
January, 19M6 7h4 Western Home Monthly

I uth(<p tlîinking that Mrs. Priti-
dami napped ont that chilt's heurs
rather thouglitlessly. She assuretlinie
tilat it Ilad been as good as golti that

I ll'lpt as peaceful as a larnb;
ll I, pîfited out to ber that the
day ý f1w time for wakefulness anti

anîd the nighit for sleeP,
li-rt. The next morning

I t leof mind only to, be
(I ureros:andi whcnl

* te pacify me by assuring
I rli.îu sv as going to be a
c 1 in our olti age, I1 ent

-ttage and sîammeti the

t nlc in the aftemnoon we
la . peasant surprise. Thei

neat lttle maiti we had taken with the c
ccltage opened the door gently, and 2
announceti timnidly that .'the baby's
aunt had called. te see Everleen." 5

1 was flot at ail surpriseti; but my 1
spirits, frorn sonie unknown reason,1
rose again. The lady was portiy andt
red-faced. She hati corne to see the
precious baby, for the last time, tbat
she had brougbt up from a Lortnight
olti, and to say goodbye. And she, like
Uncle George, requested a small loan
in considération of the care and anx-
icty she bad expended on the friendless
orpban

I didn't give her anytbing, but as
Melinda wasn't in the room, I told ber
she éould take the orphan home with
her if shé liked. To my difgust ahe
declinitd this offer with mucb haste;
andi although I was hlot migcb surprised,
knowing as I diti ber niece's character,
1 explained with a few -forcible andi
well-chosen words that if she didn't go
at once she shoulti have ber preclous
Everleen sent'back te-morrow to ber
own bouse for once and ail This
threat was quite successýul. Sbe went.

An hour later, wben we were having
tea under the trees in the cottage gar-
den, I tolti Melinda this, and ber
charming face grew quite grave.
1 "1 think," she said seriously, "that
we bad better go back to Canada at
once. We mustn't stay bere till the
end cf the month.' We migt-why,.
we migbt even lose the baby àgain."'

'I don't think yeu need be afraid of
that," I saiti gloomily. "Nobody
seems at ail auxieus to deprive us of

Ltbe orphan. But the constant visits cf

liffie rest we had lest, and to quiet ouri
sàatered nerves. By the time w ei
c&Me back to the cottage we both feit
ýcided - better, even moderately

ebeéerful; and Melinda said, as we went
up our tiny garden path, that she wasi
qmte longing to seie the dear again. I
,fid't for a moment Pretend that I
jÏg Personally I wished the dear at
the ether end of the world, but Melinda

9lay bas her OWfl Way, and she gen-
erll repents it.)Ire Priddamn met us at tbe door.
,dIt you please, ma'am," she said, ini a
tone of disapproval which was severe
even fromn her, "your brotber's corne,
a"d be's been waiting in the drawing-
roomn a good bour."

Melinda's face grew white-she
looked at me appealingly. Her only
brother died in Australia two years
ago under very sad circumstances, andi
I coulti see that this sudden news quite
upset ber.
. Y1ou àre making some mistake," I

said. sternly.' "Your niistress bas nt)
brother living."

"He saiti he was tbe baby's Uncie
George," replieti Mrs. Priddam, with
au injured i sff. "And he's sitting
there now, nussing it, and calling ii his
precious Everleen."

I groaned. Melinda gaspeti; andi well
she might, alas! In - the drawing-
room we founi a stout and elderly
strangler of sandy bue, wbo greeted
me effusively. I waved bim off.

*"I understood that this child had ne
relations living," I said sternly.

"Tbere's only me," said Uncle-
George, "an I brought 'er up from a
week olti. I've corne to 'ave a last look
at 'er. Sit up, Everleen, and talk pret-
ty to yer Uncle George."

"You brougbt it up?" I crieti.

"I brought ber up," repeated Uncle
Georgeý -Me, an' no one else. The
tirnes I've sat up o' nights by the kit-
chen fire with Everleen in one 'andi and
a bottle in the other-Lord, it makes
me that sad only to think,of it!"

I thought of the last three nights,
and 1 didn't wonder that the memnory
riade him sad; then 1 remembered sud-
denly the weman to whom I hati paid-
ten pountis.

"Then the womnan who solti me the-
the serial rights of this particular or-
phan was telling lies wlien she said that
she alone stooti between the child and
starvation ?"

She was," said Uncle George
heavily. "She was always a champion
bar, was Maria.'

"«Oh!" 1 said slowly. "Then I sup-
pose you have corne here because you
want the baby back again?"

Uncle George looked alarmed. "Not
by no means," he answered liastily. "I
wouldn't take her fromn lier presei
îpy orne for aniytliing; though"-
with an afterthougit--it fair 'urts to
part frorn 'er."

Thien wlat have you corne for?"
Uîîcle George hiesitated, and cleared

bis vo, ce. "I jus4t thouglit-1- don't like
askIinig, but 1 'oped as you righit per-
hap), spare me a trifle on account of the
troul le and expense slie's been."

1 id C\l)Ucted thiis. "I will give
you a sox ureigi,'' 1 saîd, "to clear out
of tiiis for once and for aIl. You nee<
flot cmile again. Sce?"

"Y h"Uncle George saw.
'I'lictn get out."
Tncle George got ont.«l1s1ad eýie lli cone again,"Isiid

sponidclff, directly the door was
-lit1 kiio\v lie will corne again."
lie w 't find us here if hé does,"

rcp1ii(ýl \elinda wîseiy. "He would
hiardi fn1low us to Canada, 1 shonid

à

the door-she walked straight through
the hall into the dîning-roomn, .sad
caught up the orphan from the hesvêý.
rug with a strange little cry. WithI
podgy outstretched arms and an iiotko
gurgie that infant instantly responded.
and the next moment it was preased to
tvsts sbabby grey shawl.

saýid a miffed voice fuie.je depths of
the snowy silken bunde-"ýnïother'&
own darlin' littie lamb!"

W. watched her in silence; a little
ray etf siiphiegradually entered and
filied iY heavy beart b, tokno>
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doers. I wish to speak to this person
alone."

"I think I wQuld rather stay betre,"
she murmured rebelliously; but she
knew by mny tone that I meant what
1 saîd, and picked up tbe orpban at
once to carry it indoors, once more in
screams.

"Andi now," 1 saiti, '9who are you, aud
ivhat do you want?"

"Everleen-" be began.
"Are you Uncle joseph, or Uncle

H-enry, or Uncle A&babam?" 1 asked.
"You needn't trouble 'ta explain tbat
you've breugbt it' Up yourseli. since it
was a week old, because I know thatý
already, andi I believe every word you
say. Wbat '<> you Wantr'

The man stared ini mild andi vacant
wonder tilt I bat i fnisbed my-outburst
I tbink be tbouglit 1 wasimati. 'I

"Wha.t relation art yen te, thiS or-
phan?" I repeated imainjently.

"I'm bier fatber," ie said slowly.
"Everleeni's the youugest cf seveme,

I must confess I hadn't expecteti
this. An uncle or aurt' perhtp-or,,
cven. cousin, or a gran4irent; but à'
real live fatheri

"Then sbh Iant an etiba at all?" 1,
said blankly.

"Nol1" saidi the man, heavily.- "If
Maria told yoix that <sur Everleen waa
an orpbaz, shes a b1ar&té4 liar."

"She is indeeti," I ur*umured.
"She sailed for Amerlca yestfrtay,»

bie went on "latdsbe'stakcn every.
thlng with fier she caui lay bier hands
on."

*Except Everleeon, I*=cade&
"lshe wrote aie tolti us what oh. 'a&-

donc,» lhe wen rU~~ $
te be otd he lesId.
knew notbing till then-w 1e tbought she
wanted the baby to stay with ler a bit
for >company tike.»

"Then .îcf ccureé ou have coe. t<
fake your daughter homue a..inur

Everleen's father shifted uneasily
from one foot to anotber. "I'm a poor
mani," bie saiti slowly; "I'm only earn-

lirg eighteen shillirgs, an' tberes six
besides 'er. I can sec as bow tbe
ehilti's happy an' weli, looketi after-"

*"You ïre qulte 'nifst4ktn," 1, Intet'
rupted qcickly; Is lafar froý 1bp:--
its alwayùiin teara.»

11 daren't tell the inissus that the
cbild's been adopted," hle pursued, dis-
regarding my words.

"Oh! then ycur wife is aliver'
"Sbe's neyer bin deati," said Ever-

leen's îather quickly. "But she tbinks
Maria tock the childti t America. I'e
flot tolti 'er nothing. Ive let 'er thin<

"It seems rather cruel," I said
thougbtfully, "if she is fond of the
baby."

"She'l get over it," bie saiti uneasily.
"Poor folks learns te get over things
a deal quicker than you'd tbink."

"Then you wisb mie te keep the
baby ?"9

"Yes,"-after a mement's silence.
"Do yen want te sec ber again?"
'5 1'd better net. If she begins laugh-

ing an' calling me bier Dati-tati. I shall
want ber back. I'd a deal better go
without.",

He went, and as be walked clumsily
andi beavily down the path, I aslced m1i
self what would be the next incident il

îthis chapter of the tiesirablýe oiphan'm
history.

That evening rny wife undressed and
put the baby to bed herseif, and 11<

doubt it was in consequence cf that thal
its bowls were all night lotider an4
more determineti than ever. Ini thE

1morning even Melinda acknowled ge4
-that our adopteti daughter. regardee

inerely as a comfort, was net entirelye
success.

"We are tee old and selfish te begir
tail this over again," I said gravcly
eandi although Melinda renlied, witl
-some beat, that she di<in't se wh 'rt
tthe age anti selfishnes came in, sii
1allowed that in the main I might les.

siby be right.
" «Let'., go back te LiverP~ol to

morrow," she said, "and sail on e
-day. Perhaps; the sea will b"ve
eSoothing effect."

a MAas for Our plans cf CSCîpC wlthot,
-fnrther hindrine! At twelve o'clc
- nother visitor arrived-a distracte,

iiitnr with red eyes andi untidy hair
1andi wlen Melinda saw ber face sh

klnew that ti-ý tirne the Igame was; reali
Up. lins1-i-t vi,,it< r did-i't knocka
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Everleen's relations are beginning te
paîl on me a little."

"Tbey are a nuisance," Melinda
agreeti, sutidenly going down on ber
knees on the grass, with the agility of
a girl of sixteen andi a ivild disrcgard
cf possible rhenmatism. "\Vas the
dear, sweet. precieus little thing trying
tn put its boo'ful little tootsie into its
boo'ful little rosebuti of a mouth?"
she asked.

The orphan, for once both amiable
and wakeful, was wallowing in a sea of
miuslin frocks anti pctticoats anti
things, on a red mug spreid carefully
over the grass by Melinda's devoted
biandis; anti the sun came tbrough the
trees in a strcak of liglit te the baby's
t i git yellow curîs. 1 acknowledgedti t
riyself tlîat, as it Iay tîicre, unattacheti
f ,r tienonîcnt, andi sriling, it didn't
look haîf bad. It was even beginning
to know us andt t treat us as welI-
mneaning frientis. anti for the moment
it crowed and chuekîcti anti gurgîcti
andi bubbled andi Made unintelligible re-
marks in the most condescending anti
(to) Melinda) fascinating way.

-1 sbouldn't ha' know'dthebb chilt-
I'm dangcd if 1 shoulti." s-id a voice
at my shouîder: anti I turned itwh a
start to find a middle-aged anti re-
spectable-Iookit1g working man stand-
inz hv Mv side

T groaneti. This wvas toc mnch. 1
thoi1ght Tvo relatives; in onme day!

"Nlenda!"1 said, "take the chljîinii-

n.vçreenrMelinda sghed-I àldon't know 1boW
sbe coulti. I wvanted to bur#t lltbo ong
myscif. s

"4Lool at ail bier g CdtyeothesI» mli.
murmured. But 'the orphan' mother
cast an eye wbich was urerely ccýr-
temptueus ever the spotiesa wb.t e of
bier child's arments.

III don't thnk rnuch o' themuthu
she said. "TI'e chilti 'uIl miske e-i
black as your 'at in an bour. Die loo*
a demI nicer in ber turkey red.4 ê
witb a dlean chtek plny.»

"We shall miss ber very tnuie,"
-M inda cent inueti; andi I cor4t bave
danceti round that tiny room for pure
ioy, wben I rememberedti treonly way
in wbicb that departin g lantb weuld -b.
nilaseti. At last I could't tein ft *#y
longer, andi went oet Inte thre kitcben,
te relieve my feelngs by glvlng M
Priddam a menth's wages andi tellng
lier she might go at once, as we ohoulti
tnt require ber service.v any more.

"Melinda,." 1 saiti an heur later, as
we packced nur boxes together wili
liqht andi haippy hearts, "de yen really
mind very much?"

"Yes!" raid Melinda quickly, "of
courge I do."

"Are ynu drcadfully disappointeti?"
"Frightfnlîýy," saiti Melinda. 'It bas

1upset nie very u.?
"Then sh-il we advertise again-fnr

aniother orphan?"
"Not for anythingi" saiti Melinda

quickly.
Anti we tiidn't.

Rye came, eriginally, from Siberia.

Oats originatcd in Nnrtbern Africa.

Parsîcy was flr-t known i Sardinia.

Ail our yesterdayq were once te-
mn rrnws.

The mark of a royal man is that be
milesliimself.

Tt is a waste of mnney trying to feed
people on ;ire*acdlabels.


