
same cheery voice saluted him as its owner took a chair
opposite.'Hello, Mr. Raymond1' he exclaimed.

'
Genuine

Christmas weather, this. Snapping, hearty, gorgeous,isn't it? Christmas is in the air.'
Gordon Raymond, unclosing his eyes, nodded severaltimes without lifting his head.'Yes,' he answered, slowly. '

Genuine Christmas wea-ther, and— er— Christmas is generally in the air about thistimeof the year, isn't it?'
But Bob Windthrop's high spirits could not be dashed

because Gordon Raymond was not enthusiastic.
'Each Christmas seems happier to me than the one

that preceded it,' he said.
'
The boys make it lively— I've

four youngsters, you know, and I'll guarantee we have a-
much fun to the square inoh

'

He paused suddenly. He was indeed a gay-heartedfelloAV, not too young, with a splendid home, a lovely wif<j
and happy, healthy children. But he hadnot gone through
life untouched by its pain, and he read the signs now In
the white countenance opposite him.

'
Isay, Ireally forgot you didn't have any one,' he

began in an altered. tone. 'Lots of friends, oh— of course
—hat you know

—
well, you know what I mean.' He

paused. The other, neither by word nor sign, filled up
that pause. 'Dome a favor, will you, Raymond? We'll
have none of the old folks this year. Neither of Marion's
parents are alive, and mine are still in Europe on accountof the father's health, so we must keep Christmas without
them. Will you come home with me? There's nobody
in that big house of yours to care, and— oh, hang it all,
Raymond, it must be a bit lonesome for you! Come on,
and let those lads of mine pester you a bit1 '

He ended so cheerfully, so boyishly, that Gordon Ray-
mond bent forward. A smile crept to his thin lips, and
from his lips to his eyes.'

I'dbe tempted to accept, Bob,' he said. '
Iwould,

indeed, but thatItake Christmas dinner to-morrow with
my daughter.'

Bob Windthrop's eyes widened.
'Your

— ->
'My daughter, yes; my daughter Adele. Under th=>

circumstances '

'Of course, of course!' cried the young man hastily.Ididn't know, Raymond. In fact, you've surprised me,
Ithought— every one believes— of course, that is anotherthing. Well, a merry Christmas, a merry Christmas1 imust be going on. Ijust dropped in to see ifIcouilcatch Peters and take him back with me. Peters is god-
father to my youngest, andIsuppose I'ma fool over them,
but Peters is worse thanIam. A merry Christmas, Ray-mond, and to

'—
with a curious 100k

— '
a merry Christmas

to your daughter too!
'

He rose, turned, but his gaze lingered on the oldman'sface. There was an unwonted brightness in-his eyes ashe went down the room'
The poor old chap!' he whispered under his breath." The poor, lonely old chap— with all his money.'

At tlie door he met Peters. Peters had already des-
patched almost a half vanload of toys to the Windthrop
domicile, but Peters now bore under his arm several sus-
picions-looking bundles, and his pockets were full to over-flowing. Peters was younger than his lifelong friend,
Bob,but not yet as happy, as Bob told him, since he was

still single. Now, as they went out together, Windthrop
indicated that quiet figure in the chair by a nod.'

Ijust asked Raymond to the house. He declined;
says lie's going to dine with his daughter to-morrow.
Who's his daughter?''

Never heard *ie had one,' said Peters. 'Never knew
he was married. Sure he said his daughter?''

His daughter Adele— those were the words.''Oh, his mind must be wandering.''Poor old chap, poor old chapi' repeated Bob Wind-
throp. 'IfItold Marion that it would spoil her Christ--
mas.''

Then for goodness' sake, don't tell her !* exclaimed
Peters, very energetically. 'There's enough unhappiness
in the world without making her -unhappy. Why, Bob.
every timeIsee MarionIonly hopeIcan bring that look
to Nell's face.'

'Well, you've every prospect,' said Boh, laughing.'Both young, hearty, cheerful, and of like tastes.'
Andso the 'poor, lonely, rich old man,' withhis chilled

heart and empty soul, drifted out of the conversation, and
even the thoughts of thesehappy folk, to whomxhe delights
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