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(CHRISTMAS 
= LEGENDS

around the season of the 
Coming of Lore as a little 
Child there have sprung 
legends and beliefs, like 
blossoms In a gracious 

slime, which testify with subtlety to 
the depth of the appeal of the birth 
of Christ. Here divinely spiritual sym
bolism and there sweet human tender
ness and pathos appear and. blended, 
they evidence the world’s belief that 
this was both Son of Man and Son of 
God.

An Irish legend* tells that, on Christ
mas eve, the Christ-Child wanders out 
in the darkness and cold, and the 
peasants still put lighted candles in 
their windows to guide the sacred lit
tle feet, that they may not stumble on 
their way to their homes. And In 
Hungary the people go yet further In 
their tenderness for the Child, they 
spread feasts and leave their doors 
open that He may enter at His will, 
while throughout Christendom there Is 
a belief that no evil can touch any 
child who is born on Christmas eve.

The legend which tells how the very 
hay which lined the manger in which 
the Holy Babe was laid put forth liv
ing red blossoms at midwinter at the 
touch of the Babe’s body could onlÿ 
have arisen from belief in the renewal 
of life through the Lord of Life.

• • •
HOLY THORN

It is not so many centuries ago 
since there was that holy thorn at 
Glastonbury which blossomed every 
Christmas, and, so ran the legend, had 
done ever since 8t. Joseph of Arlma- 
thea, having come as apostle to Brit
ain, and, landing at Glastonbury, had 
stuck his stall of dry hawthorn into 
the soil, commanding it to put forth 
leaves and blossoms. This the staff 
straightway did, and thereby was the 
king converted to the Christian faith, 
the faith which preached life from 
death.

The holy thorn of Glastonbury flour
ished during the centuries until the 
civil wars. During those it was up
rooted; but several persons had had 
trees growing from cuttings from the 
original tree, and those continued to 
bloom at the Chrlst-season, Just as 
their parent, which had grown from 
St. Joseph’s staff, had bloomed. And 
about the middle of the 18th century 
it was recorded In the Gentleman’s 
Magazine how the famous holy thorn 
would not deign to recognise the new 
style calendar, which had then come 
into force but would persist In blos
soming as of old on old Christmas 
day!

In those days the anniversary of the 
advent of the Babe had certainly 
meant more to the common people 
than merely a time for feasting and 
revelry, for giving and receiving; it 
had been also a season for holy ob
servances, for they refused ta go to 
church on New Christmas day, the

A FLYER 
IN AUGERS

(Continued from Page One)
AE through dinner he was conscious 

ot every movement of her, every word, 
•Tery glance; for John Ames had 
looked into many beautiful eyes — 
and he was still a wanderer.

She was an entertaining compan
ion a clever talker and a flattering 
listener; and they liked each other.

"Well, Rick lets’ get down to busi
ness,’’ suggested Ames, as the two 
young men walked into the library 
after dinner. "How about that *25,- 
000?

Young Greenwood’s brow lost its 
boyish smoothness.

“What particular *25,000 do you 
mean?" he inquired, in the tone of 
one who had learned to regard that 
amount of money respectfully.

"The *25,000 for ridding you of the 
competition of the Diggin Mortising 
Company."

"You do that and I’ll hand you the 
money so quick it’ll scare you," 
promised Rick, laughing.

"Suppose you put that offer in 
writing,” proposed Ames quietly.

"I believe you are in earnest !” de
clared Greenwood, surprised.

"Of course I am," answered Ames. 
“That’s what you need and we’ll have 
it for you.

"Thanks," mocked Greenwood, re
turning to his opinion that the whole 
thing was a joke. "Just how will 
you bring this miracle about?"

"That would be telling," smiled 
Ames. “Will you write me that of
fer?"

"I think I’ll have to humor you," 
laughed Rick, and, going to his desk 
wrote the letter.

When they returned to the music 
room, Ned Cross was there, a little 
light-complexioned fellow with a 
great fund of laughing good humor; 
and Margaret was chatting most gaily 
with him. Ames, who had found 
himself agreeably anxious to be with 
her again, watched her with pleasure 
not unmixed with envy. No, she was 
not cold.

■ When Ames left that night Margaret 
and he had become the best of 
friends.

“You’ll come again,” she cordially 
invited him.

"As often as I may," he laughed, 
thrilled as he looked into her eyes, 
and heard her voice ; and yet, when 
they shook hands in parting—well, 
he was puzzled.

CHAPTER VII.
"Prom that report, I conclude that 

we are again to pass our dividends !” 
snapped J. B. Gaspard, his iron-grey 
eyebrows bristling.

"It is still necessary," acknowl
edged President Diggins, looking re

holy thorn not being then In blossom. 
So serious became the trouble that the 
clergy found it prudent to announce 
that Old Christmas day should also 
be kept sacred as before. Only an
other story of men’s weak, supersti
tious minds? True, perhaps ; but they 
are better who evidence some spiritual 
weakness than those who wallow In 
the wholly material, and when we 
cease to be careful of the cup and the 
platter, we become not over careful of 
their contenu.

• • •
WHAT CHRISTMAS MEANS 

Christmas means hope and Us re
alization. The child grows eagerly ex
pectant as the time approaches for the 
visit of Santa Claus. While this Ac
tion remains unquestioned, the imag
ination opens new and wider worlds, 
and ideals become so much a part of 
the mind that the prosaic and com
monplace can never «rush them. Un
til the youth reaches manhood and in
dependence, Christmas Is the happiest 
day of the year. Its gifts, and hearty 
good cheer Impress family affection, 
parental thoughtfulness and brotherly 
love. The dullest and most irrespons
ive of fathers and mothers are uplifted 
to a vision of higher life by the Inter
changes of souvenirs and the merry 
meeting with children and grandchild
ren at the table and fireside. Few can 
escape and all enjoy the meaning of 
the festival, the lessons it conveys and 
the Inspiration It gives, and we enter 
upon a brighter future and a fuller 
appreciation of the beneficence of the 
practice of faith, hope and charity. 
The loved ones who have crossed to 
the other side, the loved near and far 
who are still with us, the old home
stead with Its precious memories, the 
old church whose sacred associations 
tie together childhood, maturity and 
age, love, marriage and death ; the 
schoolhouse where roe beginnings of 
education were so painful, and the 
ever-increasing pleasures of the pur
suit of learning through the high 
school, academy and college are re
called and recited, and there is ex
quisite delight in these oft-told tales, 
and new experiences enliven this 
blessed anniversary.

• • •
CHRISTMAS BELLS.

Tradition says that the hour of the 
Babe’s birth was the hour of midnight, 
and- legend adds that from then until 
dawn the cocks crow. In Ireland it is 
held that whoso looks Into a mirror on 
this even will see the devil or Judas 
Iscariot looking over his shoulder, 
surely thought sufficient to drive the 

I hardiest soul to a thought of the Inno
cent Babe.

Another legend tells that, on Christ
mas eve. Judas Iscariot is released 
from that hell—"his own place”—and 
is allowed to return to earth that he 
may cool himself in Icy waters.

sentfully at his board of directors. 
They seemed particularly unpleasant 
this afternoon.

"It has been necessary for nearly 
three years!” objected Walter Hen
derson, the thin director with the 
multiplicity of wrinkles between his 
eyes.

Diggins’ hardboned lace became 
harder.
, "As I have so often explained, we- 
have keen competition,” he declared 
again resentful “Until that is elimin- 
ted we can scarcely show a profit.”

' At present we show a deficit !” 
grolfly criticized big Hal Tullingham, 
who was an extensive coal operator, 
and was impatient of any moribund 
proposition.

"You can’t conduct a .campaign of 
this sort without heavy expenses, and 
some loss." argued Diggins. "We've 
gradually monopolised the market, 
and, when we have finally shut out 
competition, we shall be able to pay 
fancy, dividends.”

’I don’t believe it,” again snapped 
Uuspard, rising, and- jamming his 
hands in his trouser pockets. "Dig
gins, you started after young Green
wood s scalp two and a half years 
ago, and you’ve been promising us, 
every three months, that you’ have 
him out of the way by the next 
quarterly meeting. He’s still making augers I 0

“He’s operating at a loss," retort
ed Diggins. "The end has to come 
some time, and we can stand the 
s*ra.1,n better than he. We have more capital.

"I object !” wheezed the asthmatic 
» ,preei2?nt of the First National 
?®hk. We have double his capital
ization, but we haven’t any more 
cash ! It s my opinion we have less ! 
We’re in debt!”

"So is Greenwood," growled Diggins.
“How do you know?” demanded 

uusoard.
"It’s impossible for him not to be " 

argued Diggins. “He’s a wasteful 
voting fellow, who spends money on 
such fooC office embellishments 
as pig-skin waste baskets with gold 
monograms."

"If he’s in debt. I don’t know it !” 
wheezed the nresident of the First 
National. "The only paner of his 
♦hat ever found itself through my 
olace is checks ; and none of them 
ever came back !”

E Ouspard stood up again.
Somebody’s been making mon-1 

keys of us,” he declared, without be
ing too specific. "I’ve been nicking 
no my paper every morning for two 
T’»™- to look for the bankrupetv of 
‘he Greenwood Square-Hole Auger 
Company; and. bv George. I believe 
we’re going to beat them to it !”

"T believe it myself.” snwrled a 
veasened old director with three ab
surd hairs on his head. "Our eon- 
•n>rn’s in a rotten condition ! Why 
♦ont vou consolidate with Greenwood ?” 1

“There’s no terms to be made with 
him,” complained Diggins. "He has 
fool young notions of pride 1 He 
won't stand for any Alterations in the 
name of his father's firm, nor would
n’t share the management of the con
solidation. When I found him so 
bullet-headed, I refused to talk any 
more with him."

A stolid looking fat director who 
had not yet taken part in the dis
cussion, now spoke.

“Oh, hell !” he said.
"I've gone just far enough with 

this thing, Diggins !" announced Gas
pard angrily, and Diggins felt a chill 
wave in the room; for Cuspard was 
the pricipal stockholder. "I’ve heard 

, so long that this foci college kid was 
• tottering, that I’m going to find out 
about it! I move this meeting ad
journs for one hour !”

“Second the motion !” wheezed the 
president of the First National.

CHAPTER Vm.
"Now, Ames, I’ll take that share of 

stock," agreed Cuspard, popping into 
the lobby of the Tyler Avenue Hotel. 
"Here’s your hundred dollars.”

"It’s already assigned," replied 
Ames, producing the document in 
question. “I knew you’d be back 
after it."

the process. She had streaks of gray 
in her hair, and she had kept those 
books like a set of engravings ainee 
the elder Greenwood had put them 
in her charge, twenty years before. 
Cuspard looked up once, to see her.

"Yours?" he queried.
She nodded.
"They’re great!" he told her, and 

went on with his Job. Presently he 
looked up again. “Let me see your 
balance sheets of about this date, 
one, two, and three years ago,” he 
directed. < . -L

“Tee, sir,". she said with alacrity, 
for J. B. Cuspard was a nice man un
less young Greenwood didn’t like him. 
She went to Rick to find out. "He 
wants to see the balance sheets!” she 
whispered.

"All right, Mary, show them to 
him," be ordered, in a queer mix
ture of curtness for Cuspard and af
fection for Mary.

Fifteen minutes later, J. B. Cuspard 
folded a piece of paper, and stuck it 
In his pocket, and stalked out of the 
door. 'John Arne’s, smiling serenely,*- 
strolled out after him; for the atmos
phere of that office was too tense for 
a traitor.

Half an hour later, J. E. Cuspard 
came back, followed by the serenely 
smiling John Amee. Cuspard threw

the Intense attraction which can ripen 
into love.

A dapper little friend of Ned 
Cross’s was introduced to her; and 
John saw the hand-ehake which pass
ed between them. He saw, too, the 
light In her eyes, which had never 
been in hls own. •

Queer he had not realized It before. 
This was nature’s'instinct of reversion 
to type; Nature’s eternal effort at re
adjustment. Something within the 
tall Margaret .Greenwood, of which 
she was entirely unconscious, made 
It impossible for her to ever love a 
tall man; and something within the 
tall John Ames had made It Impossible 
for him to love the beautiful and at
tractive Margaret Greenwood.

"I think I shall be going away to
morrow,” he told her, at the close of 
the evening.

"Oh, no!" she protested, genuinely 
pained. “We shall miss you. We've 
been such good friends!"

Again he felt the thrill of Ler 
voice, and saw the tire beneath the 
chill of her eyes, and noted the red 
fullness of her lips.

"I guess I’m doomed to be a wan
derer," he lightly said, and shook 
hands with her in farewell.

Hls own hand name away willingly; 
but he was no longer puzzled.

I looked at him, not quite certain, such a way aa to render it mnaafe. 
There Is a lovely restaurant in the pull out. The policeman suggested 
Cordova and sometimes we take our that Mother get out of the cab end 
meals there, and again we have them find another one, as the block 
sent up to the apartment—we always really very bad, and traffic was gree- 
have our breakfast sent up. tically at a standstill all around.

"Suppose we go down to one of the "But—I can't get out," hesitated 
more quiet of the big hotels, and Mother. "There is not room on tta 
lunch there. Will that do, BUUe-boy?" ground for me to place my foot esee 
he asked pleasantly. I don't see what I can do."

He always does think of the very And the policeman, who, of ootne 
nicest things! A big hotel downtown, knew nothing of our affairs, said;
T vu* rind T hfld hrmurht mv nmltw i_________ ■_____

W

V!',

^SusparSnîl «need hasitly at the cer
tificate and shoved it in his pocket.

“Come on," he said, and he led the 
way to his automobile. “Look here, 
Ames,” he demanded, as they whirl
ed down the street; what’s your inter
est m this?"

"Three-fold,” explained Ames 
pleasantly, and with no hesitation. 
"First, I have an aversion, which 
amounts to a passion, to wasted bus
iness opportunities ; second, i have 
developed a sincere admiration for 
Rick Greenwood ; third, I'm to get 
$26,000 if the competition is removed 
from the square-hole auger business.”

Forxthe first time that day J. E. 
Cuspard laughed.

“That’s rich,” he admitted. "The 
boys will enjoy that when I tell 
them.”

Young Richard Greenwood looked 
up In surprise as Cuspard and Ames 
plunged Into hls office.

“Young man, I want to see your 
books,” Cuspard demanded.

“What!" gasped young Greenwood, 
with a look from Cuspard to hls 
friend Ames.

"I have a right to see them,” assert
ed Cuspard crisply. "I’m a stock
holder In this company," and he toss
ed down hie certificate.

Greenwood glared at Ames with 
contracted brows.

“You’ve done this!" he angrily 
charged.

“I bet you,” grinned Ames ; “busi
ness Is business, Rick, and it’s pretty 
cold-blooded."

"I’m In a hurry,” Interposed Cus
pard. "The Diggins company’s board 
of directors Is waiting for certain In
formation."

Young Greenwood, with little knots 
working In the muscles of hls Jaw, 
first rang for hls bookkeeper, and 
then decided to go himself. He came 
in, a moment later, with a huge arm
ful of books, and slammed them on 
the desk; meanwhile glaring fero
ciously at John Ames.

“Help yourself!” he blurted.
"All right,” accepted Cuspard igltb 

a chuckle, and coolly sat down at 
Greenwood’s desk, while the young 
president ot the Greenwood company 
went to the window and fiddled on the 
pane, and John Ames sat down, and 
smiled and smiled.

There was one thing about J. E. 
Cuspard. He knew a bookkeeper’s 
book from cover to cover, with hls 
eyes shut, and the way he sailed 
through the Greenwood ledger was a 
joy to the Greenwood bookkeeper, 
who had followed In, to hover over

“How Did You Come to Buy That Thing, Rick?" He Aeked.

a huge bqnch of documents on the 
table. >

“Would you like to have this* 
junk?" he Inquired of young Green
wood, who had risen, at his dqsk, to 
resent this second imposition.

“What is it?” blurted Greenwood, 
backing away from it.

“Blghty-flve per cent, of the stock 
of the Diggins Mortising Auger Com
pany,” explained Cuspard. "The boys 
brought it with them to the meeting 
today, and I just went up to make a 
collection of it.”

"1 don’t understand!” faltered the 
young president, seeking the eyes of 
John Ames; but that traitor was 
grinning out of the window on which 
Greenwood had drummed.

"Take ' It,” urged Cuspard. “Con
solidate the concerns, run a bluff 
competition with them, do anything 
you please. We’re busy men, and 
tired of fussing with It.

The blood began to come back to 
Rick’s cheeks. He drew the certifi
cates toward him.

"I don’t understand," he again fal
tered.

"You’ll get on bye and bye," chuck
led Cuspard. “Young man, I want to 
congratulate you,” and grasping 
Rick’s limp hand, he shook it briskly. 
"You’ve kept 90 per cent of your busi
ness, you don't owe a cent, and you’re 
running a three-year-old automobile. 
Take that stock and give us ten-year 
notes for It.

“I’m afraid ’ I haven’t capital to 
swing both companies,” worried 
Greenwood.

"You can get all you want at the 
First National,” advised Cuspard, look
ing around the room. “Where’s that 
pig-skin waste basket with the gold 
monogram? Oh, yes, here It is. How 
did you come to buy that thing, Rick?"

"To express my attitude toward my 
father’s business," Rick explained, 
smiling. “By the way, ivhat about 
Diggins?” *

"Oh, I’d give him a good Job," de
cided Cuspard, as he went out of the 
door. You better give Ames hls 
twenty-five thousand.”

“Rick walked, over and shook John 
Ames by the hand. They stood there 
chuckling at each other like two fools.

. was glad I had brought my pretty 
new frock with the hand embroidery.

So Mrs. Johns, who Is Father’s 
man’s wife, hurried In afid changed 
my dress, and In a little while I was 
all ready. When Father saw me, he 
gravely extended hls hand, and we 
shook.

"You look bullr, BUI,“-he saM, with 
an approving nod of hls handsome 
head. “Good, old man!”

We took a hansom this time. Some
how I like hansoms, and so does 
Father. We.were both laughing gaily 
as we entered ours and drove away.

On the Avenue everything and 
everybody was all a-bustle. Christmas 
was In the very air. Against the cur
tains of the residences on either side 
of the way wreaths of holly and ever
greens were hung. The entrances of 
all the big hotels and smart clubs 
were filled with laughing, talking 
people.

Even the faces of the passers-by 
were bright with the season’s greet
ing. It was lovely!

Then our hansom turned sharply on 
the snow-carpeted asphalt, and we 
rolled up to the door of the hotel 
vthere we were to lunch.

I can’t tell you all about our little 
luncheon, but we were ever so gay, 
and Father and I ordered together, he 
consulting me first before choosing a 
dish. It Is a way Father has, and It 
makes even a little girl feel as If she 
were an emprèss.

After luncheon we entered our han
som again and were driven away to 
one of the big shops, where, as Father 
put it, one can buy anything from a 
collar-button to a steam-launch. Rose- 
Marie says men do not like shopping, 
but then Rose-Marie doesn’t know 
everything In this world, and Father 
and I had a beautiful time. We bought 
all sorts of gifts for just everybody, 
and Father didn’t look while I select
ed hls present, and I didn’t look while 
he selected mine.

“Now,” I said, as we came out of the with pressed lips.
deparement store, 
Mother’s gift.”

“I want to buy

“Step across into the hansom__ „
to you, ma’am. Its wheels are 
and I’m thinking the line will be Ber
ing north first."

Poor Mother flushed cruelly m 
said not a word, but just sat there 
looking with pleading eyes at Father. 
But Father didn’t move and neithe 
did he speak, so I took the eltuatiea 
In my two small hands and said;

"Father, won’t you help Mother ta 
to our cab?”

Then the big policeman stared un
til hls face grew red, but the next 
minute he turned away whistling 
“New York Town.” I know the tune 
because the pretty actress who has 
the apartment across from ours la 
Central Park West plays it quite oftea 
on her piano.

Directly I spoke to Father, he wee 
all attention and politeness. He stood 
up and held out his hand to Mother, 
and carefully helped her across late 
our hansom. I believe Mother would 
never have come only she knew that 
a great many persons had heard me 
and were watching ns, and so she 
yielded gracefully, as Mother alone 
can.

When she was In our cab and sit
ting down with me squeezed In be
tween Father and herself, she raised 
her eyes and said quietly:

"Thank you, Will."
A moment later the line started 

slowly moving northward, and our 
hansom went with the others, Father 
and Mother and I sitting side by sida 
It seemed so good just to think of it 
although I knew it all came of an ae 
cident alone, that I could have shout- 
ed with Joy In the most unladylike 
manner. But Mothe^ says I must al
ways remember that I am a gentle 
woman, even if I am only six going os 
seven, so you see ft would never la 
the world have donfe for me to hare 
shouted' in the street.

After we had gone two blocks up
town, Father spoke—very quietly aad

CHAPTER IX.
Rick’s Mummy was giving a "party” 

In honor of Rick’s triumph. John 
Ames, still puzzled, watched Margaret 
jn the midst of a group of her admir
ers, and suddenly realized why he had 
been puzzled ; why there had never 
been between Margaret and himself

Christmas a la Mode
(Continued from Page One) 

brougham, and was ever so kind and 
considerate about my comfort—just 
for all the world as If 1 were a grown 
lady like Mother.

"There, I’nt ready. Go slowly Johns; 
the asphalt must be slippery,” I said, 
with a little nod.

Father always says that the asphalt 
streets aie treacherous for horses af
ter a rain or snow, and there had been 
a light flurry early In the morning. 
Johns touched his hat and replied, 
“Very good, miss," and we moved 
slowly down the Avenue.

Father was waiting tor me on the 
steps "of the Cordova, and whei he 
saw the brougham halt under the 
marquise and Just one little girl step 
out, hls face went all a-grin, and he 
picked me up then and there and kiss
ed me.

“Well, well, well! Where’s Rose- 
Marie?” he asked, and then I told him 
she bad stopped at home. But I did 
not say a word about Mother’s tears 
to him, because that would only make 
him sorry, and Father Is always so 
bappy and alive.

"So you came all the way down by 
yourself?" he laughed next. “Hello, 
you are feetting to be a big boy. aren’t 
you?”

“A big boy”!—did you hear him?
I am Father’s boy and Mother’s 

girl, for Rose-Marie says Father was 
terribly disappointed when he learned 
that I was not a really-truly boy. 
Mother cried and named me Willette, 
for Father’s name is William, but that 
didn’t seem to help much somehow.

I wish you could see Father’s rooms 
In the Cordova. They are ever so nice, 
with dark walls and gay rugs and big, I 
substantial-looking furniture. There’s ‘ 
an open fireplace and a huge old settle 
with no end of red cushions In hls 
den, and it Is here we sit of an even
ing, side by side, and talk until bed
time. Somehow I can’t help thinking 
how sweet and comfy Mother would 
loqk at one end of the old sofa.

After we had gone up in the eleva
tor to Father's apartments, he turned 
to me and asked me about the day’s* 
program. He always leaves everything 
to me and treats me in every way as 
If I were a grown-up and not a little 
girl.

“I'd like to go down to the shops 
^fter luncheon,” I told him promptly

“Good! Jolly! And where shall we 
lunch?” he asked next.

“Why, of course," said Father, hur
riedly. “What do you want? Where 
do you want to go? I’M tell the cabby."

"I haven’t decided what to get,” I 
said slowly. "What do you think?
Can’t you suggest something, Father?"

He shook hls head. “I’m afraid 1 
can’t, Billie,” he told mé quietly. “Get 
whatever you think your mother will 
like—I know she will appreciate it all 
the more If you select it yourself.”

He put me In the hansom and, jump
ing in himself, told the man to drive 
slowly up the Avenue. This would 
give me time to decide upon the pre
sent and where It should be purchas
ed. I was wavering between a set of 
silver for her Antoinette desk and a 
pair of green Majolica jars' for her 
favorite dwarf pines when our hansom 
was caught In a block. There -were 
two other carriages, a motor-car, a 
surface-car, * and three policemen, and 
I knew it was going to take us some 
time to get out of the confusion. So 
I sat up and watched.

Directly abreast of our hansom was 
another one, ours going north, our 
neighbors going south, and as I turned 
my head I looked straight in Mother’s 
eyes! She was the sole occupant of 
the south-coming cab.

"Mother!" I shouted. "Oh, Mother,
Mother!”

"Billie!” she cried. We had both 
seen each other together, Just as we 
always see everythlfig together.

“What is the trouble?” began Fath
er, when he, too, turned hls head and 
looked Into Mother’s lovely eyes.

She nodded her head In his direc
tion.

"How-de-do, Will?” she said softly.
I saw Father clench hls hands 

tightly; then, “How-de-do, Nell?” he 
returned. “Awful block, isn’t it?”

Oh, very bad,” said Mother, but.she 
was looking at me sitting so proudly 
at Father’s side, and presently I maun, 
caught the suspicion of a tear in her very kind.

I’ll speak to the man and tell him 
to stop at the next corner. Then m 
get out, and you and Billie can hare 
the cab to yourselves.

"There is no need for you to rot 
out, Will," Mother told him quickly 
“It is I who am the intruder. Have him 
*top, please, and I wUl find another 
hansom."

"I wouldn’t have you do that for the 
world,” he returned. "I shall leave 
you at the next corner ; that Is set
tled."

Mother put out her hand and let It 
rest lightly on Father’s arm.

“Will,” she cried, “please don’t make 
me feel worse than I already do. I 
was forced In your Cab, by accident. 
It is true, but, nevertheless, I did a! 
low you to help me enter it. But that 
was because—people were—watching 
us—and I thought—it best. Now that 
we are out of the tangle, I must thank 
you and ask you to set me down—at 
once! Else I shall never forgive you.*

“Yon have already promised that," 
said Father, with a queer strange 
laugh.

And they continued to talk, and the 
hansom continued on its way, and no
body but myself noticed that we hat 
got well up-town and were within twe 
blocks of the apartment building hi 
Central Park West, where Mother 
and I live.

So, quite unobserved, I spoke up the 
tube to the cabby, and said:

“The Strathmore, and quickly 
please ! ”

Wq turned down a cross street inte 
-another, and before one could say 
“Jack Robinson,” we had stopped at 
the door of the Strathmore.

“Oh!” cried Mother.
“What is this?” frowned Father. 
But he leaped out on the snow 

covered pavement and gave Mother 
hls hand. A moment later we all hur
ried up the steps and—stopped In the 
lobby!

’Thank you,” said Mother. “You are
eyes. Directly a big lump came In my 
throat. I saw how it was—Mother 
was thinking of Christmas and of her 
little girl, and I was sorry, sorry for 
her and for Father, too.

The three of us were quite uncom
fortable, during the next five min
utes. Somehow the policemen couldn’t 
straighten out the block, and a steady 
line of vehicles pouring Into the Ave
nue from the side street added to the 
confusion. The surface-cars banged 
their bells, the policemen shouted, and 
the cabbies swore—all except one, 
that Is, tyid he sat perfectly still on 
his box and talked beautifully to hea: 
ven. And all the while our hansom 
was jammed tightly next to Mother’s 
and we sat staring straight at each 
other and saying not a word.

But when I saw Mother In tears— 
and my eyes are sharp where Mother 
is concerned—I arose to the occasion, 
as Rose-Marie would say, and simply 
made conversation.

‘Tve tjeen shopping," I said, and 
held up my little gun-metal purse 
Father had bought me at Tiffany’s. 
“There’s ever so many people in the 
shops, aren’t there?"

“Yes, ever so many," smiled Mother, 
and she nodded her appreciation of 
my purse.

"Have you been out very long?" I 
asked next.

Really it is hard to make conversa
tion sometimes.

% “Yes no. No; I came away just 
after luncheon," she replied, still «mil, 
lng.

Father and I luncheoned down
town." I told her.

"That was a charming idea," she re
turned.

"It was Father’s Idea!" I cried.
She lowered her eyes and said noth

ing, and Father, who had been silently 
listening, turned hls head and called 
sharply to a newsboy.

Just then a policeman came up to 
Mother’s hansom and shouted to the 
cabby. It seemed that the left wheel 
of Mother’s hansom was locked In the 
right wheel of another carriage in

Father laughed. “Oh, not at all," he 
told her. “This is not a case of being 
kind—exactly."

Mother stroked the fur of her pretty 
sable muff, but Father showed no In
clination to go. People whom we 
knew came down in the elevator and 
nodded to Mother and me as they 
went out, and Mother moved uncom
fortably, but still Father stayed.

Then “Won’t you come In—for a lit
tle—a cup of tea, perhaps?" as keg 
Mother slowly.

I don’t know what Father would 
have answered, so I took no chances. 
I threw my arms around hls neck and 

I whispered that he must—I wanted te 
show him where the Majolica jars 
were to go.

"Do come!” I cried, and looked at 
Mother to further second my invita
tion.

“Yes, do,” she said, without raising 
her eyes.

“Thanks, I will ! ” cried Father, aad 
we all went up in the elevator to
gether.

When we were safely in Mother’* 
pretty sitting room, and I had secure
ly locked the door, I slipped away and 
left them together. Somehow it seem
ed as if they would get along bette» 
without me just then, and, besides, I 
think I had helped a lot as it was for 
a mere little girl, don’t you?

An hour later—it seemed hours and 
hours later, although it really wasnX 
of course—I went back and found 
Mother In Father’s arms. “Never 
again," I heard her say, and right 
away I knew what that meant.

“Oh, won’t we have a bully Christ
mas?” I cried joyfully. “Father and 
Mother and I—what a lovely, lovely 
time we’ll have together ! "

"You can wager anything you ovi 
that we will,” laughed Father. “Why, 
it will be a regüfer Christmas a la 
Mode, eh, Nell?"

And then he kissed Mother, and 
Mother hid her happy face on his 
byoad shoulder, and I was eh, so happy!

Merry Christmas, Indeed!
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