago suie had become
the wife of the clever yaung
lawyer, Justin Gordon. Slie wvas
tue only child of Judge Barton,
and it wvas witli feelings of intense
reluctance tlîe old judge lîad given
the " Sunshine of bis home> to, the
keepiîîg of -the youxîg lawycr:
for mnany years tlîe mother's chair
had been vacant and Lou hiad pre-
sided over lier fatlier's fashionable
home wvith a charming grace. In
company witlî lier fatlier she often
atteîîded the cliurch near tlîeir
liomne, and once, during a wcekc of
special services, she bad experi-
eîîced a yearning after a better life,
but the preparations for the
Bachielor's Bail arnd its succccding
graieties had. s0 crept inta hier Miie
tlîat noa decisian wvas made, but
%,.itl, a promise to herself, that when
a season of rest would come ta hier
slîe wvould think of it again, she
set asi(le tue aIl-imiportant question
and lived tue life of one of the
gYavest of tlîe belles of anc of our
Canadian to-wns. Her liusband, a
son of niany prayers, usually at-
tended cliurcli service witlî bis ivife,
but made no profession of religion,
s0 tlaugclî flot a tlîoroughly god-
less borne we hiave entered, it is
flot anc wlîere tlîe Master is ever
wvelcome and loved.

We left our lîcroine by the fire-
side, and as we return we find lier
flot alone but in animated, conversa-
tion witli a briglit motlîerly little
w'anaii who proves to be 'Mr.
Gordon's onIy sister, Mrs. Dalton.
As wve enter we find flic question of
the birtliday gift just being settled.
The bay-wvindow ii flic drawving-
room is being inspected and in
happy Iaiughling, wo-rds they are, in


