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‘0Oh, childl’ he murmured gently, tenderly.
my child |’ ’

¢ Por months, though I kept myself hidden from your
sight, T have been your next-deor neighbor,’ she continued.
* The mother of the three girls with whom you have been
making friends—yes, they are yours, too. Can .you realise
that P’

He could realise nothing yeb—'sta.nng from her to the
empty chair and back again. Content to realise nothing
save that there was Adele, hero beside him, her hand .n
his. That hik daughter’s loving eyes gazed into his, that
her loving face beamed upon him.

He could realise nothing but that the heart in his
hosom sudden]y woke to life and warmth, and sent the
blood with now vigor thr ough his frame; that the chill and
the: cold had left bim; that all was “(.,11 with lhim, and
that here, here sat Adele.

¢ Child,

KARAKA BAY,

And with that new life w elhng within him ho responded
to it. His three pretty neighbors came, and with them
their father, a grey-haired man now, with the s‘t.amn of
years well spent upon his countenance—a good lhusband,
true man, a useful, noble man, devoted te his wife and
children. Gordon Raymond advanced to him, heth hands
outstretched—hands that asked forgiveness, and all was
well between thom- from that hour. The moal began onco
more, Stephen, smiling and happy, hovering about the
table. And Gordon Raymond  yielded to the spirit of
Chxistmas, and talked and laughed as he had not done
in years, as he had never thought to do again in all the
years that remained to him.

And surely, surely, not even the kind-hearted Boh
Windthrop was happier among his loved ones than the ‘poor,
lonely, rich old man’ who dined with his daughter that
Christmas day—whose loneliness was, from that day -,
fore'rer a 'thing of the ‘past.—Emtmsion-.. :

WANTFD KNOWN—That Bill-heads, Circulars, Cards,
Programmes, and General Printing of every description .are
executed at the Tablet Office. Moderate rates.

one of the loveliest

THE JUGGLER

Behind the great wlndow of the luxunous cIub-house a
man looked ot at the stream of humanity that passed in
two hurrying curreuts before him. He was comfortable
in the big easy chapir, and he felt a very slight twinge of
pity for these uustlmg persons.

Why did these throngs seem in a hurry, and why dld
they all carry burdensome parcels. The bundles meant.
that Christmas Day was near. There were gifts in those.
parcels, foolish gifts, no doubt, for people who would throw
them & glance and cast them aside. = There was a. man ;
astually pushing his way through the crowd with a. tree on
his shoulder—a. Christmas tree, of course. Hoaw very
childish it all seemed.

A servant came into the room and turned om the
hghts The man ai the window looked around.

*Not many of the members here to-night, Robert?’

residential spots  around Wellington.
"No, sir. It’s ncaring Christmas, sir.

ber of the gentlemen go out of town.’

‘True. I had forgotten.’

Another footfall caught his ear.

“Al, Durham? . )

The newcomer dronped inte an easy chair.

‘Began to think I had the club all to myself,” he said.

Quite a num-

* Painfully dull, isn®t it?

‘ Yes,
behind ?*
‘I'm a man w1t.ht:ut a home iust now. My people
are in Eneland, you know. - For twenty-seven years my
wife and I have eaten our Christmas dinner together,: ‘and

Evidently a geaeral oxedus. Why are you- left

I'm blue when I think of dining without her. You don’t
. undergtand that, do you ? . !
‘No,” the man at the window renlied; ‘I don't.?

‘Didn't gwe me credit for so much sentlment pev—
haps !’

‘To tell you the truth,’
‘it surprises me:'

‘I'm quite sire I'm not ashamed of it> Jaughed Dur-
ham. ‘Money grubbing hasn’t:entirely ossd:'led he: But
why are you lingering Lere, Minturn? - No “home P*

- The man at the window laughed.
‘I.call this a pretty comfortable home,” he answered.
i

said the man at thé \\*mdow,



