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ABGERY BAIN
"was thoughtiully
drawing on her
4.;3;'/ gloves, They were
by no Means new

3 *glom, and the
| shabby finger tips
were not calcutat-
ed to inspire

but ¥t was not of
IR gt~ the gloves at all
- the wu bhinking. The torehead ghove |
o lm«lava) chegtnut brows was creased
ip. “iwo 1ittle wrinkles, and the merry
muth had no amile on it now.
A knife for Andrew, 2 ball for bad
R‘lttls William, &.dol} of course for Dot,

" #there’s old Aunt Sallie,and Uncle Bob,
- and ‘Mrs. Curts, and the washerwo-
e man, and~oh, t‘iear!"
4'Good-by, mother,”* she called out
cheerll,y, a5 ghe Opened the tront door.
‘Oit in the street & winter breeze
*vu blowing, iwlrllns the dead leaves
Junder« hev feet, ‘and - fluttering her
skivts, It blov lmle teddrils of hair
X t her ears and klised warm col-
: /bxi into-her cheeks. Thesun was shin-
ing on the chr;ynnthemumg in the
Yhrds shie pasesd, and made the red-
Aird:in Her bat = brillla.nt apot of col-
‘“Jtér Bain snd ‘her mother lived
4B l;ha brown cottage that had aiwaye
'“w . home to Margery. Her father
* " had been the village. doctor, and his
kindneu of heart and gonerosity hav-
’_, " ing gore hand in hand with his prac-
.- ti¢e and popularity, he had left only a
..« amell competénce to his widow, It was
bavely sufficient to maintain them, as
‘Arthuy; the hoy,.was sent to college to
follow hle father’s profesion; and the
mot,her nd- Mx:ery at home were
“dgse the siriciest economy
might graduate. o
‘ haxl inherited her
¥y as- well as his pop-
iy Wi sometimes a
oW 1hia hibliday sea-
her’ with 1m0 preparas
r made :nrrememhrancea and with
*mamy purse. That the nld people,
the’young ottes, whom she had al.’
mewembered should think ghe had

e .:_M«:. o

‘mled with: rheumaﬂsm. 4 bright chrys-

‘anthemum on New Year's Day, when

she necled was a thick, warm,

looked like mockery to practi-

generous Margery. The probabil-
o t'

!n;mh. snd the
i been postpon.
sve, wien all the

10w her heart
dered her purse,
geveral Invitations
itaide childfen and
bepresent at the

§ Jrarsery Daw 3

, remembered all that

pleaaszant thoughts, |

“sand ﬁhu’n perhaps & dollar gone; and !

' to her. It was an inspiration, sad she
¥ grssped it. Peraaps he could help ber,

perhaps she could flnd some work to

- do, and be paid for it.

“1 will tell you,” she gaid quickly, as
though half afrald her determxination
would fall her. She planted her um-
brella before her and clasped her bands
aver it and faced bhim. “I want you

3 to find somebody to give me some work

to do, and pay me for it.”

“Work!” he ecnoed. ‘Pay for it}
Why, what's come over you?”

*Don't laugh, Phtlip,”

dangerously near to welling over again,

Do be good and help me!” she beg-

ged again.

'But what new echeme i8 this?” ne

.o

“What scrape are you in now?
“It f8n’t any scrape,”
ing away.
help me, and [ can ask some one else.”
“Come now, Margery,” he sald,

Let's walk on.”

i 80 she told him the grievous difficul-

ty that had befallen her, and ae lis-

'tened gravely enough, and promised to

'do what he could, When Margery left

him he stood staning after her, while
the bright red of the bird in her bat

went bobbing gayly along.

They had been children together, and
Margery had {n those days shamefully
imposed upon and abused Phillp Lake.
The day came when Philip went off to
college When he returned little “Mar-
~o-v Maw’ wae Mics Rain. and when
he tried to take up his old familiar
footing there was a Jar and discord
which surprised him. Margery resent-
ed his takiog it for granted that ehe
“childsh pon-
sense;’” she refused to be called **Mar-
gery Daw,” as of old; she shrank from
his brotherly friendliness.

So Philip Lake dropped into teasing
her and coaxing by turns. never aDgry
when her mood turnsed into anger,
and the firet to welcome the dimpling
smile afier the frowns. When thelr
names were ceupled by the gosasips,
Margery vigorously denied the accu-
sation, and pursed up her mouta in
a charming pout.

11.

Next day Philip l.ake presented him-
gelf at Mra. Balu's door. Hb carried a
large box and a long book. Margery.
spying him from afar, had rushed
down to meet him.

| " “Well, Philip. how do you do?" ebe

‘ exclalmed. “Do come in. I'm so glad
to see you, for you ook as if you had
good news. Tell me right away.”

He came {n ,deliberately, and slowly
&vesting himsel! of his overcoat and
hat. Margery pranced about him ex-
citedly. S8he would have liked to have
shaken him—but he was tco hopeless-
iy tall.

“Now, Margery,” be gaid finally. “1
have found you some work, but there's
one great objection to it.”

“And that?” she sa.d, eagerly,

“Well, it's work for me.
afraid you'd gbject.”

She was looking joyfully at him.

“I'm not objecting,” she cried. **Does
—does it pay?”’

“0h, yes, it pays. [‘ive dollare a

vames. I need some envel.
opes directed, and If you care to do it
all right. But you never do care to
do anything for me.*’

“Never mind; please forgive 1o,
Philip. I'm so glad you needed en-
velopes. So these are the envelopes in
this box? Where are the names? 1I'll
start right away.”

“I'm going to be very business-iike
with you,” he srld. “You must not get
a single blot on them nor on the book,
Do you hear, Margery Daw?”

“And if T do—what then?” she said,
tugging the boek to her.

“l won't pay you'!" he cried, as he
opened the door. “Mind that, Margery
Daw!”

The work of addressing the envel-
apes went on apace. Philip Lake wag
obliged to call dally to receive the en-
velopes that were completed. Once he
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“] beg your pardon,” he said gravely.

scolded her for a tiny blot. She red.
dened and dropped her eyes, confused
and ashamed. And when she faltered
ont that she was sorry, he longed to
take her in his armse and tell her he
was only joking. But Margery had
taken the buslness arrangement quite
geriously.

When the first thousand was nearly
completed ehe showed him her list of
gitts, Hvery one was remembered,
His eyes blurred a litile as he went
over the lst—it wae such a loving
heart that had prompted #t. Her eoyes
were soining with delight. He would
not bave acknowledged that he was

' 1 looking for his own name on the list,

but a faiilt hops made him read each
name carvefully. His was not down,

| Another pame was there, to which he
| returnist and read again, .

“Why, - Margery Daw,” he erled,
“who is this? . ‘Allen Muir, a gold
ﬂng‘a 0 \'

Switt. xs ‘ﬁahmmg. ami ‘she met his
; the tell-tale blood came
ks and Brow.

"‘”‘;‘“ﬁﬁ'\"wﬁﬂ’ﬁ Q&M: ‘A‘-

;ing wiil mot cost

she sald. The
big eves looked as though they were

she gald, turn-
“1 see you don’t want 10  y.v6 not much more to say; what can

“brace up and tell me all about it, -

| Phillp. He told himsel he need not

i thought of & certaln small envelope
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“Pray eay nothing more,” sald Phil.

ip, sttfly. “l beg your pardomn.”
There was a éllence. Phdillp rose,
stil] fingering the lst. Margery patted
her foot upon the floor and began to
hum & tune airily. Phillp fidgetted;
-he walked from the mantel to Mar-
gery's chalr, and suddenly bent over
it.
! “You know, Margery.” he began, “l
have never cared for any one but you,
“but T hardly thought you would act
this way. I thought you would have
| told your old playmate about your en-
gagement when it had gone so far as
to exchange rings. [ belleved you
) when you eald your mother ngd given
| you the ring you wear.”
|  Margery looked up indignantly. but
at once looked down again. She tried
| to release her fingers.
“No, please sit still,” he sald. 1

l 1 say?’ he added bitterly. T believed

you all that was frank and opep and
lovable. Had any one else told me thig
1 would not have belleved it.”’

“Pray say nothing more.”
stiffly,

said Philip,

She sat perfectly silent and quiet. He
picked up his nat and walked to the
door. Even there he turned, hoplng
that in some way he would find out it
was all a mistake. But the still, up-
right figure beside the window had not
stirred, nor unclasped her hands, nor
looked toward him. She was proudly
indifferent to his coming or golng.

But when he had gone, two small,
white hands stole up to her eyes and
wiped away the blinding tears, crush-
tng the violets upon her breast. Re-
bellious, {ndignant thoughts came to
her; anger and grief struggled till griet
conquered, and she rose and put away
the envelopes 4n the long box and tled
up the book with it.

When, next day, a courteous mnote
came from Philtp, asking for the com-
pleted envelopes and inclosing a crisp
five dollar bill as payment, a note came
back in reply, also Inclosing the self-
same crisp five dollar bill, and stating
that, as ehe did not care to finish the
work, she did not feel entitled to the
money.She also returned the envclopes
and book.

A few moments later Philip was gtar.
ing at her note and the money. He
was not surprised. But he thought of
her bitter disappolntment over the
Christmas presents and the tree.

“Hang it alll"” he sald. ‘'Poor little
Margery. 1I'm sure 1 could not help
it.” But he did no work theqt after-
poon, occupying himself wita unpleas-
ant and unbappy thoughts instead.

II1. :

When twillght fell he rose from his
chalr, shoving the note into his pocket.
His fingers fell upon a ecrap of paper;
he found her list crumpled up. Smooth-
ing it out, he scanned again tae names,

Monday moming dawned bright and
beautiful. All was activity in the lit-
tle church in the afternoon. The tree
had been get up and many fingers la-
bored over its decoration. Philip pasa-
ing by stopped In and his eye searched
the church for the bright curly head
that was so sure to be there.

“Miss Bain?” said one of the girls,
in reply to his inquiry. “Why, she
sprained her ankle climbing up that
ladder, and has gone home.”

The tree suddenly loet interest for

care if she were hurt: he had no rigat
to care. It was another’s right, He
did not care to say whose. When
night came and the tree was lit, and
the little church was full of delighted
and wild-eyed children, Philip came
agaln, He had wandered restlessly
about all day and found no peace. A
laugh and a pair of eyes haunted him,
He suffered pain as he thought of a
bruised and aching ankle. “Better her
ankle than her heart,” he sald eavage.
1y, to himself.

Up in the choir gallery, wrapped in
ghawls and beaind the choir, sat Mar-
gery Bain, She had begged to come,
and hor mother had ylelded. So &
neighbor’'s carriage had brought her,
and, anxions to avold notice, and sad
at heart because of ner disappoifitment,
there ghe aat while gift after gift
was plucked from the wonderful tree,
dagzling with its candles and’ tinsel
strings. Her poor little cards of greet.
ing were called out, and she saw her
class flle up to receive themn. But what
was this? She leaned forward in sur-
prise. Not only the little cards were
given, but more; a doll for Dof, a pearl
knife for Willlam, a football for An.
drew. The rosés flamed in her cheeks
Wwhen s warm shawl was handed out
for Aunt Hally, So on through her
list; her own Het which she had peen
obliged to discard. She eank back
amazed; who could bave done it? She

iranging on the tree. It was addressed
“Mr. Phillp Lake” When she had
hung it m ‘her foot had sMpped,
and it was ﬂm, %h& had recelvad tho

ing ax you 00w, becauso you must ré-
,mmm

enougd, dut now ber cup of unhapp!-
ness womld be full. In a moment the
envelopa would be called out, end she
would see Philip step out to recetve it.

Shivering and bot by turns, she walt-
ed for that moment. It did not come.
She witnessed the surprise and delight
of each child at his preseng; no one
wasa forgotten. She heard aer own
Dame cailed at last, and saw der friend
take possession of a sruall bax. But it
was all 1n a dream. She was confused,
bewildered and uncertain,

There was a step on the cholr stalra.

““Yes, 1 am quite ready, Mrs. Norris,”
sald Margery, falntly. °‘I shall be glad
to get home.”

There was no answer. She looked
op, and it was Philip. He held out his
hand, but she would not see¢ it,

*“It is ot Mra., Norris,” he sald.

*“Please tell her 1 want to g0 home,”
said Margery, and then she forced her-
self to look at him, proudly, coldly. He
caught her hand, whether she would
or not.

“Margery! dear 1little Margery:
please forgive me. I have been such a
fool. I Know you don’t care for me,
but I am sorry, very sorry. to have
spoken to you as I &id. Just let mo
tell you that I was with the minister
a moment ago, and he introduced me
to his cousin, Allen Muir, and his

bride. ! know now there was some
mistake, but you did not tell me
then.”

"How could 17" she threw at him.
“You did not ask me. You took it on
yourself to accuse.” she said.

"“"Yes, Margery, I Eknow I
brute,” he said humbly. “But let me
take you home. You must; Mrs. Nor-
rie ia gome, for 1 w0ld her | would see
you home."

&he permitted him to wrap her up
and help her down the steps. The
cold liitle hande In his and the cling-
ing arm made his heart ache. He help-
ed her into his sleigh, and they drove
away in silence. Only once during the
drive she spoke. '“Will you please tell
me how it Was that the cliidren re-
celved thoee presents?”

“I found your list,” he answered,
“and I tlook the iiberty to eend them—""

“It was a liberty.” she sald coldly.
“You need not have used my name. [
d1d not send them.”

“Margery,” he sald, very gently,
checking his horse 1nto a walk, “at
leagt lat us part friends. | have sald
I was sorry to have wronged you,
You wronged me when you refused to
finiah the work for me. it was a most
unpleasang little note you sont me, and
it was just because 1 did mot want
those children to be disappointed that
1 sent the presents to the tree. 1 want
you to say you forgive me, and be
friends again.”

His voice shook just a littie. There
Was no answer.

“Please, darling Margery.” A stifled
sound came from behind the laprobe
and coverings.

“There—there was something on the
treo for you,” she whispered. “I must
tell you. It was an envelope with——
with——"

“With what?”

“] can't tell you,” she whispered.
“You can look on the tree for it to-
morrow. Please let me go.”

was a

“A stified cry came from behind the
laprobe and coverings.’”

“We are at the gate,” he sald gent-
ly. *““Tell me we are friends, Margery;
1 have loved you so much, dear little
girl.”

No answer came.
the laprobe and tried to help her
out. “Will you tell me we aro
friends again?"’ he asked.
“No, no,” she sald faintly,
er!"

His hand shook on her arm, and as
he moved he felt that arm steal up
to his neck, and Margery said in a
voice that came from somewhere about
his coat collar:

“Because, dear Philip, we can’t—be-
cause—I-—oh, Philip!” and the rest
was loat,

The thousand stars were twinkling
in the deep, dark sky, amd the clear
night rang with distant bells,

In a little church that moment,
where stood a dismantled tree, its
many candles burnt out and its gay
fruit stripped, a tiny edge of ann eavel.
ope hung over an extinguished light:
the heat of the candle had scorched
and burnt the little missive, and only
an odge remained. No one nodiced it,
and only one could ever have told ita
origin or contents.

In Philip Lake's pocket wag snother
envelope. It wae the only {tem on the
Christmas list which was newer de-
livered. In the envelope was a pold
ring, marked with a tag, “Allen Muir.”
But Allen Muir never received it, fon

He pushed down

“Nev-

a

Young Ninety-nine,
On time—on tlme,
In horseless carriage speeds this way;
From smiling earth’s
Remaotest girth
Ripg welcoming shouts,

“Hooray,
Hooray'"” ’

&

YOUNG YEAR!? OLD YEAR?

Old Ninety-eight,
It's fate—it's fate,
With you the jaded nag's lost away.
It seems too bad
That joys bhalf sbd
Must linger while we say ‘‘good-day!™
3. E. Hampton.

'"TWILL BE A MERRY DAY

——

No More Sewing and Re-Binding for Her
lo Bo.
There 8 one litle woman i{n a big
city who is sure of a Happy New Year,
and there is lots of romance in real
Ufe yet, though pessimists pretend that
it’s all dead.
S0 many people are ready to tell
their troubles that it seems good once
in a while to see the "high light” of
happiness.
“I have a pretty hard time,” said the
little woman, with a joyful choke in
ther volce. “Going out dressmaking by
the day Is constant struggle, first to
get the work at all, then to do as much
in nine or ten hours as people expect.*
*“I can bardly realize that I have nev.
er got to alter any more sleeves, or
contrive a sheath shaped skirt out of
a seven gored godet pleated affalr, or
turn an old tallor made into a satis-
factory Dbicycle euit with neatness
while I emphasize the despatch.
“It seems llke a fairy tale all that

happened last week, and oh! I came so
near to missing my joy.

‘“You gsee, I had told the lady for
whom I had been sewing that 1 would
if poesible, come on Friday morning to
rebind a skirt.

“When Friday cfime I was so ex-
hausted it seemed as though I could
not go, and as I had not positively
promised I was almost tempted not to
do =0, but the money, the money! I
needed, it. How glad T am now that I
was just so poor.

I thought the lady a lll:t,le cold-
hearted not to ask me to take any
Juncheon, as it was noon when my
work was done, but that was a blessing
in disguise.

“As I left the house a gentleman was
coming up the stoop.

“ ‘Does Mrs. Edward Milbank live
here? he asked, and then said:—

“ “Why, Christine, is that you?

«1 stared at him. I didn't know him
from Adam until he said:—

¢ Oh, Chrissy, you are not angry with
me after all these years?

another ring had gone to him instead,
the ring which he had asked Margery
to buy for hie wedding day, an@ which
even xow was shining lovingly on that
happy bride’s hand.

A gllver star shot from ite place
in the aky like a Jewel from its setting.
Tiny sparks tralled from it ag §t sped,
and Iit uvp the ether. A suddenm chime
of bells pealed ocut. But to “Mar-,
gery Daw” the whole world was chim.
ing, and the Iight of his life sqaone In
her upturned eyes

“You did not ask me, Pullip,” she
was “ytng. “And I can't help langB-

m sm } 3 dmn't. m’a

“1 didn't faint, Miss ‘Polly, 1 was too
much afriad he’d get away, but 1 had
to hold on to the railing,.

“We had been very good friends in
the old days, but I thought he didn't
care, and he thought 1 didn’t, so we
drifted apart, though I never loved any
one else. No more drifting, no more
parting; I feel as though I wanted the
whole world to kmow that New Year Is
to be my wedding day.”

‘The Dnmun.

This bugaboo of New Year's day ;!

Seoms quite bereft of reamon. A
Uneatisfied 4 you but pay

The eompligients of the seaspn.

POLITENESS PAYS.

Of course we 2ll intended to take
time by the forelock—poor old Father
Time! 1 should think he'd be a trifle
| bald, 0 many seizing him by the heir—
and be beforechand with our holiday
sbopping.

One of the reasons we camnot, evemy
if we tried, is because the real novel-
tles are not put forward much before
the first of December, and then shop-
p:ng I8 so tiresome, comic paregraph-
ers to the contrary notwiéthstanding,
that people try to persuade themselveas
until almost the last moment that they
won't get a gift for any one biw tha
children.

I really think it would pay the man-
agers of some of the bid department
shops—yes, and lttle undepartment
ones, to0—to pretend to be customers
and have a “customer dril” on mainy
days o! when busines wag dull, and
train the salesmen and women, partic-
ularly the women, though I hate to say
it, to treat those who come to buy ia a
businesslike way.

In some of the high class shops thq
sales-women are too superciiious for
words,

1 know, I know that it is hard ta
stand behind a counter from morning
uutil night, but rusaing about trying
to get something to pleage a friond {sn'e
na unmixed delight. One could be for-
giving just these few weeks, but it's
all the year round.

An acqualntance of mine, the wife
of a millionaire, visited the cloak de-
partment of such a chop the other day.
She dresses plainly and I» unpretent-
lous. Beeing a garcent that pleased
her, ehe asked one of the fimely formed
maiden in attendance -the price of it,
placing her hand upon it a3 she spoke.

“That's a high cost garment,” was
the reply, as ner hand was pushed
aside. “You'll ind what you want at
the lower end of the room.”

A Unigque Magizine,

“By George! I must buy this mag-
azine and take it home.”

“Why? It's just the same as the one
you got the other day. It has 153
pages of advertising and twenty-one
pages of remding matter, which is made
up of’—

“Hold on, now, you're going to make
a mistake there. 1 admit taat it has
163 pages of sdvertising, all the “ads’
being just like the omes in the other
magazines, I bought, and that it has
twenty-one paggs of reading matter
deftly sandwiched in, but there the
similarity ends. This one actually has
three articles which are not about the
wa’r »”

Reflections of a Batohelor.

Here's for a year of hopo and caeer
Which no 1l luck card emother.
A year's ftull crop Is gathered in;

It's time to plant another,
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