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CONTINUED FROM PAGE ONE.
the door, and he, nothing loath to go,
accompanied her. ' :

“Always a delicate creature,
whom & breath might have with-
ered,” sald the Ghost.” “But she had
a large heart!™

“So she had”™ cried Scrooge,
“You're right. “T'll not gainsay it,
Spirit. God forbid!™

“She died a woman™ said the
Ghost. "and had, as I think, chil-
dren.”

“One child,” Scrooge returned.

“True,” said the Ghost. “Your
nephaw!™
Scrooge seemed uncasy in his

mind, and answered briefly, “Yes™
“My time grows short.” observed

the Epirit *“Quick!”

This was not addressed to S8crooge,
or to anyons whom he could sce,
but it produced an immediate ef-
fect. For again Scrooge saw him-
self. He was older now; a man in
the prime of life. His face had
not the harsh and rigid lines of
later years: but it had begun to
wear the signs of care und avarice.
There was an eager, greedy, rest-
less motion in the eys, which show-
ed the passion that had taken root,
and where the shadow of the grow-
ing tree would fall

He was not alone, but sat by the
side of a fair young girl in a
mourning-dress; In whose eyes
there were tears, which sparkled In
the light that shone out of the
Ghost of Christmas Past.

~It matters little,” she said, soft-
ly. *“To you, very little. Another
idojs has displaced me; and if it can
chéer and comfort you in time to
come, as I would have tried to do,
1 have no just cause to grieve.”

“What ldol has displaced you?
be rejoined.

“A golden one.”

“This is the even-handed dealing
of the world!" he said. “There is
nothing on which it is so hard as
poverty; and there is nothing It
professes to condemn with such Se-
verity as the pursuit of wealth!”

“You fear the world too much”™
she answered, gently. “All your
other hopes have merged into the
hope of being beyond the chance of
its sordid reproach. I' have seen
your nobler aspirations fall off one
by one. until the master passion.
Gain, engrosses you. Have I not?

“What then?" he retorted. “Even
if 1 have grown so much wiser, whatr

then? I am not changed towards
you.”

She shook her head.

“Am IT

“Our contract s an old one. It
was made when we were both poor
and content to be so, until, in gooa
season, we could Iimprove our
worldly fortune by our patient in-
dustry. You are changed. When
it was made, you were another
man.”

“I was a boy,” he said Impatient-
"“!'m own feeling tells you that
wou were mot what you are,” she
returned. “1 am. That which
promissed happiness when wea were
ene in heart, is fraught with mis-
ery now that we age two. How of-
ten and how keenly I.have thought
of this, I will not say. It is enough
that I have thought of it, and can
release you."

“Have I ever sought release?™

“In words. No. Never.”

“In what. then?"

“In a changed nature; in an al-
tered spirit: in another atmosphere
of life; another Hope as [ts great
end. In everything that made my
love of any worth or value in your
sight. If this had never been be-
tween wus,” said the girl, looking
mildly, but with steadiness, upon
him; *tell me. would you seek me
out and fry to win me now? Ah,
no!™

He seemed to yield to the justice
of this supposition, in spite of him-
self. But he said with a struggle,
“You think not.

“I would gladly think otherwise
it 1 eould,” she answered, “Heaven
knows! When I have learned a
Truth ke this. I know how strong
and Irresistible it must be. But if
vou were free today, tomorrow, yes-
terday, can even k belleve that you
would choose a dowerless girl—you
who. in your very confidence with
her, weigh everything by Gain: or.
choosing her, if for a moment you
were false enough to your one guid-
ing principle to do so, do I not know
that your repentance and regret
would surely follow? 1 do; and 1
releass you. With a full heart, for
the love of him you once were.”

He was about teo speak; but with
her head turmed from him, she re-
sumed .

"You may—the memory of what
is past half makes me hope you will
—have pain in this. A weary, very
brief time, and vou will dismiss the
recollection of it. gladly. as an un-
profitable dream, from which it
happened well that you awoke. May
you be happy in the life you have
ehosen™

She left him. and they parted.

“Spirit™ =said Scrooge, “show me
no more! Conduct me home. Why
do you delight to torture me?™

STAVE THREE.

THE SECOND OF THE THREE
SPIRITS. ¢

WAKING in the middle of a
mymuﬂy tough snore.
and sitting up in bed to get
his thoughts together, Scrooge had
no occasion to be told that the bell
was again upon the stroke of One,
It was his own room. There was
no doubt about that. But it had
undergone a surprising transforma-
tion. The walls and ceillng were
so0 hung with living green, that It
looked a perfect grove., from every
part of which, bright gleaming ber-
ries glistened. The erisp leaves of
bholly, mistletoe, and ivy reflected
back the light, as If so many little
mirrors had been scattered there:
and such a mighty blase went roar-
ing up the chimney, as that dull
petrifaction of a hearth had never
known in Scrooge's time, or Mar-
ley’s, or for many and many a win-
ter seasom gome. Heaped up om
the Sloor, to form a kind of throns,
ware turkey, geese, game, poultry,
brawn, great joints of meat, suck-
ing-pigs, long wreaths of samsages,
mince-pies, plum-puddings, barrels
of oysters. red-hot chestnuts, cher-
ry-cheeked appl juiey or
pears, immense twelfth-cakes, ana
seething bowls of punch, that made
the chamber dim with their delle-
ious steam. Tn easy state upon the
couch, there sat a jolly Giant, glori-
ous to see; who bore a glowing
toreh, in shape net unlike Plenty's
horn, and held it up. high up, to
shed its light on Scrooge, as he
came peeping round the door.
“Come in!" explained the Ghost.
“Gome in! and know me better,
manl”
Scrooge entered timidly, and hong
“s head before this Spirit. He was
he had been;

»i the dozged Serooge
ad&-‘:lﬂ.!pm‘nom.mmd_nwrpumm

clear and kind, ha did not llke to
meet them.

“l am the Ghost of Christmas
Present.” sald the Spirit. “Look
upon me!™

Bcroge reverently did so.

“You have never seen the like of
me before!” exclaimed the Spirit. .

“Never¥ Scrooge made anawer to
it

“Have never walked forth with
the younger members of my famlily;
meaning (for I am very young) my
elder brothérs born in these later
years?™ pursued the Phantom.

“l don't think 1 have,” said
Serooge. “I am afraid I have not.
Have you had many brothers.
Spirit?”

“More than ecighteen hundred,”
sald the Ghost.

“A tremendous family to provide
for!™ muttéred Scrooge.

The Ghost of Christmas Present
rose.

“Spirit,” said Scrooge submis-
sively, “conduct me where you will.
1 went forth last night on compul-

sion, and I learnt a lesson which
is working now. Tonlght, if you
have aught to teach me, let me

profit by it"

“Touch my robe!"

Scrooge did as he was told,
held it fast.

The good Spirit went straight to
Scrooge’s clerk;: and took Scrooge
with him, holding to his robe; ana
on the threshold of the door the
Spirit smiled, and stopped to bless
Bob Cratchit's dwelling with the
sprinklings of his torch. Think of
that! Bob had but fifteen “Bob" a-
week himself: he pocketed on Sat-
urdays but fifteen coples of his
Christian name; and yet the Ghost
of Christmas Present blessed his
four-raomed house!

Then up rose Mrs. Cratchit, Crat-
chit's wife, dressed out but poorly
in_a twice-turned gown, but brave
in ribbons. which are cheap and
make a goodly show for sixpence;
and she laid the cloth, assisted by
Belinda Cratchit, second of her
daughters, also brave in ribbons;
while Master Peter Cratchit plung-
ed a fork into the saucepan of po-
tatoes, and getting the corners of
his monstrous s=hirt collar (Bob's
private property, conferred upon his
son and heir in honor of the day)
into his mouth, rejoiced to find him-
self so gallantly attired, and yearn-
ed to show his linen in the fashlon-
able Parks. And now two smaller
Cratchits, boy and girl, came terr-
ing in, screaming that outside the
baker’s they had smelt the goose,
and known it for their own; ana
basking in luxurious thoughts of
sage-and-onion. these young Crat-
chits danced about the table, and
exalted Master Peter Cratchit to the
skies, while he (not proud, although
his collars nearly choked him) blew
the fire, until the slow potatnes bub-
bling up. knocked loudly at the
saucepan-lld to be let out and
peelad.

“What has ever got your precious
father then?' said Mrs. Cratchit.
“And your brother, Tiny Tim! And
Martha warn't as Jate last Christ-
mas Day by half-an-hour!™

“Here's Martha, mother' gsaid a
girl, approaching as she spoke.

“Here's Martha, mother!” cried the
two young Cratchits, “Hurrah!
There's such a goose., Martha.”

“SWhy. bless your heart alive, my
dear, how late you are!” said Mrs,
Cratchit, kissing her a dozen times,
and taking off her shawl ahd bon-
net for her with officlous zeal.

“There's father coming," cried the
two young Cratchits, who were ev-
erywhere at once. “Hide, Martha,
hide!™

So Martha hid herself, and In
came little Bob, the father, with at
least three feet of comforter execlu-
sive of the fringe, hanging down
before him; and his threadbare
clothes darned up and brushed, to
look seasonable; and Tiny Tim
upon his shoulder. Alas for Tiny
Tim, he bore a little crutch, and had
his limbs supported. by an fron
frame!

“Why, where's our Martha?" criea
Bob Cratchit, looking round.

“Not coming,” said Mrs. Cratchit.

“Not coming!™ said Bob. with a
sudden declension in his high spir-
its; for he had been Tim's blood
horse all the way from church, and
had come home rampant. “Not com-
ing upon Christmas Day!"

Martha didn't like to see him dis-
appointed, if it weres only in joke;
s0 she came ogut prematurely from
behind the closat door, and ran Into
his arms, while the {wo young Crat-
chits hustled Tiny Tim, and bore
him off into the wash-house, that
he might hear the pudding singing
in the copper.’

“And how did little Tim behave?"
asked Mrs. Cratchit, when she had
rallied Bog on his credulity. ana
Bob bad hugged his daughter to his
heart’s content.

“As good as gold,"” said Bob, “and
better. Somehow he gets thought-
ful. sitting by himself so much, ana
thinks the strangest things you ever
heard. He told me. coming home,
that he hoped the people saw hift In
the church. because he was a crip-
ple, and it might be pleasant to
them to remember upon Christmas
Day, who made lame beggars walk
and blind men sce.”

Bob's voice was tremulous when
he told them this, and trembled
more when he said that Tiny Tim
was growing strong and hearty.

His active little eruteh was heard
upon the floor, and back came Tiny
Tim befors another word was
spoken, escorted by his brother and
sister to his stool before the fire.

There never was such a goose.
Bob said he didn't believe there sver
was such a goose cooked. Its ten-
derness and flavor, size and cheap-
ness. were the themes of universal
admiration. Eked out by the apple
sauce and mashed potatoes, it was
a sufficient dinner for the whole
family; indeed, as Mrs. Cratehit
sald with great delight (surveying
one small atom of a bone upon the
dish) they hadn't ate it all at last!
Yet every one had had enough, and
the youngest Cratchits in particu-
lar, were steeped in sage and onion
to the eyebrows!' But now, the
plates being changed by Miss Be-
linda, Mrs. Cratchit left the room
alone—too nervous to bear wit-
nesses—to take the pudding up and
bring it in. >

Oh, a wonderful pudding! Bob
Cratchit said, and calmly, too, that
he regarded it as the greatest suc-
cess achieved by Mrs. Cratchit since
their marriage. Mrs. Cratchit sald
that now the weight was her
mind. she would confess she had
had her doubts about the quantity
of flour. Everybody had something

to say about it, but mobody said or
thought it was at all a small pud-
ding Yor a large family, It would

have been flat heresy to do so. Any
Cratchit would have blushed to hint
at such a thing.

At last the dinner was all done,
the cloth was cleared, the hearth
swept. and the fire made up. The
edmpound in the jug being tasted,
and considered perfect, apples and
oranges were put upon the table.

and a shovel-full of chestnuts on
the fire. Then all the Cratchit fam-
in what

Bob Cratchit called-a circle. mean-
ing half a . one; and at Bob Crat-
chit’s elbow dtood the family dis-
play of glass. Two tumblers, and
a custard-cup without a handle.

These hfld the hot stuff from the
Jjug, however, as well as golden gob-
lets would have done; and Bob serv-
ed it out with beaming looks. white
the chestnuts on the fire sputtered
and cracked noisily. Then Bob pro-
posed:

“A Merry Christmas to us all, my
dears. God bless us!™

Which all the family re-pchoed.

“God bless us every one!" said
Tiny Tim, the last of all

He sat very close to his fathers
side upon his little stool. Bob heild
his withered little hand in his, as
if he loved the child,;and wished to
keep him by his side, and dreaded
that We might be taken from him.

“Spirit!" sald Scrooge, with an
interest he had never felt before,
“tell me if Tiny Tim will live.”

“l see a vacant seat,” replied
the Ghost, “in the poor chimney-
corner and a crutch without an
owner, carefully preserved. If these
shadows remain unaltered by the
Future, the child will die.”

“No, no,” id Scrooge. “Oh no,
Kind spirit! sdy he will be spared.”

“If these shadows remaln unal-
tered by the Future, none other of
my race,” returned the Ghost
“will find him here. \ What then?
If he be like to die, he had better
do it, and decrecase ghe surplus pop-
ulation.”

Scrooge hung his head to hear his
own words quoted by the Spirit,
and was evercome with penitence
and grief.

“Man,” said the Ghost, “If man
you be in heart, not adamant, for-
bear that wicked cant wuntil you
have discovered what the surplus
I= and where it is. Will you declde
what men shall live, what men shall
die? It may be. that in the sight
of Heaven., you are mora worthless
and less fit to live than millions
like this poor man's child. Oh God!
to hear the Insect on the leaf pro-
nouncing on the too much life
among his hungry brothers in the
dust!"

Scrooge benl before the Ghost's
rebuke and tremblingly cast his
eéyes upon the ground. But he rais-
ed them speedily on hearing his
own name.

“Mr. Scrooge!" said Bob, ‘Tl
give you Mr. Serooge, the Founder
of the Feast!"

“The Founder of the Feast in-
deed!” cried Mrs. Cratchit, redden-
ing. 1 wish I had him here. I'd

give him & piece of my mind to
feast upon, and I hope he'd have a
good appetite for it

dear,” said Bob,
Christmas Day.”

“It should be Christmas Day, 1
am sure,” said she, “on which ong
drinks the health of such an odious
stingy, hard, unfeeling man as Mr.
Scrooge. You know he is, Robert!
Nobody knows it better than vou
do, poor fellow!"

“My dear,” was Bob's mild an-
swer, “Christmas Day.”

“I'll drink his health for your
sake and the Day's,” said Mrs
Cratchit, “not for his. Long life to
him! A Merry Christmas and a
Happy New Year! He'll be very
merry and very happy., I have no
doubt!™

There was nothing of high mark
in this. They were not a handsome
family; they were not well dressed;
their shoes were far from being
water-proof; their clothes were
scanty; and Peter might have
known, and very likely did, the in-
side of a pawnbroker's. But, they
were happy, grateful, pleased with
one another and contented with the
time; and when they faded. and
looked happler ¥et in the bright
sprinklings of the Bpirit's torch at
parting. Scrooge had his eye upon
them and especially on Tiny Tim,
until the last.

STAVE FOUR.
THE LAST OF THE SPIRITS.

HE Phantom slowly, grave-
ly, silently approached. When
it came near him, Scrooge

bent down upon his knee, for In

the wery air through which this

Spirit moved it seemed to scatter

gloom and mystery.

It was shrouded in a .deep black
garment, which concealed its head,
its face, its form and left néthing
of It visible save the outstretchsd
hand. But for thi= it would have
been difficult to detach its figure
from the night, and separate '
from the darkness by which it was
surrounded.

He felt that it was tall and state-
ly when it came beside him, and
that its mysterious presence filled
him with a solemn dread. He knew

“the chil-

no more, for the Spirit neither
spoke nor moved.
“I am in the presence of the

Ghost of Christmas Yet To Come™
sald Berooge.

The Spirit answered not, but
pointed downward with its hand.

“Ghost of the Future!" he .ex-
claimed, "1 fear you more than any
Specter 1 have seen. But, as I know
your purpose i{s to do me good, and
as I hope to live to be another man
from what I was, I am prepared to
bear you company, and do it with
a thankful heart. Will you not
speak to me?

It gave him no reply. The hand
was pointed stralght before them.

“Lead on!" sald Bcrooge. “Lead
on! The night ls wanihg fast and
it Is precious time to me, 1 know.
Lead on, Spirit!"” .

They went into an obscure part
of the town, where BScrooge had
never penetrated before although
he recognized its situation and its
bad repute. i

Far in this den of infamous re-
sort, there was a low-browed, Lect-
ling shop, below a pent-house roof,
where iron, old rags, bottles, bones,
and greasy offal were bought. Sit-
ting in among the wares he dealt
in, by a charcoal stove, made of .ld
bricks, was a gray-haired rascal,
nearly seventy years of age.

Scrooge and the Phantom camc
into the presence of this man, just
as & woman with a heavy bundle
slunk into the shop. But she had
scarcely entered, when another
woman similarly laden, came |n
too; and she was closely foilowed
by a man in faded black, who was
no less startled by the sight of
them, than they had been upun the
recognition of each other. After a
short period of blank astonishment
all three burst into a laugh.

“Let the charwoman alome to be
the first!” cried she who had en-
tered first. “Let the laundress alone
to be the secgnd and let the under-
taker's man alone to be the third.
Look here, old Joe, here's a chance!
If we haven't all three met here
without meaning it!" !

“What odds then! What odds,
Mrs. Dilber?" said the woman. “Evy-
ery person has a right to take care
of themselves! HE always did!”

“Why, then, don't stand" staring
laundress. “No man more so.”

“That's true, indeed!" said the
as if you was afraid, woman; who's

the wiser? We're not going to pick
holes in each other's coats; 1 sup-
“No, indeed,” sald Mrs. Dilber,
and the man together. "We should
hope not.” ok

“Very well, then!" cried the wom-
an. “That's enough. Who's the
worse for the loss 6f a few things
like these? Not'a dead man, 1 sup-

:-T'“d to keep 'em after
& wicked" old screw.”
pursued the woman, “why wasn't
he natural in. his lifétime? If he

he was d

to' look after him when he 'was
struck with Death, .instead of ly-
ing gasping. out his  Jast’ there,
alone by himselr” . -
| “It's the truest word'that ever
was spoke,™ gald, Mrs, IMiber. “It's
& judgment on him." . ' ;

W Was Y little heavier
ong,"” .the womanp; “and it
shauld have been, you may depend
‘upon i, if' T could have laid my
hands on anything ejge. Open that
bundle, old Joe, and “let me know
the value of it. k out plain
I'm not ufraid to be the last.’ mor

had been, h_e'd have had somebody

afraid for them to see it. We knew

_Washihgf-on Man Invents =

New Wireless Instrument

JAMES E. SMITH

Washington's students of wireless
telegraphy have recently been in-
terested in the invention of a Wash-
ington man which wily act in the

manner o. a °lent partner” in
teaching ears (¢ coc .gnize readily
the “busses” that ao the business

in Mareoni g m .dern communication
trick. '

James E. Smitk. of 1333 Fair-
mont street northwoit, president of
the National Radio Institute, has
patents pending on a new appartos
which will “send” to beginners at
any rate of speed from 15 to 150
letters per minute. It is a com-
pact device, operating without the
wid of an aerial, and mechanically
constructed to eliminate even the
slight errors in”transmission which

ovccasionally come from the most
rupid and experienced hands,
A set of dials containing letter

combinations from the simple al-
phabet to the most complicated

i

Natrometer Transmits
Code at Fast Rate.

| i $

1

| This wonder instrument, “the
natremeter,” will astematically:

1] transmit the wireless ecode at
|| the rate of three te thirty words

|| per ng it anly
|| and mere perfeetly tham possible
|| by the buman hand. It is the

|| invention of James E. Smith, a
Washington man engaged in
radie and electrieal work for the
| past fomrteem years. It Is aald
|| to be a marvel in alding would-
be radie operntors whe are dis-
couraged In the early stages of
instruetion becamse they cannot
keep up to the apred of more ex-
perienced operaters.

code is part of the machine's equip-
ment, and by a slight shifting pf
thd dials an almost endless \'mg-
ety of messages is provided.

8mith has been actively engaged
in wireless work and radio tran=-
mission for the past fourteen vears.
He has perfected a number of spe-
cial “hook-ups” and auxiliary colls
on apparatus in use in the past.
He has been working on his lat-
est creation for nearly a year. In
the past few weeks, since he first
brought his machine out into the

publie light, the Department of Com- |

merce, according to 8mith, has been

investigating the advisability of us-
ing his tnatrometer” in giving ex-
aminations to those applying for
radio operators’ licenses.

8mith had & wireless station at
his sammer camp on the Virginia
| shore. opposite Sycamore Island in
the Potomac, where he spends part
of his vacation time in research
work. He is. a past chairman of
the Washington branch of the Amer-
ican Institute of Electrical Engi-
|neers and received- his B. 8. degree
from Worcester Polytechnic Insti-
|tute, of Worcester, Mass.

By MILDRED

The Marriage Mill

You Can Begin This Story Any Day!

K. BARBOUR.

-

THE SUMMONS.

When Alison returned home atter
tea at Kate Gibson's, she found her
mother pacing up and down the
drawing-room. )

As Alison entered, Mrs. Atherton
turned a tragic face toward her
daughter. .

“Barbara is leaving! She is up-
stairs packing now!" ‘

Alison shrugged. x

‘She can’t leave tpo soon to please
me. What's the matter? My di’
vorce?"

Mrs. Atherton nodded.

“She says she washes her hands
of all of us; that she is only wast-
Ing her time and effort trylng to
help people who don’'t want to be
helped.  She- called us a pack of
skiftless ingrates and ordered her
trunks up from the store-room.”

Alison sat down and drew off her
gloves. )

“She’l! probably change her mind
and decide we are too shiftless to
be allowed .around loose; that {t
will be her sacred duty to stay
and look after us. That's about
our luck!"

“Luck?’ echoed her mother. *“Al-
ison, -do you realize that rbara
is worth a good $250,0007" .

“Not to me-" chuckled her daugh-
ter. “I'd give that much—if I had
it—to be free ©f her influemce.” . *

“Wéll, you're not likely to have
it after this flasce.” retdrned Mrs
Atherton grimly. “If you had act-
ed tactfully about this divorce, you
would have been her heir. She had a
final bregk with your father this
morning. He eame out here to see her
and she ordered him out of the
house”.

Allson jignored the

ment.
- “By actimg tactfully about’ my
divorce, I Buppose you mean,, I
should have let Cousin Barbara go-
ghead and divorce me from Larry,
just to satisfy her whim? Well,
I don’t want her money, If T have
to pay the price of her constant
meddling in my life.” 3

“It’s fortunate you are resigned
about the matter, because ahe ment
for the lawyer and has  just fin-
ished dn‘wlp' up & new will leav-

last state-

|ing everything -to a charitable or-
| ganization,

Alison laughed.

“The vision® of Cousin Barbara
charitable is too'much for my sense
of humor." v

Tears of vexution /sprang to her
mother's eyes.

“Alison, [ hed always counted om
you havipg that méney. 1 had hoped
for'years that —"

“Yes, motlvf,"” Alison fterrupted,
“and you“turmed this hpuse and our
lives ,over to Coumin Barbara wi
that end in view. , Well, I'm glad it's
settled at last ‘and that the
money will .npt ‘be .mine. 1 feel as
it 1 were 'suddenly freed from an
overwhelmimg burden.”

“Do ‘you mind telling me why you
have changed your mind about a di-
vorce? 1s it just to be obstinate?’

Alison .pomdéred.

“To” tell the ‘truth, I really don't
know. It,mn; be that I shall go
ahead and get one myself later, but
1 won't.have seme one else engineer-
ing it for ? )

“You won't go back to Larry™

“Never™ Alison’s eyes flashed,
“not If he begged me on bended
knees. Not that he would,” she ac-
knowledged in a low volce.

“Then," Mrs. Athertdn sighed deep-
ly, “I'm afrajd" you will have to do
something to bring.ug in an income.
With Barbara’s support removed, we
have pnly your father’s inadequate
alimony. Even that has come in
very lrrernltr]y ¢f Jate. I think you
must™ be right about his financial
dificulties. He Tocked very worried
today dnd was more depressed than
I have ever him.”

“Poor father! He counted on
Cousin Barbara's hélp in spite of
everything. From what he told me,
he must be in guite a jam. I won-
der what he will do now? Not go
to work. of that we can be sure.”

At that mément, Bianche appeared
in the doorway.” =

“Someone wants, either Mrs, Ath-
efton or Miss Alison pn'trq' plfne."

“I'll take it, mother,” sald Alison.

Whep she lifted fhe receiver, &
e e s, » 5

g s» Banning, & nurse at
the Casualty Hospital. !lr.‘_ Atherton
has just been  brought here—could
you gome at il "

w ‘“:-”' . a:

“lh“

7
pretty well that we were helping
m&mlﬂfmmutlﬂo.l
believe.

It's no sih. Open the bum-
Joe.” e

dle

'B’nt the gallantry of her friends/
would not allow of this; and the
man in faded black, mounting 'the
breach tirst, produced his plunder.
It wis not 'exdiensive. A seal or
two, a ‘pencil casme, a puir of slesve
buttons and a brooch ‘of no great
value, Were all, They were severai-
Iy examined and appraiséd by old
Joe, who chalked the sums he was
disposed to give for edch, upon the
wall, and added them wup Into a
total when He found " tHere Was
nothihg mdre o tome.

“What do you call
Joe. “Béd-curtains™

“Ah!" returned the woman, laugh-
ing and leaning forward om her
crossed arms. “Ted-gurtains.”

“You den't ‘méah to say you took
‘em down, rings and all, with him
Iying there? wuid Joe.

“Yea 1 do,” replied the woman.
“Why not™

“You were horm to make your
fortune.” sald Joe, “and you'll cer-
tainly do It.™

*I tertainly shan't hold my hand
when 1 can get anything In It by
reaching it out, for the sake of such
A ‘man &% he was, 1 promfise you,
Joe,” returned the woman ‘evelly.
Don't drop that ofl upon the blan-
kets, now." .

“His blankets™ asked Joe.

“Whose else’'s do you think?" re-
plied the woman. “He isn’t likely
to take cold without'em, 1 dare say.’

“I hope he didn't die of anything
catching? Eh?" sald old Joe, stop-
ping In his work and looking up.

“Don’'t you be afraid of thal,” re-
turned the woman, “T"Win't so fond
of his company that I'd loiter about
him for such things, if he did. Ah!
vou "may look through that shirt
till your eyes ache, but you wWon't
find a hole in it, nor a threadbare
place. It's the best he had and =&
fine one too. They'd have wasted
it, if it hadn't been for me.”

this™ said

asked oM Joe. .

“Putting it on him to bLe bufied
in, torbe sure,” replied the woman
with a laugh. “Somebody was- fool
¢nough to do it but 1 took it off
agaln. If callco ain't good enough
te do for such a purpose, it isn't
good enough for anything. 1IUs
quite as becoming to the body. He

can't look uglier than he did in
that one.”

Scrooge listened to this dialogue
in horror. As they sat grouped

about their spoil, in the scanty light
afforded by the old man's lamp, he
viewed them with a detestation
and disgust, which could hardly
have been greater, though they had
been obscene demons, marketing
the corpse itself.

“Ha, ha!" laughed the same wom-
an, when old Joe, producing a flan-
nel bag with money in it, told out
their several gains upon the ground
"This is the end of it, you see! He
frightened every one away from
thim when he was alive, to profit
us when he was dead! Ha, ha, ha!”

“8pirit!” said Scrooge, shudder-
ing from head to foot. "'l see, 1 see.
The case of this unhappy man might
be my own. My life tends that way,

now. Merciful Heaven, what is
this!™ i
He recolled in terrory for the

scene had changed and now he al-
most touched a bed: a bare, uncur-
tained bed, on which, beneath a
ragged sheet, there lay a some-
thing covered up, which, though it
was dumb, announced itself in aw-
fu! language.

The room was very dark, too
dark to be observed with any ac-
curacy, though Scrooge glanced
round it-in obedience to a secret
impulse, anxious to know what kind
of room it was. A pale light, rising
in the outer air, fell straight upon
the bed, and om it, plundered and
bereft. unwatched., unwept. uncared
for, was the body of this man.

“Let me see some tenderness con-
nected with a death,” said Scrooge:
“or that dark chamber. Spirit,
which we just left. will be forever
present to me.”

The Ghost conducted him through
several streets famillar to his feet
and as they went zlong. Scrooge
looked here and there to find him-
=¢lf. but nowhere was he to be
seen. They wentered poor Hob
Cratchit's  Wouse; the dwelling he
had visited before and found the
mother and the children seated
round the fire. .

Quiet. Very quiet. The noisy lit.
tle Cratchits were as still as stat-
ues in one corner and sat looking
up at Peter, who had a book before
him. . The mother and her daugh-
ler were engaged in sewing. But
surely they were very quiet!

“*‘And He took a child and set
him in the midst ‘of them.' "

Where had Scrooge heard those
words? He had not dreamed them.
The boy must have read them out.
#s he and the Spirit crossed the
threshold. Why did he not go on?

‘The motbher laid her work upon
the table and put her hand up to
her face.

“The color hurts my eves” she

-~ The calor? Ah, poor Tiny Tim!

“They’re betler now again” sald
Cratchit's wife. "It makes them
weak by canclelight; and 1 wouldn’t
weak eyes to your father
when he comes home, for the world.
Tt must be near his time.”

“Past it rather,” Peter answer-
ed. shutting up his book. “But 1
think he's walked a little slower
than he used, these few last even-
ings, mother.”

They were very quiet again. At
last she sald, and in a steady cheer-
ful voice, that only faltered once:

“I have kwown him walk with—
T have known him walk with Tiny

Tim upon his shoulder, very fast
indeed.”

“And so -have L  cried Peter.
“Often.” .

And so bave I exclaimed anoth-
er.. Bo had all.

“"But he was very light to carry.”
she resumed, intent upon her work,
“and his father loved him so, that
it was no trouble—no trouble. And
there is your gfather at the dobe!"

She hurried sout ta meet him: and
little Bob in his comforter—he had
need of it, poor fellow—came in.
His tea wag.ready for him of the
hob-and they all tried who should
help him to it most. Then the two
young Cratchits got upon his knees
and laid, each child a littie cheek,
against his face, as if they sald.
“Don’t mind It, father. Don't be
grieved!” .

Bob was very cheerful with them
and apoke pleasantly to all the fam-
fly. He looked at the work upon
the table, and praised the industry
and speed of Mrs. Cratchit and the
girls. They would be done long be-
fore - Sunday he said.

“Sumday! You went today then,
Robert?™ sald his wife.

"“Yes, my degur,” returned Bob. “T
wish. you could have gone. It would
have done you good to see how

green.a place it _is. But vou'll see
it often. I him that I would

“What do you call wasting of it?|

walk there on a Sunday. My Mt
little ghiM!" cried Bob. “My lit
chilg!™ 7

He broke n all at once. He
couldn't belp it. If he could have
helped it, he and his child would
have begn (arther apart perhaps
than they were.

“Specter,” sald Scrooge, “some-
thing Informs me that our parting
moment is at hand. I know it, but
I know mot how. Tell me what man
that J?” whom we saw Ilying
dead ”

The Ghost of Christmas Yet To
Come conveyed® him, as before to
& churchyard. Here, then, the
wretched man whose name he had
now to learn, lay underneath the
ground.

“Before | draw nearer to that stone
to which you point” sald Scrooge
“answer me gne question. Are these
the shadows of the things that Wil
be or are they shudows of things
that May be, only™

Suill the Ghost pointed downward
to the grave by which It stood.

“Men's courses will foreshadow
certiin ends o which if preserver-
ed in they must lead” sald Scrooge.
“But If the courses be departed
from the ends will change. Say it
is thus with what you show me!™

The Spirit was Immovable as
ever.

Scrooge crept toward it, trem-
bling as he went and following the
finger, read upon the stone of the
neglected grave his own name, EB-
ENEZER SCROOGE.

“Am I that man who lay upon the
bed™ he cried, upon his knees
The finger pointed from
grave to him and back again.

“No, Bpirit! Oh no. no!"

The finger still was there.

“Spirlt™ he cried. tight clutching
at its robe, “hear me' | am not the
man I was. I will not be the man
I must have been but for this In-
tercourse. Why show| me this, if 1
afm past all hope!™

For the first time the hand ap-
1pearvd to shake.

“Good Spirit,” he pursued, as
| down upon the ground he fell be-
fore it: “Your nature intercedes for
me and pities me. Assure me that
1 yet may change these shadows
you have shown me, by an altered

the

The chuckle with which he said
this. and the chuckle with which
he pald for the turkey and the
chuckle with which he paid for the
cab, and the chuckle with which he
recompensed the boy, were only
to be exceeded by the chuckle with
which he sat down breathiess in
his chair aguin, and chuckled il
he cried. -

He dressed himself “all in his
best.” and at last got out int> the
streets.

He had not gone far, whes com-
ing on toward him he beheld the
portly gentleman, whe had walked
into his countipg-house the day lw-
fore and sald, “Screooge and Mar-
leys, 1 believe™ It sent a pang
across his heart to think how this
old gentieman would look wupon
him when they met, but he knew
whet path lay nni‘ﬁt before him
and he took it.

“My dear Sir"™ msaid Scrooge,
quickening his pace and taking the
old gentleman by both his hands
“How do you do? I hope you suc-
ceeded yesterday. It was very kind
of yoy. A Merry Christmas to you,
8ir!"

“Mr. Scrooge™

“Yes,” said Bcrooge. “That j= my
name, and I fear it may mol be
pleasant to you. Allow me to ask
your pardon. And will you have the
goodness”—here Bcrooge whispered
in his ecar.

“Lord bless me,” cried the gen-
tleman, as If his breath were zone
“My dear Mr. Bcrgoge, are you
serious ™

“If you please.”
“Not a farthing less. A great many
back payments are included in it
I assure you. Will you do me that
favor2”

“My dear Sir,”" said the
shaking hands with him. ]
know what to say
(I a

raid  Scrooge,

other
dnt

“Don't say anything, pleass™
torted Scrooge. “Come and see
Will you come and s=e re™

“1 will!™ cried the vld gentlemar
And it was clear he meant 1o
It

“Thank'ee,” sald Berooge.
much obliged to you. |
fifty times. Bless you'™

He went to church and walked

re-

“1 am
thank »ou

lite!™
The kind hand trembled.

“I will honor Christmas in my
heart and try to Kkeep it all the
year. T will live in the Past, the

Present and the Future, The Spirits
of all Three shall strive within me.

1 will not shut out the lessons that
they teach. Oh, tell me 1 may
sponge away the writing on this

stone!"

In his agony. he caught the spec-
tral hand. It sought to free itself,
but he was strong in his entreaty,
and detained it. The Spirit, strong-
er yet, repulsed him.

Holding up his hands in one last
prayer to have his fate reversed,
he saw an alteration in the Phan-
tom’s hood and dress. It shrunk,
collapsed and dwindled down Into
a bedpost.

STAVE FIVE.
THE END OF IT.
ES! and the bedpost was his
own. The bed was his own, the
room was his. Best and happi-
est of all, the Time before him was
his own, to make amends in!

“T will live in the Past, the Pres-
ent and the Future!" Scrooge re-
peated, as he scrambled out of bed.
“The Spirits of all Three shall
strive within me. Oh Jacob Mar-
ley! Heaven, and the Christmas
Time be praised for that! I say It
on my knees, old Jacob, on my
knees!"

He was checked by the churches
ringing out the lustiest peals he
had ever heard. Clash, clang, ham-
mer, ding, dong. bell. Bell, dong.
ding, hammer, clang, clash! Oh
glorious, glorious!"

Running to the window, he op-
ened it, and put out his head. Np
fog, mo mist: clear, bright, jovial,
stirring, cold: cold, piping for the
blood to dance to; golden sunlight,
heavenly sky; sweet fresh air; mer-
ry bells. Oh, glorious. Glorious!

“What's toflay™ cried Serooge,
calling downaward to a boy In Sun-
day clothes, who perhaps had loi-
tered in to look about him.

“EHT" returned the boy, with all
his might of wonder.

“What's today, my fine fellow™
said Scrooge.

Today!" replied the boy. “Why,
CHRISTMAS DAY."
“It's Christmas Day®" said

Bcrooge to himself. “I haven't miss-
*d iL. The Spirits have done.it all
in one night. They can do anything
they like. Of course they can. Of
course they can. Hallo, my fine
fellow!"

“Hallo!” returmed the boy.

“Do* you know the Poulterer's, in
the mext strect but one, at the cor-
ner?™ Scrooge inquired

“1 should hope 1 did.” replied the

lad.
“An intelligent boy!" said
Berooge. "A remarkable bov: Do

you know whether they've sold the
prizse Turkey that was hanging up
there? Not the little prize Turkey;
the big one?

“What, the one as bLig as me?™
returned the boy.

“What a delightful boy!" sald
Bcrooge. “It's a pleasure to talk
to htm. Yes, my buck!™

“It's hanging there now,” re-
plied the boy.

“Is it?™ said Scrooge. “Go and
buy it.”

“Walk-ER!" exclaimed the boy.

*No, no,” said Scrooge, “I am in
earnest. Go and buy it and tell "em
to bring It here that 1 may give
them the direction whers to take i1,
Come back with the man and 11
give you a shilling. Chbme back with
him in less than five minutes and
I'l give you half-a-crown'™

The boy was off like a shot. He
must have had a steadv hand at s
trigger who could have got a shot
off half as fast.

“T'll. send it to Bob Cratehit's
whispered Scrooge, rubbing his

“He shan't know who sends it. It's
twice the size of Tiny Tim. Joe
Miller never mide such a joke as
sending It to Bob's will be!”

The hand in which he wrots the
address was not a steady one, but
write it he did, somehow, and went
downstairs to opeh the street door,
ready fqr the coming of the poul-
terer's man. As he stood there,
waiting his arival, the knocker
caught his eye.

“I shall love it, as lopg as I live!
cried , Scrooge, patting it wijth his
hand. “1 scarcely ever looked at it
before. What an honest expression
it has on its face! It's & wonderful
knocker!—Here's the Turkey. Hal-
lo! Whoop! How are you' Merry
Christmas!"

"It WAS a Turkey! He could nev-
er have wstood upon his lege, Lhai
bird. He would have snapped ‘em
short off in & minute, like
of sealing-wax,

“Why. it's impossible (o carry
that to : wn"  said
Scrooge. “You must have & cab.”

sticks

hands and splitting with a laugh. |

|about the streets, and watched the
| people hurrying to and fro and pat-
ted children on the head, and ques-
tioned beggars. and looked down
{into the kitchens of houses and up
to the windows and never dreamed
that any walk—that anyth
Lcould give him so much happi
n the afternoon, he turned
steps towards hir nephew » house

He passed the door a dozen
times, before he had the courage
to go up and knock. But he made
a dash and did it

“ls your master at

home my
dear? - said Scrooge to the girl,
Niece girl! Very.
“Yes, Sir"
“Where is he, y love said
Scrooge.
“He's in  the _dining-room, Sir,

along with mistfss. 'l
up stairs, If you please ™
“Thank'ee. He knows me™

shew you
saif

the dining-ropm
here, my dear.”

lock. *“I'll go n

face in, round the door, They woie
looking at the table (which wus
spread out im great array)
these Young housekeepers

are

WAYS nervous on such points Lnd
like to see that everything is righu
“Fred!” sald Scrooge.

Dear heart alive how his niec
marriage started! Scrooge had {
Rotten, for the moment, about her
sitting in the corner with the f
stovl or he wouldn't have done
on any account.

“WEy bless my"*
Fred, “"who's that™

“It's *1. Your Uncle Scroog: |
have come to dinner. Will
me n, Fred™

let him in! It is & mercy he 4
shake his arm off. He wa
thome in  five minutes. Noth
could be heartier, His nlece ook
just the same. Bo did Topper v
HE came. So did
when SHE came
when THEY came
ty. wonderful Bames,  voudes?ul
unanimity, won-der-ful happ n.

But he was early &t the o1
next morning. Oh he
there. If he could be there first
catch Bob Cratchit coming lat
| That was the thing he had

soui Crivd

n
the plump ocister
So did ever &
Wondert .|

nas LS

heart upon

And he did it; yea he i
clock struck mine. No Bob. A qua
Ler past. No Bob. He was full sight-

ern minutes and a half behind the
time. Scrooge =at with his doer
wide open that he might see
come into the Tank

Hizs hat was off, before h=
ened the door, his comforter
He was on his stool in a
driving away with his pen, a r
he were trying to overtake n:
o'clock.

“Hallo”™" growled
accustomed volce
could felgn ft. “What do you
by coming here at this
day™

“l am very sorry. Sir,” said Ko
“I AM behind my time™

“You are®™ repeated Seroocs.
“Tes. 1 think you are. Step this
way, Bir. if you please ™

“It's only once a year., Sir.” plesd-
ed Bob, appearing from the Tank,
“It whall not be repeated. 1 was
gtilllm: rather merry jestordav

r.

n
L

e

ne

Serooge
&8 TCAr

im ha
s La
mean
time of

“Now, I'lll 1ell wyou
friend,” said Scrooge, “1
golng to stand this sert of (hing
any longer. And therefore™ he comn-
tinved, leaping from his stao). and
Egiving Pob such & dig the
walstooat .that he staggered back
into the Tank again. “and there.
fore 1 am about to raise your sal-
ary.”

Bob trembled. and got a  little
nearer to the ruler. He had a2 mo-
mentary idea of knocking S-rooge
down with it; holding him an. cull-
|Ing to the people in the corrt for
help and a stralt-waistooat
| _"A Merry Christmas Bob™ said
Scrooge, with an .earnestness that
could not be mistaken, as he clap-
ped him on the back. “A Merrier
Christmas, Bob, my good fellow.
than 1 have given you for manv
a8 year! I'll ralse your salary and
endeavor to assist vour struggling
family. and we will discuss your
affairs this very afternoon, over a
Christmas bowl of smoking bishon
Bob! Make up the fires and |+
another copl-scuttle before you dnt
another i, Bob Cratchit'™

Beroofle was better than his worq
He did it all, and infinitely more:
and to Tiny Tim. whe did NOT die.
he was a second fauther.

He had mno further Intercourse
with Spirits. but lived wupn the
Total Abstinence Principle, ever
cfterwardg and it was alwars said
of him that he knew how to keep
Christmas well, If any man slive
porsessed the knowledge. May that
be truly saild of us apd all of us’
And so. as Tiny Tim God
Bless Us, Every Ome! ‘
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Scrooge, with his hand already on [

»
He turned it gemtly and sidled hin

.



