
CHATTER 1
In his cosy sitting-room sat IParry

Lingi'rd, and on tho cheerful hearth-rug lay his sole companion, a fox-
terrier named Jack Jack, whose
day had been spent in the franticbut truitless chasimg of sparrows in
the snowy streets, looked tired but
comfortable ; the handsome face ofhis master, whose chief employment
that day had been the (choosing anddespatching of a beamtiful gold
bracelet to a certain lu.dy at Linden-Lea, wore a decidedly sad expres-
sion.'

It is g,ood to be a dog,' thought
Harry , ' bad to be a married man
and have no wife Such a wretch is
an anomaly in polite society ' He
snapped his fingers Jack," sacrili-
"cvng comfort to sympathy, rose and
rested his white muzzle bet weenhis
master's hands'Jack,' said Harry, 'it's hardlines, old fellow

"
It is not good

for man to h\e alone
"

Notalone," you say You rascal '
Well, not quite, perhaps. Put what
do you kviow about Scripture '? Wo
used to be great company, you andI, Jack. Bnit that was' liefore
Bessie

'
Ato the word Jack sprang round

and stood with his eyes fixed on tho
curtained doorway, his stump of atail wagging expectantly'

She won t come, Jack
'

Jack resumed his position foi con-
versation.'No, she won't,' went on his mas-
ter, and a dry, husky sob struggled
from his bieast and a tear— yes,
actually a tear— fell into Jack's
ng.ht eye anil made him blink' Women lnwe no hearts, Jack,
nowada.vs, at least nothing to count)
on, or she would ha\e come ba.ck
long ago to her— to a faithful okl
dog that lo\ es her

'
Theie w;is a ring at the door bell,

and .lack with a bark, rushedthrough Ihe curtains into the hall,
followed hv his master who opened
the stieet dooi , and 1 lie light fromthe vestibule lain]) fell upon as dirt v
a little impish face ,h could bu
frtund in the city noted for its clean-liness ami saniturv economics'

You Mi Lmgiud"> '
asked the

imp, unhesitatingly
'1am, \ oung man,' idpiie<l Harry'Step in out of the cold \e\i>i

mind join tuque
' You won 1 be

able to net into it again \o\\ "> '
You ie to come straight with me

A gentleman wants to see \mi
' ans-

wered the imp 'The lady g.i\e me
10 cents to fetch \ou

'
Indeed ' Where may this impera-tive gentleman h\e, my young Mer-cury *> '
That s not mv name I'm Joe—

I.urn, and I wasn't to tell \on ,ui,\-
thin'

—
only to bring jou

Harry, wondei ing a little at the
imp's assurance laughed, leruincd
to the hall foi his hat and coat ami
in a few minutes was walking downthe street with this strange u,uide
Thi-y entered a house in a row of
shabby tenements m the Kast End,
and the boy led flariv upstairs and
knocked at the dooi of a loom on
tho first flat The door was opened
by a fan-hairod. sweet-faced ,\ oung:lady, who bade him enter'Ifany, old fellow. 1 thought uut
woHild come lam glad to set- you,'
came from ,i pair, sirk-10-olcmg
young man leclmmg in an easy
chair'

Herbert ' ' * exclaimed Harry,
clasping the thm, woin hand 'Is
it indeed you9

'
Annie, said (lie \oung man,

without using, '
this is Harry Lm-

gard, my sister's husband. My wife,ITarry '
'Your wife 9

' gasped Hairy, tak-ing Annie's hand and gazing' in tau--
priso at the softly-Qjus'hing counten-
ance

'
And does your

—
your wife never,

never come to see you, Mr. jLin-
gard ?

'
asked 'Annie, with amaze-ment in her tender eyes.'

She has not been inside of thishouse for two months,' Harry re-plied, huskily.'Iam afraid we are a sad lot, weTravicks,' said Herbert. 'We don'tseem to be able to run straight.You won't .care to accompany me toLinden-Lea to-morrow, then, Harry.''Oh, yes,' laughed Harry. '
Your

plarents and Iare the best of friends;
so are Bessie and I— friends, you
know.' And he wondered how shewould receive that gold bracelet hehad sent her.

Herbert and his wife retired forthe night and left their host alone
with his thoughts— and Jack.For some time Harry Lingard satgazing at the two vacant chairs insuch loving conjunction on the op-posite side of the fire-place, and hiathoughts were bitter as death.Alas- ! how many of these little tra-
gical ironies of life are being enac-ted every day ! To Harry, Her-bert Travick, a homeless outcastspenniless, ill, almost starring, withthat fair young life twining round)
his existence, was an object of envy.He, with his tasteful home and acompetence sufficient to make a wo-man like Herbert's wife richly con-tented, comld not keep the woman hehad married within his home.

The clock struck 12. It wasChristmas Day— a day in all theyear sacred to tender feeling and the
reunion of hearts estranged. With agroan Harry buried his head in his
arms on the table.

Yes, it was a mistake he said tohimself, to marry Besstie Tra,vick.
Nurtured inUipcury, the bello of fash-
lonablo society, with a home and alife that satisfied every requirement^
of her nature, how could he, a merebusiness man

—
rising, it was true

—
hope to make her happy ? And yet,
ho thought, ho had honestly strivento do so How often, when brain
sick with planning and heart-sick
with the fear of ruin, ho had danced
a nightly attendance on his beauti-
ful wife in her ceaseless round ofgaiety, and weary and leaden-souledha.d stolen from her side the next
morning to renew the stern grapple
with the hard necessities of businesslife ' Then when banks were clos-
ing their doors and old reliably
houses failing, when every dollar hehad in the world was needed to keep
his own little ship afloat, she had
proposed and insisted on giving a
series of entertainments that would
ha\e stripped the roof from their
heads. What had he done then ?

In his desperation he had inveig(hed
against the useless extravagance,and when his wife, hurt by his sternwords, had answered hotly, he hadbade her mind her own affairs and
cultivate a betiter temper Then witihtho additional (burthenof tihisi shairp)
estrangement round his heart, he
had taken his, way down to his officeand by dint of clever management
and j^ire pluck succeeded in floating
his storm-tossed little barque intosmoother and safer waters. He had
come home that evening not urmatlu-rally elated with his triumph andready to make any possible amenda
for his harshness and necessary re-
strictions to filnd by his dinner plata
a perfumed note from his wife, in-
forming Jjjfm that as she <elt she' hajd)
no place in his home or his affec-
tior.s she had resolved to seek the
shelter of her parents' roof. Wlhera-upon he had sprung from his table
and despatched two notes, o>ne to hiawife and another to her father ;. the
former stating t,hat her homo wasopen to her whone\er she. shouldthink fit to enter it, but that he
would never ask her to do so ;thelatter requesting Mr. Tra\*ick not tointerfere, hmt to allow things to runtheir own course
In the light and warmth of thetmiohmg scenes of tonruga1 trust andaffection which ho had witnessed thatnight he taxed himself with his fairshare of the blame , b,ut his heart

was torn with tender regrets and

RECONCILED.
'My dear wife," assc\eratod Her-bert, with moist eyes '

And the
sweetest little woman that God ever
made.'

The excitemeuit brought on a vio-
lent fit of coughing, and Annie was
by his side in a moment.'Herbert," she pleaded, in her low,
tender voice,

'(you moist be quiet.''Yes, dear, 1 will be more careful,'
said the husband, drawing his wife
to him. ' Sit here, Harry , Iwant
to talk to you.'

When Ileft homo two years ago
Iwas forbidlden my father's house
What Iwas before that, Har-ry, you
know. What 1 have since been,
Ammo knows—don't you, dear ? '

hoaskod, kissing her hand.'
"You have been the best and dear-

est of husbands,' was the fomd
reply.

Then T am what my wife has
mado me,' said Herbert, simply.

1 vowed 1 would never enter my
father's house again. Then 1 went
to Montreal, where Imet Annie and
married her, and Iha\e found that
there is no truer protection un.deii
hea\e.n for a man against himself
than a fond -and faithful wife.
Everything went well with us atfirst, Harry , but my constitutiondoes not seem to be the bc<-t. Three
months ago Icaught a se\ere cold,
which, being neglected, promises to '
—ho winced a little

— ' to lay me up
Annie here is the cleverest littlewoman ' '

Anile blushed and raised
a wainmg fmgei

She can speak French liko a
native She is a capital stenogra-
pher and t,\pe-\vriter, and she h;is
worked herself to death to make all
ends meet '

Herbert ' '
exclaimed Annie, '

do
not say siicli things, please '

'
Iwouldn't care, Harry,' went on

Herbert, ' if it were merely for my
own sake

—
'but something must bo

clone for her now—
and 1have come

hero to pUiv the prodigal— to humble
mjself before my father, and 1 wantyou to lie!p me

ll'arrv took out his watch, but it
was remarkable what a tune he was
making out the hour

Ft is nine o clock In ten mm,u-
tes 1 shall ha\e a h;,ck here, and
.you and Mrs Ti a\ lck aic going tomy house There is plenty of roomthere, CJod knows ' said H'any,
with a bitterness his hearers cuu'ld
not understand

".Now, not a word, Mrs. Tra\ick
The dn\e will not hurt Herbert , so
please lie read>

'
Without waiting for further speech

Harry was gone, and an liomr later,
to .Jack's astonishment, no fewer
than three persons wet c cosily grou-
ped around the sitting-room fire,
one of whom was \iuing and fair,
and, to his intense delight and com-fort, wore petticoats

Presently Herbert inquired :'
But where is Hessre Harry ° '

ll,arr\ 's face flushed e\en iii the
rudVlv glow of the die as he ans-
werod

'Shi is at home '
'At home 9 Do \ou mean at Lin-den-Lea "> '
Hanv nodded, whilst Hei bert aivlhis \\ it"o watched the sad, a\<rtetd

face
■ I uiiiv as well tell you,' saidlTqrr\, looking up 'It'will sa\o

misapprehension'
Our mumage, Herbert, was a

mistake. lies.sic should iia\o
married a wealthy man, ami 1 a
womuji lijko \our wife '

And hesmiled sadly"
Business was bad— w retched, an,d

Icould not adore] to go the pneo
necessary to meet Bessie's require-ments This led 1o misunderstand-
ings, alild, 1 regret to sa\ , bitterwords, and she returned to her pmr-
ents' hioime That is all there is to
it '
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