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THE EMPTY CHAIR
Gordon Raymond stepped out to 

where his carriage waited for him. 
He was a stately old man, richly 
dad, his general appearance that of 
one jwxustomed to ease and elegawe. 
His footman stood with hand upon 
the open door oi the vehicle, and he 
paused halfway down the stoop to 
bow courteously to a loung girl 
tv bo looked at him with a smile and 
nodded as she parsed.

Gordon Raymond s lave did not re- 
la*, hts eyes did not brighten, though 
the countenance upturned to his would 
have gli 
out a miaouthr 
riess and in 
would have 
mediate favor.
•Ion Raymond . 
dmanly, it ga.
•of plt'asuie. 1

You cannot 
a better 1

possibly have 
iotua than

ma Mill
as passj>or i

the Lvatt oi au\ man 
Its verv fair- 

»iled >outh 
jrts to iui- 

Oidmarily, even Gor- 
/uld not resist it; or- 

him a distinct sense 
it not to-day. There 

•was a heavy cloud ipon his spirits— 
«due, indeed, partially, li not wholly, 
•to the pretty girl herself.

For she was one of his happy next-
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ters and take him back with me. 
Peters is godfather to my youngest, 
and 1 suppose I'm a fool over them, 
hut Peters is worse than I am. A 
meiry Christmas, l{a>mond, ,jnd to" 
—with a curious look—‘‘a merry 

: Christmas tu vour daughter, tool’*'

“Kite, sir—still living, all."
"I know. And grandchildren."
“Grandchildne— beautiful, lovable, 

the delight of all who know them."
“So." Gordon Raymond looked in

to the fire with sombre gaze. “ All 
'hose things you have, and men, even

MANUFACTURERS' SALE
lie lose, turned, but his gaze linger- men such as I, call r iu blessed. Well, 

ed un the old man's late There was Stephen, you have been with me—we 
an unwonted brightness in his eyes have been together many years." 
as lie went down the room. • Many years, Mr. Raymond.’

"The poor old chap'" lie whispered “You know my history. I, too,
under his breath. “The poor, lonely had a wife-----"
old chap—with all his money." ilis voice broke.

At the door he met Peters. Peters “A wife, sir' Oh, no, not a wife, 
had already despatched almost a half Rather, sir, an angel. Oh, sir, an 
wjnload of toys to the V\ inthrop do- angel-----"
111 ici le, but Peters now bore under his “Lent to me and taken back 
arm several suspuious-looking bun- again "
dies, and hi.-» pockets were full to "That, is it, sir. Taken back, but 
overflowing. Peters was younger taken back too soon." Stephen 
than his lifelong friend, lioli, but not coughed and turned his gray head 
vet as happy, as Hob told him, since away, ashamed a little of the tears 
he was still single. Now, as they in his eyes.
vent out together, \\inthrop indicat- “You know also all the rest. And, 
•if ^ihat quiet ligure in the chair by a Stephen, knowing that you know, it

pleases me to tell you that I dine

OF-

nod.

‘door neighbors, 
ttinoris w llick t.'ie 
•to a lonely old

In itt
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fug plai
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lerenve bfturvi' those tv
Hecause of tb<> gayety ai
he;u ted nese of the io lie
inn; the first levv months
pn>xinul) , ignoired them
those first fe 
drawn into hi 
to remain ins 
their bright

: the crus- 
d brought 
iad found 
ie briglit- 
nrs who 
his dwill- 
well the 
vo words, 
nd light- 
had, dur- 
oi their

w months he had with- 
s shell, doing his best 
LhSible ami unmoved by 
>od mornings and cheer

ful good da;.s. Hut he would have 
bad to be more than human to re
sist. Try as he might, he could not. 
Try as he would, lie felt that he

pride to keep him company and forget 
the noisy happiness he might never
hope to take part iu, though once-----
Hut he had no regrets; he surely had 
no regrets, lie, the wealthy and high
ly respected Raymond, the million
aire?

And as he came down thy stoop the 
youngest one with the pretty smile 
passed below him and nodded and 
laughed and held up her bunch of 
holly.

After that the old man saw little 
of the city streets as bis carriage 
rolled through them. In spite of 
himself, he could not help but remem- 
!>cr past Christmases—Christmases 
which had been very, very happy con
trasted to that which he would know ,, , , . - .. . . -__ . ,
„n the morrow. The memory sadden- “tally. "Iheies enough unhappiness mine with their old joyousness. Dead 
ed his old face and tightened his thin » the world without making her un- or living, God gives me Ins grace

lappy. Why, Hob, every time I see to-night, this happy Christmas night,

"I just asked Raymond to the house 
lut he declined; says he's going to 
line with his daughter to-morrow, 
itho's his daughter?"

“Never heard he had one," said 
vters. Never knew he was mar- which has been 
ied. Sure he said hts daughter?
"Ills daughter Adele—those were the 

words. "
"Oh, his mind must be wandering."
"Door old chap, poor old cl ap!" re- 

eated *Job U inthrop. "If 1 told 
larion that it would spoil her Christ- 
r.as." .
“Then, for goodness sake don’t tell 

iier!” exclaimed Deters, very eiierge-

with my daughter this Christmas 
night, all the world sits down
amidst its own, rejoicing, merry and 
glad. Place the empty chair at the 
head of rnv table, Stephen, that chair 

so long unoccupied, 
and serve your Miss Adele as if she 
were really present Come now.good 
and blest old man," he put shaking, 
cold lingers on the other’s shuhlders, 

1 'good Stephen, come. It is my fan
cy that to-night she sits opposite to 
me—the girl I sent away, the (lowers 
that she loved best about her, their 
perfume surrounding her. It is my 
fancy that her beautiful eves meet

that
lips, >et he could not, even if he 
would, have put the memory away.

Hu stopped at his dub. Hciore 
entering, acting on an impulse, he 
went into the big confectionery store 

dared not; that he was shutting out ciose an(j ordered a bor of can-
the only bit of pleasure that had ^ monstrous in size. With it he 
come to him in years. He bent, he Closed his card.
thawed, he yielded, and so strong <.-p0 three pretty neighbors,from tiy souT; drilled out of the conversa-
grew the ctaving far hi.man_ sympa- tj,0 pO0r lonely, rich old man next lion, and even the thoughts of these

vhom the delights of

vlarion 1 only hope I can bring 
ook to Nell s face."
“Well, you're every prospect," said 

lob, laughing. "Doth young, hearty, 
heerful and of like tastes."
And so the “poor, lonely, rich old 

man,

,,, pvvi, 1"1I< n , 1 IV U 1/âVâ 1110.11 UCA * IUU, ttuu even tm 1111

thy that where he had avoided he now 1u. scribbled on the back of it, happy folk, to whom
sought them. The older one with Sllljijng as j,e did so, thinking what Christmas came as 
the gray eyes, and the next one with ti,pv W()U|d say when they received it. right enjoyed to the fi
-K- ■nllnn k-tr IU nnothe yellow hair, ami the youngest one 
with the pretty smile—this was the 
■way he arranged them in his mental

• category
It was the youageet one with the 

pretty smile who paused to Hash that him in sonic astonishment, 
pretty smile up at him, her face shin
ing like a white rose from her soft 
brown furs. She was merrier than 
the other two, and now as she passed 
and smiled she held up a great bunch do you ask?" 
of holly in her gloved hand, ami put 
her dainty head on one side with a 
gay and roguish look, as if to dial- were

to see her once again as she was, as 
she is, my own flesh, and my own 
blood, the child I loved with all my 
heart, and whom, Stephen, whom I 
still love—as dearly."

His hands dropped. Stephen made 
with his chilled heart and emp- no pretense now of hiding the tears

He looked at him.
“Mr. Gordon, sir-----"
“That is all, Stephen. When dinner 

their right—a js ready, you will find me in the li
brary, as usual."

Fifteen minutes later Stephen tap-
ight enjoyed to tin- full.

And his old lips were so unused to He sat silent long after Hob Win
such smiling, ami his face so actus- throp left him. Ilis cigar went out, ped lightly and announced the serving
tomed to its severity, that a fellow- fell from his fingers to the floor, lav 0( the meat. Gordon Raymond how- 
member, meeting him as he stood in there forgotten and unheeded. Dres- j to some imaginary person, oflered 
the hall of the club house, looked a', ently, however, he rose slow ly to his Ter his ann, escorted hir to the door,

feet, stretched his tired old limbs, which Stephen held wide open. In sil- 
"Hello!" he exclaimed. "Have and then slipped into the overcoat Plu<» the meal began, and as Gordon 

you heard good news?" Jackson held ready for him, thanking Raymond ate lie looked at the empty
Raymond drew himself up. him and bestowing a Christmas gift chair under the softly-shaded light.
"No," he said, rather shortly. “Why that made the man’s eyes shine. A Stephen served at it first, and then

few seconds later he was starting to- brought the dishes to his master. In
“Oh, you’ve got a sort of Christ- ward his lonely mansion. As he went every movement the old butler, too, 

masy look!" He laughed as if it up the steps he saw a messenger car- carried out the illusion. And pres-
- id-chei and-let rying a huge box into the house next ently Gordon Raymond’s face lighted

t ,ikv
shone

one 
girl in

her white robe, with its black rib
bons—that first, lonely, heart-break
ing Christmas after his wife’s death. 
The schoolgirl with her shining,youth
ful, beautiful face. The young wo-

dered a hot drink; it did not warm "It is rather late to give orders now" ,n^"; l®l , om,llish(‘d' *race,u1’ winning,
*fl flt lus* uiliot urr innromanTc Timm ..ah mad» ^ ^ '

And after that?

word on ins lips . i e ent< i d the llbi ai y
Ile threw ofi his overcoat and sank “Tell Stephen to come here," were 

into a leather vliair near the open hi*- first words, and the old butler, a 
grate. The room was warm, bright, little mystified, went at once to the 
well lighted, but Gordon Raymond loom.
was chilled to the marrow. lie or- “Stephen," began Gordon Raymond,

mas to prepare for, to look forward 
to?"

flle knew well that she had. That 
day ho must have been deaf did he not 
overbear the bursts of laughter, the 
bright chatter, the gay voices wafted 
into Us open library window from
the window next door. And perhaps him, nor the cigar that he pufied at but what arrangements have you made
he left his own window open much slowly, nor the heat of the room, nor for to-morrow?"
longer than he would have deemed ne- the nearness of the blazing logs. He “Nothifig out of the ordinary, sir,"

was cold. He looked at his line, thin answered Stephen. “You see, you 
white hands, bluish in hue now, and iiaVe never-----"
shrunken. He moved his feet closer “i understand, I understand," said 
to the lire. They were numb And Gordon Raymond, waving the ex- 
as lie sat and meditated, a curious pUnation aside. "Rut this time I
thought struck him. The chill came want you to get up as elaborate a
from within; his heart and soul were dinner as you know how, a”d you
cold and empty, and because this was know how, Stephen. I want ihedin- 
the season of warmth of heart and , ing-room decorated with holly and 
soul, because this was the eve of that I smilax, and as manv—as manv," he 
great day which the Lord had made, hesitated a little, "iilies-of-lhe-valley 
his life seemed most'barren and value- as y0u can buy at the stores. Send 
less. a messenger oui now to order them

cessary at another time, for from 
smiling and listening sympathetically 
he had grown suddenly cold and chill
ed. They had spoken of him— only 
a few words, a few simple and sym
pathetic words

"The poor, lonely, rich old man next 
k door!"

And he knew himself then for what 
he was—"a poor, lonely, rich old 
•man!"

He pushed his book away from him 
and sat back in his chair, the light 
lading from his countenance. He had 
never looked at it in quite that way. 
He had always been proud of his sta
tion, his birth, his independence, his 

-adamantine will, his firm disposition, 
«even his good health. He was pleas
ed to see that men considered him 
clever and consulted him and asked 
his advice, even though he were now 
somewhat advanced in years. These 
'things ho was indeed proud of with 
a very great pride, and because he 
hail very great wealth he was never 
imidcceivcd. For the first time in his 
singularly lucky, supremely contented 
aud -highly respectable existence he 
had heard his name spoken with sym-

,Xn; “<x ‘ssrjsf £fe «/» "«*« is'jsr
v/xzmh i et a ti/l

Nothing.
Tor it was then, just then, that she 

had defied him, not openly, but with 
a quiet self-will which enraged the 
man of self-will. She married—mar
ried beneath her in wealth and sta
tion.

To-night she sat before him, the 
gracious, graceful girl he loved, and 
who, he knew, had loved him dearly. 
The beautiful girl, with her gentle 
voice so like her mother’s and her 
gentle face oml her gen*le ways. The 
meal went on, and as it did so he 
bi nt forward, thinking that he hoard

ev
head
o>ld man"—truly, now, that was his 
proper title. And the lines about 
his mmith deepened, and the shadows |»iates for how many, Mr. Gordon?’ 
grew darker until his tired eyes and guest and ,n/SP„. My daUgh_

Lilies-of-thc-valley? Yes, sir; yes, 
sir. And—and—an elaborate spread'’

his forehead book on frown that 
was not all due to the light of the 
room, but seemed rather to signify 
reprl-ssed pain. His thin hands— 
one lying upon his knee, the other 
holding his cigar—clasped and unclasp
ed nervously. And while he sat thus 
a cheery voice called to the irre
proachable waiter, and the same 
cheery voice saluted him as its ow ner

ter dines with me.
The consternation on Stephen’s fam 

turned to absolute dismay, but he re
covered aimself quickly, bowed, and 
went out.

And it was very, very beautiful in
deed. The old man moved slowly 
through tho room, his eyes dwelling

gat-hy and pitifully. It had been the took "a chair opposite. the delicate ‘'china '& the taH° candlol
older one with the soft gray eyes,j "Hello k.ito- £&£'"he carefull^LardedXa-
the one he liked the best, ana per- ed. "Genuine Christmas weather, sures • f th ,d house) ad . 
haps i< was the thrill of feeling in her this. Snapping, hearty, gorgeous, menn(ip tn nlpflS„ th„ Pvp a'llri 
tow
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"The poor, lonely, rich old man1" 
"No Christmas tree:" Ah, that 

nail been one of the sorrows of the 
season which they felt he must en
dure “No tormenting sisters""'

in a
manner

g]
dinner-board was thus de

corated. Gordon Raymond looked 
about him with satisfaction—at the | 

walls on which candle-

ithilrew to the side of the 
room, standing with glance riveted on 
his master’s countenance, his mas
ter's glance riveted on that empty 
chair.

Ah! Gradually the dream was fad
ing. Gradually the soirow of his own 
self-deception was being forced upon 
him For no keenness of the ima
gination could bring that sweet pres
ence before him, and even as he gazed 
he saw another face, a lovoble face, 
set above a slim, white-robed body. 
And the woman whom now his vision 
contemplated held out to him her be-1 
seeching hands.

"Gordon," she prayed, “where is 
the little one I gave into your care1

have youu me viu iiuusc r>|»i van in a w. . . , . .
Tow and gentle voice that brought isn’t it? Christmas is in the gir." to P^ase the eye and the taste K SD®".<|ha”°' ,7.
home the words with such stunning Gordon Raymond, unclosing his 1llp most fastidious. It was lot.g , ____ -4.-,__ _ Ie .

fforce: eyes, nodded several times without Rlnce
lifting his head.

“Yes,” he answered, slowly. “Genu
ine Christmas weather, and—er— ,st oak,m
Christmas is generally in the air ani* bichght played, bringing
about this time of the year, isn’t it?” npw shadows and intensifying

other sorrow, this? “And, oh,” with Hut Hob VVinthrope’s high =»irite deeper ones. I he scent qf the lilies- 
a laugh and a rush that sounded as if could not be dashed because ( 
there were thirty instead of three Raymond was not enthusiastic.girls in the room, “no sxveet, beau- “Each Christmas seems happier to lnR a touch here and there, his gaze 
tiful, altogether lovely and charm

of-the-valley, sweet and penetrating, 
filled the air. Stephen lingered, add-

A groan* burst from his lips, his 
head fell forward on his breast, his 
eyes closed. And while he sat 
thus, his white hair shining in the 
candle light, his white hands resting 
on the polished table, Stephen moved 
with noiseless steps toward the door. 
He opened it. A woman entered, 
stately as Gordon Raymond's self, 
beautiful; advanced to the table, and 

1 sat down in that empty chair withoutcnnL i r, ir r.ft 1 1 „ t I, t 1 UU»II 111 I II» l flllUV) mail «M1IUU1
___ , ....... ..................... , ___ _____ me than the one that preceded it,” he ' g’m ,na,. uimuslv" hut fo°tstpP or breath to herald her com
ine Mother with a father in the back- said. “The hoys make it lively - old man not curiously, but
eround who was a veritable Santa I’ve Jour youngsters, you know, and 'Xl 1 a s ranSp <x* Z1/ •* Xl . ,, ing

j,e Gordon
please y 

much," said 
We shall do ourselves

or and older voice remonstrating, to the square inch- ... "Verv verv
drowned amid a shower of kisses and Hp paused suddenly. He was indeed ■
«hrieks of laughter. For was not a gay-hearted fellow, not too )oung, ,,
this Christmas eve, and were they— with a splendid home a lovely wife „u wha( h()Ur do vou and_Pr_,!o
children at heart still—not privileged and happy,n hpajthy chfldicn. ^ ' y0n expect to have dinner, sir?"
to be as foolish or they pleased? had not gone through life untouche 1 .•'The usual time You have so ar-1

No wonder he ordered his carriage— hy lts pain, and he read the signs now d jt‘ ^tprihen?"
*‘^6 jioor, lonely, rich old man"—and in the white countenance opposite nyes, sir.”
shut his window tight, and planned to him- „ fnr„nt mn Hiitn’t “Then come here; come closer, near
drive off with his thoughts and his 1 say, I reall> forgot \ou didn thave any one," he began In an altered “ to me lire. i wane to tarn to

Raymond did not lift his 
eyes. As he sat silent, his mental 

Gordon I Kazc concentrated on the past, he 
heard a voice:

“Give that to father, please, Ste
phen."

It was a very musical voice, so soft 
that it did not disturb or startle the 
old man. He looked up slowly—this 
was but part of his dream—gazed 
down the table—sat staring, mutely. 

For the empty chair was filled. 
Above that l.ow where once shone
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tone. "Lots of friends, oh—of course fr,î^v j. /luu,c ‘*“,v v‘.v=—emu L-nnw uhat T,|C old man came close as he was 1 aair °r gleaming gold was pilea now-
bidden Gordon Raymond stood at a coronet of gleaming silver. Those

- " " 1 VI.------------------~ VI...______1________

—but you know—well, you know what 
I mean." He paused. The other, nei
ther by word nor sign, filled up that 
pause. "Do me a favor, will you, 
Raymond? We’ll have none of the 
old folks this year. Neither Marion’s 
parents are alive, and mine are still 
in Europe on account of the father’s 
health, so we must keep Christmas 
without them. Will vou come home

the hearth, his arm resting on the 
high mantel board.

"Stephen," he began, very quietly, 
"you have had a wife ”

"Yes, sir. The Lord give her 
peace."

“Amen to that, Stephen. She was

blue eyes were still as blue and open, 
yes, and as loving as of yore Those 
lips were curved to the sweet smile " 
he knew. In all shings this was like, 
so like, his lost Adele. And yet un
like, too. An older Adele—one who 
had known life’s trials and vicissi
tudes, but still lovely, lovely with a 
beauty shining from within. She

father," she whispered. “It is 
Adele."

He leaned against her, tremblingly. 
He gaz<>d into her eyes; he pu-, his 
arm about her, touched her hair, her 
cheek with his fingers in amazement 
and in rapture.

"Adele!" he said. "God be praised, 
it is Adele!"

"Indeed, Adele," she answered. 
"Who has been waiting for this hour 
to win her way back into your heart. 
Whose husband and whose children arc- 
waiting, too. How 1 have prayed lor 
this," she went on. "How 1 have 
prayed! And how God in His great 
love, and through our good Stephen’s 
help, has straightened the way for me. 
My father, my dear father, my loved 
and loving father, tell me you are glad 
as I am."

“Oh, child!" he murmured gently, 
tenderly. "Child, my child!"

"For months, though I kept myself 
hidden from your sight, I have been 
your next-door neighbor," she con
tinued. "The mother of the three 
girls with whom you have been mak
ing friends—yes, they are yours, too. 
Can you realize that?"

He could realize nothing yet—star
ing from her to the empty chair and 
back again. Content to realize noth
ing save that here was Adele, here 
beside him, her hand in his. That 
his daughter’s loving eyes gazed into 
his, that her loving face beamed upon 
him.

He could reaJizc nothing but that 
the heart in his bosom suddenly woke 
to life and warmth, and sent the 
blood with new vigor through his 
frame; that the chill and the cold had 
left him; that all was well with him, 
and that here, here sat Adele!

And with that new life welling

within him, he responded to it. His 
three pretty neighbors came, and with 
them their father, a groy-haired man 
now, with the stamp of years well 
spent upon his countenance—a good 
husband, a true man, a useful, noble 
man, devoted to his wife and children. 
Gordon Raymond advanced to him, 
both hands outstretched—hands that 
asked forgiveness, to be met by hands 
that gave forgiveness, and all was 
well between them from that hour. 
The meal began once more, Stephen, 
smiling and happy, hovering about 
the tabic. And Gordon Raymond 

: yielded to the spirit of Christmas, 
and talked and la’ughed as he had 
not done in years, as he hod never 

; thought to do again in all the years 
that remained to him.

And surely, surely, not even the 
kind-hearted Hob Winthrop was hap
pier among his loved ones than the 
"poor, lonely, rich old man" who 
dined with his daughter that Christ
mas day—whose loneliness was, from 
that day on, forever a thing of the 
past —Grace Keon in Extension.

If your children are troubled with 
worms, give them Mother Graves’ 

Wo rn Exterminator; safe, sure and 
effectual. Try it, and mark the im
provement in your child.

The other day a benevolent oil »en- 
tleman was stopped by a tramp, wi o 
asked for a night’s lodgings.

"Well, look here, my man," the 
old gentleman said, "what would you 

1 say if I oflered you work?"
"Illess yer life, sir," came the re

ply, "I wouldn’t mind a bit. I can 
, take a joke the same as most peo
ple "

a good woman." He paused an in
............ ....... 7“7tlaTh“ slant, and when he spoke again there lining iroiwith me? There s nobody int hat big different note in his voice. at .him again as he looked at
house of yorurs to care, ond-oh, hang „.. , . . hUdrpn .. her-smiled, hut said no word,
it all, Raymond, it must be a bit , His hand went to his forehead in alH, ‘And you have had children."
lonesome for you! Corns on, and let | 
those lads of mine pester vou a bit!"

He ended so cheerfully, so boyishly, 
that Gordon Raymond bent forward.
A smile crept to his thin lips, and 
from his lips to his eyes. •

"I'd be tempted to accept, Dob," ! 
he said. "I would indeed, but I take 
Christmas dinner to-morrow with my 
daughter."

Bob Winthrop’s eyes widened.
' "Your-----"

“My daughter, yes; my daughter 
Adele. Under the circumstances---- ’’

“Of course, of course!" cried the 
i young man. hastily. “I didn’t know,
Raymond. In fact, you’ve surprised 
me. I thought—every one believes— 
of course, that is another thing. Well, 
a merry Christmas, a merry Christ
mas! I must be going on. I just 
dropped in to see if I could catch Pe-

! dazed way. Stephen quietly put down 
the dish he held, went out and closed 

.the door, and his existence was for
gotten by Gordon Raymond. He rub
bed his eyes, but still she sat there, 
smiling. He looked away from her 
and back again. The mystery of it 
smote him, then smote full upon him 
He sprang to his feet, leaning his 
weight upon his hands while he bent 
toward her.

"If you are no vision of a disorder
ed brain, no phantom conjured up by 
my imagination, speak, speak! Speak, 
if it be but one word!"

He saw her rise and push bark her 
chair and move toward him. She put 
her arms about him and held him 
close; her warm, soft cheek wan press
ed to his cold one, her warm fingers 

i met about his neck.
“It is no vision, no phantom, dear

“ Brick’s Tasteless”
REGISTERED

C is an extract of f.esh cod livers, containing all the virtues of 
fresh cod liver oil without the nauseous grease, the compound 
syrup of hypophosphites, nutritious extract of malt and the 
fluid extract of wild cherry bark.

purifies the blood.

makes the weak strong.

is a specific in sore throat and lung diseases.

is so prepared that it can be assimila' ?d without the least 
digestive effort

is sold under the positive guarantee that a decided improve
ment will be felt after taking one bottle, or your money will 
he refunded by the druggist from whom you purchased it

Can we be fairer ?

Two Sizes —8 ounce bottle 50c; 20 ounce bottle $1.00


