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_ theas years?” ehe wondered. The poor
o oldgrmdmothgr who had yorked ,aué ~his houe M drove off. -

And all our hreakfast done,
We epread our toys out on the foor
And played there in the sun.

The nursery smefled of Chrigimas cree,

And under where it stood -

The shepherds wauched their flocks of

- gheep,
A1l made of painted wood.

Outside the house the air was cold

And quiet all about,

Till far across the snowy roofs
The Christmas bells rang out.

But =oon the sleigh-bells jingled by
Upon the street below,

And people.on the.way to church,
Went crunching through the snow.

We did not quarrel onte all day;
Mamma and Grandma sald

They liked to be in where we were,
So pleasantly we played.

1 do not see how any child
Is croes on Christmas day,
‘When all the lovely toys are new,
And everyone can play.
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Che had been look-

-apers beside her,

rith an opened let.
ter in one hand,
wvhile with the oth-
er she played with one of the magnifi-
cent American beauties which lay in
® box near her plate.

But she wasu't thinking of either the
lettere, the papers or the roses. Her
thoughts were traveling back to a day
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Years ago when she bhad sat befores

the fire in the old farm house, and
dreamed that ehe was a great and
beautiful actress, back to the days
when she had used the caairs and cats
for herves, while she majestically play.
ed the heroine, with the old table cloth
thrown around her shoulders for a
cloak, and how always just as she was
in the most tragic part of the per-
formence, she would hear a heavy
footstep, and there in the doorway
would be her grandmother.

“Margaret Tremont,” she would
say. “put up that table cloth where it
belongs and just stop that nonsense
trien to bring disgrace on your tam-
fly by bein’ ag actin’ woman, we Tre-
monts thet kin boast of afx preachers
in the famlily, for shame Margaret Tre-
meont!*”

She seemed to see the yeoara slip by
as every day fever had grown strong-
er and everyday she lis'ened Lo an ac-
count of ‘how she was disgracin’ he
family with her craze for actin'.”” Then
came the Christmas Kve, when she
bed run sway and jolned a traveling
company, which was passing through
the town. And those years that fol-
lowed. B8he shuddered even now as
ghe thought of them. ‘Those long
evenings when her fect and head ached
so, and ghe had to go through her part,
regardless of both, or take the sting-
ing blows or rebuffs of the manager.
Gradually, however, things had gotten
a little better and it seemed as if the
dream of her life would eoon be accom-
plished. Then came that hatefu! tron-
ble wita the managers at Hereford
and once more she had to begin at the
bottom of the ladder, while she work-
ed and tolled, with the one end fn
view, to fulfill the ambition of her lfe.
to have her name o7 every tongue, Ler
pralses ringing through the world,
What cared she for anything else?

And pow that time had come.

The night before she had chown the

“There weas a crowded house tanat nigh
at the opera house.

world that yet another genius had been
hidden from them, that they had found
another beautiful, gifted woman to pet
and admxire an<. then perhaps forgei
her when some new star cast her light
upon the world,

And this morming .shz read her
‘praises in the papers, she had also
read severe criticlsmas. But is It not
always
criticised the moat?

There had: been a pile of letters and
notes of congratulations and admira.
tion, and a mexn of great wealth and
ancient lineage had just laid his heart
and fortune at her feet, she etill held
his letter in her hand. And yet her
mind seemed b0 roain far away from
all this, to thougbts of her old grand-

“What had - become of her in all

“Oa Christmas da;f: #rhen firex were Iit.

R breakfast stood
efore her op tae
untouched.

ing through the
pile of letters and

7od ahe sat how

the truest artists who aref

“Was she still alive?”

the old home okece more, to have s

she loved a0 well?

pesple there who the night before bad.
witnessed her triumph, and many wbpo

grandmother rose before her.
“How weak of me,” she said. suddens
1y, “to think of such foolilesh things,

rehearsgl at eleven and there is that
letter of Randoliph’s to be answered. [
will ring for another cup.of cofles, thls
stuf? {3 cold™

She rang the bell and gave her di-

room and sat down before her desk.

“Poor boy how foolish he is,” she
gald to herself, glancing at Randoipb’e
note, “to suppose that I would give up
what 1 have worked so hard for all
these yvesns, in exchange for all his.
money and family trees. Perhapa some
day. but not now.”

Then she began to write hastily, and
after sealing and directing the note,
wrote asother one which she directed
to her manager. Then she rang for her
maid. “Apnette, my black gown and
fur jacket, then pack a few things for
me [ am going out of town immedi-
ately after to-night's performamce, you
will remain here until! my return.”
Annette regarded her mistress wonder.
ingly and wventured several remarks
when Mademolselle was out of the
way.

Once more that night the curtain
rose again and again after every act,
and once more the new star bowed and
smiled her sweetest, for the enthusias-
tic aundience.

The next morning as a Northern
bound express drew into the station at
South Kilks a woman clad in heavy
furs, alighted from the train and waik-
ed swiftly to the end of the platform
where stond an old vehicle which prob.
ably at one time might have been ecall.
ed a stage. She didn't seem to notice
the group of men standing on the plat-
form talking, or the curlous glances

“Grandmotaer dear. don't you know
me?’

which they threw at her. The driver
of the ancient veaicle, half asleep on
his box roused himself and eyed Lhe
stranger curiously, but voluntesred
no questions.

“WIill you take me to Mrs. Tremont’s
on the Eloin road?” she asked. The
driver looked at her for a few minules,
then answered. “reckin as you don't
know much about this ere part of thedt
country, miss, if you don't know Mra,
Tremont's been sold out by the Sherift,
and sent to the poorhouse.”

The woman put out her hand to
steady hergelf.
house,” she said, climbing into the
wagon. The man watched her get in,
then glowly jerked up his old horse
and they went rattllng down the
street.

It was a long drive and now and then
the man eyed curiously his silent pas-

senger. “Friend of Mrs. Tremont’s?”
he asked after & while. “Yes,” was the
answer, “Haint seen her. for a long

time have you?’ *“Not for a great
many yeara.” “She's had a peck of
trouble in her day. 1 don't know as
you heard that how her granddaugh-
ter, Margaret Tremont, ran away and
jined ecome travelin' show company,
and has niver been heerd tell of since.
The old lady's heart was most broke
then, and she got very feeble and the
money went so fast after she was took:
to her bed, until she had to be sold
out and go on the town.” The man
paused as if expecting gsome answer but
he got none. “There was some ialk
around here, as to how Margaret had
become a great actress and was about
to marry some rich man,” continued
the driver, after a pause, “bnt T don't
set stock on mo such things, it fsm’t
Iikely that o Tremont could ever 4o the
like of that, the Tremont’s them that
boast of gix preachers in their family.”
And so the man rattled on while every
word he said sank like a knife into the
woman'’s heart.

“Suppose she had come too late,”
she thoughbt, “suppose that weary old
soul bowed down with grief and sor-
.row should have passed away hefore
she could reach her to beg for forgive~
ness.” Then & sudden fear selzed her.

me,” she #ald to herself,

building, the driver looked curiously ag
the face before him. Somehow it had
changed since they ileft the station,
“Do believe. tha.ta Margaret Tremont

‘herself,” he thought, as he whimwd uD

' mmmmmmﬂpmmm :
whom ghe bad never heard of since that |
Christmas Eve when she bad ieft her,}

Theu there came a longing to sco]’

rest, and yet how could she live now
without thie praise and giory which

She got up from the table and tnll&v
ed to the window. Down helow the}
bustling New York erowd was surgtogi
hy. There were probably a great many

envied her, and as she stood thera
thinking the crowd seemed ta dle away,
and once more the visions of the old

I'm almost starved, and I must go to a

rections, then passed on into the next

“Take me to'tne poor.}.

“hal? aloud.

“he is poing to be your gna.ndson

- which every eye is fixed. ' g i
“I haven’t had,s Bhrjstmas presexg}; it

side her, “but T've gotien a blesss
child.” And Randolph thought a8

“Perhaps she will refuse to forgive}

As the wagon drew up before thei.

‘bnt ho dﬂ!ﬂ lmm fur tne bmt.

"ilirl. 'I‘raxmxt e not. nm
sald, “but edhxa 1n ani ?W Al
 her,™ g

_The o women was
and Margaret Tremon
‘side it snd leanid over
fechle kand in hers, Jfer b
full she could sey ng
my Margaret?” asked olﬁ ,
opening her syes. “Don’t You i) &'@3!“
Miss,”* sdid the matron, “shw -
ery strange person ‘that comeés .1
they are her Margaret, she was !l
grand-deughter and, ran AWaY ofe
Christraas Eve and jolued a show t:om
gmy.l!

er-

leave me alone with my grandmothen™

The old womsn put out her hand
and stroked feebly the fur on Mur-
garet’s comt. “You hes not Mergaret,”
she sald, “you're s grest lady and
ahe's a lttle girl, you do logk some-
thing Yko what Margaret would laok
like when she grows up, if it were not
tor your fina clothes, but you're not my}
Margaret.”

“Grendmother dear, don't you knmr
me?’ pleaded Margaret. “1 waa 3 Hi
te girl that night I loft you, when 1
wore my 01d blus flannel dress, I have
it yet. And I was a little glir] when
I used to mct plays with your red {a-
ble cloth for a cloak, hut that was
years ago, and I'm changed, but look.
at my .face and you'll sees your 1itle]
Margarst” As she =saild the Iasti
words & dawning Hght seémed to come
into the old woman's syes, she stretch-
ed out her avms, and drew her grand.
daughter to her. “At last, st last!™
she murmured. -

Thore was a& crowded homse that
night at the Opera House. who were,
slas! doomed to disappointment. There
was & rustle of expactation through-
out the buildlng bhelore the curtsin
rose, every one wanted to ses the new}
star who had mede such a decided hit;

In the front row of the orchestra &
msn sat piaylng reatieesly with his
programme, every now and then he
Jooked at hia watca, wondering if the
curtain was never golnz up. Two
minutes more and it would. Suddenly
there was eflence throughout the build.
ing, the manager stood before the cure
tain. What was it ho was saylng?
“I regret to say that owing to an il
ness {n ber family, Miss Tremout, our
leading lady, will not be present to«
night, her underatudy will.take her]
place.” A walve of dkcontentmwt

hate to be dlsappointed and they shaw}
it. The mam in the front row of the{
orchestra, who had been playing with
bis programme, rose and left the
building hurriedly.
up, the performance was a fajlure, tha ‘
understudy was pronounced,
poor.” It was & disgusted crowd that
performance, and It was a wesry and{
disappointed man, who sat in the man )
ager’s chair that night, -

Tn the lttle New x..nglandvmasa of
South Wilbur a bright 1ight shone
once more {n tae Tremont cottage, Mrs,
Tremont lay on a couch watching every
movement of her grand-deughter, as
she fitted around the room arranging
chairs and tables, and puiting the
soom in order.

“And you'll neveér leave me again,
Margared, my child,”.gald the old I::dy,_

over to the side of the conch. “Grans

for me wmot to fulfiili my engagement]
with Mr. Raymond. To-mgrrow fal
Christmas Day and I shall have to bes
in. my place.” She trled to soothe

M garet’s triumph; of all the things}
the papers bad sald of her; of the flow.}:
ers she had recelved; mnd Jnt. ol ﬂl
about Randoiph's note. - ‘
“And all that for my little Hm "
rot.” murmured the old grmdmother, ‘

why did you not take him?” “I
at Hereford when he helped me out of]
the trouble with the manager, and hel®
has always been very good to me, but|
Granale, T didn’t take him beq.a.ui@-—-” n
There was a kiock at the door angd|
Mapgaret rose and opened fit, and the
light felY on a tzl}, handsome s,
who stretched out hig hands to her.
“Margaret!” was all he said.. "Come
Wiil, and see grandmother,” che atig.].

“Grandmother, here is Mr. Rmdcip?;,

Christmas night, ¥nd ohce more th
Opera House ‘wag crowded from
gallety. to the boxes; and once
encore after eficore brought Mip
mont on the sfage. S
Again the man in the front moﬁthe
orchestra plays with bis programme,

fs not alone, for an old lady sitd by
his side, and waiches every mov:
of tae gracefyl figure on ihe.ata

for many Fears, whispers the old.lad
once between the acts, to the man

this year and to think ghe’s my

curtain ro#é, €hat’ one Christmag
had done for two people this time,
that he ‘wis well satisfled with
share of tt.umm Jacque&- .

: Aa bpumm.

slmist, it he iy M&t«!ﬂhted.
Mand—m!? oy e ‘,n)r»_‘
' May--Why, ba can't tell wmm

bunch of . is mististoe. or ok,

E h el

The simple teply satontahed|
*I am Mis Tremont; will you kindly}

paseed over the house. New Yorkem, :

The curtain went AR ‘
“very| N\

left the buflding at the close of tie R

fown'on {ta prey it cleaves: :pagp 3& gh‘g

urny thlmr mmmw ;tcoc hngu, -

-gazing wistlully at her, Margaret want "’v““m an?.!c k’-

ple dear, I muet leave yon to-morrowi/
tor a few days. It would not be right] 1

91'1‘ i
und before long the old lady was le-] ‘A n
g attentively to the account.of{c

“Have e known the fine e
gentleman long Margaret my child, dpdj

have known him every since that night{’

and looks Impatiently at his watehdpros
‘between -each act. But this time 11 :

- May—My, I'm giad Jack isn't & m .8

Wedelimn o goods ﬁmaf :
Wa puk averythlﬁg‘nithar ﬁor .

" uur;-ov}mﬁli on :nc-w. A "3‘*’- '
when the sparrowhawk 13 awooplng
peed of 150 miln Ah hour.

Some Insects. ;u:q iw htwtq o: maa ;"

1"‘

The man mm ﬂﬁm pﬁ‘y'

wered, closing the door, and léadiug 'wh
 him into the voom. -




