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CHRISTMAS JANE.

BY b SNK Ro STOTON,

| THEIR old-fashioned arm
chairs belore a bright fire
on a culd December evening,
sat David and Martha Rowley.
They were a middle.aged
~ couple, genial in spirits, pros.
perous in circumstances, and
their home was bright, warm
and checrful.
“ David," said Mrs. Rowley,
“ this is going to be the quict-
est Christmas we have ever
spent together ; none of your
nephews, none of my nicces;
just us two for the Christmas
dinner and all that comes before and after it. It seems
to me that it is scarcely worth while for us to have a
home Christimas. 0! course, we can go to church, but
as tog- ——---"'

* No. no, no, Martha, that will never do,” inter-
rupted David. * We are not going to give up any of
the 10ys of our lives, simply because there are no young
people, or any kind of people, to enjoy them with us.
We'll keep Christmas just as we have always
kept it

P And hang up our stockings, 1 suppose ? " remarked
Martha.

David turned quickly toward her, his eyes brighten-
ing. **Of course we will do that,”” said he. * Ever
since we have lived in this house there have been
stockings hung up in it on Christmas eve, and they
shall be hung up this year just the same.”

** And you think Santa Claus will fill them, doyou? ™
asked his wife.

“ Think '~ said David. *1am sure of it. Anyway
we will try him.”

Day after day, when David Rowley came home from
his business, eatly in the afternoon, he found his wife
siting belore the cheerful fire, busily darning stockings.
Qnce or twice he fancied that as he eatered the room,
he saw Martha hastily stutl something under the pile of
stockings in her basket. This appeared odd to him, for
Martha very seldom did anything hastily.

Une aftcrnoon, soon after David came home, his
wife was summoned Jdown stairs to see a caller, and,
hurriedly rising, she put down her work-basket and left
the room. The baskct was so near the edge of the
table that Mr. Rowley, noticing that it was in danger of
falling on the tloor, rose to set it back. As he did so,
his eyes fell upon something extremely bnght and gay
which lay within it Impelled by curiosity, and having
no conscientious scruples about looking at his wife’s
work, he took hold of the gay olject and raised it that
hic might cxamine it.  He raised and raised and raised,
there seemed to be no end to it. At last hie held up the
gaudy thing at arm’s length ; it was a stecking, made up
of honizontal stripes of black and red and yellow. 1t
was not finished, for a great part of the foot was wanting.

* Heavens!™ thought David Rowley. * \What can
that be for 2 Not for me, surely, for 1 wear socks ; and
nut for herself ' Oh no, that could never be ! ™

Wiuth Loth hands he held the stocking by the two
upper corners and gased at it.

** Ten inches wide ' ™ said he. ¢ It is all of that’
And af it were tinished, it would be, —yes, it would iz a
vard long ' \\ hio un earth could wear a stocking as big
asthat "

Al stood staring at the exaggerated hese, an idea
stinh lam He was on the point of bursting out into
a haugh, when hie pulled it inte a chuckle.

It~ hke Lire ! he said.  * It's just hke her' i
Lo told Liet shie i as young as any of them. 1 believe
<Le i yourgrr  She is going to hang up this stocking
troet il Tiaticwhat she has been tryving to hide
ot ne 1 otoagt s she Lad an uqusual aumber of

L ce et S~y o

stockings to darn. Lord! What a stocking!" he
said, as hie held it up once more.

* All right, Mrs. Rowley,” said he, ** Santa Claus
will attend to you ! "

And, as properly as he knew how, he rolled up the
stocking and put it carefully under the other articles in
the work-basket.

It was early on Christmas morning ; everything was
quiet in doors and vut, —cverything dark out doors and
in, except for the dim light given out by a night lamp in
the chamber of Mr. and Mrs. Rowley. The good lady
was sleepiny soundly ; the more soundly, perhaps,
because she had sat up the previous evening until her
husband was in bed and asleep.

Mr. Rowley was not asleep, he was very wide
awake,—awake with his eyes and awake with his ears.
There was light enough for him to see his stocking which
hung on the left side of the mantel piece, and he per-
ccived that it looked very full and bulged out in maoy
places, A lively curiosity burned within him, but he
Jid not get up to e;amine his stocking. Oa the other
side of the fireplace he saw an enormous stocking, gay
even in the duskiness of the room, and hanging flaccid
and empty. His wife had had faith that Santa Claus
would come around again carly in the morning.

Prescutly he heard a clock strike’six, and at the
sound he quietly slipped out of bed and dressed himself,
with the exception of hisshoes. Then, with his slippers
in his hands, he stole down the softly carpeted stairs.
In the hall he put on his slippers, struck a wax match,
and made Ins way to the kitchen, where Le lit a lantern.
Very careful to make no noise with bolt or key, he went
down into the ccllar and opened the drafts of the
furnace, an hour at least before the time at which this
office was generally performed by the servant.

When he came up stairs again, Mr. Rowley went
into the library with his lantern ; then he walked noise-
lessly into the parlor. There he stood by the register a
few minutes, and then he went back to the library. He
sat down and listened. Several times he took out his
lantern and looked at the clock. It secmed to him it
took a long time for the hands to move to a quarter to
seven,

Before the minute hand touched nine, Mr. Rowley
rose and went into the hall.  Nery quictly he drew back
the boit to the front door, unfastened the chain and
unlocked the door, ready to te opened. Then he
listened intently.

Very soon he heard fect ascending the stone steps.
He gently opened the door and admitted two noiseless
figures. They were women. Without a word, Mr.
Rowley conducted them into the library and shut the
door.

After some minutes of whispered conversation, the
three came into the hall.  Oac woman held the lantern,
s0 as to light the stairs, aad the other with Mr. Rowley
quietly ascended.  She carried a bundle, and when they
reached the chamber door, they stopped and listened.
Finding that Mrs. Rowley was stiil asleep, they entered
and approached the right haud side of the fireplace.
The woman gazed at the great stocking which huny
there, and as she did so, her mouth widened and her
eyces sparkied, but she made nosound. Then she turned
to Mr. Rowley and shook her head as if she said,
¢ This will not du.” He gazed back at her and raised
his eye-brows as if he wonld ask : « Why will it not do?
What is the matter with it?" She shook her head
again and stood for i moment, thinking. She looked
about her and sceinga cushion on a lounge, shie motioned
to Mr. Rowley to put it on the tloor. \When this had
been done, she geatly laid her bundle on the cushion.
Now she approached Mr, Rowley and whispered in Lis
ear the word * Scissor<.” 1le looked at hier in surprise,
but soon produced a pair from a work-table. Then she
took down the great stocking, and before the amaszed
eyes of Mr. Rowley, she ruthlessly cut it from the top
all the way to the heel,<o that it could be liid open.

In reply to Mr. Kowley's look of hurror, she
whuspered

** Can't be helped . no other way. 1t can be sewed
up again.”

Kuceliag down by the- side of the snfa cushion, she
openced the stocking 1o its wimost wilth. She lad it
over the bundie, enuirely covering it, and tucking it



