
ON CHIRJSTMAS NIGHT-

something human and friendly in lis
life-he could ligliten littie Mary's
burden, at any rate.

Mary, too, despite lier father's grow-
ing infirrity, and the faet that every
niglit his pain had to be assuaged with
drugs before li e ould sleep, was liap-
pier than she lad ever been. She
leoked forward to lier nightly "chat
witli the tail, brown-faeed man witli
eagerness, counting the hours until
lier father should go te, rest and the
briglit moment arrive. As she got to
knew Barlas better, and their intirn-
acy ripened with incredible quickness,
she found herseif tafking to hlm with

11 cau, say anything te you, Mr.
Barlas," she teld him one nigît,
«,thougli I don't know why it is."

"Itfs beeause we are friends, Mary,"
lie answered gravely, lis eyes full
upon lier.

For lis part, Barlas was thinking
how mueli prettier she was growing,
expanding under their friendship, as
a fiower expands beneath the sun.
And lier eyes, her great brown eyes
with tlieir long black lashes, they were
beautiful, no0 less!

"Brown eyes are the most beautiful
of ail," said John Barlas to himself
witli a sigli.

On Cliristmnas Eve Barlas raided
te big glittering alieps lu Ciurch

Street. An inv'alid reading-stand for
Mr. Yates, a pile of books ailse; a littie
gold watch upon a slender lia.in, and
a dozen pairs of gloves for Mary,
fruit and bon-bons arrived, sucli as
neyer before had made th-eir appear.
ance at 100, Clougli Road. The Jittie
lieuse overflowed with Christmas fare.

-Happen you've corne iute a for-
tune, Mester Barlas," said old Yâtes.
his hands trembling as tliey strayed
over the richly bound set of Dickens,
the first that lie had ever ewued. "And
that wateh for Mary-she's a proud
lass te-nigît, 1 tell you Eh, but
you've get a goed heart 1"

It did not occur to Bar!las te tliink
about the gooduess or otherwise of has
hcart, but lie began to realize witli a
strauge sense whicli was lialf jey and

hlaf fear, that smtiguuul
unknown since le had been a lad of
nineteen-was troubling tliat ergan.

"Wliat a feol 1 arn," lie thought.
"L'm five and forty, ^what girl would
ever look at met There's neo fool like
an old fool."1

0f course lie was slrewd enough to
know that with his money there were
many girls who would look upen hlm
very kindly-if they knew. But Mary
did not know, and if abe did, Mary
could, neyer have a mercenary thouglit.
For John Barlas knew now that Fate,
or the Providence that leads the blind
steps of men, lad indeed brouglit him
home!1

Bach day lie diseovex'ed new beau-
ties in the girl as tliey talked togetlier
by the fireside. Her shy playfulneqs,
lier quiet sense of humour wis onily
another charm, a decoration upon tlie
steadfast and simple purity of lier
nature.

Not with a Passion of yeutli but
witli the sincere convlcieîo of a ma-
ture and seasoned mind, John Barlas
was in love.

They liad been, te churci together
and liad leard the grand old Christ-
mas hymns tlundered out in the tune-
fui Lancashire voices. They had made
a merry Chiristmas dinner in Mr.
Yates's reom-roast duck, Chiristmas
pudding, and a bottle of Australian
Burgundy, Barlas lad noV dared to
go us far a-s champagne, And new
the old mani was sleeping more tran-
quilly than uisual, and the other twe
sat alone together. out-Ride the snow
was faling thickly. The great milis
were ailent, there was net a sound in
tIe street, ail the folk were wîthîn
doors keeping the Feast.

"I've h-ad such a happy day, I deu't
kuow wlien V've been so happy, Mr.
Barlas."

.She looked up at hlm, and lie saw
there were Vears lu lier sweet eyes,
and at that, passion flamed up lu him
like a tordh. He rose from b~is chair
aud cauglit lier te hlm, littie feather-
weight as she wus.

"Oh, my dear," lie said, "cmy littie
girl, be always hiappy, bie happy wiVh


