AND ROMANCE

Al Yuletide Greeting that Brought
“" £40,000

b\ A
Sit: Adolf, Tuck, head of the
world-famous - firm of Christmas
cdard manutacturers, tells many a
romantle story in which the Christ-
mas card plays the leading role—
among them the following.

Two lovers had had a sericus
quarrel over some trifle and had
parted in anger, declaring that
they would never see each other
again.  Several months of sever-
ance and silence followed, untjl one

Christmas morning the young lady

réceived from her lest love a card

om.which was a reproduction of Mr.
*Marcus Stone's well-known picture
of'The First Quarrel.” This gave
the girl the opportunity she wish-
ed-for; for she had long been sorry
(fer her exhibition of temper. For-
tunatgly she had a card on which
was a reproduction of Stone's “Re-
concillation,” in which the two
foolish lovers are blissfully re-un-
ited; and ‘this.she promptly posted
to- her suitor with the result thata
few hours later she was once more
+in his"arms; and the vows renewed
atsthe happy meeting were repeat-
ed in the following June at the al-
tar of . St. (eorge's, Hanover
Square.

Some years ago, another of Sir
Adelf’s stories“runs, a ‘young doc-
tor who was in high favor with a
wealthy and somewhat eccentric
aunt, had a quarrel with her in
which heated words, were exchang-
ed, with the result that  the old
lady, in hér anger, vowed that she
would never speak to him again.
Two years passed during which the
obstinate aunt ignored the very ex-
istence' of her nephew, whese an-
ger had long evaporated and who
was quite willing to make peace
with her. He shrank, however,
from writing a penitent letter, as
he still considered that his aunt
had treated him unjustly.

He was sorry for her in her
loneliness, for she was a woman
whe had no friends, and he  was
the only near relative she -had in
the world. = As Christmas was at
hand he decided to send her a mes-
sage of good-will—probably the
only one she would receive; and,
acting on this kindly impulse, he
sent her a Christmas card, without
. apy indication of the sender. Sev:
efal more years passed in unbrok-
en silence on hoth sides. The in-
cident of the card was almost for-
gotten when one day the doctor,
now prespering in Sheffield, re-
ceived a letter from a firm of soli-
‘citors informing him that his aunt
had died leaving him the whole of
her estate, of the value of £40,000
—and also the Christmas card he
had sent her. She had, it appeared,
recognized his handwriting on the
envelepe, and had been so touched
by her nephew's kind thought of
her that, although she still refused
to make peace with him, she made
a new will in his favor. 7

Of a'different type is the story
of one of our leading manufactur-
ers. Many years ago the future
Croesus was an cut-of-work clerk,
broken in health and heart. He had
sought vainly for employment; his
purse was empty; and in his des-
pair he decided to put an end toa
useless life. At a late hour on
Christmas Eve he left his attic in
Clerkenwell on his last walk —to
the oblivion of the Thames. He
was walking down Chancery Lane
with downcast head, when he saw
something white on the pavement
in _front of him. He stooped and
picked it up. It was a Christmas
card, dropped by some careless
man. On it was the picture of a
child in a nightgown, knocking at
a door, and underneath were the
werds:  “Open the door, Daddy!
Melly Kissmass!"” ;

At sight of the picture the tears
filled his eyes. It was the exact
presentment of ‘the little daughter
a lew months before, leaving him
—hig only. child—he had lost but
alone in the world. Then as the
flood of tender memories swept
over him he broke dewn, and lean-
ing on the railings near, sobbed his
heart out. When at last he had
recovered sufficiently, utterly ex-
hausted by his weeping, he turned
his steps resolutely homeward,
holding the precious card, which
had so providentially saved his
life, te his heart. This was indeed
the “turn of the tide” for him, for
two days later he found employ-
ment. “I have never looked back.
To that card so accidentally found
I owe all I have and am. It is my
dearest possession. It is always
with me night and day.”

It was a still mere remarkable
accident that brought happiness
- /some years ago to one of our best-
. ‘kndwn barristers.. One day, so he
tells the story, when he was vainly
waiting in his chambers for the
briefs that refused to come, he re-
ceived a newspaper from a friend
in ‘Melbourne, and was surprised to
gee an envelope caught in its folds
which had been overlooked by the
postman. As the envelope Wwas
unsealed, curiosity impelled him
to open it, and he drew out a silt-
edged card, bearing the photograph
of & beautiful girl, with the words
undetneath: “With love and best
Christmas wishes from Lenore.

So struck was he by the sweet-
ness of the pictured face that he
depided, instead of re-posting the
card, to take it back to its owner,
whoge address, as given on the
“‘enrd, was curiously enough, quite
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The A Waiting House-By Vincent Cornier
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thing’s gone mad,” he told himself.
“It's—it’s going to sprnig!”

But the dog did not spring. On
the contrary, it backed away . . .
and movedits blazing eyes from
viewing its master's face to follow
the movements of something,
visible, at his side! Whatever the
moved, Ayreton
could not divine, but, the hound was
watching it steadily—watching it!

Back, ever backwards; the dog
retreated ‘until at length it was
brought up hard by the collision of

CHRISTMAS

By Frances Yale,

Captain Jimmy Smith lived in a
funny little house on the beach.
But there was a story told, among Once it had been the cabin of his
of old schooner, Skimmer; aow it was
the only home Captain Jimmy and

.To Sir Giles Ayreton, the Master
of Ayreton, it seemed that his great
waiting—waiting for
something or for someone.

Why, he did not know; only the

Once more came the words from died from the horror of it all.
Master of Ayreton — and in her {out the shadows, sinking like dim
eyes was a wisdom that had not
been there hefore.

A twitch of mingled anger and
pride, distorted Ayreton's features.
For one baffling moment the evil
in his face made him lock like a
fiend. Then, remembering himself,
and glad for the dim illumination
of the room, his expression mask-
ed down to its habitual .geniality.

She only looked at the

the servants, of the
muddy sea bocts in my Lady Ayre-

“Yes—yes—oh, yes! I hear you! ton’s death chamber on the night his cat Vixen had.
What—what is' it, Myrtle — what before her burial . . .
that was about her neck, contain.

thoughts into his brain:
“You hear me—Giles?”

In the summer time he sold fish
and clams and lobsters to the sum-
“For you to heed what I tell you ing a portrait of her first born, was mer cottagers, but in the winter he
open, dampeded as by tears — all

A sense of expectant still-
ness seemed to brood above that
beautiful structure of stone had hard work to keep the
And a withering sprig of cabin warm and find food for him-
rosemary lay on these still white self and Vixen.

hands—and the window

“Rest!—is—is there no rest then, awry.
bound the marshes from the moan-
B It was the day before Christmas,
“Why, Myrtle, my dearest—why chamber, open, had clattered to the and the beach was rough with ice.
night frem which her son had come,
to which he had returned .
“And now—what would you have up toward the.village.
was between his teeth, but he was
forgive not smoking—he was out of tobac-

“None, for such as L."”

It was Christmas Hve, and the
marshlands were gripped by frost,
and under the blue-white moon a
from Cliff House
mingled its laughter with that of
The hiss and clang
of steels and the hollow rumble of
the ice came clearly up to the study
in which Giles Ayre

then with all the notes of inward,
deep amusement caught

“Snow!” said Captain Jimmy, as
he left his little house and went

my time with you is short,
slewed about at the impact,
snapped—at wood. That was suffi-
The terrible bondage under
which it had lain, was loosed. No
longer did it gaze across the rcom
at that which was. invisible.
glare in its pupils died low, and, as
near as it 'was possible for.it to
portray. — it affected shame; the
shame pf cowardice.

.- Then came the whisper.
s Ayreton heard it — a
distinct and very clear whisper:
Cuhlain—Cuhlain, good dog then!”
. there was spoken an endear-
ment of the hound! And it?

It grovelled low and went across
the floor, showing pleasure
adoration and wild fear a-mingled.
over — feigning
With one ear cocked
applause, cne eye slightly opened,
it lay there—regarding the effect
its trick was making .
one for whom it was performed.

Then Ayreton knew his wife was
in the room. And she had lain in
death for three long years.

For none other,
exhibit that trick, which chanced
te be the only one it knew.
spent patient weeks
of the wolfhound’s gawky puppy -
hood in teaching it to feign death
On reaching maturity
its serene. dignity vetoed any other

“Good lor'-—we'll be having Cliff
House with the reputation of being
haunted—yet—eh?” He was mock-
ing. “Voices in the air, frightened
dog—Christmas Eve
appropriate items—"

“Why did Cublain leave the study
the way it. did, dad?" Anthony was
blunt and, unconscicusly, stretch-
ed out an arm as though to shield
his wife from something intangible
that threatened; he drew her close
His father noted both the
unsatisfied challenge of the ques-
tion and the significance
. “What had happened

me do, Myrtle?”
The thin voice was fading, swift-
Ayreton heard it, drifting back me?” .
silences of all shadowed - “As I—I would have done in life, He smiled sadly because he knew
things, then, very calmly: “What— Myrtle—had you told me. Had only that he would have a lonely Christ-
do—you—want, Myrtle?” he called. you—told—me.” mas. He had no wife or’ children,
He heard a sound like a sigh—a and he was very much alone.
poor are often forgotten.
‘By the time Captain Jimmy had
bought some flour and salt pork
and a little coffee it was dark and
So when he heard
the sound of children crying he

stopped in surprise.

His dog, late companion of his
lonely watch, was restless. A few
branches of waken honesty which"
up from a blue Veneétian
sat on a bureau beneath a
placque of Dante, were trembling;
yet, no air moved.
had ceased from spluttering, . and
burned in blue-flamed stillness. Yes
—all was brocding—hoding .

broken sigh, after sobbing.

“Geo—to—to the sea . .
sea!” She seemed very far away;
her voice was fainting in the shad-
“Danger for—Basil — bring snowing fast.

“Peace 'and forgetfulness, Giles—

what have you—what did you do, ows.
Myutle, that calls for my forgive- him — home.
ness? No man ever had so true and
dear a wife as you!

“The sea? What. do you mean —

Myrtle—stay—!""
But she was gone.

listened—called and prayed.

and the crying stopped
In another minute he al-
most tumbled over two little chil-
dren’ who were running along the

ob- beach path.
“Heave ho!” called Captain Jim-
my, and he put out a long arm and
little ‘ones close to

. Sir Giles Ayreton pointed to the
polished floor beneath the skaters’
heavily booted feet; he ignored his
So tense was each of
guests that all drew back in sud-
den, vague alarm, and followed the

manded. “I told you—my time with
you s measured out

Ayreton shivered
from his deep chair. Moving to the
window he flung apart its heavy
curtains and looked down on the
moonlit majesty of the marsh. A

A-sprawl in his chair, he was
livious of the sounding, snapping
A mundane, miser- rockets over the hewling sea.
able liftle story it was that came did not hear the thunder
vast and impact when the tramp
the supernal “Scartholme” piled herself on the he shouted,
that mankind holds to enshrine the rocks where they went down tothe screaming now.
traveiling souls of outermost dark- snarling deeps.
ness from their rest . .

And as a story, soundless, came

of the gathered the
steamer him. “What are you doing here?”
as if, assuredly,
s presence of some eerie thing.
their consternation, Ayreton laugh-

wonder of it “all.
on that Christmas Eve was like a
mighty fire opal
strange 'shadows moved.
the chill moon glow, bright ruby
braziers of coke glmyed.
flung orange mats of ‘brilliance be-
fore the flying feet of the skaters;

He did not hear  They tried to explain, but Cap-
. a simple the hellish grind of steel plates on tain Jimmy couldn’t understand a

basalt, nor yet the hideous tearing word they said, they cried so much,
Basil, had not of great girders by the clamorous and at last, half dragging, half car-
rying them, he hurried them into

the warm little cabin where

success of a plan, ingeniously and
accurately conceived.

been to blame — so she whe had waters .
heen his mother averred in voice- scious, to know that, under the bit-
less thoughts within Giles Ayre- ter magnesium ‘flares lit from
ton’s brain—Basil Ayreton had not harbor walls, and the flaring pitch-
simple craft flung from the tilted deck of lighted the two children stopped
the craft, the lifeboatmen succeed-

How was he, uncon-
startled,” he chuckled. “Yeu young
people are making dreadful havoc

far beneath the winging wild fowl, When the kerosene
choir of unaccompanied voices,

carolled of the glory of the dawn.

1 wouldn't like to be held
responsible to the servants
they see those puddles! Be off now,

story shook the man with its tre-

mendous purport until he wept . . .
“Myrtle; Myrtle!” Ayreton called The veice told him that it was h

her name hoarsely, fearfully. e —

olme's frozen crew?
——But, they brought these ship-

waters and Ayreton
thought he understood.
was threatening.

lisped, and the other little girl who
wrecked men to the kitchens of his  1ooked exactly like her, giggled and
huge house and warmed them hack clung to Captain Jimmy's bighand.
to life for his awakening.
when they roused him, to go down Claus,” she whispéred.
to his’ eldest son, saved from
sea, he forget his English conserv-
atism and kissed the lad! .
Marion ' Shepheard,
hers was only the natural instinct
of a woman, welcoming back to her
arms her long lost mate.

That deep togue
growling cver the sea wag a sinis-
ter herald—snow,
speed of a black nor' easter Dbe-
hind in, was driving in to land

And now long wedges of driven
geese split across the glaring face
of the moon and all the night was
Lemon edged the sterming
vanguard of the ‘snow clouds come.
them and across them ran
the bitterly flickering flames

fainting music, ‘into his brain fell
“Giles—I hear.”

With an unceremonious sweep, fol-
lowed by a belated and apologetic
knock, Sir Giles’ married son, An-

“Bless your sweet hearts,” cried
Captain Jimmy, his eyes
. 80 tears, “I guess I'll have to be Santa
1 can never get
you home tonight in this howling

Amongst them was Marion
Shepheard, who should
ried Basil Ayreton, his eldest son
and ‘heir, had not that-youth found

The two little girls smiled bright-

Re-union—peace—the while the 1y and took off their red cloaks and
bells of Christmas morning rangin knitted caps and leggings and rub-
splendcur beneath the roseate sky,
across the grey, cold marshlands
and the gleaming wreckage, where twins, and she told a long story of
the wild fowl called to a world that how they had gone to walk with
nurse, who had suddenly runaway
and left them to the woods.
she wouldn't come
hack,” said Linnie, sadly. “My mam-
ma scolded her this afternoon.”

“What are your names? Where
do you live?'' asked Captain Jimmy
as he pushed them up to the table
befere two great bowls of
“Brown? Goodness: me,
I never heard of any Browns over
You'll have to stay
here till morning.”

“Will Thanta Claus come here?”

fell a sea-hail which
became on land a whining snow. 1
family's sake, te efface all trace of

Where had been silence was now
the thunder of the hammering surf
and the devilish howl of the wind
above the dunes
harbor, wailing.

With a choked-off howl was white and hushed under snow.

wolthound took opportunity of the
n deor,and fled.

—I say—I say,” Anthony's
ejaculated, “what's up

Christmas in Italy

close and turned away from

; ; o 0 lace ; @ S 3 Tty GuGy
window, smiling complacently. He Last. year.i spent: Ohristmad 1o

Italy. As I sit by the blazing logs
my thoughts dritt ‘back to the land
of sunshine and macaroni . $iy

People tell ycu that the Christ-
not to be captured
anywhere but in England. That-is
In a foreign land
there are many familiar things one
misses—carol-singers, holly and the
Christmas numbers of the maga -

$

strange mood, engendered by such
simple phenomena, was starkly ex-

what a fool he had
Yes, he would have a cigar
—~perhaps a glass of wine before-
hand; what a fool!

made in such a manner as to focus

The returned skating party
an ashy cheeked, wild-eyed
gauntly drawn man before them-—
instead of the tall and ruddy-faced
Master, whom always they had re-
garded as the soul of bluff genial-
ity and good humor.

For his dog was no longer the “He's got to!” said Captain Jim-
quietly levesome companion of his
It was rigid there, in the
centre of the wide study, a snarling
bristling embodiment
museles and quivering flesh.
fangs were bared
sliowed, blue-grey and dripping wet
eyes were like
great illumined cornelians, split by
vitric almonds of green light.
growled in its throat v
behind it, the shaking sprigs
honesty drepped
discs, with slithering sound, one by
one, down the polished bevel
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By and by, after the twins had
said their prayers and were sound
Captain Jimmy's
while Vixen purred at their
Jimmy walked the floor
and whistled a tune.

“I reckon that Santa Claus could
never get down
pipe!"” he chuckled,
have to fill those two little stock-

But in Italy there are compen-
My thoughts turn rather
wistfully to the shops in the gay
little town where I dwelt.
good month before Christmas the

trembled and his hair was dank.

“l say—anything wrong,
that was Antheny’s swift concern.

Sir Giles took a grip on himself.
shine and sparkle.

The Christmas Tree is a great
y'know! Rather alarmed me: get- feature of the Italian Christmas.
ting very old—must have-him des-
troyed, I think . . .
utes, I assure you!”

A gasp scunded very clearly in

suddenly dazzling with tinsel, tiny Some time afterward a number
snow and peered into Captain Jim-
What did they see?
Why, just-Captain Jimmy, with his
empty pipe between
holding two little stockings in his

fluffy dolls dangled at the end of a
string. . Semehow I could never re-
sist those shops.

Ayreton felt his heart contract as
though taken in the grip

about to faint she stoadied herself
by outstretching one hand to ward
herself from the wall.
acress at Sir Giles Ayreton and
ignored the clustering about her of

gcanty hair and his ears twitched
back like those of a cat in angry
He in turn snarled; and he
felt his meuth also growing wet.
The knlickles of his fingers
like hot things pressed upon his
flesh and all his sinews ached with

Suddenly he began to take things
off the mantlepiece and put them
into the stockings.
things that Captain Jimmy loved—
they were all that he had—bits of
coral and pretty
countries, some odd wooden toys
he had played with when he was a
child, and two red apples,

Just as he was hanging the stock-
ings on the edge of the shelf the
door burst open and some people
rushed in and began to hug him
and questicn him, and they all talk-
They proved to be the
father and mother and uncles and
aunts of the lost twins,
were so grateful to Captain Jimmy
for his kindness to the twine that
they insisted on taking him home
with them to spend Christmas,

“Myrtie! Myrtle! Myrtle!” he almost screamed the words as, in an
agony of fear, he staggered from the window to claw at the

s b.fk ol chall moth around the candle.

Christmas cards!
saints and angels, kindly gnomes
dance under the moonlight and gay
little cupids running races in the
snow-—not all done to pattern, but
seemingly by someone who enjoy-

Ayreton smiled, cynically—laz
“Yes, Marion—you see . . .?
A chill of horror descended on
that lately roystering group as the
Master of Ayreten drawled
challenging words, to the girl who
should have reigned as mistress of

the mother who had Leen guilty of
it was she who had gambl-
ed and lost—-not the son. She who
had lost upwards of five hundred
- and Basil, her eldest
son, had found lier lying in a state

when you've changed
what a storm-—what a storm!”

Deliberately he turned
window again; deliberately he had
dismissed them to their rooms. He
heard them shuffling out
study, crestfallen, disturbed -— he
heard the heavy old door sink soft-
Then his daughter-

speak. And when, at last, his brain
functioned sufficiently to allow him
coherent thought:

In* Christmas week there was a
One morning we
woke to find the Piazza and the Via

in the West of London. On calling i her tightening

at the young lady's home he found,
not at all to his surprise, that she
was as charming as her face was
And to what good use he
was able to turn this introduction
wag proved in the following sum-
mer, when the wedding bells were
set a-ringing for his wedding to the
lady of the Christmas card.

name to a cheque to pay his gam-
bling debts, at the expense of his
. “Tell me, Marion'
Ayreton was very calm, “what is

know, he silently brought her back
from the verge of self-murder; and
destroyed her deadly capsules be-
fore her eyes. Then he demanded
she confessed to him.

In the early morning, he came
te his mother and pressed
hands five hundred pounds in notes.
She could hold her County place—
where disgrace would have heen.
inevitable happened.
Sir Giles discovered that his eldest
son and heir, had forged his name
to a cheque, for a matter of two

they had come from I know not. In
Italy stalls of fruit and toys and
hats will spring up in the most un-
likely places with the rapidity of

wered by a deep toned snatch of a
. someone said something
about a midnight ghost hunt . . .
chattering veices took it up—then
came more laughter and a silence.
Ayreton turned
the window and looked across at

An uncomfortable shuffling

If you want to catch a few stray

breaths of fear—then: i
moements from your lost childhood

nothing, Sir Giles, "

There you will find all the .0
things you don't want and yet your
charmed ‘and your
fingers continually 'dipping
Watceh the children
as they drift dewn thé long line of

ith

“Marion!” he expostulated, “my
dear girl, whatever do you—?"

Then he saw that
Marion who remained in the study
~—he looked instead on the woman
whom he had loved for many years
And then she was
spinning twist of lambent

heard—a voice!", Mr, Brown engaged Captain Jim-
my to be captain of his yacht, and

Captain Jimmy smoked his

Christmas card, crumpled, dirty and
stained, to which a tragic interest
clings. On the morning of Christ-
mas Kveqsin 1872, the dead body of
a woman, one Harriet Buswell, was
found in her house in Great Coram

Anthony Ayreton
ted in with the questioning word.
His father rounded on him angrily.
“Be quiet Sir—-if you please!
—1 am asking Marion a question
He lifted his head, pugnacious
in defiance of covenance and cir-
cumstance and addressed the girl.
“Yes-—go on, Marien, you heard a
what did she say?”

pitiful amateurish at-
tempt, enly to communicate
suspicions to the Master of Ayreton
within a few hours.

Basil Ayreton admitted the forg-
He had not uttered one word
in explanation or defence. All that
he had asked of his father, before
he was shown the door was¢ that
Sir Giles should shake hands . . .
the baronet refused.
seen his mother, in life, again. She

longing and their hands gripping

2
tIghtly the fow centestmi they were oy o0 It i And vet. and

through the heart, and in her poc-
ket was found a card, bearing on
its back the ominous message:-—
“From your leving Harry.
This is the last Christmas
card you will receive.” For months
the most exhaustive
made for the mysterious “Harry
hut no trace of him was ever found.
But this message to the

close to his own bachelor rooms who leved him

breath in heavy air, a sound So young did T become that 1
purchased a balloon filled with gas.
I tied it to the button of my coat.
Scon afterwards it escaped and 1
watched it rise rapidly and disap-
pear into the deep blue of

&l
As T utter it T feel again
the sun that shone all day over a
And T see the or-
anges ripening and terrace upon
terrace of grey olives up the moun-

almest screamed the words as, in
an agony of fear,
from the window to claw
back of the chair.
what do-—do you want?
Speak! Speak!”

¥ Miss Shepheard ey
oted,the words as though they ;
we But the Christmas Pudding, some Plle on more logs!

She offered no comment home-lover will ask?




