
Santa Claus Is Cried for Perjure
MYRA KELLY

U t OU'RE crazy,'' said Mike
«4 Dwyer, out of the deep ex-

M perience of his eight and a

m^ half years. "You're crazy,
1 tollyou. Nobody gives you
nothing for nothing."

"But ain't I told you that he
does," his friend Patrick Brennan as-
sured him. "Ain't I telling you what
he give me last year! A fire engine, i

prayer-book, and a bag of candy.''
"An' you ain't pay'd nothiu' for

'cml" marveled Mike.
"Not a cent."
"Ain't nobody never came 'round

to collect on 'emf"
"Not a one."
Mike pondered a moment and then

demanded:
"Have you got 'em now?"
"Well," Pat admitted, "I ain't

got all of 'em, but 1 'ye got three
wheels and one of the horses. The rest
busted when it fell off the fire escape.

An' me mother has the prayer-book."
'' There wasn 't any sense to them

things anyway," said Mike. "Crazy
truck, fire engines, prayer-books, and
candy. Gee, if he was going to give
youse somethin' why couldn't he give
you somethin' youse could use!"

"They wasn't foolish; they was
what I wanted," Patrick maintained.

"How did the old guy know what
you wanted f''

"Didn't I write and tell himf I
wrote it on a piece of paper, an' I
pinned it to the shelf over the stove,an'
he come down the chimney an' got it."

"Down the chimney!" exclaimed
Mike incredulously; "that's the craziest
yet. If you don't look out you'll get
put in the funny wagon. A lady in our
block, she thought her man was Czar of
Russia, and they put her in tho funny
wagon and they took her away, and we
ain't never seen her again. You better
shut up about your old man Sandy
Claws, or somethin' like
that '11 happen to you.''

"Christmas is next
week," Pat announced in
grim finality. '' What do
you bet I don't get an
express wagon and cap
pistol f I wrote Sandy
Claws about 'em last
night, an' put the letter
on the mantelpiece, an' this morning it was gone; and I ye got a picture or mm in

a book —I '11 show it to you if you come round to our block —and teacher tells us

about him at school, and we know songs about him, and po'try pieces. 1 tell you

what: you come to school just one day, an' teacher '11 learn you about him.

"Aw, I ain't got no time to go to school," said Mike contemptuously. "Ivo
got my business to tend to, and I guess maybe I'd better tend to it now. But say,

that's a good one about the old gent coming down the chimney. I was up and
down them lots of times, and it's hard enough for me to get through, and I ain't
much for size." . .

"You come round to my house on Christmas day," said the militant 1 atriek,

"an' I '11 leave you look at my express wagon and hold my pistol.''

Mim WWIIEN Michael boasted an exhaustive acquaintance with the iniide
*^H^«- fill of chimneys, he did not speak lightly or without truth. It was
-j/^jA gome years since he had abandoned the scholarly career which

his pious mother had hoped would lead to his consecration to the priesthood, in favor
of the more active life of "odd boy" in a local hardware store where he was

"helper" in the stove department. That he would ever have made a priestly man

was a moot point, but no one could conscientiously deny that he was an odd boy.

His hair, once red, was darkened by his avocations and his hygienic convic-

tions to an indescribable sooty brown. His clothes matched his hair, and his skin

struck no discordant note in the subdued color scheme. But there was nothing

subdued about his spirit, nor his eyes, nor his startlingly brilliant smile. And

there was nothing which could subdue his adoration for his mother.

He and she had suffeied many sorrows in common, and almost in silence,
though their pleasures they took more noisily. Sickness and babies had come, had
been born and tended in patience, and had passed away, leaving them chums and

partners still. He and she had journeyed to Calvary or to Coney Island always
together and always alone. For Mr. Dwyer had devoted his great energy and his

scanty gleanings from the profession of "fence"—the between for small pick-
pocket and pawnbroker — drinking himself from one fit of delirium tremens into

another. He was as familiar an inmate of Bellevue or the island as he was of the
home which he had laid desolate. As familiar and as welcome.

On the evening of his enlightening converstion with his stanch admirer, Pat-

rick Brennan, Michael appealed to his mother for information.
1' Say, maw, did youse ever hear of a gent what goes round in sort of fancy

fuin's an'gives kids things for noth'n'f"
Mr». Dwyer turned from the window, whence she had been watching for what

•he always dreaded, and answered quickly: "Yes, dear. Santa Claus."
"That's the name Patsy Brennan called him. He showed me his picture on

a book, but I thought he was guying me. I never heard of him. Don't he never
tome round here!" ' \ ~V'7:' ti is

"Not lately, dear. But when you were quite little, he brought you a rocking

hone and a fire engine."
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"That's him!" her son exclaimed
in high excitement. "Iknow him by
the fire engine. That's him. Say, maw,
what ever happened to them things*
Did I bust 'cmi" "

"No," answered the woman, who,
still watchful, had transferred her vigi-
lance from eyes to ears, and now lis-
tened shrinkingly for an unsteady step
upon the stairs: No, Mike,you didn 't;
they—went.' , .

It was a familiar explanation in
that house, but the woman never made
it easily. So many things—went. The
few relics of her more prosperous youth,
her street clothes, little refinements with
which she tried to dignify or disguise
her poverty, little comforts or necessi-
ties given by kind neighbors in times
of stress, her own meager earnings in
an uptown laundry, or Mike's still
more meager in the hardware store. For
Mr. Dwyer, though meeting in the
course of his professional labors with
many proofs that stealing could be
successfully practiced upon absolute
strangers, still believed in the prior
claim of family, and had bo far con-
fined his own active operations to the
home circle.' It was a safe practice
ground, and he could always flatter
himself that he would one day broaden
his field to include such gentlemen—if
he could find them entirely unprotected
and unobserved —who had reached that
degree of intoxication which raised his
envy and his courage almost to the point
of action. (

Nothing could accustom Mrs. Dwyer
to this system of petty pilfering and
the deceits it forced upon her, for
through all vicissitudes of neglect, ill
treatment and abuse she persevered in
her fierce determination that the boy
should never know, so long as she could
keep the knowledge from him, his
father.

And all the time the boy knew
much more clearly than she, and was
often forced to allow her panic-stricken
viligance to continue when he could
have told her that the voice she dread-
ed was enlivening the alcoholic wards
of Bellevue, or that the foot she feared
was marching in decorous lockstep upon
I Mack well's island. But he was as
fiercely resolved that his mother should
never know, so long ns he could keep

the knowledge from her, her husband, and he was always careful to receive thin

"Well, Patrick was talkin' about it to-day. He got a fire engine, candy, an'
a prayer-book, an' he says he's goin' to have a express wagon an' a pistol this time.
Do you think it's on the level!"

"Of course it's true. Why, when I was your age he used tc bring me the

Kit-st things, and they always seemed to be exactly what I wanted ""But Patsy writes an' tells him what to bring. He gits what he wants every
, I wonder what I'd better write for?"
And then, wistfully, Mrs. Uwyer set to work to destroy the faith she had es-

tablished. It was unlikely, she pointed out to her son, after a rapid survey of her
own financial position, that the gentleman, having for so long neglected them,
should remember them now. He was always, she delicately hinted, a little snob-
bish in his tiisti's, and was more inclined to add to a store already amassed than to
lay the cornerstone of a property. But these reflections affected her son not at all.

"He give you stuff when you was as big as me. He gives it to Patsy. He
used to give it to me. I guess Ikin git somethin' off of him all right, all right."

Then was Mrs. Dwyer forced to disclose the fact that there were some per-
sons of upright lives and minds who utterly refused to credit even the existence of
such a person, and to hint that doubts of such a nature had sometimes viaited her
gentle breast. But Mike's faith, founded largely upon the coincidence of fire
engines, held firm against all attacks And then he knew of a reason, happily hid-
den from his mother, that might cause fastidious gentlemen to avoid Mr. Dwyer's
abode.

JHBijiji^ >JkN ie next afternoon be came upon Santa Clans suffering quite
fjjj humanly from cold, standing at the corner of Grand and Essex

-iTii \u25a0-™ streets, wearing his white beard and other "fancy fixin's." lie
was guarding a three-legged iron pot into which the prosperous cast pennies, and
the unprosperous—in overwhelming majority—longing looks. The pot hung upon
a tripod bearing a printed appeal for contributions to aid the Salvation army in
supplying a Christmas dinner to all such as should approach the hospitable boards
to be spread in Madison square garden on December 25. The shower of coin was
not very heavy, and Mike seized his courage and a propitious moment to remark:

"You don't get round to all the houses every year, do you!" . .::•.•.• \u25a0

"Well, no," answered the old gentleman, in a surprisingly young voice, "not
down here. There are quite a number of houses in this neighborhood and quite a
number of children in every house." v "

"Every other year, do you!": V*
"Just about." •

Well, you've skipped me quite a while. I was wondering if you was plan-
nin' to take in our house this year.

"Sure," the old man answered, after he had acknowledged a contribution
and breathed upon his freezing fingers: "where do you livet"

"liecame upon Santa Claim . . . wearing his trhite beard
and other 'fancn fiiin's.' "

LOS ANGELES HERALD SUNDAY MAGAZINE DECEMBER 26, 1909.
6

_^^B

J|3 mX <flbi i-fr^ A ' ' -I


