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must tarn to bebave with grace and
dignity. You must g0 the same way
you have been going. but show by
vour manner when you mweet this gen-
Elemnn that von can’t stop to talk with
him.” .

~That said the little bop, “will be

as hard ss making my violin speak
santly.”
p‘:’;s he an old gentleman, Flerre?’
Betty asked.
“*The child regarded her thoughtfually.
«] don't Enow, grandmamma.”
*1s his hair white, dear?’
Peter nodded. “Yes, his bhair is
' swlita, but the mustache, that Is black™
“Where does he live. did you say?
" waronnd the corner only.*

Mrs. Van Zandt shook ber hend.
don't know any of my neighbors, dear,
not even their nnmes, Grandmamma
wonld rother you did not talk with
any strauger.™
" There was a Jong silence between
them. while Stradivarius, Ole Bull and |
Pazunini purred oo the hearth, Final-
v the child asked, in a curious, defl-
ant way, “Grandmamma, why?

Petty was startled. She hnd wan.
dered far awny from hér surroundings

“You and | and the pussy cats, we will
make it glad®™

and was for the mx st puzzled for

nn adequate reply, therefore she said:

“Pear, grapndmnmma’ can't - always
expiaineto her fittle boy.™

There was another pause. Then lit-
tie T'eter scid, “Tt is true that Christ-
mas is coming soon, is it not, grand-
manima **

“Yes, indeed."™ Betty sighed!

“l remember last ‘Christmas,” the
oy Bxrinimed. ' ~ 2

“Yes. of course vou do.”

*And the Iarze storm and the beggar
mu#n ot the window of the salon. his
feet in the snow without even sabots.™

“Yes, dear™ Mrs. Van Zandt was well
plensed nt the chiid’s remembering.

“We took him in by the stove, and
Marie snd [Ursule bronght soup apd
tYrend, nhd socks snd a cont. and J
gave a7 my 2 fruncs and 20 centimen,
and you too”

“To be sure, we did gladly, dear.™

The lad fised his eyes upon Betty's
face as he whispered gently, “He was
a stranger. ,

She turned her bead awny. She rose
and went to the window., Peter Van
Zandt saw her shadow ns he passed;
Eiw her hand go up to her eves.

“You sald 1 must ahways ®ntertain
the “strangers. They were sometimes
angels, and even {f they were not still |
I must enrertain them.” Httle Teterg
went on : al’ o

3étty came back “to ler grandison.
Krielt down on the rug nenr him and
the cats  “Yes, dear, 1 know"—

“Crandmamma, [ ¢onld make you cry
with mnéh pleasure if You say to me
ing lust Christmas. anotlier thing
thiis Christin
gers, 1 conld!™ His dark eves flash-
ed just as Peétty had seen Peter Van
Zandt's eves flash long agp., And “his
ind's voice was tepse, fierce,

She took his little rebellious hands in §
hers. “Deur. by und hig Fotf will com-
prebend. there are wicked menswhe
do harm to little éhfidren. They are
strangers sometimes. One has €0
on their guard.” ;

“He who calls me ‘monsienr’ i8 not
witked, grandmamma. 1l am sare. Ah™
small arms went around ber
nek caressingly, his face bot, against
her—*please, grandmamma, o not for-
bid that 1 speck with this stranger
this year. please! He is noble lke—
well-like you!™

“Very well, then, you. may, but prom-
i<e me, dear. on the word of a gontle-
nan, you will not go anywhere with
him, eh™*

The boy raised hLis right hand: *“Foi
de 1z Querenu, grapdmig@mipa, never."

PBotty Klssed bim and drew him closer.

I'resently he asked: ~Shall we have

one 1t

-his

a Cliristmas tree, grandmamma? Do
they have ope here?
Letty sighed “Yes, Pierre, they

Luve Christmas trees here, of ¢ourse.
but we will not have one this year.

‘& are not happy enough yet.™
“WiI we be bappy
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a sad time here,

, Sometimes. dear. BUf we, you and
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In his hand. ready. .

¢ Belty sat by the fife nalhstrug- J

E1ETWITH TiefSElr. fod she ndt MATen
upon ber knees? Fad she not humbled
ber soul? Was sbe pot living Ih Pe:
ter's house?

Did not the Nitle boy benr Peter's
unliked name? Had she not nailed her
antipathies to the eross of remorse?
Were not her nerves racked each @ay
by the tortures of the violin she lmt‘.l'1
elected that Peter's namesake should
learn to play upon? Had she not nam-
ed the very cats in remembrance of
the fiddle masters of the world? Then
Betty, laughing Berty. smiled as she
heard the child's feet scampering In
their play over head.

She was the same Betty that she had
been years and years ngo, full of Httie,
whimsical conceits, child and woman
both in one. By and by the pattering
footsteps dled away and the log burn-
ed down on her hearth and the snow
biew and flew and beat at her panes
The early twilight crept on. and Betty
alone there beard nothing but the tick-
ing of the tall clock ont on the landing.

Would Peter ever knock at the door
of ber side of the old house?

As she knelt that was the cry of her
bitterness. She felt the Christmastide
coming. people were counting up the
days to it already; the little lad was
wistful over it. Ah, would the blessed
day of all birtbdays fetch to her the
gift she craved?

While Betty kpelt alone. there. above
little Peter was having a very fine
time, indeed, inducing the cats to the
most livelyr zames of hide and seek.
over and under and in and out. of ail
the odd dark corners a garret alone
can afford.

Ole Bull bad separated himself from
his friends: he had discovered a bit of
string hanging from some keys on a
woeden peg, just enough In rench of
his claws to set the keys jingling and
the string fiying. whetting his joy more
and more.

Little Peter. attracted. of course,
canie over to look at the kers. He had
iooked at so many things already, and
he had put on a pair of Hessian bhoots
and spurs. in which his small legs were
swimming, and n soldfer cap of Peter
Van Zandt's which covered his ears
iilke & basket, and be was brandishing
a rusty gun over Pagapinl and Strad-
ivarius, when Supple. it being Thurs-
day and ber day for whet sbhe called
“redding up the garret.” beheld bim as
she mounted the steep stairs. her head
popping throngh the well hwole just as
the little boy was carefully attempting
to fit one of the kers to the door of
the pantry under the enves.

Miss Bridget Supple’'s eves dazced.
She paused, leaning on her broom han.
dle, and actually seemed to feast upon
the grotesque little fizure in the army
boots and cap, its busy fingers at the
key and lock.

“That don’t 6t In there. Master Pe-
ter.” said the serving woman.

“No? But where, then. Brigitte, eh 7"

“Nobody knows but me, sir.”

+“But you will tell. yes?”

“Maybe s0o™ Miss Supple sat upon
the toh step while the three pussy
cats colleee®d around ber, purring and
arching their backs: they kmew who
fed them very well indeed. “Will yon
nromise not fo tell any Uvin® soul. Bir.
it I tell you?

“Geandmamogn 7 little Peter
dentatively and in mild reproof.

Supple shook her head, which was
crowned by a most remarkable turkey
red sweeping cap, decked with a bow
of great size that nodded with her
every movement.

“Not madame, my grandmamma?"

Supple still shook ber bead. “Not
vet, Master Peter, by and by."

“Dh. very well. Now tell me.”

“Sure, sir; why do yon want to know
that? Miss Supple was adjusting
sundry matters in her mind and was
taking time.

“Because,”” the littie boy said, choos-
ing words as he had to do, since he
had been brought up I a Torelgn coun-
try. “because, Brigitte, I am like a
king of Frapce: that one who was also
the locksmith, you Enow.”

Miss Suapple nodded. She didn't
know, but what did that matter. “The
king loved to fit the keys. So do I—
much better than the violin. Now.
where ghall 1 go to fit the big one?”

Miss Supple rose. 'While the boy had
been speaking she had communed with
her saints, and to ber simple soul they
bhad seemed to speak. Bridget said
“Come on, sir,” and together the mid-
dle nged woman in bher turkey red cor-
onet, the little boy in his Hessian boots
and army cap, followed by the three
pussy cats, descended the garret stairs,
then the lower flight, cantiously. tip-
toe, Supple with her finger on ber lips,
as they passed the mistress’ door.
Down to the wide hall and across to
the biz archway. Supple drew aside
the heavy curtains and disclosed the
large mabogany door. Ehe pointed to
the keybole and the bow on the tur-
key red wagged expressively.

“It's there that ope fits, Master Pe-
ter,” Bridget whispered.

“Shall 1, then, fit it and torn it?” the
little boy whispered back. the army
cap of Peter Van Zandt dropping into
bis eyes and over his round, red
cheeks. '

Paganini at this juncture mewed.

Miss Supple exclaimed. still under
ber breath:

“Whight! No, sir; not now. not now.”

“But when? 'The child looked
earnestly at her, waiting. the big key

said

“But when?" Yes, that was the
question Supple could not answer, and
the sparkling. expectant, excited chiid-
jsh eves waited on her reply. :

“Ivell, Master Peter. it's your owa
Bridget has led you bere to the sill of
jt. but it's your own self, sir, must say.

4 wheb you'll Bt the key to that lock.”

The child. confronted with his first
draft of real respousibility, drew back,
then in manly fashion sturted Torward

-
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Bridget held his arm. "“Not mow,
Master Peter. not now.” Supple was
terrified ot her own audacity.

Little Deter thms withheld. said,
“But. Brigitte, what Is on. the other
side of thix deor?"

Bridget Bupple, brought face to face
with a concise problem. clapped a hand
to the turkey red for assistance. To be
sure. Supple had an excellent intelll-
gence stowed away back of the turkey
red somewhére.

After a slight pause. “Sure. Master
Peter. 1.don’t exactly kpow. but I'm
thinkin® it's happiness. sir, that's Iyin’
on the other side of thnt door.™

“Do you?" eried the child excitedly.
“Happiness for grandmnmma also?"

“Sure 1 do.”

“Brigitte”—the little boy drew near
to her, bolding the key tight—*do you
fancy 1 should unlock that door and
find bappiness for Mme. Grandmam-
ma before Christmas, eh?”

“1 do. sir: that same, before Christ-
mas, some evenin’, Master Peter, when
madam is readin’ or writin® above or
when she's gone up to Bloomin'dale to
visit Miss De Peyster.”

“Brigitte. T will! You will see! 1
will, fol de la Quereaun. unlock and
find the happiness for grandmamma.”
He put the key In his jacket pocket.
and Bridget went into the pantry to
confer a bit with Shaddle.

CHAPTER XI.
What Peter Van Zandt Saw

In the Parade Ground.

OT very many darys after the
little boy bad found the key
to happiness hanging on the
wooden peg in tbe garret he

was playing snowhalls in the park.
while his grandmother sat on one of
the benches and watched him. It was
net too cold for this; one of the crisp.
mellow days, with sunshine through a
yvellow veil of mist from the two rivers
and mot a breeze to stir the leaves be-
neath one's tread. Betty was facing
the north side. Looking up, she conld
see the house she was born in. with
fts brick and marble front. and it=
small square panes, pink with the curi-

ous color touch of time, Little Peter
came bounding up to her.
“Grandmamma, your Jletter! We

have not posted it. and Ursule and Ma-
rie will be thinking you forget them 1If
it doesn't get to Limoges by Christ-
mas. Shall ' take it to the box, yes?™

“To be sure! 1 dld forget it And,
Pierre. yon had better take it over to

.the Broadwny box. denr. youn know—

the one on the corner by Grace church.
It wili ge more quickly, perhaps., from

: t

“T will. T will run all the way for
Ursnle and Marie to have thelr Christ-
mas letter.”

“No, don't ran. T will wnit, or, if 1
dont. I will go straight home. 1If you
want to plar here awhile longer you
may."

“Yes. yer!™ The ¢hild mnn off and
posted the lefter. As he turned from
the box he paused a moment and
stared at the church, took a few steps
toward the iron railing and peered
through. The ath looked pleasant te
Mrerre e la Quereau. It was possibly
becnuse it was in 2 sense forbidden.

His hand was on the gate latch, and
he was bound in when some one sald,
“Good wmorning, sir!™

The little boy turned to see his new
friend walting for the stage sleigh to
come nlong and tnke him downtown.

“Good wmworning, monsieur. 1 was
just going into this chpreh, but I will
not.”

“Ido you want to go in? asked the
man in some astonishment. for the de-
sire was clearly in the child’s renunci-
ation. Little Peter inclined his head.

“Why, may 1 ask?™

“Because grandmamma will not. We
go nlways to St. Clement's, in Amity

street, you know. This is a large.
splendid church. I wish to see it. It
is like France.”

“Go in, by all means. then."™ Mr.

Van Zandt opened the gate himself,
*“1 am not sure.” The little boy hesi-
tated. “Grandinnmma says my grand

Peter Van Zandt Kneit Down Beside
the Little Boy.

papa, one of them, goes there. and he
would not wish to see us there®™

Van Zandt stood still a second. Then
for even this little child there was al-
ready the strife, the unhappiness of
some femily discord.

“Bat” he responded. “yoar grand.

to fit the key tlien and fh&'&-_;_""‘"’___wqmpn will not be here on-a WG&EB-‘J

&y

*“Ko?

“Then go in and see it and go home
and tell your grandmother, eh? How
will that do?’
the troubled face.

Pierre put out a small, mittened
hand to bis friend and said, *With you
1 go In."

But Mr. Van Zandt. imperceptibly

info fhe upturned face so fall of trust
he relaxed and answered. “You sece
sir, T have not been insid: of a church
in over twenty-six years.”

The little boy stared and ejaculated.
“But. come. mwonsieur, yes?"

The man was still reluctant. although
they were together guing up the path
A moment more and they were ascend
ing the steps, little Peter tuzginz with
all his might at the door, looked over
his small shoulder and said, “Flease
belp me, monsieur.”

And “monsieur” helped him.

They went in, and hand in band they
walked up the aisle that Peter had
walked down with his bride on Lis arm
s0 long, so lonz ago.

“It shonld be to kneel down, mon
sieur, yes?"

Peter Van Zandt knelt down beside
the little boy. Preseuntly they rose
and came out together.

“You see, your grandpa was not
there, eh, M. le Murquis?" Van Zandt
laughed.

“No. monsieur. Look. look! Alreadys
the Christmas trees are for sale!” The

wheeling aliove the stalle In the rear

He smiled down into |
, church to

of the garden. The stable? To be
sure, the stills were empty. Poppet
and Pescock. the roans that had feteh
ed Betty and bLim back from Grace
the Si. Nicholas on their

wedding day. had yeprs since been
sent to a farin on Longz Island
Peter Van Zandt., keeping himself

| well In haud, keeping bhis face averted
perhaps, started back: then, looking

child ran down and throuzh the gate |

to the street. At the corner a vender
wns hawking a wagonful of evergreen
and frs. Little Peter clapped his
hands for jor. He had now forgotten
his grandfather and the church. im
mersed in the fGrst signs he had seen in
this new conntry of the customs and
mirth of the one where he was born

“You are to have a Christmas tree.
I suppose?”

“But. no. monsieur, not this year
Grandmamma thinks Christmas is very

sad.” He glanced up into the strong
nnd tender face of the man beside
him. *“Do you think that way, too
monsieur?”’

*Yes, sir; I'm afraid 1 do.” His lipx
were set.

Little Peter stared up wonderinzly.
“*That is strange. yon and grandmam
ma both.” Then the little boy sudden
Iy remembered the key to happiness
aud also recalled that he must hurry
AWay.

“*Goodby, monsieur.
to the parade gronnd.
wiits for me."

“I'H go with you." In some vagne
fashion Peter c¢lung to the skirts of
this little bor. They walked briskls
back to the parnde ground. Little Pe
ter surveyed the scene.

I mnst go back

l

Grandmammas | .
| Httle lad. of course—the litle lad whos

“Grandmamma s not here; she did |

pot wait. 1 have been too long. Gomd
by. monsienr. 1 mnust borry. |1
your pardon. 1 promised.”

usk

The child ran away, eatching a slide |
ns he went on n frozen pool, his carls |

firving. and, to be sure, that key to
happiness jingling in his pocket. with
his top and knife and pennies

Peter Van Zandt watehed him quite
out of sight. Hord he wished.
to meet the grandmother of kis little
wew friend? Had that been why he
hud come back with this bey? No. no

indeed, |

It was charming to encouuter this)|
charming and original child, but his
grandmwother! The old lady in th:

stiff brocade with the reticule full of
spectacles and Enitting wneedles and
lozenges; no.

Then, as he decided to ecross the
park quite to the west =ide and take
a car down us far as Vesey street.
Peter Van Zandt, as he went, saw a
figure in brown sitting on a bench
near the wooden paling at the north
end. A lady In a russet gown nnd
boots, a large mink ecape with ecufl:
and small muff to mmateh; on her brown
hair a cap of the same fur. brown
gloves too. She rose, he snw that her
fizure was slim and graceful: she
turned her faoce his way. althongh she
could not see him for the tree that had
prevented little Peter from seeing her.

It was his wife, Befty Van ZandL
Betty as of old, resplendent in the rich
bursting bloom of her cheeks and lips,
the softness aund dazzle of her blue

from her. made another turn., went
back to Brondway and walked nll the
way down to Tattersall's.

A few dayvs after that the little hos
eame rashing. tumbling in from the
garden up to Betty’'s room.

“Grandmamma, grondmamma! There
are horses in the stable—two snoeckiod
and a coachman, and they are in the
stalls and thelr names are Poppet and
Peacock, just as the names of the old

horses you hnve to!l me abont!™

Betty looked up from her crochet
work. “Plerre!” she exclaimed. “You
mnst be mistaken ™

“But. po. grandmamma. T am not

And they are your horses., The groom
told me 80, and it is the surprize yon
make for me, is it

“No. no, no!™ Betty cried ont impetn.-
onsly. *“No. it Is only that the
owner of the stable has probabl!y rent-
ed it to some one to whom these new
horses belong™

“Grandmamma™—the little boyr spoke
with some Impatience—*1 tell you the
groom snys they are your new horses
And. there! I bhear prancing on the
enow before the hounse!” He darted to
the window. *“See! Rushing back te
drag his grandmother with him
“Look! There they are! Look. look!™

“1 see.” She saw the conpe put into
thorough order, its white linings re.
newed and a pair of strawberry roans
champing their bits and gnrly dancing
in the snow hefore the door

“Magnificert!” cried the ehild. “Yours
grandmuamma! Perhaps Santan Claus
sends them ecarly because he will Lbe so
busy with so many chimneys?

dear,

Betty shook her bead and drew swns

“1s it that we will go out in it now ™
The chiid pressed her eageriy. =
sure the conchman expects It fur he
put the warm soapstones in for your
feet. Yeos¥

“No, dear. It is a mistake.”

She went back to ber chair
woolwork.

Yes, that was it—a mistake. Thid Pe.
ter Van Zandt think that she was crav

and her

fng his horses and his carriage? DI he
think thast she wounld accept gifts now®

T

It was true that she had come
his house. . Thnt

hack
wns because of

<he conld not find it in her sou! as ¥
to reveal to him

Solely the little 1ad?®

Then Betty's crochet neadie dropped
and something briny. bitter. feil upom
the afghan she was making for litle
Peter's bed.

IT Peter Van Zandt could not
want to knock at the door of her halrf
of the old honee, she could not ride It
Peter Van Zaopdt's coupe

L4}

Adit not

“*Then it is not for us to et in 2n
promenade to Centrnl Park or Fiftl
avenue, eh, crandmumma ¥ The child
spoke with resignation

“No. dear; no, no, It Is a mist
Grandmamma Kuows, You wiil «
riding on rour hobbrhorse noin the

! garret, | am sure, just as much s in
the coupe.”

Littie Peter shook his bead Tt
you, srandmammsa, sot Lave no belr
byborse. What will you de?™

“Just ns before”

“When you 2o 'way up to Bloom
ingdsle to Miss Anny's,” be sighed

eyes. the curve of bher chin, the slope |

of her shoulders, the longz supple line
of her., from throat to heel. Peter
stood perfectly still for a second. then
started toward her. then shrank away.
Betty had left him. Could he intrude
or force himself upon her? Take ad-

yantage of the open freedom of the |

streets to address or approach her?

By no means.

He stood afar watehing her as she
apparently watched or waited for
some one else. For whom? Saddenly
with startling accuraey Van Zandt re-
called Ashleigh. Pshuaw! Asbleizh was
safely married. Some one else, they,
for whom Betty watched. with whom
she wans going to walk and talk. The
keen steel of jealousy struck to his
heart. She was, though. after all of it
his wife. Aund his eves flashed as the
lttle boy's had flashed when his grand-
mother had cautioned him as to
strangers.

Betty was beantiful, more radiant
vibrant with life and vividness than
ever. The lines. if there were auy in
ber face. were the little lines of lnugh-

| her in conxing fondpess

ter, and her glorious eyes looked forth |

into the world with all the glad ex-

pectancy of youth. Could a man ex-
pect a woman like that not to be loved.

not to love? Absurd! She was made
for love. He turned on his heel and
left the park. A hanpd organ was dron-
Ing out “When This Cruel Wuar Is
Over"” at the corner, and all the bal-
Iads stiick between the palings. flut-
tered in the breeze. He paused there
and looked nt them vacantly. “Annie
Laurie,” “Ben Bolt™ and the rest
Then he glanced back to his own
bouse. He saw smoke coming from

the chimneys. He saw the

. his ottoman until

_pigeons

over the lost joys of real horses as to
be preferred to wooden ones

Betty laughed. =1 will
horse car to Thirty-secoud street, and
there the stage waits to to
Bioomingduie, yvou remember?

Peter the little nodded i T
Grandmamma, a very pale, miserslle
ftage, with the horses thin aml smook
ing in the sunsbine, without blankets—
1 remember.” Pierre de In
had gone back o the window by
time apd bis brillinnt lttie face
pressed aguinst the pane

ride in the

fake

me

'
Mme

Querean
¥
tais

was

“Grandmamma, whit is a mistake ™
he nt last eried out I‘VI':“!I\“'\', even
angzrily. bis small st elinched rends
O ﬁ}-'.l'.: mistnkes, whatever thes

mizht be,

“Something wrong that soine one has
done—that 15 niwasys a mistake, dear
one.”

“Whe, then, did something wrong?
he nsked interestingly, cowing to her
side.

tol did....

“You, Mme Grandmere!™ His large. |
incredulous eyes were fixed upon Bet-
ty's face Then he saw the shine
tears, amd hiz little urms went about |

He forgot |
the strawberry roans amd the coupe
FPresently, too, be felt the key of bap- |
piness jingling in his pocket amd be
said: |

“Never mind. grandmamma;: 1 know
something,” with Importance—"some- |
thing excellent and very exteusive as
well.™

She smiled. “And what is that, dear? |

“By and by you shall know. Not
yet. It will come, | knoew.” |
“1 wiil wait.” ;

“It is not comfortable to walt.,” me |
marked the little boy. bulancing It In
his mind whether to tell his grand
mother or not about the key 1o happi- |
ness.

Then he recollected quick!y that his |

| proyise had bevi V60 v Miss Supple

not to tell, and he moved uneaslily on
Iletty onswered
“After one bas wanited twenty-six
years it is pot s¢ hargd. dear.”

“Oh!™ Little Peter rolled this over |
aud over in hiz thooghts cutii Goally
be conzluded that he would not wait
auy lounger to tit the key. Christmas

muet be near by, 1 wis t be elorn
ChristmsEs™ thet he was o B2 the ke
When was Christigas?

“Grapdmamwa, when will be the

Christmas?

“In three dars, dear”™

Aud he haed ggreed with Sunple that
it was to be tittod when Mme Gramd
mamma should be very busy with ber
books and pens or e¢lse when sbhe bad

gone 0 Blooming

“randmaununa, when will yea go %
Bloomingdnile 7

“I'm goinz mp there om Christ

eve, dear, fnst for o little while 10 bave
dinner with Miss Asuy aad Mr. Dy

S
and afterward to St. Michas! s chnreh ™

The little boy's fuce Tell

Betty saw it and wmisdivine? the
cause. “Grandmamms s not E 1
t:ik-- yoo uj there W 1 LT
ihere are no little bovye B
pluy with, On that «uip
Zo to the Ogdens’ fos ' r
time.”

Little Peter now forsot e ke
happiness cor e Wil Miss i
Manlerre be thers, gran 1

"] exnect 0. She | £ e
Mr. Lawronce Ozdes K L3

“*Then | will pot g I he r
stampnd Lis copper tosd = e
mently

“Bat, Plerre. why
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