(Copy rtlh t.)

O Miss F‘lnellu Fen
way the flurry ol
Christmas
was not beautifull
a8 she hurried
through “deepening
L twilight,

tinetlye alr, her
coat was  pitifully
thin and Inade
quate, Though neal
ly blackened, her
shoer leaked mnd

bers. It 18 small

. through the ley gloom.*
 people calléd at the house, and cer-

BDoOWw

Though 'ponenn!.
ing & certain dis |

> Bhé wore no rub

wonder that the storm geemed meracl

less and cold,
In at the blg stone gateway,
shoulders itralghitened proudly,

“The old Fenway place,” shé mur
mured, glancing about the gloomy, un
kept grounds, “and I am the last of
the Fenwuys.”

"It you were not it would go hard

her

~ with them,” {nterjected that other half

{F‘,‘enway pride complacently.

of Migs Fenway's naturée that was
always ridicullng her Fenway pride,
“Unless,”
“they chanced to be also Impervious
to cold and hunger!” _

Miss Fanella’s lips trembled ag she
unlocked the great front door—upon '
no. condition did she ever leave o1
enter the house by any of its other
numerous entrances.

She lighted the small oll lamps that
stood on the marble top of the hall
buffet, placed her coat amd hat on the
carved rack, and poared closely ‘intc
the great mlrror

“Tomorrow {8 Christmas, and you

But when she turned

with  mallelous emphasis, |
! Way
' a nursemald,

 and held her coat,

b!rthduy," she whispered accusingly

“and--no one has remembered
Not one of your old rriends!
are alone.”

- “Of course, T am alone,” spoke the
"Who s

it!
}'0';

ko

t

|
oy T h“ ALTa %
“l Have Dreamed of You Sitting

Here."”

there In Whalen that 1 care for? All
the old familles with whom we asso-
ciated are gone, It Is my misfortune
that I am left alonp In the old house.”

“Why need you be alone? 'There
are people all about you, common
people to be sure, but kindly and good,
And there is—Nelson Travers!”

"A common farmer!"

Mias Fanella could almost bellieve
she heard a real voiece in the old hall
with all the Fenway pride and scorn
In it, & volce alarmingly liku her state.
ly mother's.

“It has beén settled these fiftoen
years,” she snid, pleking up the liitle
lamp wearily. "\Vh} must it be gone
over again overy Christmas?”

Through the great cold rooms the
light moved Aimly, until she entered
what had been the butler's pantry in
the old regline. Herea a small stove
diffused a half-licarted gort of warmth,
and a little table and a lonther chalr
were drawn close,

“Here 'dwelleth the last of the Fen-
ways,” she sald derislvely. “Yaot too
aristoeratic to associate with
nary mortals!"

From her worn
drew a letter she had found awaiting

?l*ljd RO LIEe . WilE
wneler. '

Migs, Panella's handnt’nmbn do-

Mwudnnmndr ... s

nurse maid” she mosned af.

last bitterly, “a common nurse wiald!

Bhe pus It kindly, and it is kind of

har

"her to think of me in my destitution, |

but that is what It mesns. Yet, lsn't
It better than cold and loneliness and
starvation? I'm tired of being dif-
forent from other people, I'll try be-
Ins as common as the oommomt !or
‘& while”

Buddenly . the great bell mlod
through the resounding old rooms.
Bhe lifted the lttle lamp In wonder
mont and threaded her way agaln
No tradés-

talnly not at the blg front door! And
generatlons of superlority had taught
the nelghbors the futllity of calling
at the Fenway portals,

Nelson Travers stood, in tha poreh;
the blg white flakes heaped upon his
broad phoulders,

"Good evening, Fanella,” he sald as
If he had'parted with her but yester
day, Tomorrow s your birthday, I
. belleve, and Christmas, t#a Wil you
come ror a ride with-me

Miss Fanella gasped, ' as  well ‘Whe
might, This, after fifteen years of sl-
lence! Had it taken bim so long to
recover from the repulge of old
Madam Fenway?

“I—-what will the nelghbors thtnk‘r"
she gasped.

“You are thirty-six tomorrow, are
you mnot, Fanella? Isn't that old
enough to aot as you please regard-
less of the nelghbors?”

“I suppose it is, Nelson,” she ad-
mitted with a smile, *“But where?”

“Will you trust me this once, Fanel- |
Ja? 1 promise to sbring you back
whengver you wigh,”

Miss Fanella looked into the white
night. Was she dreaming, or could
this unlikely thing really have hap-
pened In the deadening monotony of
‘her life? ’

What difference did it make, any- |
Henceforth she would be only
She looked back Into
Nelson Travers' honest eyes pleading
with_her to trust him. About her the
stately old furniture upon whick her
pride had fed so many years, pleaded |
in vain,

“Yen,” she sald, “I'll come. 1 do not
know haw far I shall go, though.”

The man stepped into the old hall
His lips closed
over his displeasuré when he feltthe
welght of it, ; :

BShe did not remember the worn
gloves on the MNall table, and only
thought about locking the door when
she saw Travers slip tho key tnto his
deop pocket,

Wrgpped in robes, she seemed un-
consclous of the storm, realizing only
the pleasant sensation of companion-
ship and warmth,

She was not even surprised whan
he drew up before a Jow, 'ample house

‘and lfted her carefully to the door-|

pleagantly together, lighted by can-
 dles on the mantels, and by

*.shaded lpmps, .
| - “How pleasant,” gald

| stone,
“T1 be in ln 2 minute,” ha told |
her. “Take off your wraps and get |
warm.” :
Migs Fahella, her heart beating
high at her own audaecity, opened the
broad door, :
The wlde, low rooms within opened

~

Miss Fanella
aloud, golng to the open fire, and
thinking of her little stove in lhe but-
ler's pantry.

“I have dreamed of you altting
hore,” said Travers quietly, coming to
her. “And now I am golng to ask you
to eat supper with me—a Christmas’
supper, you know."

“I shall be most delighted,” an-
swered Miss Fanella with a smile.
The Fenway pride was mute for once.
It was a quiet supper. Fanella poured
the tea, coneclous that her compan-
ion's eyes were following her, and ghe
enjoyed herself with a flerce, deflant
sort of enjoyment.

“Fanella,” sald the man, leading her
back to the fire, “I wlill bless you for-
ever for coming with me. I wanted
you_ to see my home, to understand
Just how simple and unpretentious it
Is. Iknow I am only a ‘common farm-
er,’ but I've always loved you, Fanel-

| saddle with a gold girth. -

softly |-

4 fore a window with

la. I cannot endure it to see you live
a8 you do, alone in that great house.
Won't you let me take care of ¥you,
dear? 1 know I am not good enough |
for you. I reallze what it must seem !
like to you here, but——" '

“It is comfortable and—beautiful, '
Nelson.” Her volce broke over the
words. “But 1 do not deserve it. 1!
was not fair and honest with you—
for 1 cared, always. I let my pride.|
and my family interfere!

“Oh,” she cried, shaken by sudden, {
fierce sobs, “why dld you never come !
back? They always do In storles—I
could not believe it was all over when
you went awayl”

“Do you mean,” sald Travers, “that
you would have given me a different
answer If I had come back, Fanella?”

She held out her hands—true Fen-
way hands. “Don‘t you know, dear,
that all women are prlvllogod to .
change their minds?” ghe agked,

“What a fool I've been, Fanolln.“

ordl- |

leather bag she |

her at the postofice. There were
féw persons using such stationery who
still remembered to write to her !
' “Dear Miss Fenway?” she read,

“are you etlll alone at the old place?
If o, why ean you not come with me
to Japan thig winter, and help mo
with the children? There will be no
one in our party but ourselves. Please
let me know by the first of January."

There followed a page of details.

The letter was signed by an old schen)

1

groaned Travers, holding her close. |
“Fifteen years! Tell me, when did you
repent your coldness?"” i

“Before you had reached the gate,”
whispered Fanella, penttently.
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| his grasp.
engagement ring—his own—encircled §

. mured,

 of His Spiri
" His token of love
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:ldh m?‘;nw for the

frst timo o thelr lyes.
Then suddenly Janet swept
the diamond from the third
Minger of her left hand and
Bald. it forth. “¥ou will
oblige me

#he sald Htiul

He stood 100king lato lnl' eyos,
growing grayer of face as he saw the
stubborn anger that reposed within
them. “Which means that our o¢n
gagement I8 broken, and that I may
not hope for Its renewal, " he replied
very low,

For an Instant thelr gaze met un
the glittering thing, lightly held, was
passing from hand to hand; then ae
she released it and before his grip
had become secure there was the slip
of a nervous fluger and with a tinkle
the ring fell upon the fron grating of
the floor register, Faintly they heard
it go boonding far down the metnl
pipe which led to the furnace bhelow,
each supposing it lost forever in the
flamee and not know-

ing that in itg fall
by some strange fate
it had bounded

through a small hole
in the pipe and now
lay amidst the rub-
bish of the church's
basement. For an
instant  the girl's
eyes softenod, then
 hardened agaln and
she  turned  them
aslde, Upon the floor
In a corner of the
room the little
church mouge was
sitting upon its haunches, and she
nodded towards him. “To be renewoed
when the litile chureh mouse brings

| It back to me,” she returned coldly,

They turned their backs upon each
other and walked away, .
A week pasged, and the little ehurch

. mouse prowling about In the darkness

of the basement, saw something

through the gloom that glittered even

more brightly than did his own eyes.
[Cautlously, hungrily, he approached
it, smelt of it, folt of it with his gray
whiskers, then stood it up before him.
Its glitter fascinated him. BSurely this
gligtening thing about the #lze of a
kernel of corn must be good to eat,
and he tried his sharp teeth upon it,

Yet gnaw as he would, he could not

even scratch it, and at last he decided
that it was only good to p' v with,
e was a little thing, and half starved

.ag-are all church mice, go it came to

pass that it was not long before he
had” worked his head and forelegs
through it and was running about

| with it enelreling his middle, a very

small creature wearing a diamond
It was fun
for a time, but he soon became tired
fof it and tried to erawl out.
could not. RBecoming paniec stricken
he fled feantioally up the stairs,
Janet, alone and
very unhappy, sat in
her pew at the
Christmasg morning
service. Tt was rath.
er chilly - in - the

\}\\\f/,/

Haea.

church - -and she slip-

ped one hand 'intae
her muff. Thoen she
gave a start, for with-
in" it. she felt a small,
struggling thing

cEawl

with something round and hard about

it. Tnveluntarily she closed her hand,
and as she did so the little church
mouse popped out of the muff and
scampered away, leaving the round
object in her ‘fingers. She drew it
forth. 1t was her engagement ring,
The last of all to leave her pew,
Janet stepped into the vestry upon
her way out. Dick was standing be-
head bowed,
looking older, grayer of face than he
had a few weeks ago, and she saw the
deep unhappiness that lay in his eyes,
3he .pproached him, looking up at
aim with the old expression which he
linew so well. Hoftly she slipped one
hand into his own, and as his fingers
rently, closed about it he felt some
thing hard, round and familiar within
He raised her hand. The

her chird left finger.
- "“The Ilittle church
mouse  brought it
back to me. Listen
while I tell you,” she
sald, drawing a trifle
closer For a mo-
ment her voice mur-

“Ts it not wonder-
! she exelaimed,
aalf awed, as she fin-
ished. His eyes
Ightoned.

Wonderful, dear!

is “ar more than
that. it is a miracle .
wrought upon His day—
everlasting and
that ¢ven we are not forgotten.”

Tightly his arms closed about her.

HARRY IRVING GREEN.

A Christmas Timeé Saver.:
To save the minutes on Christmas

; eve and lenve time for themany things

thaet ara bound to come up, shut off
from-the children one room in the

. house suitable for the tree a couple

3 ;L\

For the Old Folks.

Cora (aged ten), to Reggle (aged
eleven) —Yes. The games are a
wretched bore. But, then, It's Christ.
mas, you know, and the old people do
80 expect to enjoy themselves,

' of weceks before Christmas, and graas
nally aceumulate there all decorations
and presents. The tree can be
trimmed a day or two before the holl
day, and the presents wranped more
gulekly and caslly beeause they are all
iy one p.ace. The children, too, will

injoy tha yivstery that conters around
wm Inacoescibla room . —Housokeapor.
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In selecting a present for Chrlstmas, it is
always best to get an article that will be
useful at all times. (] Before makmg a
selection call and see our lme of Ties and
Socks. put up in Holiday Boxes

Complete stock of Shoes for Men and

Women at prices that will please

¥
3
.
i

®
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Before making your Purchaseé for 'S'anta .Clatls- "
call and look at the most complete lme of Toys ever ___'_'

dlsplayed in Camden.

We have made a careful selection -and have ev-

erything in the line of Dolls, BdBks, Games and Mé-

chanical Toys, Toilet and Manicure Sets.
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