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stood glaring down on hlis brother. "I don't care
where you go, or what becames of you or yours.

The words died on his tangue. The door fromn
the hall had opened to admît the littie-no, it-was
some trick of the imagination, the littie mother
siept in the bleak churchyard by the country road.
Then who was this with the biliowy rose-flowered
frock, the shawi with the silken fringe, the bonnet
tied beneath the dimpled chin? Who was this
with his mother's face, lier tender eyes, this quaint
dear thing with the flowing sleeves and hair combed
iow over the ears. Daniel had no giance to spare
his brother. His ýeyes clung to the new corner.

"I heard yau quarreliing," her tone was of soft
railiery, the very tone lis mother had been wont
ta use in ailuding to any passage of armns between
hier boys, "and I came ta tell yaul that yau mustn't."
She drew so close that the fringe of lier s'hawl
traiied aver Dalliei's knee. "What is 'wrang?" she
asked of Jacob, iaying a hand on his bowed head.

"My brother is liard on me," came the answer.
"He haites me."

"Not to-nig'ht, surely," turning hier soft eyes on
Daniel. "The angei of Christmas 1Eve wills it that
everyone in the world shouid be at peace wlien the
beils ring, yau remember."

Y'es, hie remembered, but hie hiad liated Jacaob sa
long, ar thought lie hated him. He was grawing
suspicions of himself. Wliat business had hie feel-
ing sorry that Jacob hiad grawn a fat aid feliow
with grizzled hair? He taok hald of the rase
fiowered skirt and drew the wearer closer still.

"No, you're nat lier," hie spake in a hlaf whisper,
"but yau are like lier. Wha are you?"

"I'ni Betty Wilson," a warni littie hiand crcpt
iuta lis coid aone, "and I can guess who you are.
-You're Uncle Dan. Oh, 1 knaw ail about yau. The
wiidness and the running away ani that, ani im
so giad you came home in tille for my party."

"Betty,," said Daniel very gently, "I took you
for a spirit. Wliere did yau get thase clothes ?"*

"In the cedar trunk upstairs. They belanged ta
graudmather, you know, and as father lias told me
haw mucli I r.esembie lier I thought I'd dress like
lier aud comb my hair as she did hers for my aid
tiîme party. Wasn't it iucky that you got here ta-
niglit? And ah, Un-cie Dauny, wasn't it lucky I
came in ta make peace betweeu yau and daddy?
We don't want the angel of Christmas Eve ta have
its feelings hurt, do we?

Daniel had gathered a buncli af the silk fringe
and was making it inta a hraid. It had been an
aid, aid pastime of his, that braiding of the strands
on fris mother's shawi. He f elt that he was very
young and foolisli. TPhis caminig ta the hamestead
was not the thing lie liad planned at ail, Why that
shuiffling weak oid man wasn't warth hat ing, and
this girl of a sudden seemied near and dear ta him.
Then those twa young viliains at the baril with
their fiuni and their gaines, they had ta bie thauglit
of. Heavens! he 'had camne home ta a fine iaad af
respausibilities!

"Do we, Uncle Danny?" reiterated Betty.
"No, we dan't," 'lie'agreed. "just as yau say,

littie girl."
"Now I must run." She got ta the door, turned

and looked back.

"You're giad, aren't you, daddy ?" she asked.
Jacob, witli relief written an his visage, assure(

lier that lie was.
"And, Uncle Dan, yau're home for gaod, re

member. No more running away. Here's some
thîng ta bind the bargain." She rau back, claspec
lier soft arms about lis neck aud kissed him. "I
seems gaod ta have you. Mother is dead and dadd%
is nat-is nat strang. You'Ii look after us. ýwan'l
you ?"

Daniel sweiled witli a sense of his awn import-
ance. Oh, yes, he would look after tliem. Th(~
'boys came rushiug in f ram the 'barn aud stared ai
the uew camer.

Here you, Dan, you're a namesake of mine
Pull your uncle's boots off; I'm tao stiff ta try it
Can you ride ?"

Cauld hie ride! Young Dan iauglied. "I'v(
neyer been throwed yet," he announced as he tuggec
at the boots. "If I'd a liorse-"

"Tliere's ane 'in the stable you can have far à
Ohristmas box if yau'll ride him ta towu in the
maorniug and settle up with lis owner. I'd go, but
riding don't agree with mie. There, there, don't tif
the iamp over. Oudli! l'in goiug ta have a timc
wvitli my baýck."

"Cani't 1 do anythiug ?" asked the yaunger boy.
"Sure, you can dish me uip some of those baiced

beans and biscuit, l'mn most starved." Daniel laôked
at lis brother, scowied, then laughesl.

"l say, Jacob," swaiiawing hard, "by-ganes can
be by-gones for all I care. That Christmas Eve
angel. Betty taiks of ain't gaing ta get auy suub
from mie, niot if 1 know it."
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