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“No. 15 George street.™
“I» you Lve alone 7

“Yes, sir, and I'm doing washing |

now."™

“Why did you leave the hospital 7°

“I'd serubbed floors long enough
for mothing,” Mary answered, with
a tinge gullenness in her tone,
thus showing that her reasoning
[aculties were not entirely dormant,
Then, reaching out ovne hand, she

patted Jamie soltly on the Hhuutderl

and remarked : “This is a pice little
chap”

Mr. Carrol's heart leaped at her
words.

Was thia a gleam of the old al-
fection for the
manesting itsell ?

“I}» you like ehildren ?" he asked.

"Ye—a—I—think so0,” sald the wo-
man, dreamtly.

“Do you get plenty ol work to do?" |

questioned the gentleman, glancing
at her bundle.

“No, sir,"” she sighed ; “I
pay Lhe rent last week and the land-
lord sald he wouldn't walt longer
thran another week.

“1 will give you eome washing to
dp," sald Mr. Carrol, with sudden
inspiration, “and 1 think I know

of som one else whoe will also give !

you work."

“Do yyou, &ir i and a look of in-
terest [or a moment sprang into
the poer creature's f[ace.

“Yes ; if you will come with me
to my lodginge—~they are not far

age for you now,” the gentleman
regill le,

She geemed to trust him instinel-
ively, and, turning about, signified
her readiness to go with him.

frequently tairned an inquiring look
upon the wirman as they walked
on Rtowerd home.

Arriviae at thelr lodgings, Mr.
Carrol oomndueted Mary to  his
rooms, and then telling Jamie to
remain there with her for a f[ew
moments, he went Rirectly to his
old friead and helper, Dr. Field, to
whom he related what had occurred.

“Now will you take her in hand
he eagerly Inguired, adding: "1

am sure she could tell ns something |

very important in connectlon with
Jamie's history I her memory
could be restored.”

Dr. Fleld consented to do what
gho conld, and with a heart beating
hizgh wtih hope, Dr. Carrol retorned
to hie rooms and conducted Mary
to the scientist’s office, telllng her
that while she was talking with
thet ladly he would make up a pack-
age for her.

Thus it happenedd that “Crazy
Moll” became a patient of Dr. Field,
who &0 arrange her work that she
woulkl b obliged to come to bhim
every' few days, and at the expira-
tion of month she really began
to show rleams of returning intel-
ligence that greally
her friendi.

\Mr. Oarrol said nething to Jamle
rexnrding the bellel that the wo-
mitw wis his okl purse, or his hope
that her mental restoration would
re<ult in his own identiflication,
for he dkl not wizh to arouse his
curiosity or a spirit of restlessness
W would naturally flollow such
i dise)losore, but in hia heart he
firmiy believesd that the time was
not slistant when he would be able
to restore the long-lost child to the
bocsom of his family. -

It was now the last week in May,

¥l London was besinning to be
very hot and uncomfortable.

“Jymie, have you ever seen the

Qe Al

ing «during breakfast, as a sudden
longing for a glimpse of the ocean
[astenwsd itsell upon him.

“ANO, sir=] don't think I ever
have," the boy replied, looking
slightly puz:led, “but I've dreamed
about It lots of times anpd It swyas
benutifal." ’

fHiow would you like to go with
1 he seashore for a little
out " queostioned his  friend.

“1 should love to go with yom
anywhere, sir,” saikl the child, with
i fond nprward glanece. .

“Thank you, Jamie,™ sald Carrol,
Inughing. *“1 am sare that I have at
least one true admirer in the world,
Well, then. I think that - to-mor-
row, we will go away and treat our-
gelves to a holiday of a week or
80, aml get a goed long breath
of gea alr.™

Mr. Carrol had been arranging
his business with a view to this
rest anid pleasure, lor some Weeks
back, lecling that he had earned it,
and that it would do Jamie a great
deal of goml, Accordingly, the fol-
lrru'_-ru: morning, they set off in
high spirits, and evening found

'tl'lil"tu very pleasantly located In o
quiet Ltile town by the ocean,

13 Sussex County, amd within walk-
II'IE distance of far-famed I’il‘i!rh'.ﬂ'ﬂ-

Several days passe!, and Mr.
Carrol and his protege were enjoy-
log themselves to their heart's cob-

‘teat.

_One morning Jamie took it into his

yhead to hunt sfar-fish, and Carrol,
seeking his favofite resort, was soon !

gﬂr absorbed in one of the lead-
magazines of Uw period.

child of her care !

eouldn't |

fromy hozo—[ will make up a pack- |

encouraged |

i ;. hotel which wae
| [ire, and they barely ececapad wilh

' o plocky Tireman,” Carrol
. but with an air which plainly be-

Carrol inquired one morn- |

¢

He: had been engaged thus but a
I short time when he eaught the sound
' of steps quite near him.

He glanced up carelessly to see who
was passing.

The next instant he sprang to his
feet, white as the handkerchief which
he had knotted loosely around his
neck, and confronted the intruder
with ‘uplifted head and haughty
mien.

“You here in England!" he ex-
claimed, in eold, bitter tones.

“So It seems.  Is there any special
reason why I should not e ‘here
in England’ as well as yourself 2
| earcastically responded Sir Walter
- Leighton, yet, nevertheless, appoar-
y ing not a little disconcerted upon
recogrizing his companion.

CHAPTER XXYV.

“Certainly not,” gravely replied Mr.
Carrol, after a moment of reflec-
tion; “you are, of course, free 1o
2> and comes as you choose, regard-
less of my movements. AL the same
time, I confers it is something of
a surprise to me to meet you here.”

t “What are you doing in England "
|n|!1-l'uptl_'. inguired Sir Walter, while |

he searched his companion’s face with
A suspicious glance and an uneasy

|
| look in his OVes.
1

“Trying to retrieve my [allen for-
tunes,” responded Carrol, laconie-
| ally.
| “Ah! and is this the way you are
| dolng that 7' queeslioied the baro-
net, with a short lauzh and a
goorniul glance at the book in the
L youig mah's hand and the rug [rom
which he had .just risen.
“Oh, we are simply taking a lit-

: . tle much-needed rest—we > bac
Jamie had not once spoken dur- ; &> back to

ing the interview, but he appear- |
i to be greatly interested, and)

town the day alfter to-morrow,” Car-
rol coldly explained.

“We 7" repeated Sir Walter, in-
quiringly.

“Yes, 1 have—— Well, what s it,
Jamie ?"
denly iInterrupting himeelfl as the
boy came running toward him and

1 calling to him eagerly.
“Oh, uncle, I have just found the |
| Jolliest starfisi,"” Jamie exclaimed, as

he drew rpearer and breatilessly held

L

| Pleasire, for he had searched long

and diligently for his treasure.

sSir Walter turned and glanced enri-
ously at the echild.

“Ah! s he makes the ‘we', and
he caila you ‘uncle,'"™ he observed,
in a derisive tone. “M1v I inguire
who he j27"

“A poor little wail whom fate hae |
protec- |

recently thrown upon my
tion."

“"Humph ! you were always lindihg |
| aome pauper to shoulder. Iiat what
| ha® happened to his feet and legs 2" |
- Leighton queried, a® his glance fell

upon Jamia's scarred limbs, which
would alwaye carry the marks of

| the flames through which he had

s,
“Oh, ™ wa® Dadly burned when he
wid about two years old,” Carrol

L explalped.

“Parned '—how. 7' demanded the
baronet, with a sudden inward
ghock, while he bent 22 more cearch-
ing Jlook upon the boy, who [find-
Ing his “uncle” engaged—and hav-
ing been told he must never interrupt
n conversation—had retreated a
few steps and was absorbed in the
examination of his starfish.

“He and his nurse were stopping at
destroyed by

their lives, through the bravery of
replied,

trayed that he was wearying of the
irterview.

Put &ir Walter Leighton bad grown
ghastly white during his explanation,

y and sooped suddenly to pick up a

pebble that lay at his feet, in or-
der to conceal the effecte of the
ghrock, which, momentarily, bpearly
deprived him of his sell-possession.

ut the next instant he asked with
bated breath :

“So they were both rescued 7 What
became of the nuree.”

“She wae lnjured on the head by

fn. falling brick, and has never been

hersell since.

“What Ie the bhoy's other name ?
~Jamie what ?"

“He had no other, save the one ]
have loaned him,"” said Carrol, a tén-
dev light gleamiog in hineyes as they
rested upon his protege.

“What ! couldn't the purse give any
account of him

“No: she has never been able to,
as yet: her mind was so shattered
by the Dlow, and the iliness that
followed, that she could remember
rothing, on her recovery, that oc-
cuarred previous to that dreadful
night.™

A look of relief swept over the
baronet's face at this information.

But he had been terrible shaken,
and was still all of a nervous tremor
for he was firmly convineed that the
“poor littlke waif” before him was
nor other than the son and helr of
Sir Julian Page.

Carrol's story regarding him ae-
corded exactly with what Me2ssrs.
Wellington & Hayes had told him re-
gardine the mysterions disappear-
snoe of the heir of Worthing Towars
and hie ourse: and U the facts ta

queried the cpeaker, sud- |

*"What are you

the: chap? he

ment of s

. Pry _ _
identity and restore him to his fam-

Ay ; but, fallinz in that, T will
my best to make a god mamn of him |

and give him such advantages as I
am able."

“H'm! I eee you are stlll up to
the same quixotic schemes for which
you were always noted,” Sir Walter

ed, contemptuously. ““Where is
this hurse of w you ware tell-
ing me 7 he guerled a moment later,
the lines about his mouth hardening
cruelly. . v e

“In London, under treatment; she
is improving, and I entertain strong
hope that her memory will in time
be fully restored.”

Again 8ir Walter lost all hls color.
He realized that he stood upon the
brink of a precipice ; for if thas nurse
should recover her long dormant (ac-
ultles, Master Jamie could not fail
te be ideotified at one? and have his
inheritance restored to him.

“But where is she 7—who is treat-
ing her? he ansked. after a brilefl si-
lence, during which his thoughts had
been working with lightning-like
rapldity. :

“That is a matter which does not
conoern you, although you seem to
be strangely earious abount it,” Car-
rol coldly responded. “Do you intend
to remaln abroad long 7" he asked,
with sudden interest.

“Well, that depends,”
replied, in a careless tone, but with
an emphasis which his companlon
could not understand. “I may and I
may not; why ™

“Because I wish to see you agalin
—I must insist that you restore to
me eertain important documents be-
longing to me, and which you have
in your posecssion,” Carrol responded,
withk some sternness."

“There you go again!" Leighton
impatiently retorted. I thought that
auestion was settled the last time
we met."

“Sattled ! repoated Carrol, with
carling lips and bitter intonation;
“vyou simp!y evaded it, the same as
you are Qoing nowi I know that you
stole those papoers, and nothing you
may say will ever change my opin-
ion I do not eare so much for those
pertaining to business matters, for
it is too late now to rectifly those
wrongs : but with them, were other
documents of a personal nalare,
which 1, wished to preserve becnuse
of their associations annd which can-
not be of the slightest use or value
I-U _Tﬂl.L“ ‘

Leighton smiled a peculiar smile,
and then sheazged his shoulders dis-
dalzfullz.

“I do not know why you pevrsist
ir that hallucination” he retorled.
“I have no papers belonging to you,
gnd 1 beg—with an arrogant look
and mien—"that you will never an-
noy me by referring to ihis subject
again."

Well, there will come a day of
reckoniug for Yyou—atl least with
vour own conscience, if not with
me,! Mre. Carrol gravely returned,
adding Impressively ; “Aund 1 cannot
coneelve of such rank ingrotitude, as

vou have displayed, Leing mailiest- |

ad by any human being.”

“I thing we have discussed that
subjeet sufficizntly,” sald Sir Walter,
with a sneer, “so I wil say au
revoir, Loping that you will be In
a less recriminating frae of wind
whenr we meet again. By the way,”

{ e ndded, as he darted a stealtny
1 . & | il ¥ ¥ [R5 " LA T b3 :I-Il 3 - [

' up his trophy, his face glowing with | * lanee n_l: Jamiz, “where o - ;-:m sLob-

' ping while yon are takiug your much-

needed rest T

“We are lordiag at Reed Cottage
in yonder village,” <ol ly roeturned
Carrol, with 2 glare: 1o the dirce-
tion of the little town about a
mile pelow them.

Then h: poked up his look and
beran to loox for his plac:, thas sig-
nilying that h* wo Ji1 b glnd 1o be
leit alone. His compinion, tuking the
hint, turned abrup.y snd  walked
away. He paug«d a moment as he
was about to pass Jamdg.

“Are you making n collection of
starfish ?' h* questoned, while he
studiesd the chiid's fealures atlen-
tively.

“'d ilke to, sar,” said the boy, with
a pote of regret In his tone; 'l
ave baen hunting for them ever
iines we came here, Lal this is the
first one I have foaml. He is a
beauty, thou:h' he ¢oatizuzd, com-

. placeatly.

“[ ean tell yoa where you will
fied a ot of them," wald Leighion.
“Whers ™  querled Jamie, with
boyish eagericss.

“Do you ses: thowe rocks down
yonder 7—that group with one ris-

b inge like a <cons out of the midst of

them " :

“Yes,” tald the boy, #h:cing his
eyes to get a better view of the
spot.

“Well, then, I you will go there
with jour ba:ket som: moraing, 1
am sure vou will fiod all that you
will cars for,” returaed th? baronet
with a eruel ook in his eyes.

“Thank yon, #r, I will go the
first thing tlo-marrow morning,"”
Jambe respondsd with animatlon,

and the man went his way, a treach- |

erous emile on his lips, a cunning
plot maturing in his brain.
Mr. Carrol tor sy lnmsel! biek npon

the rog, as he disappeared, and tried |

to recume his readiog. But his book
appearsl to have losc all aitraction
for him, for it goon dropped from
his hand and he fell into  troubled
musing, an anxious expression In
his eyes, a look of kren pain about
s sensitive mouth.

“The feliow had not a particle of
mworor in his naturs"” he muttered;
“ho i2 gelllsh and depraved to the
core. It {2 hnard to believe that such
Ingratitude can cxist In any ho-
mian heaxt.”

His thouzhts wir: evid-n.ly of ioo
unpleasant a natera to be borne,
and he shortly arose, gathered up
his rug, and calling to Jamie, the
two returned to R ed Coltage—~Jamie
informing him on thas way that he
gshould go to th~ rocks the gentle
man had toll him about io hunt
star fish early th? next morning.

Mr. Carrol did not pay muech at-
tention to what the Il2d ralkl—-he
was too decply immersed in his own
tronhled reflections, and only re-
plted to him at random. And even
if he had clearly understood what
the boy was talking about, it ls
doubtful If he would have made any
objection to the preposed excurslon,
or su ed that any evil would
resuit {from it.

The gsun was just rising—a huge ball
ﬂ! fire—from brhind ttl:r:'n ﬁtﬁn.“:]ﬂa

lowing morning, w e
littls figura of Jamie mizht have

8ir Walter
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> “gpentleman” who
had tlﬂhd him where to look for the

“Aba, my Hittl> man,” exclaimecd
8ir Walter, In an assumed genial
tone, and emiling affably into the
uptoraed face, w0 you arz on hand
for your stars this morning. But
why did you come g0 early

“I didn't think about the tide be-
ing in, sir,” Jami> explained, but
flushing over th» econfession.

“That is rath2r a joke on you,
ism't 1t?" eald his companion in a
bantering tone, “for It will be fully
two hours belore It goes out, so
that you can get to the rocks."”

(To b= contifiued.)
—  tr——

UP IN THE BILLIONS.

The Hon. James Wilson, Secretary of
Agriculture, has-a happy faeulty of pre-
senting the elzborate statisties in his
annual reports, in very interesting form.
'The report just issued is no exception
to the rule. The only troubje is, that
the field is so vast, covering the entire
agricultural interests of the couritry,
that the figures are difficult to grasp.
After a careful estimate of the value
of farm produects during 1904, he places
the total at $4,900,000,000, excluding the
value of farm cvops fed to live stock in
order to avoid duplication of wvalues,
Several comparisons aie DeCessary o i
realization of sueh an unthinkable value

| nggregating nearly five billions of dol-

lars,

The farmers of this country have in
two pears produced wealth exceeding
the output of all the gold mines of the
entire world sinece Columbus discovered
America, This vear's produet is over six
times the amount of the capital stock
of all national banks, it lacks but three-
fourths of a billion dollars of the value
of the manutactures of 1900, less the
cose of material used; it is three times
the gross earnings from the operations
ol the railways, and four times the value
of all minerals produced in this eountry.
The corn cvop of 1904 vields a farm value
greater than ever before. The farmers
could from the proceeds of this single
erop pay the national debt, the interest
thereon for one vear, and still have
enough left to pay a considerable por-
tion of the government’'s yearly ex-
penses. The cotton crop, valued for lint
and seed at SG00000,00, comes second,
while hay and wheat contend for the
third place, Combined, these two erops
will about equal in value the corn erop.
The stegdy advance in poultry leads to
some astonishing figures. The farmers’
hens now produce one and two-third bil-
lions of dozens of eggs and at the high
average price of the year the hens dur-
ing their busy season lay enough eggs
in a single month to pay the year's
interest on the national debt.—Buffalo

Commercial.
.

REWARDED DISOBEDIENCE.

1. “Aint I tole ter let dat turkey
alone, sah ¥

2. “Now. walk right behind me, and
don't you bodder de Widder Smif's ole
turkey !™

—

3. What part ob de fowl will yom
hab ?

" ®ald Mrs. Spencer to ber

nd. “I don't know what todo

moved the student lamp on
: between them, to get a
-view: of g face.

A
my attentlon™

Mrs. Spencer continued seriously:

“You know whiat a nuisance these
Christma® presents have come Lo
be between the Martine and our-
selves, and how much I want to
stop them; and yet—" She paused,
—and bher husbanpd's face assumed
an amused expression,

“Well, my dear Ellen, my advice
is, leave off gending them. It is
the solution of the difficulty. It
will immediately relleve tahe situa-
tion.”

Mrs. Spencer nodded and tappel
1he table with her thimble.

“*It is what 1 wish to do,” she
sald. “l am sure it is as great a
worry to Mre. Martin as it isto
me; but the point it, howi to leave
them off. 1 cannot be the [irst to
glop. Just suoppose 1 should send
nothing. and she should send the
usual great basket with a present
for every one of us—you, ihe child-
ren, the servants—last Christmas
ghie even sent a collar for Don—I
should die ol moriification.”

Dr., Spencer took off his glasves

and looked gravely across Lhe 1a-

ble at his wife.

“I have often thought,” he sald,
“thiat there were too many wo-
men's scocleties in this town; but
1 see the need for one more—a Soci-
ety for the Suppression of Christ-
masd Presents. Send our ecirculars,
beginning with Mre, Martin. You
ought to get a large and enthu-
sinstic membership.”

Mrs. Spencer sighied and took up
her work again.

“You don't advise me at all,” she
gald: “you only joke, and I really
think this is a serlous matter.”

“My dear Ellen, 1 am willing to
advise you, but the whole Jdifficulty
seem® to be a ridicule g one, There
is only one thing to do. Stop short
now. Suppose she does send yon a
basket f It will be th» last time,
It's the shortest and simplest way
to end it."

“I might,” saidl Mrs, Spencer, med-
itatively, “not send anything at
Chirilstmag, and then, in case she

does, I could return them presents

al intervals throughout the year—
on their birthdays,” at Easter, and
so forth.™

“(3oof Lord, Ellen !" bhastily inter-
rupted her husband, “don't do that!
vYou'll hiave her returning the birth-
day and Easier presents. 1 would
be worse than ever.”

“Yea; ] am afraid tpat wouald not
Go, after all,” said Mrs. bpencaer,
looking more troubled than belore.

Dr. Spencer reached oul for the
poker and tapped open a lump ol
soft coal on top of the fire. A
blue flame shot up through it, and
a liitle spiral of smoke licked oul
into the room. .

“Ellen,” he said, empbasizing his
words witly taps of the poker on
{lye grate, “take my advice; cut it
short, and just bear it if you do
hiave to take presenta from her this
year. Carroll Martin is 2 man I
tliall never respect again after his
course during the last election, ﬂl.ﬂ'[l
anyibing is better than carrying
{:-n} lhisgperfumrtury friendship. We
no longer see enough of any of
them to justify our exchanging pre-
gents, and I am sure Mrs. Martin
will thank you as much ad I shall
if you will take the bull by 1.]513 hornas
now and be done with It/

He looked at his wile, but she did
not answer. Her eyes ware bent
upon her sewing, and her expres-
glon was unconvinced, ’

Dr. Spencer set dowmn the poker,
took up his paper, and getiled him-
golf back In hie chair agamn, He
was not one of those wao-go on
and split the board after they have
driven home the nall

“You have my opinion,” he said,
and went on reading, ;

The Spencers and Martine had
been, some years before, next-door
neighbors. The Marting were then
newly married and slrangers to the
place, and the first Christmas after
their srrival, Mrs. Spenecer, in the
kindnese of her heart, had rent
over a bunch of fowers, with =»
friendly greeling, to [er young
reighbor, Her messenger had re-
turned with Mrs. Martin's warm
thanks and
hiastily smatched up and sent to
exprese the little bride's pleasura
and gratitude, .

Such a handsome gift, lo place of
the “thank you"” expected had de-
cidedly taken Mrs. Spencer aback,
and when the next Christmas came
she took care to provide a pretty
pin-cushion for Mrs. Martin and a
dainty ecap for the baby, who had

that time been added to the
family. This oceasion found Mrs,

1 b
little Margaret,

From this time on each year the
burden grew, Several children had
been added to both families; each
one was separately remembered,
and, in the old Southern Christmas
fashion, presents for the family
gservants had been added to the list,
one at a time, until not only nuree,
coachman, and cook had Jeen in-
cluded, but, as Mre. Spencer said,

previous Christmas had even
broughit her a collar for the dJdog.

During thi:se years boih families

moved. Both had built new
the same street, it is
e e ahbocs
no near n
the two men had been
glides of a Ditter politl-
contest. “Warmth had induced
coolness, words liwd produced sil-

a pretty sofa pillow |

and next morn :
formed her husband that she had!
decided whiat to do. She would buy

would wait, before sending them on .
Christmas morning, to see whether |
Mre. Martin sent to her. “And If'
I do not send them, | ean put them |
up for the children next Christ-
mas," shd concluded, triumphantly.

Dr. Bpencer did not approve of
this ingenious plan, but his wife
persisted, “Not for worlds,” would
ehe have a great lot of presents
come over from the Martine and;
bave nothing to send inretur mn.

Christmas morning came, and,
while dressing, Mrs. Spencer told
her husband that she should send
little Jack out on the frout side-
walk with his fire-crackers, S0
ihiat he could keep a look-out down
the street and report any basket
coming from the Martios'. i

Hers was pancked and ready. Every
bundle was neatiy tisd up in white
paper withi_ribbons and labeled,
“Mrs, Martin, with Christmas greet-
ings™; “Little Charley, with Mrs.
Bpencer's love"; “Mammy Sue, from
the Epencer children,” and so on.
And Mrs. Spencer reflected with
Fatisfaction, as she deposited o
new Warnese for the Marting' plug
on top of the pile, that nobody
was going to get abead of her .

Breakfast over, and Remus, the
doctor's “boy,” instructed to keop

himsel! brushed and neat, ready at
an instant’s notice 1o seize “the
Martin basket,” as the doctor call-
ed it, and bear it forth, Mrs. Spen-
cer's mind was at rest. Jack was
on the sidewalk, banging away, but!
keeping a sharp eye out toward
the Martin's, too; for he had scarce-
ly been - there five minutes belore’
he called +to her that Robbie Mare
tin was playing on his sldewalk|
and watching their house like any=,
thing. 1

A short time passed, and Jack®
came running in. “Molher, 1 see
Mammy Sue coming this way with
a lray,” he sald.

The doctor called from his stody ;
“How do you kpow siwe is coming
here " Baut Mrs. Spencer had npot
waited to hear him; she was al=
ready at the back door, calling ex-
cliedly, “Remus, take the basket["

“John,"” she cried, ruoning back,
““sou see the Martins are sending
us presents,” and she got to the
window in time to see Kemus lssu-
ing Jorth with his burden. As he
reached the street and tarned to-
ward the Martins', imto (he house
rushed Robbie, calling, *“Mother!
Mother!™ and a moment iater out
popped the Maorting' butler, Tom,
with a large basket brimming over
with tissue paper and blue ribbons
on his head, and took his way to-
wiard the Spencers’ at a brick trot,
It was quite a race between him
and Remus: they grinned cheer-
fully as they passed each other
hiall way. Mammy Sue wWent. by-the
gate with her tray bul Tom cainé
in and eet his load down in the
hiall, where Mra. Spencer received
it with a smile as [inth as a wire.

A Iew minutes later  the docton
came out of his study. His wife,
er lips pressed together and hrul.'I
eyes very bright, was kneeling bes«
gide the basket, handing out bes
ribboned packages to the children,
who were exclaiming about her,
He stood looking on in silence un=
til ehie handed him one marked “l'or
Dr. Spencer, with Mrs. Martin'g
kindest wisles,"” which he opened,

“Beautiful !" he sall, “Just whatl
1 have always needed. My offlce
wanted only a pink china Cupid,
with a gilt basked on hi# back, to
be complete.” .

Mrs, Spencer made no preply, nor
did slpe look up; her hands flutter-
ed among the parcels. The doctor
considered the top of her head for
a moment,

“Ellen,” he =aid, gently, “there -
was just vne little mistake in our
calculations: we never thought of ¢
Mre. Martin'e being a8 clever asy
we are, did we " :

Mrs. Spencer looked up and laugh- «
ed, but her face quivered, s

“John,” she saikl, “I'll always
love you for that ‘we.'"™

s

Bachelot’s Uncle’s laspiration,

A bachelor is not 1u=1=1=|.1'!}' credited
with a knowiedge about  the proper.
treatment of echildren, but sometimes
they step in where angels fear to tread. |
A confirmed specimen who is pretiy”
well on in years and not very fond of
children, went,to see a married sister
the other day and found her trying
to amuse her little bog aged five years.

Not long after he arrived she steppod |
out of the room . to attend to some.
household duty or other, leaving himi
alone with the child. The latter eyed)
him dubiously for some minutes, l{u:

{ was a spoilt child il there ever was one,’
and had no idea of meking promiscuous
naintances. The bachelor tried to
make #he little one laugh, but all hi
fot his anties was a sour look.

Finally, without any warning, the
child burst out eryving. lHere was =&
quandary, to be sure. He didn’t dare to
pick the boy up and soothe hlt!t. His l-t-:
tempts in a verbal line were dismal fail-
ures., What should he do? Fimally &,
thought struck him. Tle looked at the
erying youngster, and the erying young-
ster looked at him through his tears.

: He was evidently much pleased awith
the impression he was making. A

“Cry ]::mdq:"‘i; a:‘;{l he. ":’

The child . -

“Louder ;w-t,':r urged the hehnﬂ.‘-1-

A yell went ':Eﬁﬂmt would have i_’
eredit to an I n. .

“Cry louder staillil."binsint#w; fnan,
and the boy did his best to e '

“Louder!™ fairly howled his uncle, 4

“1 won't!” snapped the infant, ﬂ

he shut his mouth with a dh.k‘q
was quiet for the rest of the

&
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