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z I She gathered them impulsively into her arms. " They ( 
are more than elothee and ornaments now, mother ; they 
ere treasures laid np in heaven,** she said softly.

Gilbert examined the tall building opposite through

lng lips, that had no words with which to answer her.
She took off the rusty black bonnet and smoothed back 
the faded gray hair, with smiles that were very near to
tears.

Almira Stone looked about the small sitting-room, with the magnifying power of ^wo big tears and whistled
its bright breadths of wool carpet, its comfortable rock- cheerily. Then he turned sdBdenly away from the win- ]
ere and cosily cushioned couch, its pale tinted smile upon dow. 
which hung a bit of tender green woodland, and a gray 
oldf shepherd guarding his flocks upon the grayer hills, 
over which the lamp shone softly. Througb^wiTopen- 
door she could see a tiny tea-table set for three, and

“ Just Once.”
BY MARY MORRISON.

Abner Stone was dead and bnried. The very breesea 
satined to blow about the old house with more freedom 
than they had done for y^irs, even daring to flutter the 
staid white curtains in the solemn front room tnrongh a 
raised sash which was i" itself an innovation “Windosm

t

" I've always wanted to reed Robinson Crusoe and now 
I mean to do it—after supper,'* he said.—Interior.srere made to let in light not wind so had declared the 

law and the prophets, to which Almira Stone had meekly 
ted. She usually opened the door for a weekly air-

tag. bet to-d.y there .ere «.he. rmbed-Mo.d.y when ‘be fragr.nc. of rteeptng tea She wiped her ere.
Almira Stone ... to go forth over the worn threeholtHor furtively. Thl. more then home, It waa heeven ; in- 
the lut time. " There would be nothing to cell her beck to 11 «o«M "«P 4«nt!on. fault-finding, no petty in
to the home of Abner Stone', children," die thought ectione, no grudging toleretion.
with elmoet . feeling of joy which tie quickly rapprew- She went .bout In . dried condition for the nent few iMck looked Bret »t hi. f.ther who was entiling ; then 
ed It w». not icemly. here where the deed hed »o letely йлУг- 11 "*• *> drmnge. the* long, restful hoar., while „ hi. mother, who waa not. After thst he felt оI hie 
tain Joy Indeed might come with the morning when tic the children were .w»y .1 their wo k ; co new to find her g|rl Cnil.. He did went them cut ; hot If hie deer moth.

wants anticipated snd supplied •ithont remark, so new 
to be the recipient of service which all her life long she
had rendered. The labor required to keep the home have it all done when yon get home to-mofrow night

from grandmoth r's. And Dick arill be a real boy 
then."

Л Л Л

How Dick’s Hair Was Cut.
" Do it while I am away, then," said Dick's mother. 

Then she looked down ln her plate, and her lipa 
trembled.

! t
er felt sad about it—so h*e lip began to tremble, too.

" All right, Momsey dear,'* said Dick's father. " We
should have put the old life far behind her, bnt not to
day. Her belongings were all pseked. They were not 
many ; only-her meagre wardrobe of bare essentials and
a few quilts and blankets. Almira Ross had not brought •weet dainty seemed so little in retnm. She did not 
great plenishings when she came to Abner Stone's house *nto »cco®nt the mother-love thst her dear ones
as his second wife, and the years had made sad havoc 
with thst little. One modest box snd в small iron-bound 
trunk bore the address of " Miss MabH Ross, Bast Brad- 
ford." She had directed them to Mabel Row rather than «rang for the d.y‘. tattle She yeerned for aome more .lone, for mother .ml Mery Rether, Dick'» atatar, had

tangible expression of her love.

wore daily as an armor of protection against the sharp 
corner, which lie ln wilt to rend ell the world', «errant», wld r>ick, an.ionaly And then lh.y «11 tanghed. 
be they ever so willing and able, and which made them

" Us men's don't wear curia, yon know, Мотає?/’A

The next morning, Dick and his father ate breakfast

* n to Mrs. Almira Stone. Some wav she felt that they were 
' more sure of reaching a tangible destination. Mrs.

Almira S one and Bast Bradford were as yet incongruous 
elements with bnt two things in common—Mabel and 
Gilbert. They were her'a, and Bast Bradford had wel
comed them into-Its ranks of workers Henceforth they ont." 
were to share one home as they had done years ago when 
Mabel was s child of ten and Gilbert a baby of four ;
when she had done washings and ironings for the people ed down the street, 
of Temple. In those days Mabel hsd trudged sbont and 
gathered up bundle# of soiled linen and carried them 

-* back renovated and cleansed. Now she sat all day in j lustrons ribbon, gleaming with sheen of silk, bewildered full of wagons, and Dick had been longing for a wagon
the private office of Morris and Crane and translated her with their gorgeons display, each one a bargain. for weeks

She wandered on between interminable lengths of count
ers each lo ded with bargains snd each presided over by much for heir, and just about enough for a wagon." 
a smiling saleswomen whom she regarded with respect
ful awe. It was all so totally different from anything she he asked, affibly, as he saw hie friend, the proprietor,

approaching " I thought I'd buy one of your wagona. 
Just ahead was the counter of black wool goods ; she I'** considerable money for it with me."

" All right, Dick," said Mr. Burns, smiling. " Which

*' Here, Dick," said hia father, after bstiffkfast wasOne day Mabel slipped ■ ten dollar bill Into lier hand.
" For a newdn^e. mother," she said. " The sale’s are over ; " here is a quarter ; you go down to the barber 
all on now ; you bad better go down this afternoon when shop where I go, and get yonr hair cut."
we go and look arownd. It will do yon good to get " All alone ?" asked Dick, delighted.

" Yes,*' said his father ; " yon know the way, I shall 
They left her at a corner gay with fluttering fabrics. be away all day, I am afraid, but I will be beck to eat

" Bnjov yourself until six," they told her as they hasten- dinner with you to-night, if not for luncheon this
end yon can eat luncheon with Harlow.1'

So Dick started down the street directly after break
fast. But on the way he passed a well-known toy shop.

.

I She followed the hurrying throng Inside and looked 
about her timidly. Counters brilliant with lengths of

queer hieroglyphics on the keys of an instrument that 
clicked diatractingly.

Gilbert was doing well, too, for a boy of fourteen. He 
earned flftv cents • day as errand boy in the same es
tablishment They were both smart children, very mnch 
like their father.

The kitchen was very quiet; the slow tick of the clock 
seemed lo cat the silence'intd solid Intervals that rebuked 
her idle hands How many hours she had sat here at the 
window and filled each one with regular precision, so 

ly stirches of knitting, so many of patching, so many 
of coarse needle-work. There were no intervals for idle

" À quarter," said Dick, fingering it, " Is really too

So he went inside. " How do you do, Mr. Burns ?"

had ever seen before.

paused beside It Here were serges and cashmeres and 
brilliantinee and crêpons, and unfamiliar goods with nn- one do 7ou wanl
pronounceable names, that charmed her by the peculiar!- Dick showed his good judgment by selecting a fine 
ty of their weave. They were beautiful and suitable for one- Th* Price wae ,our dollars, but Dick did not ask
her use. Just across the aisle s collection of rare-hned lhe He put down the quarter and walked off with
muslins appealed to her with dainty, tlntinga of color that the w*g°n. Mr. Burns charged Dick's father with 

thought In Abner Rkme • household She looked up drew her irresistibly toward them; roee and lavender three dollars and seventy-five cents,
apologetically « John cm- Into th« kitchen John .ndblne-th. bine of the wood violet. She itood there
Stone wra very ninth Ilk. hi, tether «lient, dreamy-eyed. M.bel', fece, в rosy childlike face .dence—something at .11 event., made him walk .lowly,

" ТЬ«I train « ora «t half-prat three I .oppose yon will looked np Into her. from filmy »jld. of «..hell pink th.t “ he erne near home,
be.rrad, In,h.ll .. boor/' he told her. tie had neve, been able to buy for her before. She ...

I ran ready виучіте, John, tie «Id humbly. anch » pretty child ; It had elway. been » kotow to drew noe 1 ,ш have to cut my own hair, and It', better to do
There wra. certain hrlaknew 1n hi. m.hner which lm- her dlrk- aelo„,T shc rcmembCTed ^ , It over at Hirlow-. hou«."
peraradhA It h.d .I—.,, Mamed to her that, here-' wide «ah of ai.k th.t matched the matin In exqattie
gnrdsd her In the light of an intruder, especially since ehedee of color. There were other counters glittering went to lhe barn, and with Harlow's dull, round-pointed

:.: <̂L,,gn",0"r",,pll“toblm since then with golden ornament. »t which tie atood • long time »d«ore and «greet deal of trouble, Dick ent ht» curl.
* 1 "** tb"' onl]' °D "пвегепс. «1ю. When tie left them tie held . tiny golden chain ™ry tiort In юте pieces and qnlte long In other..
“***' \Dd°!'b*rt b*d, BO' to the ,an'r*L Tb'X In her hand •• Yon look," «Id Harlow, сгШгаІІу looking et him

n or k < en . e oust t ree years ago She WCnt feverishly from one counter to another ; silk ^if’ his head on one aide, " as though yon had buttons
It wra evening When the train ran Into Brat Bradford t,„ . tawt ,nd book. «« ,ddfd ldl h„ „„ 70nr heti "

co-furinn of «rang, face. tie .tood tlon . ,«n . ,.ck-ln-the-box f„„„d it. ray ln-
bewlldered for . moment, then . familiar voice greeted ,ide tb. bundle thlt grew )nU> раташ Froporlloo,.

** y" .. . The day passed quickly ; it was sunset when the chi 1-
" НеПо, mother. Iron re her. «Lend »nnd .ln't drtn Gilbert carried home the preciou. package 

-you? Right .hi. way.' he «Id,-., he led her to a wait- which .he refn.ed to Intrrat to other hand.
*‘r °,i;'n:rp, ТЬИЄ When it wsa untied they «.mined It with undiegulaed Dick, till an,Iona.

«reet-сага, bnt they would not do for thle occaaion. .«onlahment. 
і hie waa hia carriage for the time, and no «ranger ahonld ‘
Intrude upon lie privacy. When he had cloaed the door 
he threw hia arm. «boot her neck hbyiahly. " I wanted 
my ma," he told ber. " I wanted to hear somebody «y 

Gilbert, pnt on yonr overcoat and tie yonr throat 
this morning ' Nobody raree anything about a 

np here «« long aa h - > able to 'get there ' "
There waa no one to observe hie hlnahing cheek» aa aba 
ktraed them again and again. He waa her baby «111, 
aba thought fondly, though he had grown ao tall and ao 
manly.

At the door of a modeat fiit, Mabel met her and wel
comed her home with a tend-r embrace.

" It la only a wee neat, bnt It la big enough to hold the 
mother-bird and her two neatlioge, and that la Mg enough 
tan t It, mother," she raked gaily 

It wsa for thla ahe had Meed and planned, tMÏhnpe 
that one day they ahonld all be together again aa they 
had been year. ago. She had been ln « very fervor of 
Joy ever since ahe had retired that her mother waa free. |„
At taet It wu coming, this drum of here, and aha work- * атом nl .11 th.t __ - , .ad feverishly foe It, fitting completion. All he, Hula °./L  ̂m r!X "t? ! ^

^£n,. bad gone for it. beaut,firaUon. and tie ^Ь оГППҐіок^Т
fled-as she regarded her mother's worn faee and qmtver- ____ a >1||гі||Ц tKiwg *

Dick found the wagon heavy—or else it was hia con-

" I'm glad my father isn't home," he thought ; " for

Harlow was very much interested in it all, and they

! Hi I" It doesn't make any difference how I look, if I only 
don't look as if if—і did Й*" said Dick, anxiously.

" H does, though," said Harlow
" Do yon think it will look that way after dark—'bout 

dinner time—when my father cornea home ?" continuedI
“ Maybe not," «Id Harlow, doubtfully. ' •
“Well, I will atay here till dark, then," «id Dick, 

aodden «nee of the nnfitne« of the article» aeemed to -hat comfort he conld from Harlow'a doubtful
Been ran ce. It wra a very long dny, and by DO Q 

" I'm afraid they won't be mnch good to yon—now," h,PP7 one Harlow brought him acme luncheon In the 
ahe «Id " I never bought anything like that for yon barn, and he kept ont of alght aa mnch aa he conld from 
before, and I've wanted to, alwnya. I felt aa If I'd got Harlow'a relative».
to are how It would aeem to do It—jnat once I guew I Bnt dinner-time came at tan, and Dick went elowly 
mu« have been a little crazy," tie tanghed conedoualy. home, leaving the wngon In Harlow'» rare 
"Yarns ago I wanted to get a pink dreak for yon like “ Come here. Dick," «И hia father, who waa «tttag 
this, Mabel. I dreamed about It nlghta and «crimped under the brightem electric light In the bon*. " Yon 
and «ved-bnt Abner «id we wra ont o' tea. And that are late. Let', aee how yon look. Why, what on earth 
neck chain la jn« like one I watched In Paraona' window —?" And the forlorn little figure robbed ont hia story on 
lor week., thinking how pretty it would look on yonr tather'a ahoulder.
white dreaa. bnt I waan't ever able to get it. I don't Dtck'a mother alwaye thought Dick’» father waa a 
.oppose that bine He with the white anehora embroidered little too Indulgent, but he «ralghtened np now, and 
on the end. la suitable for a boy aa Mg aa OUbert, nor “Id. gravely, and tn what Dick thought a very dreadful 
them Roblnron Crusoe hooka, bnt he alwaya need to ”1“ : " Yon may take that wagon back to-morrow 
want 'em and I never conld get 'em for him before. I've morning. Richard, and tell Mr. Borna all about It, get 
warned the money I a'poae." Her manner waa appeal- your money, and then go to the barber .hop and get 'yonr

hair properly cut."
Dick thought the way of the transrreeeor was Indeed 

hard, the next morning, when he trudged down the 
street, his tam far over his funny locking heed, and 
dragging the now detested wagon after him.

8oe looked from one te the other^deprecatingly. A
»

strike her for the first time. a
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