
of life. For two months of miserable 

never be his, he might have. had 

cared very little for him. Peter’s 
to die a sudden death. Instead of for- 
ding his happiness through some other 
himserf wretched for forever dwelling 

He 

g, of course. In the first place, he should 
deeply. There are limits in love, just as 
everything else. In the second place, 

ad been his once upon a time. 

m_ent on Christmas Eve. 
said. “ I  suppose I will wake up some time. 
ake up, I’m not going to go around acting 
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like a morgue. 
world. Remember you’re 
wait until you see the wod 

much good in it, a 

wag beginning to 1 
his temper. Let’s ject. Let’s talk ab 

You say that there’s nothing good in t 

Iike it. There’s nothi 

ter, ” objected Jerry, wh 

wake me sick ? ” 

Peter to be made sick 

taxed Jerry’s patien 

f Peter himself h 
have been able 

had almost given 
up hope. Peter was sa 

Jerry felt that the best 
enjoying it. 

spoke. 
siIence. Finally Jerr 

e Christmas seals ? ” 

them. I’ll tell you wha 
tore, and get your seals. 

“ Where are you going to 

library, after we’re through .” 



Tha 
ke me 1( 

I his w2 
lvertisec 

ace whe 

Jerry 

He hi 

k t y ,  or c: 
gone. I4 

ved her 

is whole 
ask he{ 
id gifts 
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or how much the girl whom he loved had cared for him. 
knew that she cared very little. That made no differe 
Peter. 
content to continue loving her. Peter’s love was very 
selfish. 
meant so much ta Peter, that he would have loved her eve 
at risk of his soul. 
Peter would go on loving her. 

not wholly instinct which gave him this information. 
was not blind. 
much more interested in love ; but Peter knew enough abo 
hate to be able pretty confidently to judge when he was hate 
He knew that the girl to whom he had attempted to spea 
to-night, hated him. 

When Jerry met him, in front of the library, about twen 
minutes later, he could not understand this new Peter. 

“ Man alive I.” he exclaimed. “ What’s got into you 
You’re all changed. 

“ Nothing, ” Peter Lied. “ Only I guess that there’s m o  
good in the world than I &ought. It’s a great night, isn’t it 

“ It is not I ’* said Jerry. “ It’$ the meanest Christmas Ev 
ever. Look at the slush. et it will be raining before t 
morrow.” 

So long as she did not hate him, he was per 

So long as she did not hate him, all was well. 

So long, then, as she did not hate hi 

He had found out to-night that she hated hip. It wa 
Pete 

He knew very little about hate, since he wa 

Right away, Peter’s love perished. 

What happened ? ” 

“ You’re a pessimist, ’* f e r  charged. 
‘‘ A pessimist ? ” questioned 1tm-y. “My heavens, ma 

“ Nothing. Nothing at all,” Peter lied again. “I’m happ 

Jerry thought a while. 
“Oh!” he said, at length. ‘‘I know now. You’ve made up. 
“ Made up ? ” repeated Peter. 
“Well, I give up,” was all that Jerry could say, 

glad, though, that you’ve changed. 
“Changed?” Peter asked. “I’m not changed. I’v 

what’s come over you 2” 

that’s all.” 

“Never I ” 

“ It’s about time.” 
“I’ 
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I 

,, 
0. a i d  Peter. '' I'11 meet you ta-mumow, aft& 

still happy, when he entered his house. He 
when he undressed for bed. And he was 
n. after saying hie prayers, he prepared to go 

y..atahe first, that his happiness kept him 

e second time t 

. . .  


