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Mr. Blair lowered his paper sufficiently to glare
at her over the top of it.
‘L am trying to read,” lhe said; and hid himself

" .once more.

" A few seconds later dinner was announced, or it is
probakle that Mrs. Blair would have renewed the at-
tack. No ounc had ever accused her of lacking persist-
ence, Mr. Blair did not obey the sunimons prompily ;
but when he rose, droppiug lus paper, he pul his arm
about his wife's shoulder as they went to the dining-
room. He was sorry he had been so brusque, but all
he said by way of apology was:

‘You don’t know how tired T am this eveming., 1
feel as if 1 should like to rest forever. 1| am glad we
have no engagement.’

Muvs, DBlair, because she saw that his good-huwmor
was restored, and becanse lLe had ne newspaper at
hand to protect him, felt the moment surely auspicious
to interest him in Mrs. Busch.

f She lras had the =ame rooms {for four or five
years, and alwavs paid promply until lately,” she said.

M. Blair frowned.

CWho is this woman vou have heen {alking aliont
for the past three-guarviers of an hour? Why am 1
expected to be interested in Ler?

‘If vou would but listen, John, when T explain,
you would kunow all about her: but vou get cross as
soom as L sav o word.

1f therve s one thing an dvritable person finds more
trving than all ethers it is to be called ‘eross’ or
‘impatient,” or by any kindred epithet: so it was not
in his most amiable manner that Mre, Blair rejoined:

CWell, tell me the whole storv, if you must; and
after that let's be done with it onee for all.  You wili
give me no peace until T have been hored with cvery
word vou said and she said, and a hundred muore neither
of you ever thought of saying.’

Mis. Blaiv pouted for an insiant before her desive
to tell her story proved stronger than her resentment
then she related. in her provelkingly desultory manuer,
the narrative of her afternoon’s expervience.  Ar. Blar
sat mute.

‘You don't scem fo be interested, John. Y
are hardly listening, and voun haven't asked one gues-
tion.’

“Oh, ves, T am lisiening anl am intensely inter-
ested ! But deo come to the point. What was the
woman crying about!  No doubt that is the kernel of
the story.’

‘ Mrs. Buseh eried because she bas no monev, and
she is gaing to e put out of her reoms toamorraw if she
deoesn’t pay her rent: and her little girl is sick, and
may die if she has to go out in the eold and the snow,
You would ery, too, if you were in her place!” she
retorted, indignautiy.

¢ And her nawe is Dusch, I think you said, and
it's the Century Puildiug.

“Yes; and she wouldnt mind very el il she
were alone,—she said so.  The dittle givi has alwavs
Leen ill, and they are often cold in winter, and in sum-
mer they have no ice; and sometimes they ave hungry—’

*Ho am T Mr. Blalv murmured.

‘“ But not in the same way. They have nothing to
eat,——nothing at allV’

f Now, Julia, suppuse we change the subject. 1
think, possibly, we could find a more cheerful oue.
There is no one else on ¢arth aboul whom T have quite
as much information as 1 have about this Mrs. Busch.
T know all ahoul her tears aud her long wall, ler
clothes, her appeoaranees, her ehild, and her finaneial
status., T ecan't say that T yearn to learn more.’

Mrs. Blair had sueeeeded in making him listew io
She was delighted
with her succeess, and never casily annoyed . so she paid
no heed to this Urade, but smited absently while it was
in progress and at its close: and after a pause Mr.
Blair said, almost in hiz ardinary {one:

+ [ wonder 3l you realise what a severe snowstorm
we are having,--1lie worst in many vears. 1 dou’l ve-
member ever {n lave seen such drifts,  They say that
the street car service is very much crippied, and trains
are hlocked all over the State.

‘Yes? Mrs. Blair said listlessly, not interested.
‘You won’t forget about Mrs. Busch? she reminded
him, after scarcely a pause.
© "No, no!” he answered shortly, trying to be
paticut; and began to folicitate himself that at length
the subject was considered finished when the meal
passed without any further reference to it; and on
their returning to the library Mrs. Blair buaried herself
in a new msagazine. lle really was inexpressibly
weary, and harassed Ly a score oi anxieties, involving
millions of dollars of his own and other pecple’s money
besides. Leaving untouched his half-read paper, he
leaned against the back of his chair and shut his eycs,
with a deep sense of thankfuliess that he could rest.
But the lull was short-lived.  1Tis wife was not en-
grossed in her story.  Afler a few minntes she closed
the magazine.  ller hushband sighed.

‘1 told ber you would not allow her to, be turned
oul of her roows,” she remarked exultingly.

Mr. Blair made no answer, but Le frowned darkly.

“Jobu, wouldn't it he lovely never again to charge
her or any other poor people? We don’t want poor
peeple’s money, do we?  Tell Mr. Coale not tu, won'l
von?  Or shall 17

Mr. Blair was angry ot last,

*Please do not meddle with v business affairs!
1 shall tell My, Coale nothing of the kind : and if T heav
one word more about this matter, T will do nothing.
I mean every word 1 sav.

Naturally he was obsiinate, and nalure had the
upper hand in that hour: but his wife had never learned
when to be silent.

" Tobu, you don’t mean that! 1 kinow you
dow't! You will imterfere. won't you. Johu ¥

CNe !t he answered roughly.  Oncee and for all,
I wash my Lhands of the whole affaic. 1t's the agent’s
busines<.  Why should T meddle ¥

SO Mes Blarr did not understand thal he was-in
CATLIPeST After o weaveely pereeptible pause, she saiwd
sweelly, her baby =mile plaving about her hips:

“1oteld Mreso Buseh that Mr. Ceale really Tas no
aulhorttv, The bailding s vours, isn't it John?

“Why on earih did you tell her that? 1Te has,—
af enrse he has !t 1 did intend to interfere in this
case, thouel it woukld have been a vrouble, and a thing
that. in general, T don't approve of. Now 1 shall do
nothing. o vou understand ?

At et it dauwned upon Mueso Blalr vhat her lus-
baud was thovoughly angry, and she had best be silent.
That he meant to carry out his threat did not even
aoetiv o her s and she went to bed feeling heht-hearted,
Becise she lad saved their home to a poor weman and
her elild.

Forty.eight lones laver Mreo Blan was ensconced
i bis Library, pouring over the eveniog paper. Jle had
bl a0 singulavly pratifying day. The steps he had
taken 1o saleonard his own and others' interests had
roved successiul hoyond hiz ost sanguive  hopes.
e had Lhad an exeellent dinner, Jdurnng which he and
his wife had chatted happily, without any of the minia-
ture yuarrels that ardinarily marred their interenurse,
e was fecling supremely eonlent, satisfied with hiw-
sebi and all the world. unfil in a corner of the first
page of his paper he found this short peragraph:

< Yesterday morning Mrs. Busch, a widow, with lier
five-year-old ehiid, was tuwrned out of her wretched
rooms in the Century Building. AL one time she was
emploved by 1Tart and Co., shirt makers: but for the
past six nonths has been aut of work, '_I‘!}«" child was
sorinusivy 1l and, with her o her avins, the molher
walked 1he streete $or houvs befnre she found shelter
wilh the Sisters of Merev en De Sales Avenue. Nhe
was exhausted and almost frozen.  The child died eavly
this morning as the vesnit of the exposure. The Cen-
tury Building is owned by T, ¢ Blar’

Tt is hared to imagine {he agony that deseended npon
My, Blair as he vead. Minute arter minnte passed,
and he sat staring ab the avticle, his face ashy while, his
hands §frembling so that the paper shionk like a leafl 1
the wini, e fcli (hat he must seream aloud in his
anguish: thal he could not live and bear, hour afler
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