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T6e Lad’s Gift to His LordChristmas Made Them 
Partners.

the table, her chin nipped Inbows on
her palms. . ... .

Ann Norton was-Hhe kind of woman 
the Old Masters visioned when they 
painted the Virgin Mother. Her large 
shapely hands were vinrant with 
vice, her deep bosom waa a haven of 
rest, her clear steady eyes were bea­
con lights. She was not an imagin­
ative woman. As a little girl she had 
not been a lover of fairy tales and 
now she was not able to enter Into 
her husband’s dreams. Had she been 
able to do so she might have had 
sympathy with him, but might not 
have been as patient as she had been. 
She coveted his heart’s desire for her 
“‘big boy ’ as she playfully called her 
husband, Just as she desired the ex­
pensive little car for Bobbtiy, because 
she loved him and it hurt her to have 
him disappointed.

Again a hoarse cough sent m 
rying to Bobby’s room, and (as she 
looked fearfully at the delicate 
ed face, her motherhood rcrojlced. z 

Bobby should have a Christmas! He 
o «1,1»» i . should not be robbed of his rightful

give up the Invention. Many men 
have tried just as hard 
failed.”
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Two shepherds and a jshepherd lad 
Came running from afar 

To greet the little new-bom One 
Whose herald was a star.

&y/M ser-
\ >r

FOR LOVE OF HIS LITTLE CHILD, 
THIS FATHER GAVE ALL 

AND GAINED ALL.
But empty were their toil-worn hands, 

And On the stable floor 
The Wise Men knelt with precious gifts 

The Saviour to adore.
Oh, take my cloak,” one shepherd cried, 

’Twill keep the Babe from cold.” 
“And take my staff,” the other said,

Twill guide Him o’er the wold.”
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ÜÜB By MAY ELLIS NICHOLLS.

“it s dre’ful ta get a puncture, ’spc- down on the table and for a moment lie questioned an^ously when she re- 
clally after dark!” said Bobby and : longer Bobby stood motionless In turned. %
gazed ruefully at the broken rubber j sheer amazement. Then he Jumped "Yes, ho Is feverish, but I hope It 
band in his hand. i and capered and fairly squealed with Is only a cold,” she replied absently.

On the floor at his side was a dis- ! delight. The thing -was a tiny auto- j Then elle burst out.
Abled auto-truek. loaded down with ■ mobile, only a few Inches high but per- j "Robert, do you know- that to-mor- 
C'flrlstinas packages—at least that was I feet in every part and It ran like mad, | row Is Christmas? Christmas! and we 
what Bobby saw. Of course it oqe ] first this way and then that over the j have nothing for Bobby!” 
had only grown-up eyes, it might have polished surface of the table.
-looked to him like a cigar box mounted “Oil, gee, Father Gee whiz, can’t little chap?” 
on four little wheels, three of them she gd?” Bobby’s little body fairly 
bound round with rubber bands and 
the fourth, as Bobby had mournfully 
declared, minus Its “rubber tire.”

"Mother!” he called, scrambling to 
his feet. Receiving no reply, lie ran 
to the door through whose crack a 
ray of light shone. "Mother, please 
light the gas. I’ve got a blowout.”

With the opening of the kitchen 
door a flood of light, an appetizing 
odor and Comfort «11 entered together.
Comfort had flushed cheeks and tend­
er eyes. She wore a white apron over 
a blue muslin dress exactly the shade 
of her eyes; her sleeves, rolled above 
her elbows, displayed her shapely 
white arms.

The shepherd lad looked sadly down ;
No gift at all had he,

But only-on his breast a lamb 
■ He cherished tenderly.

So young it was, so dear it 
The dearest of the flock—

F or days he had been guarding it,
Close wrapped within his si^ck.

He took the little, clinging thing 
And laid it by the Child,

And all die place with glory ahon 
For loi Lord Jaawafmiled.

other With feet*
child stood speechless, his Ups til 
s look ot ecstacy on ha teed. At
with a sigh of supreme contait, 
reached out his hand and tenderly, 
almost reverently, took the little car 
and lifted it to his lips. Then he turn­
ed and hid his face on his father’s 
knee.

r hur-

flush-
"Have we really nothing for the

was—
quivered with excitement. “It’s from 
Santa Claus, Isn’t it, and It’s for me?’

The eager little hands were out­
stretched, but before they reached the 
coveted treasure they were struck 
aside and a voice that Bobby would 
never have known for Father’s, shout­
ed at him ;

would it all he worth when dear old 
Santa Claus had been offered up to the 
god, Mammon! She hastily slipped 
her coat and hat and ran down thé 
long flights of stairs'to the street 

She returned an hour later, loaded 
with bundles and followed by a boy 
who carried a market basket and a 
small tree. Piling all the things on the 
dining room table, she knocked softly 
at her husband’s door, and, after wait­
ing in vain for an answer, turned the 
knob softly and went in. Once across
the threshold, she was attempted to “If,” his wife repeated. “But, Hob- 
retreat without making her presence ert,” she hurried now, realizing more 
known. Robert Norton sat at the 
table, but lie was no longer playing she

ft
ns you and on

“But someone has to do it,” he pro­
tested. “It is the inventors who make 
the world move.”

“And their wives ai d children who 
have to suffer!” she flashed.

This was the first time she had 
I came,” spoken so and ho flushed and gave her 

Bobby protested, ready to defend a look of panned eurprise.
Mother even in his extremity. ^ “Have you no faith in me, Dear?”

The surprise and suspense in the She left her chair and slipped 
pitiful little face brought Robert Nor- arm nbout his neck, 
ton to a realization of himself. With “I have faith in you, Dearest, and I 

*• w,i v n I?,- . .... 0116 hand he swept the marvellous lit- hope oh, how I do hope for your sake
the durk are vm5,^ tIe car from tl.o table and with the You will succeed. If I had not had

*?, y i ■ ,Sh® ligbted ,hc other turned Bobby gently but firmly falt|i. do you jthink I should have con­
gas and with the light the room toward the door. ! sented to give up our home? Would
velon? " 0 definite lines, like a de- j “Father cannot talk with you now, | 1 have used up our snug little nest- 
IvdnfJT', was,*h9 or(Un-:Son; he’s busy. One of these days egg? But It is used up. Robert? every 

«Z- ' H "le °rdinary c!t>- j you shall have all the cars you want ! Penny of it. There isn’t enough left
. a cheap, ornate, built-in .side- j i hope. Run along now, that’s a man!”,to Pay the rent.”
'! ’ a ye o.w-°ak dining ,abIe' ,our Bobby stopped In the passage, his | “Never mind, Little Wife we’ll pull 

a d'van lhat eo.uld be used small frame shaking with the sobs of through some way and another Christ- 
oi a bed, made up the furniture. a very small boy. He felt stunned and mas. God willing, there will be enough

•>ee my puncture, mother?” Bobby humiliated and desolate. lie crept into • in°liey to gratify your every wish.”
held up the rubber band and pointed tiro kitchen. “It Isn’t for myself I mind. You
to the little bandless wheel. “Father wouldn’t mend my tire,” he know that, Robert. I have you and

The mother’s serene eyes suddenly sobbed. Bobby, what more could I want? But
saddened.

M“Don’t you dare touch that. Child! 
Why did your mother let you come 
hero anyway?”

“Mother didn't let me;
como high, didn’t It? But Bobby might 
have had it and welcome,* 1»..added 
more to himself than to her, "ITT had 
only got that last ste/ In my pro­
cess."

’
■

\
f one

end more the audacity of the request 
... , was about to make “you have a

with the little car. His head was rest- little car more perfect than any that 
ing on his .arm and his whole attitude w-as ever in any toy shop, one with 
told of utter weariness and discour­
agement.

“Oil, there Is a Santa Claus, there 
is!” he said. “Just see my car? It’s 
get tires and gears and a dlf’rential. 
I’m to glad I—I—I’m afraid I’m going 
to cry.’j 

The

gears and a rubber tire and a ‘dif’ren- 
tial.’ Bobby had set his whole child­

ish heart on this as much as you have 
set your man’s heart on your great 
invention, and he is ill—oh, Rolert, 
it frightens me to think how 111 he 
might be! 
wealth or life itself be without our 
darling boy? Robert, will you not give 
Bobby your little car?”

He stared at her, honestly ignorant 
of her meaning. “My little car? I 
have nb little carl”

! “I have the Christmas things. Rob­
ert; come and help me trim the tree.”

“I thought you said you had no 
money.” ,

For answer she held her left hand 
before his eyes. The finger nails were 
trimmed close and, though the hand 
was carefully kept, it bore the unmis­
takable marks of rough work. Her 
plain gold wedding ring hung loose

J
r*uappy day sped on. All the 

morning Father and Bobby played 
with the little car. Father pointed out 
all the complicated mechanisms of 
the tiny machine and Bobby looked 
and listened and marveled. He could 
not be separated from it even for a 
minuté. It stood by his plate while 

cred ordinance of turkey and 
cranberry; sauce was observed, and 
now, white Mother washed the dishes, 
lie lay on his stomach, chin in hand! 
with eyes riveted on his -treasure. He 
was enjoying to the full one of the 
rarest experiences in life—the 
sion of his heart’s desire.

Father stood fit the . window, gazing 
moodily at the merry crowds in the 
streets far' below. He

What would success orI

!
the sa“Cars, cars, cars, always 

Put up your play. Bobby, and
For once his gentle mother turned 

on him almost liercely as his father 
had done. "Bobby! You don't 
you bothered Father?”

"He isn’t working. Mother-dear. 
That’s—what—” choking back the 
ache that seemed to fill Ills throat, 
"hurts my feelings so. He isn’t work­
ing! He’s just playing. He's playing 
with the cunningest little touring car 
you ever saw in your life and he 
wouldn't let me touch it ”

Mother held out her arms and se­
cure in the privacy ot the kitchen, 
Bobby ran into them. It was all such 
a puzzle.

vans!
do gome examples.”

There was a cadence In the moth­
er's tone that the child felt though he 
did not understand, 
obeyed.
question of how many two’s make 
four. After his mother had returned 
to her dinner-getting he tied the 
broken rutfeer band and stretched it 
over (ho fourth wheel: it broke shorter 
than before, Once more he tried but 
with the same result.
•tatf I had only a big rubber!” he
mourned.

H
“The one you were ‘playing with' 

when Bpbby found you."
Then he understood. His wife 

asking him, seriously asking him, to 
give his working model—the model 
which he was trying to perfect his' 
wonderful invention—to his child 
Christmas plaything. The blood surg­
ed purple to the roots of his hair. This 
then was the measure of her faith in 
his power. He looked as a man i-fght 
look who has just been told he has a 
mortal disease.

“You want me to give Bobby my 
mode!!’?.

She did not re.iiy at or. :e. She saw 
she had wounded him beyond belief. 
The' mother-lore- and the wife-love 
struggled within her. “Never r-ir.d, 
Dearest,"' she said at last. ‘“Believe 
me, I did not dream you cared like 
that.” Then she reached out her hand 
to him. “Come, let’s have a look at ly 
him.”

As they leaned above his bed, Bob­
by opened bis eyes and gazed about 
him with a startled loolt.

“How are you, mV man?" Father 
asked gently.

The wide dark eyes stared at him 
with no sign of récognition. "Don’t 
you know Father/dear?” his mother 
questioned with / mingled love and 

.... terror in her crowing voice.
Your ring—Dear—. "Father is paying with the little

L- v ‘“If Irak turned into red and green car,” drowsily Answered Bobby. Then 
and yellow -balls and » turkey, and a starting up, “Santa! Please, Santa' 
Christmas trim.’’. Then, as he still bring me a little car. 
looked dazed, she gave him a‘Jiysteri- let me play ,v\ itii his.” 
cal little hug. “Goosiel 
“don’t you understand!* 
it." *iBK-

&ft was
He teluctantly 

Ills mind was not on the iW’X * Xv on posses*i %
as a

J. trying to
reconcile himself to the inevitable, to 
accept cheerfully if he could, and’ at 
least bravely as he must, what the 
New Year held for him.- Suddenly hiai 
trained ear caught a new sound frodfl 
the little car—a peculiar buzz follovsiH 
by a brief interval of-ditaee, and L» 
a secopd slightly different sound. 1 
whirled and crossed to where Bob^l 
lay.

"That sound ! 
sound?”

"What sound?” Bobby asked placid-

was

ms 0V-,

•tfC* - I'M* Father playing with toys 
string in ,hc Parlor, Mother getting their din­

ner in the kitchen, when Father used

z^/> -

Ho tried to fasten it with 
but '.he rubber was rotten 
threw it down with tears in his big t0 B° to business every day, Nora used 
gray eyes. “The mean old thing!" he ! to get dinner, and Mother used to 
cried- aild read and play with him. And the

Suddenly he sprang to his fept, a worst of it was Father did net 
look of determination on his face. to enJ°y his play and sometimes ho 

"I’ve a great mind—" he said and thought Mother did not nice to get the 
put liis hand on thd knob of the hall dinner—anyway she had looked -orry 
door. For a full minute he stood de- ‘"lough when a man came wit 
liberating, then he turned the knob, ,>er afid she had counted more) . of
walked slowly the length of tile dark an o|d poeketbook and, given it to him. 
hail and paused outside another door. ! -tnd another time a man came and 

For weeks Bobby had been forbid- - ’h-u"' didn’t seem to be enough money 
den to enter that room. "Father is at 1 in tbe Poeketbook, and he said 
work and must not be bothered,” was t,ling cross amt went away. It 
the law laid down to him 
ing and never repealed, 
ing after breakfast that room swallow­
ed Father. Sometimes he came out 
for lunch, sometimes Bobby did not 
see him again till the next day. When 
be did come out, he seemed to be 
looking at something far away and 
hardly spoke to Mother or Bobby. Yet 
be was not angry with them. Oh, no!
When he did see them, he cuddled and 
kissed them as it he had been

tJjhe z
M,s e w
i

IrS What makesseem

Zall
1

p Father flung himself down on 
floor by Bobby and gazed wife stt| 
tag eyes, every mincie tense 
gyrating model. Bobby h%f 
part of an old toy train ou

la- / '•’l
' v Wit ,«•

up
, . , , ... a 'min-
iature hill -with arfoadway winding up 
and down aroynd it, and up and down 
this hill the little car was speeding. 2" 
As it reached the beginning of the * 
ascent there

some- 
was a

comfort to lie still, cuddled r.gatnst her 
soft shoulder, for all at once he felt 
tired and sleepy and knew that his 
head was aching dreadfully.

your head is, dear,”
Mother said, raising his chin to look 
into the tear-stained little face., ‘“Do 
you feel sick in any way?”

"Only when I swallow."
Mother carried him to the light.
“I will Bive you your supper right 

away away’ Dear- and Put you to bed. Y’ou 
i for a long time and only the other day, llav® P'ayed too hard to-day.”

when the auto-truck was out of order “l ve got to hang »P my stockings, 
lie got right down on his hands and’ ■'*oüle1'-” Bobby reminded lier re- 
knees and fixed it quicker—quicker— P|oachfuI1>-
why, quicker than Bobby coAd think “01 course- you may hang them bc- 
nbout it. Mother could cure bad cuts tore you go t0 bed ” 
and blacli-and-blue spots by kissing 1 don t want any supper, Mumsie; 
them and could make wonderful things and you may llang UP my stockings. I 
to eat but she did not seem to know onIy want 01,6 thine anyway and I 

wee bit about automobiles ■ and wrote Santa c!aus about that." 
sometimes Bobby thought she acted "And wbat was tbat. Dearie?” 
as if she did not want to know. Why, A touring car—a real one like the 

-ySobby himself knew more about autos one we saw in tbe window of the big 
/ than Mother did! toy store. It lias an engine and gears.

For five long minutes he listened and a dif rentlaI- You remember!” ’ 
outside the forbidden door Well mieht YeB- sbe rçmembered. Two weeks !, Setting it, and to-night, Ann, Just , v. „ «
he pause: it was the first"time in the ng0 she had taken Bobby to see the ! betol'e Bobby interrupted me, I was Jhe tree was small but perfect and
•lx years of his short life that he had wonderful display at the largest toy Sure 1 had il al last. I seemed to see whea ‘hey had finished it slioiie like,
ever deliberately dispbeyed^ thon who 6hop in ,he city and »’« had had eyes !il sIow,y coming out before me just a bU'ar ot*™- Ann Nortel smiled 
had authority over him 5 But his mind tor only 0I,e thing, this little car, a 33 mountain, peaks rise out of a fog, haPPÜF .as the lastlinsel threads were
Was made up. He w« go?ng to tore 1 marvellously intricate miniature ot a and 1 held r’.y breath-one moment spun like dew^tarred cob^bs from
Father as man to man, and no matter gr°wn-up’s expensive plaything—the more—one single step—and—and then ^h®re alrf*dybun8
what resulted from it, ask’him to fix kind ot toy tllLs extravagant age pro. Bobby BP°ke and :t was gone. That h“lî! d d 8rC ' and yel‘
the truck. vides for its pampered darlings. was reason I was so hard on the

He opened the door noisel^iv “Mother! You think Santa Claus poor llttle l,cSgar. For a moment I C01“Plet® ^ is!” her hi^band
entered the room Fm* »» ^ will bring me a little car like that coupl have knocked him down, I was Baid’ steP^nS back to get the full
filare of light almost dazzled Mm to? ! d®a't you?'" he questioned wistfully! 60 turlous- But ™ make it up to him ;and 30 'L“i?e 1 VoL'ÏÜh?

ft was as light as six n„H„„ * , t I "That was al! I asked—no candy nor and to >'ou- t0°, Annie.” ale a wonder Little WomatlWHe
could make it. Blinking he advanced ' 8“n5’ n°r auything’ Some way if he She sml,ed and kissed hlm in 1 J* and tender,y kj89ed

on tiptoe it a table in I ‘loesn't bring me the car I shall think ence- After lie had gone back to his i _. .

T ln“,r: .. *“ *• - - «*-». «- *.Ualr thrown back, his - Nothin g ^ only ^tichf/ ’ • - - caress her courage almost failed her.
dark e)Gs fixed on something he held , ■ . (1f ’ . , c 116 16 uine and y 1 She knew she must ask at once or she
in his hçnd and was adjusting with-a Th« m i , T 5anta Claus’” J I should never do -t at all. She spoke
tiny tool. At last he put the thin» ' rbe mo 161 sllPPed off his clothes, hurriedly
------------------------------------------------ ° fuv,e ,S0,IU6 aiml,lc “«me remedies, "Complete, Robert'

?uCt ?be llgh?0nTh?n ??de and.‘urned He gazed’ squinting a little, as if . „ .
out the light Then she hastily put \>^ JiyÇS F actually dazzled by the glitter *T beIla-

srx- I "•*
He sat dowrn with the far-away look 'k *«n„ - 5V ,. f ?? _

fr-ruT-c-jy* Y X \ Ilseemed hardly to know where he wa, >11 Bz ^o^theîar what doyoulhlnkwM

2mo,hw Y %
Anything the matter with Bobbyl" ** J V Tbe m:lr gave /thistle. "It did

_______________________ HERE WE ARE AGAINI
Bobby can't wait till next year for his upon it and its guard was gone. The 
Christmas. It is exactly like asking man looked still more puzzled for an 
you to wait until eternity for your in- instant, then started to bis feet, 
ventlon. You want It here and 
YVhat do you think Bobby said to 
to-night?”

"Something (hat" floored 
bet!’’

every morn- 
Each morn-

cam e the— momentary
pause and then the change of sound 
it began to tfïimb. The mair 
it with unwinking eyes, perspiration 
starting on his forehead. After sev­
eral breathless minutes hp Snatched 
the -nio^rt from the track and stared 
at It sc if" hie gaze could melt It part 
from Bart. . At last he drew a long 
sobbing breath.
• “I see

now.
"How hot me

you. i’ll
Father won't '< .Like a burst of sunshine in a dark 

day was the smile that lighted the 
father’s sombre eyes.

“'He said he should 
there was any Santa Clans, if he did 
not get a little touring car with an 
engine and gears and a dtf’rential; 
What is a difeiential, Robert?”

The father laughed aloud.
"Wants a car with a differential, 

does he?

laughed,
[pawned

"Yes, he *111,” broke in his father 
and hastened from the room to get 
the cherished model, but before he 
could return the boy had dropped into 
a restlesij sleep.

> Bobby's stocking had been hung bè- 
side the tree and now Father stuffed 
the model into the top of it. “I want 

to see it the first thing in the 
morning,” he said.

The mother watched him with brim­
ing eyes. Usually cue most aelf-con- 
tcelled of women, she could not trust 
herself to speak. .

“After all, it is best that way,” he 
added hoarsely. “I could not have 
given it up for anything but love. To­
morrow I will enjoy Christmas with 
you and Bobby; the day after I will 
start out to hunt a Job.”

"Oh, Robert, you don’t mean you 
have given up?”

“I must. Bobby will break 
the first day—you have no 
delicate it is, Annie. Well, it will be 
tlia breaking of my idol and ■«- ' 
never was a dearer llttje lad t

Ann Norton had 1nteu®H to keep 
ig the,en*
* wore <jn

AtB /not believe
“Y’ou pawned* 

ring!" His tone Î 
pressed more cm 
confessed to nati

It at last,” he whispered ,T'/ 
see it at last!" '

Bobby scrambled to his feet 
looked at Father with troubled >>'66. 
What could he have done to the pre­
vious car? He hod never see* Father 

/.look like that before.
“That’s itN Good heaven*, of course 

that's it! Blockhead, not to Have 
that before!”

He caught Bobby dp in his arms. 
“Let’s find Mother!” he shouted.

“What have you two boys been do­
ing?” Mother asked, before she caught 
a glimpse of Father’s face, 
turned pale. She who was indeed on<r 
with him, understood. "Ob, Robert!" 
she cried and his Joy reflected through 
her face and voice.

They found each other’s arms and 
Bobby put his arms around both their . 
necl» and-bound them close together.

'••Junt to tynk, Annie,” Father said

Kgement 
y.havo ex- 
; had she

She laughed jj___________
‘“It's only pyMgWMjréat; I eau 

The young rascal knows Bet it back agafflSjpFwyjpiave mopéy 
more about cars now Ilian half the enouSb- Gut supybse I never redeem 
chauffeurs do. Well, I'must get back ll, what is it a stone. A
to my work.” But he still sat, looking very preciousstqNçpfce, because it 
into space, his brows knit, his teeth haa a,ways been ajiymibol of ou# love 
set on his under lip. f°r each other but hot half so pnécious

T know it is absolutely simple," he as our other jewelr-our livià# little 
said at last; "just a trick that a child son' Come eldlfci't* ue trim.Uie tree, 
could do. I am always on the verge Leave your wo1* for one n%ht and

; come."

him

seen
i one

Then she

V V <

i*

ehievouMy. “h kgBÉf -
isn’t It? Norton 
wondered what taBdm

■" ' ■
“it was alv^K 

that- he knewH 

Christmas urn 

alive

Bobby.”

vigil by her son’s 
tire night, but as 
his troub^titill 
sleep bec^H 
the wear^H

; h>au
1:

too. 8he 
abl cheeksoft i

Kkf
The fli

■D' on the 'teeny 
Mn window ledge,
■ll of the sound ot 
^neighboring church 
i|^i were' caroling:

Sing, oh,^^^Ü|SlË^iesaed morn 
Jesus ChoBwPSSy tg born.
Father rolled- Bdbhy oh i» Lis blan­

ket and carried him, blanket and all.
Into the adjoining room, w hoy gave 
one hurried glance to thg. direction ot 
his stocking^ wriggled from the en­
tangling fold* and rushed to seize his 
treasure, to the fUencM »at fottew- -..

A ed, Father and Mdthér looked at each F'6" L

r* - v -

was awi 
presse^ -, “Oh,
Mi s

ysbi
Of

Lv Look again.”
the

It s a New Year, dears,
And r. good year.
Still fetter, years shall be,
For the heart of man goes for­

ward
To wider victor;.-

the holy days 
BBrutherJiood, 

ail and all 
the whole world’s
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