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By RENE MANSFIELD

P had eeen them all leave
the office,

rather earlier
; than usual,—Kinney, the
manager with his wife on
one arm and small son
¥ tugging impatfe at the
bthar; Murdock laden with various
fwkward packages from one of which
fhrough a break in the paper, a woolly
lmb wagged a gleeful woolly tafl

Poung Stmpson each pocket bulging
with & neat box tied with gold cerd,!
and O'Connor, grinning broadly above
fhe big holly wreaths he had bought
Prom the eripple boy who had peddled
them through the building. O'Conunor
Bad stopped at his desk a moment

“See here, Barton, why can't you
onte out to the house to dinner? Help
@s fix up the tree for the kids—the
Madame would be delighted—"

{ He had cut him off almost sharply
"It's good of wou, O’'Connor. But I'm
fining out this evening, thank you” |

“Well, so long then, old fellow., A4
Merry Christmas to you!”

“Merry Christmas,” he
politely. |

He had heard O'Connor's big voice |
ftrumpet the same parting phrase to|
the alevator boy, and the boy's shrill.l
pxoited response came to him Lhrouzhj
ghe lomg hall. i

“Mer’ Christmus, Mr. O'Conner.
Whank you, sir. Mer Christmus to'
pou. Mer' Christmus!”

Then hé was quite alone in the of-
fice. Indeed, there seemed to have
been a general early exodus from the
Jullding, to swell the throngs of
eleventh-hour shoppers, or of those
hurrying bomeward to holly-wreathed
galety. Only the rumble of the streets
far below reached him, which seemed
somehow to be pitched in a different|
Rey than on other days, and the oc-|
easional faint echo of a “Merry Christ-
mas,” as the elevators passed up and
down.

Barton closed the office doors and a
Wwindow which had been slightly open
mnd set himself to posting the ledger. |
Mhis unnecessary labor finished he
pought diligently through the files for |
an unimportant letter that had been|
$nisplaced. Then he sharpened all the|
pencils on his desk to miraculous!
points, and mechanically tore off the

gtop leaf of his calendar pad.

repeated

“December 25th.” There it was
®gain, There was no getting away
from it, no matter what one did. All
@day they had dinned it In his ears
morrow would be Christmas Day. All
ghe world weuld make a holiday—a
boliday of family love and th
of friends. Ar
Bve Soon
Would be twin

boughs of fir Soon
Bmall’ stockings from
mnantle sheif and bed post, and small

persons tucked all unw
bed.

To Hiram Barton
done of these things.
tary dioner on Christmas Eve at
Henry’s, a cafe not of the first order,
Mwhere he was in the habit of dining.
It meant walking slowly to his room
after dinner prst bright-lighted homes
pwhose window wreaths seemed to grin
&t him mockingly; it meant waking!
‘on Christmas morning with only the
‘@esire to get the day over. The post-
man brought him no little gifts nor
'letters. Perhape the landlady set a
‘@4sh of fruit on his table. Perhaps she
Midn't. ;
' Hiram Barton had no friends. It|
‘was pot that he did not wish for|
friends,—it was that he did not know |
/how to become a friend and that no|
one had ever had the patience to try |
;)o win his friendship. He was born in-
leased in difidence Iltke a. turtle in :;
shell. He had an unpleasant, frighten- |
jed way of drawing back his head be-|
fween his lean, stooped shoulders, at|
v'm friendly advances, so that no one
lever noticed the glint of shy vearning

Christmas meant

meant a soll-

 jfn his pale eyes. Ouly once in bis life |

$ad Hiram Barton asserted himself. |

| stooped shoulders. A

That was when the rose-color amhiy
tions of youth had seethed to the sur

face and he had left the farm. But{|

the braggart assurance of the c!tz‘"
paralyzed him. He was not stupid, buti
he grew to underestimate himself be
cause others did,

In five years he returned to the farm
for the funeral of his parents. He ha;
hoped to renew some of the barefoot
friendships of his childhood But
neither had the old friends the time to
plerce his shell of diffidence. So he|
returned again to the bookkeeper's
desk in the city, a friendless man.

“December 25th.” Barton crushed
the sheet in his hand, and threw it
into the waste basket. Then he put|
on his overcoat and closed up the u!-E
fice. He slipped an envelope con-!
taining a bill into tne_expectant hand
of the elevator boy.

“Thank you, Mr. Barton. I wish you
a Merry Christmas. sir,” the boy!
aid formally, with no trace of the|
asy camaradie with, which he hmki
thanked O'Connor.

Out on. the street in the good-na-
tured, hurrying throngs Barton was
like a withered bit of weed borne along
on a riotous wave of joyousness. At
the cormer, where the crowd was
dense, the spire of a small Christmas
tree clutched in the arms of a big
Irishman grazed his face and cocked
his hat at an absurd angle. For a
brief moment he had been drawn into
the eddying spirit of the street. He
straightened his hat and from habit
drew back his head between his

“Loosen up, ye ould groueh! It's
Christmas Ave! Aln't ye wise to ut?”
remarked the Irishman, and strode on.

iskei of flowers on her arm. She

ad been coming every night for a
long time. Barton had scarcely ever
looked at her although sometimes
when she sought out his table he
bought a little bouquet from her, and
taking it home put it in his tooth-
brush mug where it brightened up his
room a bit until the landlady dumped
it out. Tonight there was something
about the woman that held his gaze.
Beneath her small, neat hat her brown
hair rippled back to a tight knot at
the back of her head. And her face
was the face of a woman who weuld
sit up far into the night to dress a doll
or fill a stocking.

“Merry Christmas, Rose-Anna!”
“Merry Christmas, Rose-Anna!” Rose-
{Anna as the habitués of Henry's called
her, responded quietly to the greet-
ngs, One mandlin celebrant asked
her to join him in a toast to Christmas
ay. She smiled wearlly and passed

o,

Barten wondered if she would leeklllke that?”

him out, behind the dusty palms. She
passed his table without stopping, and
he felt oddly disappointed. Then it
may have been the dreary droop of
his shoulders that she had noticed as
she went by him, that brought her
back. At any rate, she turned about
and came back to lay a little nosegay
on his table. %

Barton's hand sougght his pocket.

“0, that's all right,” He said hastily.
“This ain't no kind of a Christmas
Eve, Is it? she added, her eyes sweep-
ing the crowded room, and returning
to the limp scraps of holly on the tur-
key platter, v

“It sure ain't,” #greed Barton.

“I don't like to stick around here,”
the woman went on, as though she
might simply be thinking aloud. “But
they ain't much to cheer a body in a
cold little hall bedroom. Ought to be
candles and firesides and children on
Christmas Eve, oughtn’t they?” BShe
looked down into Barton's pale eyes,

“They sure ought,” he sald heartily.

“Aln't you got anything—anything

“No, no, I have no family nor
friends.”” He admitted simply to this
kindly woman what had never passed
his lips before. .

“Me, neither,” she replied. “Got no
relations, and I ain’t much of a hand
to make friends. Kinda lonesome,
times like this, ain’t it?” She was cov-
ering over her basket carefully before
going out into the frosty air.

It was then that all the loneliness of
Hiram Barton’s life seethed to the sur-
face, as once before his youthful am-

«We could have a Christmas.”

bitions had done when he left the
farm. Al‘hls longings for understand-
ing, and a home and a mate had been
lashed into an acute pain by the joys
of the season around him. Perhaps it
was the cheap wine that had made him
a little giddy—perhaps it was the haze
of cigar smoke that softened the plain
featurés of Rose-Anna,—but it seemed
to him that in her face was the fulfill-
ment of these things.

“f wish,” sald Hiram Barton firmly,
“I wish that you would marry me to-
night. 'Twouldn’t be so lonely—and

with them. The clérk was at his desk,
working late at some statistics he was
preparing for the coming year. He
made out a Ilicense for Hiram Barton,
aged 42, not married before, and Anna
Hagan, aged 43, also unmarried.

As, later, they stood on the steps of
the home of the justice of the peace
before entering, Barton took from
Rose-Anna’s basket that he still ecar-
ried, the little nosegays that remained
and tied them into one bouquet. From
his pocket he took a bill and thrusting
it awkwardly Into the center of it
handed the bouquet to Anna.

“For-for the bride,” he stammered.
“And-and you won't need the basket
any more,—Anna,” he added as he put
it down in the corner of the porch.
Rose-Anna had never dreamed that
such chivalry existed.

After they were married they set out
to buy a bit of Christmas cheer that
sbould brighten up Barton's plain
room. Gradually the constraint which
had sélzed them both gave way to a
delightful sense of companionship.

He paused at a brilliant shop win-
dow. A woman with a shawl over her
head and a child stood near him.

“Oh, ma, don't I wisht ’at Ol
W'iskers ‘ud bring me a doll like that
there one!” cried the child

Barton reached intp his pocket, and
turned to the woman shyly. “If-f-” he|
began.

“Come, Maggie, we must be gettin’'[*
home,” said the woman taking the
child’s hand. And they passed on.

Barton took his usual seat at|
Henry's cafe at a table parﬂall}“
screened from view by a couple of|
dusty, artificiak palms. L3

“Merry-Christmas-sir-soup?” inquir-
ed the waiter.

“Yes-and turkey-and-and-say, John,
fix it up a little, will you—some holly
or-or-" . .

* sir, I'll fix it up right for you,”
replied John, without enthustfasm.

Barton began almost to wish he had
accepted O'Connor's invitation But
he knew that he would have been but
a miserable spectator at a happy home!
festival. Too, O’Connor’'s boisterous
efforts to put him at his ease troublad
him,

Henry's was well filled. He hadn't
thought it possible that so many
should have no homes to dine in on
Christmas Eve. He scanned the faces
of the men and women at the tables
about him. The men were for the
most part flushed of face and loud of
speech. Before them on the tables
g#tood not only the bottles of cheap
wine served with the table d’hote, but
siphons and bottles of whiskey to cele-
brate the occasion. Barton searched
the place for the face of a woman
whom he could imagine sitting up far
into the night to dress a doll or flll a
little stocking. There was not one
among them.

Barton smiled grimly when the
walter brought in his turkey. At
either end of the thick, white platter
upon which rested thick, dark slices
of meat, he had placed sparse little
sprigs of holly, quite berry-less and
with broken leaves,

“Thank you, John,” saild Barton,
quietly.

As he was eating his desert he saw
the nosegay woman come in with her
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“T'd Iike to be buying you & strprise
for to-morrow, Hiram,“ sald Annas
timidly, “if you'Tl just go and leave me
for a minute.” J

“And I've just been womdering how
I was golng to get a surprise for yod!"™
cried Barton excitedly. So they seps:
rated with great formality, to meet
again goon in the great crowd of shop-
pers with unconcealed delight that
their dream was not yet disstfited,

It was very late when they finish
the decoration of Barton's room. They
set up the Christmas tree on the table,
with its ink-spotted spread, between
the windows. They hung one wreath
across the corner of the tarnished
frame of the “Death of Lincoln.” Anna
put her bridal bouquet in the wash
bowl in the hope that the wilted flow-
ers might revive, and rearranged the
furniture to her liking. The two sur
prise gifts they placed under the
boughs of the little tree to awalt the
light of Christmas Day. .

Barton glanced about the trans
formed room that was eloguent of
Christmas cheeriness, His wife's hat
hung on a hook beside his,—her worn
coat was thrown over the chair where
he was wont to sit alone at night.
“It's home, Anna,” he said brokenly.
“Home, Hiram,” she répeatéd thank-
fully. A clock some where in the
house struck midnight. “And a Merry
Christmas to you!”

“A Merry Christmas!” he echoed

Gradually the spirit of youth ia them

happlly.
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We Are Showing
the Largest Display

OF

Fancy China

and Glassware

Nice English Porcelain Dinner Sets, $5.25, 6.00 and
2.00.each.
Beautiful Lamps and Globes Complete $1.75 each.
Bohemian Glass Lemonade Sets with Nickel Tray 75¢c.
China Fruit Dishes only 15c each.
China Fruit Sets,

Electric Reading Lamps, Complete with Green Shades,
$4.00 each.

Nut Bowls, 50c each.
Tobacco Jars, 50c each.
Babies’ Plates, 35c each.
Also a variety of useful gifts from 35¢ to $1.50 each. From
the World’s Most Celebrated Potteries and Glass Factories.

.13 Pieces, $1.00 each.
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