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ner of the great hall, gloomily, he
would have sald, watching tha festivi-
ties in the drawing »oom.

There wns a complex tissue of emo-
tions to be read In his face, but a
gmile of pure good humor dominated

“I'm her Santa Claus. That's why
I'm dresged this way," shouted tue ap
plicant, furlously, but not forgetting
caution #o far as to come out into the
light.

“You're drunk,” sald Jeames, ad:
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PART THREE-—Continued.

Jaber turned to look, then thought
he wouldn't.

“And mow,” continued Ursula,
“they're coming back into the car”

“Good-bye,” yelled Jabez. The door
stuck, as car doors will. When the
man in the tan overcont got it open,
Jabez was gone. Looking eagerly out
of the window Ursula thought she saw
# man scuttling like n seared cat up a
dark little cross street; she thought
she saw him take a header over an
ash barrel half submerged In an old
#now bank, but she could not be
sure.

Then she turned back and began
gathering up what she could find of
Mrs. Biggs' Christmas dinner. 8She
wias 8o busy at this and so intent on
ignoring the thirty-two palrs of eyes
which were trying to hore holes In
her, that she was unaware that the
conductor had come in and was stand-
ing over her,

“Fare, please,” he said, coldly.
“And,” he added, “if that gent that

"

just skipped out was wid vou, you
kin pay for him, too,”
Ursula began tumbling over the

things In her lap. “I'm”—in a sort of
gnsp—"I'm afraid,” she sald, “that 1
must have left my purse in the auto-
maobile,”

The conductor was not an amiable
man. “It makes no odds to the com-
p'ny where wvou left it,) he began.
“Ten cents, please, now."” Dut at this
moment a man who had been riding
on the front platform with a turkey
came back into the car. “Here's your
ten cents,” he said, and ent in the va-
cunt place beside Miss Allen.

“1 was taking this bird out to Mrs.
Callnhan's,” he obgerved In his prosale
way as hetucked it between his feet.
“I'm glad I happened to be on the
same car.”

1t was Jones,

“I'm glad, too,” sald Ursula.

We now return to the man who fell
over the ash barrel. MecAdam, for it
was Indeed he, was not hurt, for the
barrel wns covered with a heap of last
week's snow, shoveled up there from
the street. Jle quickly decided that,
for the moment, he was safest where
he was. He crouched down [h the
snow behind the barrel “with llstening
car,” as Shakespeare says, walting for
the chase to go by. Two, three, five
minutes passed and nothing of the
sort happened. Only the snow, in
which he mnestled, slowly melted
around him, became, In fact, uncom-
fortably slushy. Perhaps the pur
suit was abandoned, or perhaps there
was some trick about this apparent in-

activity. He would try to find out.
Cautiously he lfted his head and
looked down the street, Nothing to
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penser, still obege, unimpaired by the
stray leaves which had fluttered from
it that evening, should have reposed.
You know what had become of it. Me-
Adam, happily for him, did not. He
paddled around in the snow in search
of it, then gave it up and collected
from lis various pockets his total
cash resources, They came to two dol-
lars and f0fty-five cents, Would thoe
constables accept his promise to
pay? He was inclined to think not.

e uttered a sigh of despair, for
without that friendly bulge in his hip-
pocket he fell forsaken indeed, when
his eye chanced on a lighted window
acrose the street, “J, Schoenhoeven,”
was printed on {t, “wigs and cos
tumes.” And then his eye lighted
with hope. “Saved!" he murmured.

Snatching his chance when a fire en-
gine went tearing down the avenue—
on its way, no doubt, to some prema-
ture Santa Claus afire in a Christmas
tree—he dashed across the street, up
the stairs, into the shop.

“I'm going to a party tonight,” he

eaid to the young man in charge. "I
want to wear something neat and
Lhandsome that—that'll  Kkeep my

friends from knowing me.”
Ordinarily, McAdam had only to
appear to command respect, but fall-
Ing over an ash barrel, staving In his
hat, and lying for half an hour in the
street had made him a good deal less
impressive. At least It did not over-
power the clerk.
“About what
coldly.
Jabez looked a bit sick at that,
“Something about two-fifty,” he said.
With a hanghty wave of the hand,
the young man poioted to a dingy
heap upon the counter, the last of its
race. “That's all we have at two-
fifty,” he said, and turned away with
his nose in the alr, leaving poor Jabez
to paw over the disreputable, worn
and dirty garments and wigs which
loocked as if they had done duty at
scores of masquerade balls in  the
cheapest quarters of the clity.
Reverend Arthur and Delancey
reached the Allen’s house at exactly
cight o'clock, slmultancously with six

price?" he asked,

little -girls from across the street. In
the hall they encountered Urgula. She
bundled the little girls off upstalrs.

“And 1 must be off, too,” she said.
“We're just this minute up from din-
ner. We were dreadfully late getting
home, and I have to dress. [ wish |
had time to hear how you two got
out of jail."

"We didn't find It necessary to ac-
company the officers to the station—"
began Reverend Arthur, coolly.
“We—"

“I'll hear all about it later,” she in-
terrupted. “Now run along and help
Mr. Jones with the Christmas tree in
the musie room; you know—"

“Al, Mr. Jones I8 here,” sald De-
lancey. "“Has Mr. Mc—"

“Mr, Jones dined here,” sald Ursula,
turning toward the stairway. “You
must help him get through Wwith the
tree, because he has to dress, He 18
going to be my Santa Claus, you
know."

My Santa Claus! 1If they had known
she regarded it in just that light they
would have fought for the part them-

vancing Inte the dark, courageously
intent on flinging the Intruder off the
porch.

1t was a false move, Disreputable
he looked, drunk he might be, but the
unknown was certainly quick. Be-
fore Jeames had falsly got clear of
the door he had shot past him into
the vestibule.

The light revenled the full horror
of him, a wunic of greasy red cotton
flannel with draggled tufts of white
along the edges. Red worsted tights,
of which the legs sald the better. A
pair of yellow oilcloth boots, broken
dnd muddy, and over his head and
ghoulders a torn tangle of frowsy
white halr. And thig hideous travesty
prefigured Santa Claus! Here waos
the saint of Christmas, the jovial old
gentleman who brought gifts to all
and about whose knees the aweet little
children wore to eling while he strok-
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ed their hair and patted their innocent
cheeks,

Upon this blasphemous parody
Jeames sprang with a ery of horror.
But the parody was more than he bhr.
gained for, that was evident in less
than five seeconds. However, rein-
forcements were at hand. Rev. Arthur
rughed to the regcue, and a little be-
hind came Delancey.

The door stood wide open. The
scuffle was plainly to be seen from
the street, and two men, one in a tan
overcoat, wore rushing across the
lnwn, Intent on taking a hand of their
own in the affair. Altogether It was
llvely while it lasted, Dut it was
short.

As the two men from outside dashed
up the steps the big door swung to
with a click, and Jones, who had
closed it, said, in his quiet way:

“Get up. Get up. Don’t you kKnow
his volee? It's McAdom."”

They serambled to their feet. It is
gafe to sauy that unless they knew his
volce they could hardly have recog-
nized him. The disguise by now, at

it.

them was the successful one.

of you fellows do 1 congratulate?"

“What?" echoed Delancey,
“Whose ring is it she's wearing?"
demanded Jabez.

And then a slckening sllence envel

but the hearts of Reverend Arthur and

for the time all the joy out of life.
*Not one of the trio spoke, for there
was nothing more to be said.

wag rising steadily. Expectation stood
at tiptoe.
Christmas tree.

peared.
where to be geen.
Weren't they, though?
Suddenly Jabez laid
hands on the other two.
and followed his look,

end of 1.11(7‘ hall.
party, but these weren't children.

And then, In a
Arthur

mistletoe,
Wilmering,

sald Reverend Arthur.
“1 ecan't go," sald Jabez,
“My car is here”
“We could make a dash—"

Jabez.
the sidewalk,”

thur, “if 1 were to go

ate a diversion—"
“Reverend!" exclaimed
“vou're a brick.”

sald.

Five
suln came upon the product of
metamorphosis.  First  they
with

tleman
rassment.

there to  Reverend  Arthur's
turesque if not handsome costume,
complete,” sald Jones,

to the plow. He put on the wig.,
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He had not asked Ursula which of
At the
time he hadn't cared. But now ha
was puzzled to, as It were, plck the

winner. Whichever he was, he
looked exactly as the other must
feel.

“Well,” sald Jabez, with what cheer-
fulnesa he could muster, "which one

“What?" shouted Reverend Arthur,

"One of you ought

oped them. Jabez was merely puzzled,

Delancey were llke lead in their bos-
oms, the lights were blurred in their
eves and the knowfedge of defeat took

In the drawing room the tide of fun

It was nearly time for the
For the moment the
leaders of the merriment had disap-
Ursula and Jones were no-

compelling
They turned

There were two figures in the dark
—the almogt dark recess at the far
This was a chlldren’s

moment, Reverend
and Mr. P. Wilmering Delan-
cey knew where Jones had hung the

“I'm going to get out of this,” sald

“1 think I must be going mysell,”

said Delancey.

“I never could get out to it,” said
“They're waiting for me on

“Possibly,” hegitated Reverend Ar-
first—er—
dressed in such a manner as to cre-

Jabez,
He opened a door
that happened to be at hand. "I guess
we can change clothes in here,” he

minutes later Jones and Ur-
the
gasped
pstonishment and then howled
with delight while the reverend gen-
wriggled in sheepish embar-
But a few words sufficed
to make clear to them the situation
and then they jumped into the game
with a will, adding toueches here and
ple-

“Jiut you need the wig to make you
“IHere It is.”
Reverend Arthur had put his hand

Detancey returned from o momen-
tary sortle to the carrlage drive. "My
man has the motor going,” he report-

to know.” A bo
“Not I,” sald Reverend Arthur. The ol
Again echo answered:
“Not 1.

1 wish that | was Santa Claus
And had a magle sleigh,

To visit all the children who
Look forward to the day —

The orphans and the eripples and
Tha poor folks everywheres—

All children that are good and kind 4
And don't forget their prayers;

11l bet you that they'd all be glad
When they got up and found Ak

Their stockin's fairly bustin’out,
When Christmas lime come round.

Ob, happy time of Jinglin'bells
And hills all white with snow;
Oh, joyful day that takes us back

To care-~free long ago!
1 wonder If up there above A s
Where happy angels roam (
They do not gat to thinkin'of
TK& happy times at home, 4
And turn, in fancy, back once mors |’
To listen to the sound
Of voices that have long been still,
When Christmas time comes round?

In the Dpirit
nf Chrintmas
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When Christmas time comes round It seems
As though the long, long years
Roll back and take away our cares
And dry
1don't know why it Is, but when
The great day comes along
1 get to feelin’ young again,
And kind of turn to song,
And whistle and go on just like
would,
world seems to brighten up
When Christmas time comes round.

up all our tears;

I'll be bound,

I'm tickled at the Jumplin® Jack
And all them kind of (hings;

1 like to watch the toys
By windin' up the springs,

And somehow—don't know why [t {s—
Love seems to fill the alr,

And | forget I've enemies
Or troubles anywhers;

And every little while | sort
Of listen for the sound

Of volces that have long been still,
When Christmas time comes round.

al play

1 those days, and a sister of mine who
had been married only a couple of
vears was made glad by the arrival of
a little one only about a month before
Christmas. I thought a nice present
for her would be a book on the care
and nursing of infants. So 1 bought
it. At the same time I bought a very
handsome volume of poems for the
girls."

“Yes?"

“They got mixed. T believe this
Christmas present business is all fool-
ishness."” .

Many a woman is known by

be exchanged.

heaven the department
will hardly want to go there.

—_—

mad if she finds it

than a day or two.

—
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the
Christmas presents she takes back to

If there is a Christmas season in
store clerk

The woman who looks for the price
mark on her present generally gets

A good thing about some Christmas
presents i8 that they don't last more

People who put off buying things

5 &

Candor,
“If 1 were to cateh you under the mlis-
tletoe would you try to get awny?"’
“Of vourse I should—but I feel almost
sure that I should not succeed.”
—8. E. Klser,
— 9
LR

An Exchange.
‘“What did your mistress glve you
for Christmas?"
“A box of cheap handkerchiefs.”
“What did you give her?”
“A week's notice."

o

gelves. Well, it was too late now. least, was effective, they really need until after Christmas '&'

So they went to the music room to They looked at him. aghast. Then, hardly ever find them in their stock- A Lucky Man.
the menlal occupation of “helping as they heard Ursula's ﬂtt:p on the lngs. He sees the sun through spreading rift
Jones,” But Jones sald they could do stalrs, Jeames, with, as Shakespeare — He hears the wind sing songs of cheer

indeed his expres-

says, “one auspicious and one

nothing for him; Some people don't permit their chil-
‘ ' dren to believé in Santa Claus be-
cause they selfishly want all the cred-

it themselves.

His wific will buy no Christmas gifts
And have them charged to him this

: a

If Santa Claus were a woman| FAIR WARNING TO SANTA CLAUS. .
Christmas would always have to be !
postponed for a few days while she '
administered the finishing touches.

8

dropping eye,” helpad bim to his feet.
Jabez pulled off his wig and dropped
it on the floor. He tugged impotently
at his beard. “The damned thing
won't come off,” he said, with some-
thing ke a sob. “It's glued on!"
Ursula stood before him., Pretty
much everyone else in the house was
there, too, for the sound of the scuffie
had been dudible all over It, but his
experience of the last two hours had

slon of fact was so vivaclous when
| they all but get fire to the tree with a
cigarette that they retired in good or-
der to the great hall, where they
gloomily discusged Jones and the good
) | Juck that seemed to attend him. He
certainly had scored on them more
than once already in the course of thls
eventful evening and thelr love fer
| him was not Incressing with notlce-
‘ able rapidity.

There ain't no Bantn Claus, T guess, or if
therp Is, why

he
|

Don't know so very
much about book-
keepln', seems to

Rev, Arthur and P. Wilmering remain
ed frozen where they stood and gazed
al each other.

This {8 what was happening behind
that cloged door.

to rest against his breast for a long
time. Then she sald:

“Harry, do you remember that dia-
mond ring we looked at in Blazem's?
1 was there yesterday and they had it

mo;
‘ “Think of him dining here in his | reduced him to his element. There Lucky Givers, . ":,ih{,'::: n;:n;om:
morning coat,” observed Delancey. was an eple simplicity about him. He With happy hearts some people give pelr of skates
“He makes himself useful,” said Rey- | 58w only Ursula. And never mind the price; one year,
| erend Arthur. So they stood where| “I've come back' he sald. “1 want- T:‘\"" k“”wtlh%‘,ﬂl‘:’ t&:y wai:recelve A"%D‘:ll:l;.'chmri“{ﬂf
they commanded a view of the great | @0 to speak to you, so I came back—" 2t . tle sister here.
front door, lazily looked over the new | * “Come in here sald Ursula, She - =
T | arrivals and walted for Ursula's re-|led him through the crowd into a it 5 Ea And lg:s_tt%'mr l‘rhu:;
| ~ AT NERSY | appearance on the scene to make it | e reception room and  closed  the I R RS
! sl \\4 | worth while taking part. door after her, . A Warning to Ll:re. 'I slad
J:' Jeames stood by the blg door grand- Jones herded the mob back into What was tlllll! happiest moment Ofi And ono of these
ArANT YOUR WAME  oh | 1y admitting the guests. The bell rang | the drawing ropms. Jeames went your life, dear?" she asked. . :IIT;T':M;::EEI dm;:;
JABEL T MCADAMY, -%' | downstalre where he could not hear|back and opened the door agaln, “It was when you said yes, darling, brownlsh red;
& 2442 | jt, but a footfall on the porch or the | looking, except as to his eyes, as he replled. But blame the luck,
! y crunching of a carrlage in the drive | though nothing had happened. But She sighed and permitted her cheek I didn't git & soll-
/ | told bim when anyone was coming. tary thing

-
L ]

Except o cap and
napkin ring.

: overcoat and plated
S0 he was a good deal surprised not

to say startled, nt hearing without any
preliminary sound whatever, a faint

rat-tut on the door,

be seen at Orst but the crowd hurry-
ing along the welllighted avenue

I've wrote him this year that I want a
where the cars ran. But when he

A BICERNING BILENCE hook-and-ladder truck

looked again he had the doubtful sat-
{gfaction of seeing two dim figares—
one unmistakably in a tan overcoat—
Jounglog In an entry near the corner.

McAdam sagaciously reflected that
if they remained so cheerfully at this
ond of the street it must be because
they knew there was no way for him
to get out the other. Perhaps they
would give hlm up eventuully, but in

He opened it a little way and was
s#till more surprised at seeing no one
there. Then, as he was about to clese
it agalp, he was electrifled by a
hourse whisper:

“Open the door. Let me In”

Opening wider, he made out a dark
figure with a venerable beard in the
shadow of the doorway. This was
scandalons.

‘“Hefore you say anything to me,
Mr. McAdam, 1 waut to ask for your
good wishes,” sald Ursula. ’

“My good wishes!" he echoed.

She held out her hands and he saw
that she wore no rings but one goli
taire brilllant upon a third fiuger,

It wag o moment before he compre
hended.

“So my account 18 closed out,” he

ENVILOFLD TREM C

ute."

James let him out Into the night

ed, “and there isn't snow enough to
bother us. We can be off in a min-

Reverend Arthur shook hands with
Ursula, walked into the vestibule and

ent it would make."

he whispered to himself:
“That's always the way.

immediate cause to be sorry for it."

8 B

still. What a splendid Christmas pres-
After he had reached the next room

Never
told & lie in my life without having

And magic lanlur:l: :
and o goat that ‘f.. I
can  traln  to at&ﬂ%‘l‘ﬂ“
buck, ! 'h" |

And mebbe a four- .o /i

if
to

bladed knife,
he has one

spare,

But I've told him
plaln and honest
that I don't want
things to wear

the meantime— How warm and dry | “Be off, now" he sald severely. “No | sald. “1 wasn't In time to cover my| From s window they watched him Why the Colonel Gave It Up. ru,f:fm.m I:ﬁfp b:;
Delancey and Rev. Afthur must be in | beggare allowed. margine after all"” a8 he vaulted the low fence and sped “Colonel,” eald the beautiful grass el A A
4 the comfor '-lbl;' 90"0:" lll:;l&n;d “Heggar,” sald the hoarse volce, as| “It wasn't & matter of time,” sald | down the street pursued by a volcanie | widow, “why is it you so strongly ob- once more,
A [ ] n

MWKD AN e Oh.:l.i | though something were ohoking it.| Ursula, blushing & little, “but you do| figure in a tan overcoat, ject to the exchanging of Christmas | Bu! he's got to do
' i - I - .f‘ ¥ ’

1*Tm » friend of Miss Allen's. Stand | give me your good wishes, don't you?' | “Now!” erled Ursula. “Now is your | presents?" much better than
mas eve They'll be glad of & little | side, you fool, and Jet me ln. Quick!| “All of ‘em” he sald, shaking|time! O, douw't stop. Good luck! | ~“I'll tell you,” he replied. “I used o -
' penos spd good will on thelr own ac | They'll see we in a winute,” - hands. “Can I have a cup of coffee?’ | Merry Christmas to all of you!" to be &5 cragy as other people over|If he brings another sister in the place:
jrll 1l put it . Bay two ""I:: look ll!ke B triex;c: ;t hers! |  After he had had it he felt enough| They were gone. Jones alone re | the sending of giftsa, There was a m,,”',.,‘,";ﬁ,‘bﬁ"‘gﬁ’ﬁ. g e VR
undred aplece. reachod baek | You indeed! Come, off now, or | petter to look up his two rivals. He ined at her slde—only Jones! a d deal of - .
40 his hlp pocket, where his joy-dis- | 1'll turn you over to the police.” : found them at last, In an obscure cor. e mieh that T Chought & goo W minute, the old kel

THE END.




