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A Window Into
Christmas

By L. Paul Suter

——

In pursuit of his regulaor calling,
Andy Dugan left home shortly after
midnight and began threading a tor-
tuous way smong the alieys
streets of the city. Ondin
would have spent Christms
bed, like other men, with |
long enough interruption to deck an
evergreen tree for the benefit of the
younger Dug- «ne; but he hal not pull-
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room, Here he turned on his flash-
kight and pe to look arcund,

It was evidently a bedroom.
window had been left open for air,
epite of the sharpne f the
The ray of light, trav g to and f
glanced for a moment y white bed
clothes at the other of the ro
Andy thereupon shut it off entirely
and proceeled to investigate the
sheepers, with eyes which had some-
what of a cat's faculty of seeing in
the dark.

He stepped to the side of the bed,
without making any sound. There
were two children in it—two little
. They had kicked off the cover-

which lay in a heap partl
the foot of the bed and P ) !he
floor, and they were shivering in their
dnp.

“Catching their death o’ ccld, too!”
Andy growled to himself. “A nice
mother they must have! Window open

of thing,
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and blowing down their spines like a|
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knife.”
Heo laid the flashlight down for a
momeut l.nd t the bed clothing back
belonged, then passed out
hn.o Lha hﬁll’\\a} He was taking!

note, meanwhile, that the furniture'

and carpets were not of the costliest.
This might be near the magistrate’s
bouse in distance, but it was a long
way from it in wealth. The hall had
no carpet of any kind. He had to tip-
toe with elaborate cautior to avoid
making too much noise. It was doubt-
ful whether the visit would be worth
while, after all, hut An made a
rule of seeing his jobs through. Some-
times unlikely places held out a good
reward to the diligent worker.

He had expected to find the grown
folks’ bedrcoms next that of the chil-
dren. Instead, he blundered into the
kitchen. The remains of a meal were
lying on the table, which in itself was
a bad omen for the wealth of the
place. In the stove at the farther side
some coals were still smoldering.
Andy’s quick eye caught three long,
slender objects suspended beneath
the chimney hole, and his flash brought
back to him with a start the fact that
it was Christmas Eve. The slender
objects were stockings. Two of them
belonged, evidently, to the little girls
he had just covered in their sleep; the
other to another child whom he had
not seen—probaply a boy.

Andy recognized the importance of
the find. What the children were get-
ting for Christmas would tell him
pretty well whether it was worth
while to go on with the job.

The first stocking had a little pop-
corn in its toe, as he could tell by feel-
m" a hbtle candy atop that.

e the candy was a brown-eyed rac
doll, which he drew out carefully and
re

wu like the first,

's eyes were blue.

ndy had sized up
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surmise. It contained popcorn and

ﬁ!‘l’y like the other two, but in place robbe:
the doll there was a top.

“A five-center,” Andy appraised it,
with easy skill. “'l‘vnnty-three for
me! This ain’t the place where Adﬁ.m
Worth stole the Gainsborough.

He crept back th the hallway,
paused again by the side of the
two little girls to ascertain that they.
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The door le ,xi.ng up from the u'l—
lar was locked, but a brief manipula-
tion sufficed to open it. In a few min-

s he stood in the darkened kit-

beyond * which was clear
uiling.

It was an axiom with Andy, born of
lov g exp yerience in his profession, that
should never be taken for
granted. Observing it now, he deter-
mined to inspect the entire ground
floor of the house before getting down
to business. He could have secured
ht- plate from the sideboard, but some

al
all

ate mnmb«r of the family, sitting up Y

in the drawing-rcom or elsewhere,
might have heard the chink and 1!:\“0
investigated, with unpleasant results.

Thercfore, he contented himself
with a hasty examination of the plate,
and proceeded into the hall. A broad
staircase went up from his feet, sur-
mounted by a gigantic moose head.
The ray of light revealed a little
marble statue on the stair post, which
Andy contemplated with hurried ap-|
He glanced into two or
three rooms leading from the hall, to
find them all deserted and silent. Fin-|
ally, he came to what was evidently|
the drawing-room.

The flicker of a fire in this room
shone plainly on the polished floor of
the hallway, so he peeped cautiously
around the doorpost before \entul'ng
within. No one was inside.
flicker came from a huge fireplice at
the other side of the room, in which
a log was still burning. A very faint
aroma of cigar smoke tickled the nos-
trils, but it would hardly have been |
perceptible to cne not in.search of |
such traces Andy considered it
scarcely strong uma"h to be of real|
importance. The smoker must hs \\e
left for bed fully an hour before.

He chuckled, however, at sight of!
three stockings hanging above the |
fireplace. They were well-made stock-
ings, of fine texture, and they swun
stiffly with an air of comfortable f
ness, almost as if their wearers were |
inside them. Andy set himself to
examine them with more interest than
such things usually would have ex-
citey in him.

None of the stockings seemed large
enough to contain all the presents
which their possessors were to receive,
Two of them had each a pair of large
dolls lying on ledther-covered chairs
beneath—dells which could not, to the
grossest imagination, have suggested
a five-and-ten-cent store. Beside them
were sets of dolls furniture, complete.
one for each of the first two stockings. '
| A mammoth bob sled, “knocked down,”
lay partly in front of all the chairs.
There was a smaller sled, too, beneath
the third stocking, with a pair of

skates atop of it. |

Aurﬁy inspected all these with grav- |

and a slow smile

lit up th
woaLher beaten features. !
“I'm not the man to rob a k|d’a
stocking,” he said to himself. “But
ft strikes me that when these kids
have all that pite of stuff, and them
other kids ain't got nothﬂn-g but ten-
cent dolls and a five-cent top, there's
robbery going on somewhere. For two
bits I'd cfowomethlm that Providence
seems to have ove'r)ooked, and throw
the rest of the job over.
He hesitated, and peered into tha'
ltock inge themselves.
“Here's a fountain pen, he said; |
“and a stickpin—solid zc..!——emd an-
other pen. And this one’s got a two- |
laded knife, with a saw and

ire that'

leaving one apiece beneath those
stockings; and after judging gravely
between the desirability of the sled
ard of the skates, ke took the former,
and put the dolls carefully upon it.
“That's plenty, he said,
three toys in his arms.i “These kids
yn't miss it much, and if them- other
k don't believe in Santa Claus after
they get it, I'm
For the moment,
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The big man stepped up fearlessly
and stood in front of Andy.

“You're not drunk,” he said,
a keen glance. “Are you cr
so, now is the time to prove it.
may save you a heavy sentence.”

“I'm neither the one nor the other,
Andy retorted, looking him in the
face. “If I was, I wouldn't be trying
this sort of thing. Maybe I'm a fool
because I didn't go off with your plate
when I had the we. This is my
second job to- Iurlqe I didn't
get nothing at t.x first house, because
there wasn't nothing to get. From all
I saw there wasn't enough to e
alone to steal. They're neighbo
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They're getting two fifteen-cent dolls
and a five-cent top, with some popcorn
and a little candy throwed in for good
measure. That's what they’re getting.
I was going to pl Santa Claus for
once in my life W take 'em some-
thmz worth e when you came in.”

“Do you mean to say you were tak-
ing those things for someone else?”
the Judge demanded.

“For them kids, Judge, s’help me.
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“Your chidren might
them.” ,

“They're toth hoys, Judge,”
declured with brisk jinality.

The big Santa Claus sank in‘o a
chair, his chin on his hand, and regard-
ed Andy deeply, with the expreasion
for which he was famous—and d
ed<—on the bench. Seeing that the,
burgler did not quail beneath it, he,
rose again with a sudden demrmln.\ K
tion.

“I'l call your bluff, Andy Dugan, 1f
it is a bluff,” he sml, coldly. "Bnng|
the dolls and the sled and show me
where this house !

“You're not going  there with m
Andy inqun'ml
i  “Bring them!” \
{ Andy chuckled.

“Tf vou get in the way I did, lur'.\go.
it'l have to be l‘m.ugh the window—
nml that's burglary.

“If you don’t care to show me the|
way, say so,” the other snapped. |

Andy' picked up the dolls and thv[
mu! without further comment and fol

owed his hest to the front door. OH\(‘
they were outside he led the way to
the back alley and down it to the open
window of the mean-looking house.
The Judge was silent throughout and
Andy did not presume to \ponk Once

or twice, however, he glanced incredu- |
lously at the big man in the festive
umh walking beside him, and but for
the toys in his arms he would have
been tempted to rub his eyes to nutkn‘
|sure that it was not all a fancy of|
i the night,

In front of the window Andy care-
fully laid down his burdens.

“This is more in my line than
yours, Judge,” he ventured timidly.
1 “You *d better let me boost you inside
and hand up the sled and dolls, then
'l follow after.”

“Ag you say,”
curtly.

Andy made a “step” w his clasp-
ed hands and the Judge scrambled up
without much noise. He took the toys
as quietly and put forth a hand to
help Andy over the dowsill.

Andy delayed pic his bur-
dens to turn the flashlight the
sleeping children for the Judge's bene-
gt, then piloted his guest to the kit
chen stove, which was now cold and
dead. Here he placed the light so that
it would shine full on the three stock-|
ings and waited in silence for the
Judge to examine them.

“Did I tell you a straight
" he asked presently.

ydded. He had pulled up
put the two dolls
gre: care 1€)
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He had also felt in the pockets of ‘1@\
trousers and underneath the Santa
Claus costume and had slipped some-
thing therefrom into each of the
stockings.
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“Their bedclothes? They were cov-
ered well enough when 1 looked at
them, just now,” the Judge returned,
suspiciously.

“So they were,” replied Andy cheer-
fully. “You don’t think I'd see them
shivering and not cover them up? I've|
'gnt kids, myself, Judge.” ‘
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Christmas Coming.
Christmas coming!
leo tree, - holly,
\Ilf-t‘(tuu and laughter jolly!

| (.‘.hnstmas coming!
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| Snapping logs in cozy
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Christmas coming!
Santa puffiing,
Turkey—sage and onion stuffing!

|
| Christmas coming!

| Joy exuding,

vae ple, pumpkin and plum pudding! |

(‘hristmu coming!

Love its leaven—

Peace on earth!
heaven!

Give thanks

—Maurice Morris.

\wl '! l t

Whenever
I do no
Where pur
Becomes t
\Ah then, I
AIO"",‘: the 1

A m,untrv r
|  Where

i
|
1

And all a

t0 He shows a white m
|  Of marble frieze in G

| Ah, does He

“| Away from

| Where mother's light i:

and dr

e morr

re m

The Chris:mas Road.

snowfla

| Is guiding me to roam

the dear child Jesus’ sake.
—Phoebe Cary:
children the

here - are

imes stocking should never be
Nothing can take the plice

Oh'ng else arouses quite

peculation and pleasurable

as what Santa Claus will
t homely article

ral diztribution  of gifts

o after breakfast

o child can be

wait very long for the

ymething ¢!d Santa has

gifts are given imme-

A sxcitement will run

and breakfast will

h w th great difficulty.

: quantity of

hed be-

ed, and

ippeared all

tn

way;

; these con-
rves
filled, it
r'ng for
in the
taste of
lastroy ng
and will
erning

co that he
ng properly

give him a

it to &
of }-‘,

1 toy
st,

stock-
which
some
“par-
orn, a
kers and a
wgar candy
sulficiently

eat

the

The toy

! hold the
one is as

r breakfast”

ry
big distribution,

not be hurried.

ily round

finishing

g that

a )ne girl who had

work poke in answer

on:

friend in
When
yme just before tmas,
S ay yye and
lo lettered

wsing that

Then then

custom
Eve
\y a prayer
wide to

| as He went
for open
ly wel-

r I ms w

ere |

a ne

pent t

en

stmas

I
ack

ed oh the
¥

on the day

letter
came

s name
flame,
Pilgrim

the Heavenly

k
nk of ri
mmacui 4\\(
he pre)
fee! an impul
eart-strings to

it and fall,

ling feet;
eal
my soul,
rd with the

oad,

I'm home

again!
God wants the Open for His art,

y voad
cence

ian mode;
know I want to go

all this push'ng crowd,
ecading me,
again

long ' my cou

| A quiet road,—a Christmas road,

Where

When baby
Their hea
When baby
In joyful round
When baby

My hand

again?

‘round the turn I'm homo

?

—Wm. L. Young.

— _4__¢ — -—
My Hand in Thine.
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ven found;
feet ﬁrst followed hers

Yips from ‘hers did leamm

My Name divine;—
How tenderly my mother placed

in Thine!
—Jessio Colby.




