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TRE store fairly mdiated the
1 Christmas spirit, Crimson bells
swung from every chandeller.

Ropes of evergreen draped all
the shelving The counters were
slrewn with Christmas cards, booklets
and favors.

The man whe had dropped In to buy
bead points for his pocket pencil re-
malned to pore over a stack of gift
books bound {n rare leather. Then he
henrd the wolce, After that only his
gnze was on the books. FHis Interest
was concentrated on the possessor of
the volce,

“But gou sald such things were In
great demand around the holldays, and

“l BHOULD LIKE TO TAEN A LOOK AT
THOSE CARDS"

I have taken lufinite palns with these,
Please, please tell me what is wrong
with them."

There was a nofe of tragedy Ip the
rich contralto tones which, together
with a beseeching glance from won-
derful violet eves, put to rout the
rules and regulations of the astute
buyer of Christmas novelties. His
was & smart shop, and bhe had never
vouchsafed explanation to struggling
Young urtists whose work be declined
to eell on copamission, but now be
picked up the little packels of plate
aud score cards, gay with holly, Banta
Clans heads, ete.

“Lot me explain,” he sald  *“These
are not novelties, They are the same
style of cards used In the past twenty
years, with the snme decorations, Wo-
mien who cuan nfford to pay the prices
dempnded for hand paluted novelties
waut something new, See this poln-
gettina blossom—not palnted on a eard,
but cut in the shape of the blossom |
ftself—and this funny, bulgng stock-
Ing, overflowlng with fuces of pretiy
girls, for a bachelor. They are catchy.
the sort of things my customers wunt,
Your work is neut. but not novel,” !

“Thank you." the girl sald bmvely !
“1 understand now, and It Is too Iate
for me to try my hand at noveltles |
3ut perhaps you will keep my cards. |
and T—well, your woveltles might not
go around, and then perly |2 some late |
customer wmight buy mine afier all”

“Certaluly., 1| will be giad to keep
them fo reserve. Your nume and nd- |
dress—oh, yes, 1 remembor -Misy Byl

via Lelgh, the Grant studios. 1 will |
do my best for you"
Nevertheless as the girl slipped |

through the donr he opened a deep
drawer uuder the counter and droppud
the eards out of =ight. 1t would never |
o to display those old Mmshloned biis

of pusteboard amwong the povelties |
which uppenled to his  fushionable
trade. Aund theu very suddenly ihe

man who hind been eugrossed in leath
er bound gift books stepped up to the
couater

“Oue minute, pleage. 1 should ke
to lake a ook ot those cards vou Just
bought from the young lady

The astonlahied muunger of e store
glanced from the well groowed moan
with tine brown eyes wod lrun gmy
bair to the more expensive novelties
in 1be showoeuse.

“The oues you Just bougut frow the
young lady."” repeated the custumer se-
reonely.

“Certainly.” responded i1he manages

Rastily., and he spread forth the de. |

splsed bits of pasteboard. The wurk
was daluty. but utterly commonplace.

“Just whut wy sister would ke
conservative sort of woman my sister
Is—dun't go In for wewlnugied Ideas.
I'll mke those—three doxey, Not
enouzh! Do you suppose the girl
could do two dozen more by the day
before Christmas? I she cun, hl‘ll:l
ol to e, James Macy, ut Marguette
'l tuke these with me*

Aud uiwost before be could realize
what hed happened the mauuger was
puidally gaplog. open wouihed, after
this eccentric customer whose sister
wis to give a dipner party of sixty
govers o Christmas day ood u.u-u_.m‘;[
the bmying of such mportast articles
fis ditvier favors te an obviousiy n-
gxperienced bBachelor brotber

Clirtst s eve waos frosty and stpellt
Jiivs Muvy, coming home from bls
wtfice. slled somewhnt grimly ut the
Boliday presaratlons made.

Holly mud evergreens there were in’

Py grent wpreathis owith  mussive

| that—that

| mother's brother—perkeps you remem-

| my
| such n wmilseinble little farce o you, a

: you bought those thing= ! thought per-
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bows of satin ribbon, a bowl filled
with scarlet polnsettin bloows, nud on
one table an orderly stack of parcels
evidently sent by express, mall and
messenger to the popular but elusive
bachelor, for elusive he was dubbed
by matchmaking molhers,

+ A young lady to see you, sir,” re-
marked his man impassively,

James Macy took the curd.

“Miss Sylvia Lelgh ran its legend.

She came to him, looking taller than
the day In the shop, for her head was
Leld high.

“You will pardon my coming here
on Christmas eve and anchaperoned.
1 could not leave town without seeing
you." The violet eyes had turned al-
most black: the countrnlto volee was n
bit too even In its tones

“1 nm honored,” replled James Macy
grovely, and he offered her a chalr,
which she declined with a wave of
her gloved hand,

“It was hard epongb to know that
the man who bought my foollsh 17:7's |
pal:tings did It through a seuse of
pity, but to learn that he was also *!
wman who wrecked my mother's Hfe—
was too much., [ have
come to return your money and nsk
the return of wy cards if you have
not olresdy destroyed them."

“My dear girl,” expostulated the
man, who had toroed strangely white

“Plense do not Interrapt me,” con
tinved the girl passionately. <My

ber him—Heury Jolinson, I« here. Tle
weut to the shop and found out where
cards had gone and OL, 1t Is

suceessful man! 1 thought T oeould be
an artist. They told me so at home
Aguinst uncie's wishes | came here to
make my little dght and falled. When

haps—but uncle, who wanted me to go
home, sifted the story to the bottom
aml found-von. 1 am going home
with him tonight.*”

“Miss Lelgh. 1| want to beg o faver
of you Thiz {3 Christmnas eve, und 1
am a lenely. desolate wan If ever
the Christmas messaze of peace sl
god will means anything It is tonight
pud | owant your good will
Hitle Christmas canls von painted ore
the only toneh of renl Christmas that
has comir Into my life—and 1 want to
e them—-and el yvon why | want
to keen them, Will you be seinted ?

*Nou say 1 wreehad your mother's

Thoxe

e, Well, then, kKnow that hers was
not loygz, My season of regrer and
penftence heas nsted lopger thon you
bave lved T loved your mother. but
I didd pot wnderstand her 1| went onl
into the world to make a fortune, pot
for myscif. but for her. and 1 thought
that the fortune must come frst and

Wi dre

m nfMlerward
it i« dfferont

With women
The dream mnst cowmw
fivst—the fortune v & secondary con-

sidorntion Your mother wiod bless
Ler wemoryy thought | had forgotien
~hat 1| 4kl not core—and so she

. happiness—the

I P out of wmy life and futo your

father's

“But she hnd sou. | hnd polbimge
nothing but money and the memory of
one happy snmmer of her life. 1 never
expected to know what pence and hap
plness meant agaln until that day in
the store, when your eyes, yonr volee
1 thought it was the other Eyivin, my
Syivin, come to life, And 1 bought those
enrds beeanse you painted them

“And now you come to me In anger
aod take fromw me my one Christmas

“1 AM HONORED," REPLIED JAMES MACY

work of your hands
Bylvia, #yivia, havea't 1 pald my debi
of repentance? Cen you not extend
forgiveness - Clhristmas forgiveness—iu
Your wother's pame”

syivia torued woward the dovr,

*| must go now. We are leaving on
tue ¥ o'cloek train
for me dowustulrs 1o a cab, We
going home ™

“Heme!” The -uan echoed the word
mechanically, dully,

The girl hesitated, then beld aut he
TR B

‘Yes, back to dear old Hestonville.
Why don't yvou come too? Why dou't
vou ran oul temorrow—for dinner:

“Sylvia. chlld, do you mean 7 Do
vou understpud that if 1 come It will
b=t wive you?” .

Bruvely the violet eyes were misid
te weet the searching look in the
bro'wn ulds,

“18 it peace and geod will for me,
Syivie ™

“Yes-nnd merry Christioas if you
colue tomorrow,™

CUnecle ts waiting |
Are |
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