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had lie remained at hmni'Hhe would have gone out 
in tin- fresh air nnd have gained the power to ward 
..it Much an attack. He went back to hi* wife's 
room ; she was waiting for him and had missed 
him. He lient over her to hear lier low wold* “ I 
want my Imhy," she said. Max went after him 
with the tears raining down his cheeks. Tliey 
lirmight the child and put him close hy her aide, 
ami she smiled as she hail not done for days. When 
they tried to remove him she shook her head, and 
they left him until the doctor came. "Oh yes. lat­
ter let her have all she wants, poor girl, it will not 
hurt the hoy I think." This was more than M ix 
could liear. He went out and walked up ami down 
the lihniry floor until day da wind Indore he had 
courage to ii-turn to his wife.

"She want* you, sir," said the nurse, and Max 
hurried to her. feeling that the end was near and 
he must lie hy her side.

She looked up brightly as he entered, and said in 
better voice than Max had heard since his return. 
"I am I letter dear, little Tom made me sleep, and 
now you must go away and thank (iod he has left 
you little Toni's mother." Max was on his knees 
Ilian instant, lie could not s|M-ak. He could only 
pal the thin, white cheek which had grown so dear 
to him as it became thinner and thinner. He did 
not rise when the doctor entered, and when lie 
heard from his lips that the disease had taken a 
favorable turn. Max Isiwed his head, and for the 
first time in his life, fully realized the power and 
comfort of nniyer.

"Now. Dugeddon," said the doctor, “we must 
have von taking lietter care of yourself, go to bed 
and sleep for ten solid hours; this little woman will 
need the tenderest can- for many weeks to come."

"She shall have it while I live," said Max fer­
vently.

Tin- Christmas liells hail ceased to ring for that 
season, but the Christmas iieace was in the heart 
if all that household and wherever Agnes was 

known. The following year Max Dugisldon with 
Ills wife and child went about the city carrying loy 
and gladness Into many homes lew comfortable 
than their own. Wherever sickness or sorrow cast 
a shadow, there went Max, always presenting his 
offering in the nnii|o of his wife and child.

Strangers sometimes wonder why so young a 
man should have snow white hair, and those who 
knew Max at the club fris|iiently commented on 
the great change in his manner, but none, save 
Agnes, will ever know that he sutTered crucifixion, 
when self was laid low. He came out of the trial 
a braver and a lietter man, and Clara Fairfax no 
longer chides him for his selfishness.

Neither then or ever after did Agnes mention her 
experience* during that hitter Christmas season, 
nor Max never quite knew how it wan until one day
when he was looking over her diary to find a refer­
ence she hail desired. Under the date of that 
Christmas day he read these lines of Kehle's;

" Let storm and darkness do their wont ;
For the lost dream the heart may ache.
The heart may ache, but may mit burst : 
Heaven will not leave thee iior forsake."

Out from the depths on his manly heart, made 
perfect through suffering, then- went up to heav­
en’s gate an unspoken prayer ;

" ft rare a heln me to hr irortliff of little Tom'* 
Mother."

THE END.

flDcrrp dbrtetmae, 1>o!

m
KRRY, Merry Christmas, Hoi 

By the fireside’s merry glow 
I can never forget my pretty pet 
As she roui|N'd ••-•me years ago.

But as the given sward after ram 
Renews if# beauty not in vain,

That tempest lmss'd, "and she to me 
Bccame a blest reality,

Making my life what it should is-.

TDkRRY. Merry Christinas, Ho!
J 16 Tin- light gleams to and fro 
On the busy stn-et, where the many feet 

Press over the glistening snow."
The outward garb, the features play, 

Page-like you read their lives away. 
A loving wish, a pitying sigh 
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up vour heart when passing by 
’ “ " ' " the tie !We're kindred all tiod bless t

ll/KRRY, Merry Christmas. Ho!
J X4 Sweet song of long ago ;
Some chords are left the seraphs swept,

And fill the vales is-low.
For the bridal of the earth and lieav’n,

That binned morn, the links were given, 
Anil so we hear the merry chime,

One hand enclosing Father Time,
Tin* other reached by nands divine.

Toronto. s. n. o.

aeMBi

firify 
■b li i

A-?**#:.

PARLIAMENT BUILDINGS. OTTAWA.


