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word. Somehow he could not bring
himself to say it. Somehow the
memory of what Jocelyn Jeffreys had
meant to him kept him from denounc-
ing her in his own mind, yet his pur-
pose to demounce her before her guests
did not flag, and with it was.a stronger
and more impelling purpose, a pur-
pose that led him for three days to
go almost without food, that led him
to stqp into a gun store and buy a
cecond-hand revolver cheap. He was
going to do something and he was
going to do it at her Christmas panty—
something that she would never forget
as long as she lived, and, as for him—
well, he would neot live to regret it.”
It wags, therefore, with some fiendish
enthusiasm that he pressed the butbon

| at her door that Chmistmas night. He

knew that emtering it he would never
leave that door alive. He braced him-
self to meet the cold and critical gaze
of Miss Smith, and was staggered,
when not she, but Jocelyn Jeffreys,
stood bafore him.

Jocelyn seized him impulsively by
the hand and drew him into the centre
of the room, into the full radiance of
the light. Apparently she did not
notice the pallor of his face or the
fever that burned in his eyes, or the
condition of his clothes. She forced
him into a chair and began to’talk ex-
citedly. ;

“You are the first one, friend Mom-
roe,” she eaid, “the others have not
come. Oh, we shall have a merry time
to-night. Bellamy 18 my guest of
honor, and as for you——" she laughed
“Do you mind if I place you
alongside of Miss Leonora Smith? She
is one of your staunch admirers.”

E did not answer her. He had

thought the moment he entered
that room to begin a denunciation—
swift—terrible, but the manner of the
woman and her magnetism prevented
him even from speaking. With a rush,
all his old feeling of tenderness for
her returned, and he forgot every-
thing but her, aven the weapon in the
right pocket of his coat. Suddenly,
there was an almost unheard tinkle of
an alogether unseen bell, and at that

. signal she rose, and, taking his arm,

gwept with him into amother room—a
room where there, was a table set for
two. She thrust him into a seat on
one side and faced him on the other.
“Phis is not my Christmas dinner,”
she said, softly, “it's ounrs, friend Mon-
roe.” ;

He looked wildly about the room.
“Where are the rest,” he demanded,
feeling that she had cheated him some-
how of his revenge.

“There are no others,” she returned.
Then suddenly she swept to the serv-
ing table in the corner, extracted
something from underneath a silver
salver, and returned to her seat.
“Friend Wainwright,” she went on, her
voice simking into that matter-of-fact
tone, “this is our Christmas dinner and
this i¢ my Christmas present.” She
tossed on his plate a long, thin, narrow
slip of paper. It was signed by her
and was drawn to-his order. It was a
check for nearly two hundred thousand
dollars. ;

He stared at it gasping. ‘Wh-What
does thie mean?’ he demanded.

For an instant she did not answer.
Then with her eyes upon her plate,
but with her hand stealing over the
table to meet his, to clutch it in a soft
and warm grip, ehe started on her

* music master.

—bellyband.

story, in her low musical voice.

“Wainwright,” she said, ‘“do you re-
member a white mansion in the South,
with tall fluted pillars at its front—a
country place in Monroe, Virginia ?”

He gasped. “My home,” he exclaim-
ed, “but mine no longer.”

“Ah,” she said, laughing, “sold under
the hammer, was it not? Did you
know I had been away—that I bhad
been to Monroe?”

He shook his head. “I didn’t believe
that you had been away,” he answered.

“I bought that place at sheriff's
sale,” she went on, softly. “I did it
for a reason. Do you remember,” she
continued, “a little green house near
the crossroads in Monroe, where there
dwelt a IHttle old-fashioned French
Do you remember
him?”

Monroe started. “I do remember
him,” he said, ‘“his name was X

The girl stopped him. “His name,”
she said, “was Jeffreys Jocelyn. He
was my father. Do you remember a
scrubby little girl, who used to sit
swinging on' the gate in front of the
music master’s house, a little mite of
a girl, many years your junior?’

Monroe ransacked his memory, and
then, baffled, shook his head.

“That little girl,” went on Jocelyn
Jeffreys, “fell in love with you whemn
she was as big as a peanut and when
you were as big as a bushel of peanuts,
and she always told that old musie
master that when she was grown up,
she was going to marry. that stuck-up
prig of a Monroe, no matter how good
he was. Do you follow me?” :

Monroe told her he did, but he told
it with his eyes, and in the same way,
he told her to go on.

IR T

HAT she said convinced Monroe .

that he was no actor compared
to Jocelyn Jeffreys. He discovered
that the greed of Jocelyn Jeffreys be-
gan a long while ago when she wanted
{0 marry him; that Bellamy was only
her fellow-conspirator for the purpose
of capturing him; that the Christmas
dinner at Bellamy’s was a piece of
stage play contrived mainly by Jocelyn
who had fallen victim to his kiss by

her own intrigue; that she knew his

passionate desire to help her develop
her voice would be sure to run away
with his money, and because, she saw
he had no head for iness she de
liberately comirived to get his money
and to put it in the bank.

Such was the greed of Jocelyn Jef-
freys. And it all came out in the little
Christmas dinner, covers for two—ine
cluding Wainwright Monree.

The Boy and the Bells
(Ooncluded fi-om page 7.)

oven, while the king greased and pol-
jshed a set of light driving harness
and set the lad to shining up a double
layback cutter. 4

Bells again! Shine the bells! Tha
bells of Christmas in the land.

And it was to the jingle of those
selfsame bells that Ben, the boy, in
the afternoon, up next the king in the
front seat, fett himself being scooted
back to the saw-mill village.

Back to the old bootmaiker.

Back to the cordwood pile. Back
to—oh, what did he care? He had
broken away, for one glorified Christ-
ma,s,bothelmothhobellsontho




