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A Christmas Story g

By FRANK H. SWEET.

Copyright, 19, by American Press
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It was Ohristmas eve, The secretary
had paper and pencil ready and a type-
writer beside him. The bishop of
Winchester sat in the window in a
stralgne backed chalr, for It appeared
that be could not even allow bimself
the luxury of resting when be might
hnve rested.

“A pote of thanks from the president
of the board of managers of the Home
For (be Homeless," suld (he secretary,
opening another letter, with a Ut
tle sigh of rellef, for he wns pear the
end of the plle,
magniticent contribution has saved the
home from serfous diticulties and that
this will enable them to go through
the winter comfortably.”

“No suswer needed,” aaid the bishop
briefly.

“A letter from Mr. Hanlon for help
for a poor fumily. He suys he bas
found a famlly In great distress, and
be looks to you for advice and asaist-
anece.”

“He doesn’t need advice. He veeds
assistance, ‘Tell bim to draw on me
and do what he thinks necessdary.”

“A letter from Mr. Quintard in rvef-
erence to young Cooper. the theologieal
stodent. He bas warvled aod so has
forfelted nis right to contnue his
eourse and enter upon bis career un-
less you nre willlog to make an excep-
tion In his cuse.”’

The blsbop's face flushed und his
Hpe set lo & Moe llke lron.

“Write Mr. Quintard,” be said in ey
tones, “thut bhe will please convey to
the youppg mnn my compliments and
tell blm thint since he hus put his nese
to the grindstone he muy keep it there.
He 18 to tell bhlm from me thnt be can
seek out some humble employment for
himselt."”

“Are you golng out, sir?” asked the
secrerary as the bishop put on his
overcont.

“Yes," replled the great man sim-
ply. *1 promised to give n talk to the
workingmen tonlght at the Dayton
mission.'

T'here was n world of personal hls-
tory lu the simple soswer. It was o
cold aud dismal night, aud the tire was
burning coeerily In the grate, yet this
may, who might bave taken big ense,
was golng to the faethest extremity of
the city to ik to grimy workingmen.
The secretinry watched nim with won-
der and curlosity o ms face. ‘Ube
hard, stern, unbending min, the sell
sacriticing sympatnizer with the poor—
what coutradictions ware iu this man's
nuture! '

The mission stood o the midst of a
thickly set1led distrier popuinted chief-
Iy by tbhe workmen from the foundries
and wills 1bhat nbounded 1here. ‘Lhe
mission bouse wus amail and plain
and not oo comfortuble, ns (he bishop
kpnew, for he bud spoken there before,
To hls surprise, Lthe doors were closed
and the pluce was dnrk.

“Srenuge,” te sald to blmself. 1 did
nof thivk | was 1oo varly,”

Nothing stirred about the house ex-
cept a Jittle Turry Eitten which sat on
the mteps wond renr the alr with ago-
nized howis,

“Mercy, what a volce!" exclalmed
the Lishop vuoeasily, “Are you cold,
poor little Kitty "

Lookit% up aud down the street to

fee 1hil Bo one waz coming, be ook
the tiny kltren up apd stroked 1w
bhend, It opensd g mouth wide aod
walled for sowethiog o wikssed s
could pot explnin. 1T surely Jnsl e
Rimost rogen, NOO oDy Wi cutning
yet. The biabop unbuttonsd bla over
cont ot the top nnd thrust the kitten
. ;
“If ] see any one coming 1 enn take
It out,”" be thought, “FPerbaps one of
the workmen will tuke it home to the
children”

Lulled by the warmih, the kitten
wns qulet for a woment, but all at
once It redllaed that there was some-
thing else nesded. 1t ernwled up, put
out Its bead sud bhowled louder than
ever,

“Mercy on us!" exelalmed the bish.
op, “I1 must be huogry. If the men
would only come”—

Bure enough, thers was some one
walking up the street with n ropid
swing, But be wis about to pass
whet the Lishop stopped blm.

“Pardon me, my friend,” he sald,
“bhat | expectod there would be serv-
Cnn you tell

“Noj it's Christmas nlght.,” sald the

Cman, hurrying on

~ He had mixtaken the nlght, and all
this long jourpey!

 he suld (o the ead which was just be-

“Too bad, kity"

th his chio and which was giviog
: to the wildest und most hope-
“As | have nolbing else

“He aays that your |

—

|40 the doorway, “1 don't know whetber [

you're crazy or on a jag. but you'd
better hurry on, for it & wighty near
tiue for the copper on this beat to git
around,’

The vishop drew lis splendid figure
erect nnd walked on.  “All nen are
becoming pessimisis,” be sald to bim-
solf and the kiiten.

Perhups It wux 1his gloomy thought
that mwoede the kitten open it8 mouth
and surpuss all Its previous efforts in
‘the way of svul stirring walls. The
Lishop et iy Hps In & hurd Hoe,

“1'm going to tind something for this
kitten to eit.” be sald, balt alond, and
when the bishop sald things In that
way It wns as well for clreumstances
to yleld,

A tiony cottage stood nt a street cor-
ner—soch a tiny cottage that It sesmed
to have been crowded Into the corner
as an afterthought when the piace was
tiready full, ‘bere was a light in the
front room, anil o8 the bishop bad
grown desperate be walked up the
small stoop and ruug the beil,

A voung man opened the door. I'bere
was an electric Hght a few feet nway,
pnd the bishop saw by it that the
young min bad a pale face and that
his halr was tumbled as though by
restless fingers, \While he was noting
thede things he wns telling about the
Ekitten.

“1 nave applied to several people,”
he gdded, “but they seem to look upon
me 4% o dangerous and suspiclous ehar-
acter. 1 hope yon will be more gener-
ous in your judgment.”

I'he young man had started at the
sound of his voice, but he opened the
door wider,

*Come In," he sald, "I think we
will be able to tind the kitten some-
thing to ent.”

A slénder slip of a girl arose from
her seut pear the fire and went into
the other room. She came back pres-
ently with a saucer of mlik and set it
and the kitten down on a rug, and
then the bishop sut down, too, at thelr
Invitation, and they laoghed with one
accord at the enthusinstic manper in
whieh the xitten crawied bodily Into
that saucer of milk and tmpped and
choked and lapped and strangied again
a8 though it would never have enough.

“I'ie poor Uttle thing was hungry,
very nungry,” sald its penefactor pity-
ingly.

While the kitten drank the bishop
was looling saround the poor, neat lit-
tle room, with it bure foor shining
white and its pitiful little adornings.
And from the room his eyes wandered
to the girl, who was down on her
knees by the tire wiping the milk from
the kitten's paws and making it 6t for
decent soclery. She was a lovely girl,
with large, tender brown eyes, and
her balr was filled with gold in tlw.l
firelight, and there was a dimple in
the midst of the bloom on her left
cheek. !

When hnd the bishop of Winchester
ever notleed the bloom on a woman's
cheek before or the dimple o the
midat of it? |

“Ienlly, this Is very pleasant” he
sald, warming under the genlal Influ-
ence of the neat little room and the
lovely girl and the fine young man
with the intellectunl face, "1 am glad
that § found the kirten, for it has been
the conse of my making some plensant
friends. Yon mast glve me your name,
for | have po disposition to lose friends
s0 pleasantly found.”

Bowmething bnd been welghing on the
wind of the vouog miun ever since his
guest bad come lnto the room. Now
he arose and stood before the bishop,
his eyes Kindling.

UMy nnme s Cooper,” he sald, with
an intrepidity which the bishop could
not but recognize even In the midst of
his amwazement, 1 am a swdent of
theology. 1 ack n year of finishing
my course. A month ago 1 inarried,
und oday you &ent me word that sines
I had put my nose to the grivdstoue L
conld Reep It there,

There waa slience in the room for
Aoty motibwent= 1L hen (he Bishop nrose
IO Pttty 1o DU o s oevercont,

Lo glua 4 ocdne s e siid gens
tly, looklug at the young man. “And
B0 you have Deen nrvied o montn?
Huve cournge, my boy. We il pave
OUF  EFLUsIOnes, nud onr noses are
kept pretty consiantly at them iu the
course of the venrs, but no matier so
they don't griud nway auy of our hearts
Aud this I8 the (irtle wife who was
more nud betler than a career: \Well,
perbaps she I She reminds me of &
girl | kpew long ago. You wou't mind
wy tuking the ditle kitten bome with
me, will yon "

Anid the fwo young people stood
fmaaesd whilie be pot e gitten Iuside
s overcoagt and thep =hook hioos
with them wurmly before be depnried.

The next worning  when the secle-
ey entered the study be pansed and
Jedued azalnst the doar B imoment nud
passed  DIR DAS BeToss DS eyes.
Coulid that be the bishop of Winches-
ter slttiog In bis secustomed place,
withh a white gitten cilmbing ovec him
amnd bitlog bis vars and bumplug 11s
bend aguinst bis chin?

“OUh, you're bere, Danlel!™ sald the
bishop, eateblog sigbt of hlm.  “Sit
down there for i mowent and tnke this
for Mr. Quintard.”

And the secretary steadled bis reel-
Ing faculties while the DbDishop die-
mind

bear Quintard—1 have reconskdersd my

decimion 1n regard (0 youns Cooper, L
have same evidence it

“had all this while taken no Interest in

CALISTRSCHRISTI

By CLARISSA MACKIE.

[Copyright. 150, by American Presa Asso-
clation. |

For twelve long yenrs Callsta Thorp
bad fouglit aguinst that grim fate
which nhad removed bher loved ones
within the space of a short twelve.
month and left bher hopeless and dry
eyed In the midst of an empty house,
even now echoing with bappy voices
stilled forever,

She was a frail little woman, with
i bruized heart which she bid bebind
a cold exterior, defiant blue eyes and
a bitter tongue. Al the softness of
her vouth had congenled, She wuas
estranged from happiness.

T'welve times siuce that awful year
bad Calista hung the stockings before
the fireplace In the sitting room-—
mother's warm woolen hose, father’'s
lnrge sock. Bobby's two stockings
(gaping expectantly), ttle Ann's white
onea nnd, Iast of all, her own limp
black one,

And twelve timer hnd Calista filled
them with shining eyes and swelling
heart. I'ben when Christmas morning
dawned and she awoke to the bitter
pess that awalted ber In rhe silent
house and in the sight of the row of
bulging stockings hanging before the
smoldering tire she wonld fiy down to
the sitting room and tear them from
the shelf and empty each one of Its
ourden.

The burean drawers In the slant
roofed bedrooms were filled with the
little treasures Calista had bought for
her loved ones,

Agnin it was Christmas eve. and
Calista bhnd come home from shopping.
Her arms were full of parcels, and the
snowilakes powdered the dark balr
that framed her smafl pale face—
paler thap usual, for the young minks.
ter had met ber at the corner and
wialked home with ber.

At the gate he bad timidly relieved
himself of a burden that troubled him.
He bad remonstrated with Calista
Thorp becnuse of her seifishness,

Her cheeks burned asg she remember-
ed how his speetacles had reflected

“MERRY CHRISTMAS, MISS CALISTA "

the moonlight until they seemed lke
luminons supernniural eyes reading
Ler sonl,

He had ventured only n few words,
and his concluding sentence still rang
In her cars:

“Surely there is room in your heart
for others outside your loved oves
who have gone! Gl graot you o bap-
py Christmnms, Miss Callzta!™

He was very young amd very poor
and very much in eartest, sod e bhsd
a young wite and family at howme
awalting him, yer be bnd found time
to concern hlmself over Calista Thorp,
the wost skeptieal member of his
Hock.

For the tirst thme a light broke in on
Calistn®s benin.  For the bt thine
sliv sw herself In ber true ehuracter,
Niee s that i giving bersseit ap to
those whiee were gone she was hidlog
e faledit T o iRy

It was nat those loved ones she was
benetiting: it was the Hving she was
denving. What right bal she to Keep
ull for the dead, who could ase pothing
she wound give them?

Wis she not in giving It to them
Boirdding It for herself?  All of a sud-
den a realization of her true position
rushed upon her with resistiess foree.

And how long bad she shut herself
In this workl of her own selfish mak-
Ing? 'I'welve yeurs

A shime enine in her heart that she

a single living belng at Christmas

time.

There were the children amoug her
relatives, the children of Ler friends
but. nbove all, the children of the poor,

When she thotught of the many little
ones whom even a penny toy would
delight she was selaed with o desire
on this Christmas te wipe out the
atnin,

The parcels ruttled to the fNoor—the
pipe which bher father would pever
smoke, 1he soft wonls whieh her moth-
er's fingers would sever kunlt, the toys
with which Robby might not play, the
wnx doll which eould not afford little
Ann any deilght!

The next morning, when Christmas
hweoke over the world, Callsta Thorp

"- -

[ mutes of the poorhouse,

lpvening Collsta

was StrFiDg neoiid b Bouse,
great baskets were Nlied with gifts
from the overflowing drawers In the
closed chambers, dnd Callsta’s best
clonk and hat iny on the sofn,

The poorhotise wits three imiles away |
on the highrond, snd n gnowplow had |
leveled n broad truck to the very door.
8o Calista, ¢ind In her best, put on her
overshoes nnd sinried forth, n basket
in either hand.

Bhe was qulte pale and tired when
she turoed into the high white gate
and advanced up the puth, bordered on
elther side with gloomy cedar trees.

Dr, Keyes was the overseer of the
Cloverdale poorhouse, and It was con-
sidered the best mannged institutlon
of its kind in the state. ‘

Breakfast was belng served in the
long dining ball whep Calista rang the
bell. and when the door opened the
bluff, brown eyed doctor bimself stood
before her.

“Merry Christmns, Miss Callstal So
you are playing Santa Claus this morn-
ing! 1 am glod of that. because sowe
of my old people are feeling very bloe ‘

todny."

He relieved her of the baskets and
led the way into the cheery warmth
of his comfortable office, where Calis-
ta sat down before the glowing stove
and thawed out her frosty tingers.
When she spoke her eyes were fusten.-
ed on the red conls, and the words
came hesltatingly,

“Fve kept Christmas alone—for
twelve years. Somehow | didn’t care
about seelng anybody, 1 just wanted
to try to bring back things as they
used to be—before”—

Dr. Keyes wiped his giasses and re-
placed them on his tine nose. Had he
not stood side by side with litte Ca-
listn ‘I'borp nud fought hopelessiy the
battle of life and death—and lost?
And bad pot Calista turned on him
flke a little wild animal aond con-
demned him because be bad falled?

She bad avolded speaking to blm
afterward, nnod this wus the tirst time
they bad met, and she was talking to
him now as if she had forgotien that
be bhad lost the grim battle for her
loved ones.

—"betore my folks dled.” went on
Calista steadlly. “Huot it can't be done!
The minister tnlked to me about it
and | got to thinking last night may-
be the best way to live over happy
times I8 to give them to somebody
else that never bad any. so ['ve
brought all the presents I've given
mother and father apd the chiidren
ever since—then—and | wapt the folks
here to have them."”

T'wo tears rolled down her cheeks
from Callsta's overcharged heart, and
others followed and fell futo the gluss
of grape juilce which Dr. Keyes beid
at her lips, and perhaps it was that or
the lnrge warm band which rested on
her shoulder that revived the little
womnn to renewed strength,

“You need never be without a fami-
Iy, Miss Calista.” sald the doctor at
last in 4 bhusky volce. "1 have a fami-
ly here—forty people—old and young,
and little ehildren. They need help
and encourngement and comfort. Some
muy have another chance in the world
if they receive a word of womanly
symputihy in season. WIUI you be my
right hand here®"

“1'd llke 10" sobbed Calista thank-
fully.

Together they distributed the con- |
tonts of the two baskets, and Calista |
found her tongue saving soft pleas- |
antrles and her cold face responding |
wirnily to gritefol smiles,

She suw ber mother's kindly look
and her father's approving nod in tbe
foces of many of these indigent old
people, and the delight of Bobby and
Hitle Ann were repeated tenfold by
the orphnned poor children of the doo-
tor's household.

“You have been an angel in disgulse |
to them 1his Christmas day.” sald tbe
doctor as be carried Callsta bome in |
hig =leigh rhat evening, ror Callsta bad
stayed to the dinner of pork tenderloin |
and apple snucee, with vegetables and
muuy dainties contributed by the good
ovepseer from his own seanty pocket., |

Callsta 'borp’s honse was empty no
longer. There was always room for
some broken soul from the poorbouse
—some oue whe drooped In the at- |
mosphere which could pnever be insep-
arabie from the institution and who |
needed comfort and encourngement be- |
fore taking up the burden of Hfe and
attalulng Independence In the end.

The following Christmas Calista was
welcomed a% an old friend by the in-

At ber bldding eaeb one had hung
his or her =stocking on a ne stretebed
before the dorwmitory doors, anmd that
and Dr. Keyes bad
filled them ail,

Calisti's blue #yes were shining with
huppiness as the doctor drove ber
hote uoder the Christmas stars,

“*We remembersd every one she
sald contentediy, ‘eaniog back among
the soft robes,

“Every ope?
fully.

“Why, who have we forgotien?"

“Me,” he said gravely.

Callsta's beart thinnped palufully at
the new note o his deep volee,

“You have forgotien me, Cniista, |
have given you my heart, That is my
gift. You have God's gift, too, the love
of my poer pecple and his love In
your heart. |, too, waot a gifc”

There was a hushed sileoce then up-
til Calisty found courage (o nsk sbhyly,
“What shall | give—to you—my best
triend ™

“(ilve me a place ip your beart.
Onlista. 1 must be there also. We will
work together, BSurely you have room
In vour hiart Tor me too!™

He ieaped over und looked in ber
eyvs, where joy shobe serene.

She gave her band Into his with slm-
ple falth

“Phere Ia room lu my bheart for you,
Henry—room for the memory of my
dear ones, room for the whele world."
- W."i‘-
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