[room!"

T love you!"

Copyright by Western Newspaper Unlon,)
! 1t was m’ldn.l Yuletide, The sweet
notes of church chimes throbbing out
melodiously, "Peace on earth, good
will to men,” announced it; laughter,
smiles, gay greetings among the
street crowds emphasized it, Two
men. going In the same -direetion,
strangers one to the other, yet oddly
mutually involved in a fateful circum-
stance of the hour, unconsciously
Tessened thelr gait to cateh the final
notes from the distant belfry,

~ He in advance, swarthy, evil.eyed,
bearing a neatly covered box under
his arm, uttered an ugly, sinister
chuckle, _ ' ;

“Before thar hour strikes again—
this!” he hissed malevolently rather
than uttered, and he tapped the box
and strode on, grim with some pro-/
found purpose,

The man ten paces behind him,
young, handsome, neat, but none too
fashlonably clad, carried a thin, Bquare
package suggesting a canvas, for his
was an artist's faco, and he was an
artist—Chase Merwyn, ™

Had he spoken his heart's Lh‘puﬂﬁ;
hoe would have whispered sofiYy;

“Hefore this hour stri again 1
shall "havé sald good-by ¥o6 all 1 love.”

He of the sinister hlance strode
on and turned in faghionable resl-
dence thomifare. Unconsciously
adow, thé. other kept almost
ace ‘with him. Under an are
p Chase Merwyn pauged to look
over the packeage he carrfed, His ob-
' jective point was & mansion, a daz-
zling place of light and luxury, and
before it the sinlster-looking man had
halted . a poorly.dressed fellow strug-
gling along without an overcoat, and

- blue and pinched with the cold.

The twain were conversing and. the
man with the box handed it to the
other, pointed to the doorway of the
mangion and
passed on. His
messenger pros--
teeded up the
steps, which Mer-
wyn mounted also,
It was. in time to
see a servant
open the door and
to hear the other
HAY! )

“A present for
Mr. Worthington;
to be opened tomorrow.” !

“Oh, of course that,” smiled the
servant, taking the hox. "I will place
‘It with the other gifts. Ah, Mr. Mer

wyn,” and the servant stepped salde
to admit him, :

“For Miss Worthington,” sald Mer-
wyn, handing his gift to the other.
His gift was a plcture he had painted,

" and with it was a letter.

L ] - ] - » * -

Slowly Morwyn descended the steps.
He paused for a féw moments on the
pavement to take a last look at the
home that held so much for him. A
slinking figure approached him from
the shadows, ]

“Mister,” he stammered, “I'm poor

and I need the gold coin a man gave |

me for dellvering a box to that house
tonight, but—"

“Ah, I remember!" observed Mer-
wyn, recalling man and circumstance,

“A gold coln i8 so rare for a trifling
service,” resumed the other, “that I
was suspicious. Then again I didn't
llke the face of the man who gave it
to me; I followed him. He met some
others like himself. I heard him laugh

‘over an explosion about midnight."”

“Great heavens!” ejaculated Mer-
wyn, comprehending, and was up the
steps in a flash.
“Quick! Quick—
open!" he cried to
the servant, just
setting the chain
on the inside,

“The music
uttered
Merwyn excitedly
and hurried thith-
er, turned on the
light switch and
made a dash for
the table. He remembered the shape
and size of tho box, His eyes made
out one corresponding to it.

Merwyn gave it a fling through the
window, there was a flash, and outside
a detonatlon that shook the house.
Some flying object thudded against
his head and ho fell to the floor.

It was Christmas day when he
opened his eyes. He lay upon a couch
pulled directly under the chandelier.
Daylight was streaming into the room.
The wrecked window frame was bar-
ricaded. His head was bandaged, and
seated at a little distance was Esther.

“Oh, I am 8o glad!" she cried as
she noticed that his eyes had opened,
“The surgeon has just left, and papa—
he says you saved us all and that you
are a hero! And the beautiful picture |
you intended for me—it was ridd)sd
with window glass, but—I found the

tetter. Why did you write go sadly”
“Because—because 1 feared to write |
all the truth,” Merwyn confessed. [
“The man who warned you told us
enough to have us guess the truth,' |
spoke Ethel, confusedly changing the |
subject, and then she followed the |
glance of Merwyn. His eyes rested
on the mistletee right over his head,
“Why this {s Christmas morning, |
sure enough,” fluttered Esther, “and |

we are the flrst—"

“Ethel,” spoke Merwyn irresist.bly, |

His arms were lifted towards hnr}
and a wovld of pleading was in his
longing syes. She did not hesitata.
Their 1ips met that strangely beautiful

(Christmas morn—under the mistletoe,

you like,

| peaceful slumbar,

(Copyright by Western Newspaper Unlon,)

Bill, more familiarly “0Old Bil"-~he
hiad never been known to mention a
family name-looked around his
‘“haven of holiday comfort,” as he
termed it, with a chuckle of supreme
satisfaction,

"It's groat!” he gloated, "with only

"one thing missing—a Christmas treg.”

Bill was & character. The towfs-
people designated bim & tramp. Some-
how, howaever, the appellation did not
seem to fit. He did not drink nor
swear, - He did pot beg. His willing
ways had made him popular, and when
Bl was *“down on his luck" and
passed a doorway hungry-looking, his
wants were generally provided for un-
solicited, s

It was the day before Ohristinas. Be-

"hind the patient gleam in“Old Bill's"

eyes lurked some gentiment of memory
that impelled hum to celebrate, This es-
pecial year' he had been preparing for
the evgnt with the cager ardor of a
uchtp‘l boy. Bill had made no confl-
P x4 dants, Quietly and
enjoyably he had
laid his plans,
These were now
. perfected. A weeak
back Bill had

keeping.! He had
discovered an old
abandoned barn
just beyond the
w  town llmits, The

' lower part had
lost doors and windows and was bleak
and cheerless indeed. A rickety

stairg, however, led to a room in one
.corner of the loft, It was cozy and
warm and at one time had been a har
ness room. Here Bill had “camped.”
He had flshed out an old oll stove, a
cot, a table and chalr from the town
dumping heap, ' .

A particular housewife had present-
ed him with a roasted chicken because
one slde was slightly charred. On the
rude table beside it were half a dozen
homemade doughnuts and a real
minge ple.

Bill took a last look at the goodly |

array of comfort then went out to geek
a branch of arbor vitae which would
serve as a Christmas tree.

As he neared the barn on his return
he came to a speedy halt.

A light glowed over at one corner of
the place. It proceeded from a lantern
Bet In the feed box of a manger. In
the manger itself across the stale hay
it contained a blanket was gspread,
and, swathed In coverings upon this,.
as rovealed by the lantern rays, lay a
little sleeping babe,

Near by a serious-faced man was
shaking the snow from his shoulders.
Beside him, seated on an old suitcase,
was a comely but care-worn woman.

The man®egan to speak. Bill, agape,
drew into the shdadow and listened. It
was to hear enough to learn that bad
luck was driving these homeless ones
from their former
home, penniless,
on foot, to-the fa-
ther of the wife,
ten miles further
on. The storm had
driven them to
temporary shelter.

The husband
and father had
taken a well-
thumbed volume
from his pocket.
He began reading

It was of
“an upper room,” of a master and his
beloved disciples, of a supper never
to be forgotten in the memory of man-
kind. N

Bill stood like one transfixed. What
tender chord had been struck that he

aloud.

cloged his eyes! He was back forty
years in memory, at his mother’s knee.
How vivid, how appealing—a picture
she had shown him of the Christ-child
in a manger, of the devoted father and
mother, as here before him, a proto-.
type of that holy eve so real, so touch-
ing—the First Christmasl!

A mighty thought moved him as he
quietly spoke:

“Friend, upstairs you will find- com-
fort till the storm {8 over. Call it a
Christmas greeting—see?’ and was
gone. A

“I'll strike out for Farmer Dale's
haymow,” shivered Bill, after half an
hour's desultory wandering, and he
turned about—to start, to shout out,
and then to run, : )

For there in the distance the fa-
miliar farmhouse ghowed no {llumina-
tion within, but beyond it a glare shot

“gone to house-|

up—a haystack op fire!

Bill reached the farmyard. The
wind had blown the flames against one !
gable of the house and it waa burn—l
ing. He ran to the stable for a pitch-
fork. Then began a flerce battle.
Bucket after bucket of water he car-

ried. The last spark was dashed out,
and Bill sank exhausted to the ground
as the farmer and his family, visiting
at a neighbor's and attracted by the
blaze, came rushing upon the scene,

"Yes," declared Farmer Dale, two
hours later, as he showed Bill up the
stairs and into a comfortable chamber, '
“this Is your room, and you will sleep
here, and you're a free boarder long as
understand? Why, there'd
be no house to sleep in it it wasn't for |
you!"

Old Bill was a long time gotting into
bed. Like to a child he sank into &
hla softoned spirit
in radiant dreams wandering through
that “upper room” filled with the souls.
of tro*-, however humble, who had !
holped to make true “Peace on eartk
goud will to men.”
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villages all over Amarica are erecting
Christmas trees in thelr public squares,
says the Delineator,

* They are wonderful things, these
community Christmas trees, not for
thelr beauty alone, but for the spirit
they arouse in the towns where they
are fouhd. They nre the village center
for Christmas joy, Christuing servjces,
withiout sectarjan burriers, are held
abant them,  Chrisfmas - airols  nro
sung ¢t their bases, None 8o poor or
#0 world worn or so hurrled but he
must see, must thrill with friend and
stranger allke to this tree for all the
world, It brings the child in  the
manger to every soul in the coim-
munity.

The Christmas tre) Is essentinlly a
symbol of the north nnd of the home, |
Yet it Is Inextricably blended In our
minds with our faith, which {s desert
bred, #

Most of the great religions of the
world were born of gome solitary spirit
who sought the lonely sand wigte and
there wrought out that which. made
the desert of his soul “blossom like
the rose.” e who gave us the great
falth went ngain aopd agnin out into

._.' ;._"',f":.".:o‘.r. ) (4, ”,_.,_ r"
Fram  the burning yeilow bairei

sy awalted | may

teuder, brooding, :
fnr‘fﬂ fn its unadornment, §0O over

whelmiug in its golitude, found focused
fn bhim all its pulsing as
though In bim were cen
beat of the universe. In the verdure
less, sand driven, star hung desert the
Babe with his listening ear heard,
with his dmmluf eyes uw; ;::ltlz hl:
throbblng heart fell, the faltl
turped l:ﬂl" ftcﬁ'%o’i-‘cpiror Imm"%
¢lod to the cross. '
Why, then, should the fir tree stand
in our publi¢ square, sign and symbol
of that desert birth? Whatever Its
physical history, why should breathless
thousands, hungry of body or of spirit,
looking on the great pine tree hung
with electrie bulbs, backed by sky-
serapers, topped by smoke, find In its
Incoberent beauty the urge set In mo:

, tlon by the desert bred Babe?

One would have sald of the home
Christmas trees that, after all, it was
the gifts that gave them thelr glamour,
There are vo gifts on the community
Christmas trees, yet thousands and
thousands of us look on them with the
thrill that belongs to faith alone. One
wonders why,

Perbaps this 1§ the reason: The com.
munity Christmas tree symbolizes that
which the home Christmas tree does
pot. It symbolizes Christmas for all
the world, It means that the dawn of

¢d the bearr- |

real brotherhood is tinting our horizon,

oue's wpiritual
"It 18 the symbol o
ty, of the druld's wild f
Teuton's lurgess aud alwa

ly; not strange, but utterly soul sal
isfylog, that fually we bave joh
our hands and placed the _
tree in the market place—~symbo) ¢
at last, man may give himself to man.
“God bless us!” sald Tiny
Christmas day, “ bless
one!" Dickens

have foreshadowed the joy s
world that now crowds

market place tree, saylng as he sa)d,| “Doll fi he
2 { mean doll houses,”

“God bless us every one!”

Washington's Glty. 'Clgrlltmnl.
“Peace on Earth, Good Will to Men.”
This sentence, blazing from a’ bril-

lantly lighted electric placard raised §

almost to the dome of the capitol, re-
flected the predominant sentiment’ of
thousands who assembled at the capitol

Pmenckan— s Loy v
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i, on|
| afeamed of 4 Christ.| in fromthe
‘mas festival that should belong to wil|
His Tiny Tim, lame and whmw, o8

| the children don’'t know anyth

“No, #ir,” the foreman y
"“These are for ety distribution,

| houses,”—8t. Louls Post-Disp,

M

Complete Stocks-Mo derate Prices-Efficient Servic

Theze are Reasons why This will be your “Rush Time” place’to ’Sluipi{ =

It is truly gratifying to see the enormous crowds that are daily thronging thru
this "Cheerful Christmas Store"---of a thousand Gifts. e
In every department, thru every aisle, at every turn of your elbow, you - ik
meet many of your friends who are making this Store their Christmas Shopping
Headquarters. You, too, will find this a dependable store for the right kind of
Christmas merchandise, the right kind of service, the ri
right kind of spirit surrounding the purchase you make.

ght kind of prices and the.

headquarters.
headquarters.
and meet your friends.
vice.’ :

Can we have the pleasure of serving you tomorrow?

A

Early in the morning, if you please.
You folks who are visiting Camden during the holidays are cheerfully in
Pleasant surroundings and accomodations have been arranged w
Whether you buy or not—we’re glad to see you—the

hereby you can leave your parce
hospitality: of this store is at your 8

Make our store your -
vited to make our store your

come and pay the January

to be sold at

"Plum and Grey. -

THE FIRST BIG CLEARANCE OF WOMEN’S SUITS STARTS TOMORROW AT

AMAZING REDUCTIONS. -

Right before Christmas—in the height of the Winter Season comes this welcomed
announcement. You need not wait any longer until after Christmas for your suit—

Price—You will save $6 to $15 and secure an .|
additional Month’s wear without extra cost. '

Misses and Women’s New Winter Suits, worth at re

Clearance

Included in this lot of Suits are the new Russian Blouse and Semi-Belted models
English Box Coats and Military effect—tailored in fine
lin, Whipcord, Gabardine and Serges, in colors of Na

gular Value $20, $25 and $30,

Chiffon Broadcloth, Wool Pop-
vy blue, Black, Brown,

$14.75

Green

wn

Pay Your Railroad Fare to
To any person Hying: within 10

vided you present this couponf
and your réturn railroad ticketj

refund your Rafirond Fate, Pro-{ |

Special line of neatly box-
ed Jewelry, the very thing
for inexpensive gifts, In the
lot are Gold Brooches, Cuff
Pins, Waist Sets, Tie Clasps,
Scarf Pins, also lot of gen-
uine Tennessee Pearl Nov-
elties, all neatly boxed, rea-
dy to give. Values up to
T6c¢, for 25c¢ and 50c.

Ladies’ Plain Linen Hand-
kerchiefs, 5c¢ to 50ec.

black, genuine leather, silk
lined, plain or Persian ef-
fects, mirror and coin purse.
Up to $3, starting at.. $1.00

Black and Colored Hand
Bags, in genuine leather, Sil-
ver, Gilt, or Gun Metal
mountings, Silk brocade or
Persian lined—mirror, coin
purse,, note book, ete., $2.00
$2.50 and $5.00.

Fine Solid Gold Top Jewelry ‘Novelty Hand Bags for Children’s Purses, in col- (:.n.m_ﬂ—.n'l d
Put up in Gift Boxes at Christmas. | ors, 25¢ and 50c. BN SR { ¢, Vo
25 and 50c. Leather hand bags, in ' : People loQk to us alv

Ladies’ Fine French Hand
Embroidered Handkerchiefs
in lovely designs, 50c.

Men’s Soft Cotton Hand-
kerchiefs, with narrow
hems, 5¢ and 10c. .

for.the_ prettiest assortmenty
-of -Gift-Handkerchieis

we never disappoint th
‘HandKerchiefs for Ladies
and Men in Batiste, Lin
Silk and Crepe de Chine..

" Men’s Plain Linen Hand-
kerchiefs, neatly hemstitch-
ed, 10¢, 12 1-2¢ to 50c.

"

hand emhbroidered or some

you’ll come necar to pleasing any woman.

Ladies’ Neckwear in . Gift Boxes—the

1

lace trimmed.

NECKWEAR— The Thing to Give. Choose a nice set or piece of Neckwear from otr newChristmas ;'tﬂcks ﬁ;
It is made of Georgette Crepes, Crepe de Chines .qond_Orzandle, daintil |
Vests, Collars and Collar and Cuff Sets, 25¢ to $4.50. |

Gift That Always Pleases. .. A dainty bit of N
a Collar Sgt, a Shoulder Corsage and numbers of other dainty little remembrancea._

i
|

eckwear, a Collar, a Full ¢

»
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