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And the little Man-Anlmsl, blinking Me eyes, glanced 
j Interestedly about the Geranium. He aeted tbe usual 
end ordinary things first—the rowing machine In the 

1 corner, tbe firing rings, or wings, as the ltsn dnlmsl 
haw them: end also the Barry's Uncle Boh. The

rhatday behavior of little It wee after he
at dinner—spreading It out Hell, that's enough,
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J By William Hamilton Osborne
^Bgnaetit. iwa fcÿ‘th8 fef^TSrtfRtnÛ ds.~4ii filth* fitwrvsi.)

I
'f was Y«çÿ dark Mtt vèry ellëht In the rotttn. Bren 
m iff**** br*fithing et thé slUfibèfêr tipbh the 

sera«i with thë efltlaeea and

ÇWP* 9** Pkkei flt It 'hfihtatheU* held lie
bWtfrerÿtaing.

^ddeatiF this wii éKlngéfl, to eh* pinieuiat it 
Vtoe knob ot tfi* itoidttéfi flew tb the right 

TO tw#e$. slowly, stealthily. f»W* WM e atoar* 
storm spaa*. the door opened grtHbUhttf p*fh»*i 1» 
laeto or so- another squeak, then Wider, wider. Ket 
Wide eeefcfeh this time to permit tof entraeee fif nf 

h«t Wide enough to permit of Ml* IttoMthJ tom* 
tito el a human hand into lb* flhfirtiHs end the 
stiaBw, a avnd that giiftpta the flobrii edge ted held it 
puiseiesB it yield** to lh* btftfttfti fime—wider. 
Whies ye^ until there WM * feet el epftet le pa* 
ttorengto. Then followed &»u«*.

! She Ttoisg With the 8*eu> uke the toereeana it the 
Rtifèafl Crossing, evifiwttf Wt It wt* lb ete* to 
le*, te lletofi Be» to* heurt rattdng eeve the 
toseathing the sleeper bn the hit, Yee-une ether
9euBd-, the la*--* of escaping etesw fee*» the radiator 
^ tbe fa»lh. Satisfied with ut» wretlug nf eyo and 
ear *»d Bifid, thé MimAfeiBii etotered. Ber • mid« 
eight wsrtttdèr b* was h strseie îperiiaeh, this Ma». 
Animal., judged by the Standard Of tie »oa who 
Bave in shhfiows and inik In dMk rorosro, he was 
n*êe?Fi«èd, Wôfüûÿ tittietotsed; Be w>nld hare 
wviggiefl through thé Mbit tonasmUf* trenrem 
la the world; y*t small though he Wll, there tested 

him ever th* pride bt Ml gmt »tTO»fltk 
totoadiiÿ thé Man Animal crossed the ream: stealtblly 
fcppreaehèà the bed. Be Stopped.

&ea.6where within the haut* a rleek wee striking, 
n startled Mm it fint=-<ne—two—three—four, tt 
ehimed. Hé régAlhéd bt» wttihwmre on U» Inaîant. 
bat with It eatae thé flétèrifitattloto Uwt whit he had 
te «A hé Must do quickly. In two hours mors It 
vpeuid be si*, swiftly he stepped to the bedside and 
glanced upon the sleeper. Bis eyes, well w»ed bow to 
the diuness, flunk In the detnlle.

The woman slèèpto* wii young and very beautiful 
tn the eyes of the M*n*Anlmal. She slept upon her 
Rkie—her right aide, so that that organ railed tbe 
•tef»*hh should nbt press upon the heart. One haad 
and nnn were tnckefl iwny underneath the pillow. 
v*rf> thick braid* si hair, like rivers flowing gently 
sida by side, strayed oter the coverlet The course 
of ah* had become slightly diverted and Its end hung 
eroeefuuy ever the edge of the bed. The Man- 
Animat touched It softly with hla hand end drew 
back, his fingers Ungiing.

The young woman slept on. with her month closed, 
breathing through her none, just as the 2dâo*A»iœsl 
did himieif. Be drew a deep breath es he watched 
her. Sotos day he would marry her and he would «To 
this just as soon ae the law could be ohanged alfowtae 
a lady to have two husbands. He beet way ever am: 
started to kiss her on the lips» the cheek, the Serebesd. 
Be changed his policy, as one invoking danger. He 
kissed her on tbe band. She did not stir and he 
passed on. out of her room, Into the next, adopting 
the same method or stealth, of caution.

The next room was as noisy as hem had boon alien t, 
but It never feazed the Interloper. He knew well 

| enough that the noise was Snores, due to the fact that 
father, unlike Mother, would keep hie mouth open 

j and would lie m his left side and let his etummick 
press anywhere it darned please, and* of course, you 
can't toll things to tbe man that earns the Money. 
The Mao-Animal, emboldened and encouraged by the 
Stores, proceeded on his way out of that room and 
Into the ball and np the stairs. Everywhere he went 

I the sound of steam escaping from the radiators fol- 
! lowed him.

"Norah-dear-bappy-cheer kep the fire up Just for 
Me, I guess,” he whispered to himself ae h- climbed 
the creaking steps.
Now, It must not be supposed that the Man-Animal 
In question was a chronic somnambulist, or In fact 

that he was a somnambulist at all; nor had he got 
the habit of midnight prowling. By no means. He 
was too much afraid of other Man-Animals, and of 
Things, neither animals nor men, who prowl about at 
night looking for little Boys, to Indulge himself as 
a matter of course. But he knew and felt that there 
is Just one night in the whole year wfcea Fear Is dis­
pelled l>v the thought of Cheer, and when even Boys 

fare safe In the darkness and the silence of their 
homes.

That one night Is the Night Before.
On the Night Before, as is a well known fact, you 

don’t think of anything at all except how early you 
'.re going to wake up, and If you do not wake up too 
arly whether Mother or Father will catch you doing 
t. And if you can open doors like Frederic de Pey- 

. ;ier Bockboven, 3d, as the Man-Animal was univer­
sity known, Mother sad Father were not apt to catch 

| ou at it (You spell the Frederic without a k. be- 
*.vse Mother said so; Father and Father’s Father 
ild that If s k was good enough for an Emperor of 

• ?rmany It was good enough for them, but what they
aid and what German Emperors did didn’t go with 

, I other. Mother knew enough to sleep with her 
math shut and wouldn't let her stummlck press 

! own on her heart, aad junt as like as not she knew 
bout k’e, and so without a k.).
And eo Frederic de Peyeter Bockboven, 3d, 

j cached the top Boor of the house and pushed open 
1 nother door, without particular precaution, and went 
I a. He fumbled for an instant at tbe wall. There was 

i click, and the room was flooded with tight It was 
; big room, embracing tie whole top floor save only 

he little room of Norato-dear-happy ckaar.
This big room waa the Geranium—Fathers aad 

Frederic’* Father toi kicked a goal from the 
Fluid ft» Princeton In 1* and had never gotten 
•n-er It so Mother said, hence Fathers present In­
terest In Atha-letics, and hence also the Geranium.

blood ran a bit more quickly In his veins as he viewed 
the Harry’s Uncle Bob. Of all the devices in that big 
room the Harry’s Uncle Bob hod always pleased 
him most—he could do Things on It

Suddenly he stopped breathing. "Gee whit!” he 
said. He had seen the Tree, and the Things about 
the Tree. There Is no thrill like that thrill, and his 
little heart pumped the blood np Into his face and 
forced the sparkle and the glisten into his eyes. And 
yet—and yet—he approached the centre of events 
with doubtful, halting footsteps.

"I wonder," he exclaimed, with hesitation, to him­
self, "I wond'er If It’s there." *

“Naw!” venturéd little FrltzleJI^response. 
want to know. Plup! Plup-f^^Tlup-pp-p!”

Mother picked him up and kissed him, laying his in­
difference to a lack of realization. “Walt until Flopsy 
gets up stairs,” she exclaimed, “and sees what Krlss 
brought him: ,A1I the shades are down and all the
candles ready for lighting, and”----- &

“PlUp-p-p-p!” pouted the beneficiary.
“Come on,” said Father, “we won’t dress the little 

beggar. We’ll take him up just as he is. It’s so warm 
all over the house and we’ll plump him down in the
midst of everything, and”-----

The suggested campaign was followed out. The 
glory of the candle lights shone all about. But Flop- 
By-Frltale-Frederlc, 3d, only placed his arm against

on the cloth evenly with his knife—and after he had 
kicked the table three times in succession from un­
derneath (huge kicks, too, like the kick that made the 
goal in 1S93) that Mother felt compelled to Banish 
him.

“This wouldn't have happened.” said Father’s 
Father, glaring at Mother’s Mother, while Mother was 
engaged In consummating the process of outlawry, 
“it you’d left that k on the end of hie name. Fred­
erick,” he said to Father, “give me one more gob 
of that chestnut dressing, if you please.”

The outlaw, up in his own room, waited a decent 
length of time before commencing operations. He 
■hut the door and went to the window and kicked 
on the wall. Outside, all about, was a dreary waste. 
The next house—Alllnger’s, the bank man’s—seemed 
a mile away. Frederic, 8d, reasoned with himself to 
the effect that It was no good being s broker, or a 
bank man. or anything of that kind, because you had 
brought them, and Frltsle watched with growing in­
terest as bundle after bundle was undone and passed 
to live way up on top of a bill, in a great big house, 
juet mopin’ around. He made up his mind that 
when he married Mother (If he ever did) he’d go Into 
some business so’s he and she could live in an alley- 
way somewhere, with fire escapee and things.

“ ’N who’s this kidl” he asked himself.
“This kid” was an atom beating Its way along the 

road against the wind, shivering, dancing along the 
road, blowing upon red knuckles, knocking superan-

There were a good man/things there, grouped about 
the huge fir. with Its glittering baubles and its can­
dles ready for the lighting. There was the printing 
press, the moving picture machine, the boy’s motor­
cycle (Special No. 1), the flying wedge (patented) for 
coasting, the lightweight boxing gloves, the football 
Just like Father kicked the goal with so long ago, 
the plastic putty, the paints and plenty other play­
things.

•‘But,” exclaimed Frederick, "I can’t find It”
For a full hour he searched without disturbing 

things. He heard the clock down stairs chime one, 
two, three, four, five, but still he searched, and 
searched In vain.

"It isn’t there,” he walled at last. He toddled over 
to the door, switched off the light, and stood for an 
Instant peering through the darkness toward the tree. 
"Why didn’t I get It?*’ he complained. He cr»nt down 
stairs. Half way down he smote the air of a sudden 
and then placed his clenched hands against his eyes.

"Why didn't he—why didn’t Kriss Kringle [it 
Is well to state that this nomenclature in re the patron 
saint of children had been adopted in the household, 
probably to make up for the lack of K In other direc­
tions; besides, ’Santa Claus’ isn’t such an unctuous 
mouthful, after all]—why didn’t Krlss bring It to me, 
anyway?” exclaimed the mldmgnt marauder. Then 
he added, in disgust:—“The old fool!” An attitude, 
this, somewhat at variance with the traditions, some­
what incompatible with the possession of a tx#’e 
motorcycle Special No. 1 and a flying wedge, patented 
for coasting, and all the other things,, but It waa a» 
attitude about which, nevertheless, there was ae un­
certainty.

"The old fool!” he kept muttering as he passed back 
again through Father's room, having reference, be It 
understood, to the saint and not to Father, who never 
yet had been designated as a saint The boy noted, 
however, that Father had stopped snoring and that 
he had changed his position eo that the weight of hie 
■‘stummlck” bad been shifted beneficially. Frederic, 
3d, passed on. In his disappointment he felt that it 
would do him good to elam a door or two, but he 
abandoned the Idea as 111 advised. So he passed on 
throngh Mother’s room, only making sounds with bis 
mouth.

"Plup! Plup-p-pl Plup-p-p-p!” the audible pout of 
dignified displeasure. Once In his own room, he 
threw off his bathrobe and kicked off hla crocheted 
■Uppers and crept into bed and crouched and cuddled 
there, a leap of disappointment 

ft want Itn he enabled, and, mumbling, fen asleep. 
It was broad daylight when he woke—twenty min­

âtes after eight •» Mother said. She was dressed and 
eo was Father, and all ready for breakfast And to 
think that tittle Mopey-Flopsy had only Just waked 
up. My, hew he Hatched, and my, what a groat big

----- x------ hat wiet And did little Frltslr (thie
business) know

HAND IN HAND AND SOUND ASLEEP.
the wall and put his head against his arm and sobbed 
to his heart’s content.

"It.” That was tbe burden of his song. And 
Mother and Father looked each other In the eye and 
wondered, pondered.

“What Is It that he wanted and we didn’t get him— 
what can It be?" asked Mother of Father. And. ap­
pointing themselves an Investigating committee of 
two. they applied a pocket handkerchief to the over­
flowing eyes and put tbelr heads together with Flop- 
ay’s and cross-examined him on It.

"What is It, dear?" asked Mother.
Whereupon the witness, bursting into a fresh tor­

rent of tears, tore htmseif from their embrace and 
selected a fresh patch of wall and glued himself to it 
aa before.

“But tell us wbat It is”-----
Tbe victim slammed his elbows through the air— 

have you ever seen 'em do it. gentle reader?—and cate­
gorically answered the Interrogatory.

"I don’t know." he walled.
And it was true. Every Flopsy, ns Is well known 

in all places where Flopsys flourish, always craves 
every Christmas some One Particular Piece of Prop­
erty—stakes his life, his happiness upon It; spends 
six months anticipating it: becomes a howling idiot 
if he gets it and a raving maniac if he does not.

“Oh. if I only get that Automatic Electric Child’s 
Trolley Car Outfit No. 4. with Fifteen Feet of Track 
and Three Semaphores, and tbe Bridge and the Tun­
nel, Car with Motor and Trailer. Complete $8.50 by 
Express"—that's the kind of Irrational speech that 
all Flopsya Indulge In, and you know it, to the eternal 
detriment of your depleted pocketbook.

But with Frederic, 3d, it had come to be different. 
Like a cow that loses her cud, he had nothing to 
chew Oti. He didn’t know wbat it was he wanted. 
Only two months before the event Mother had placed 
in his hands several white clean sheets of paper and 
had told him to write down on them his several de­
sires, so that Krlss might not plead lack of notice. 
And only three days ago Frltzle had handed In his 
report—blaak sheets, unsullied. Innocent as to pen­
manship, vertical or otherwise. So Father, who was 
a broker, and therefore could do all sorts of things 
that It took money to do. had followed out his usual 
procedure and had furnished everything for Frltzie’s 
Christmas. It was about the sixth time he had 
adopted this safe method and heretofore it had been 
highly satisfactory. But now-----

“Plup-p!" and the slamming of elbows through the 
air and the hugging of walls and the reddening of 
eyes, all, unfortunately, a disease without a cure. “I 
don't know what It is.” That was all.

They dressed bin. They fed him his breakfast 
They toted him upstairs again. They played with 
him, or tried to—only they did all the playing; they 
left him alone, they wheedled him, punished him. 
fed him sweets, ga»e him a dose of calomel, felt his 
pulse, took his temperature—all to no avail.

"I want It" That was the burden of his song.
After a while the Guests began to arrive—Mother’s 

Family and Father’s Family, all grown-ups—for din­
ner. They were all worshippers at the shrine of 
Flopsy and all got down on their knees before him. 
Borne, who had not sent in their offerings before, now 
to him. But the glow of anticipation was succeeded 
by^glum despair. It was ever absent.

had deliberately spilled the cran-

nuated *hoes igainst each other. "This kid” seemed 
to have come out of Alllnger’s. the bank man’s, and 
seemed to be coming into Bockboven. the broker’s. 
At any rate, he didn’t pass on up the road. He dis­
appeared somewhere. Frederic, 3d. forgot him for 
the Instant and remembered only the Thing that he 
wanted and didn’t get.

He pluped and be wept and he kicked some more, 
and suddenly he remembered that he was all alone 
and that It was about time (aa was his custom in out­
lawry) to console himself in company with Norah- 
dear-happy-cheer. He crept softly down the back 
way. conscious that they had reached the nut and 
fruit and port wine stage at the Christmas dinner, and 
made his way into the kitchen and threw himself upon 
Norah’s neck. He didn’t weep, though. He didn’t 
have time. He merely stared at the kitchen table, for 
there, at the kitchen table, was "this kid," stuffing 
good things into his system to his heart’s content. 
Frederic, 3d, watched him with interest.

“Does your stummlck push up on yonr heart at 
night?" he asked "this kid.” The kid politely tilled 
his mouth with onion dressing before replying.

"My stummlck," he asserted, all ignorant of the 
Truth that Mother advocated, “don’t push nothin’. I 
only push my stummlck."

At this declaration of Independence Frltzle crept 
back to Norah-dear-happy-cheer with much interroga­
tion in his eyes.

"Who is he. North?" he whispered, uncertainly.
Norah laughed. "O’ny my little bye,” she laughed, 

eager and happy to detect the expression of keen 
jealousy that appeared on Frltzle’s face.

"But,” reasoned Frltxie. "where’s your husband, 
then?"

"Aw,” said Norah, airily, "I don’t need no husband. 
What would I do with a husband, eo long as I’ve got

"is he your little boy?" "«■*«/ «
“Sure.”
Frltzle figured it all out. "I don’t see why it isn’t 

a good way, too." be saia.
‘Good way, what?” queried Norah.

“To get your little boy'flrht and then you can take 
your time about picking out your husband, Norah, 
dear.” And, leaving Norah dear to ponder this 
sociological problem, Frltsle appealed to the kid for 
the facts In the case.

"She’s kiddln’ you." opined the youthful stranger. 
"I ain’t her boy. I been In three places lookin’ fr 
somepln’ to eat—to push my stummlck wit’, just like 
you said. I ain’t never seen her before. I was trun 
down all over, till I struck here. I ain’t her boy. I 
wisht I was. She’s mighty good to me, she is. My 
name," he continued iu response to inquiry, licking 
his fingers the while, "is Pink."

“Cut me a piece of the skin, Norah dear," said 
Frltzle. who was feeling hungry by suggestion, and 
while he chewed upon it he continued the examina­
tion:—"Is your father a bank man? Is he Stocks and 
Bonds? Do you live in an alley?"

Whereupon it appeared In evidence that Pink's 
fathèr was not in stocks or bonds, and Pink was blest 
If he knew where the old gent was, and Pink’s mother 
was not, having shuffled off this mortal coll, and as for 
alleys, you know blame well. Bo, that there ain’t no 
alleys in this burg—not till you get» to tbe Orange» 
an’ Hoboken an’ N* Yawk aù' aucÉ. An’, aw, s— * 
couldn’t eat another Ping, and', aw, you’re awful

my, J
Igooi

"I gotter go," said Pink. , ,
"W-w-w-walta minute," splattered Ffttrie, “1—1—1 

will to tell you somethin’." Whet was it he waste* 
to tell? What was the strange. eestaXic. beatific e 
pression upon Frltrie's face? What did It meant 
He stood there, struggling with tola own thoughts* 
tingling with a new sensation.

"Bay," he whispered hoarsely to the direction of 
Pink, "do you want to see a Christmas tree—my , 
Christmas tree an’ Things T’

Pink gave it as his opinion that he did.
While Norah was in tbe little butler's pantry Frits!» 

put Ms mouth close to Pink's ear.
“Come with me," he whispered, pulling that gen- 

tleman across the floor; “creep up these stairs and, j 
when you get to the next floor run like the devil foe 
tbe Geranium. Come on.”

Bald programme accordingly was carried out Pori 
wine and chatter were still In evidence down stairs. 
Frltsle and Pink entered the Geraniûm and shut tbs 
door behind them softly. 4

"This,” said Frltsle proudly, "Is the Géranium*
"Get on to the tree,” said Pink in awe struck tones. 
Frltzle Ignored the tree and the things. He pointed ■N i 

out tile features of the landscape. "There’s the flÿtn 
wings," he said, "and thia," he added, as he swung 
himself deftly upon it. "is the Harry’s Uncle Boh."

"Quit your kiddln’,” returned Pink; "that's a hori­
zontal bar, Bo. I seen 'em at the Christine Asri- . 
nation to the Hall."

"Harry’s Uncle Boh is what I said," assented Frit- 
ale, "didn’t I?” he added. Whereupon he turned aad 
twisted on it to his heart’s delight, and rose lmmedip 
ately In the estimation of the young kid, Pink.

. “You're a reg'lar circus reformer," admitted Pink. $ 
Pink approached the tree. "I gotter see tbe things." ;k}2 

he said. He tasted the candy things and he touched 
the fragile things and he handled the toy things.

"Did you get everything you wanted. Bo?" he asked. . 
Frltsle’s eyes grew large as this question sank in,

HU chin began to quiver and he prepared himself foi 
the pang that had been shooting through his heart all 
day long, but the pang didn’t arrive. Hla chin stopped 
quivering. The “Plup! Plup!" fell short of expression.
Did he have everything he wanted? He had wanted—
It. He had not known what It was. He had been 
miserable, bui now a strange thing had happened. . * 
He didn’t want It. There was nothing that he longed = 
for. Like Pink’s empty "stummlck,” Fritzle’s un­
named, unknown, mysterious want had been filled—by .- ^ 
what means or when or how he did not know. Like » 
thousand of brlek the Christmas spirit descended upon Vi ** 
him and he laughed aloud with sheer pleasure, cheery 
holiday happiness..

"Pink,” he returned, "I got a whole lot more’n 1.. 
wanted. Look at ’em. You can ride my Special No.
1 if you knew how. I’ll teach you how," he added.

Downstairs Father, tossing his last cigar stump 
into its receptacle, suddenly bethought him of the 
outlaw upstairs. "Poor little beggar,” he said to the 
guests about the table, “he’s as quiet as a mouse.
I’ll go up and see how he’s getting on.”

He found that the outlaw had slipped his limits 
and waa not In his room. Suspicious sounds from-n: 
overhead sent Father up the third ctory stairs at a 
bound. Just outside the Geranium door he paused, 

"He’s having a devil of a fine time,” hé tdld hlm-.af? 
•elf.

Laugh upon laugh, screech upon screech of child­
ish glee—due probably to Pink’s amusing efforts to 
ride the Special No. 1—forced themselves through the -r,. . 
floor. "Sounds something like," thought Father.

He opened the door on a crack and peeked in.
«Well—what do you think of that?" he whispered . 

to himself.
Twenty minutes later he strolled downstairs again . 

and lounged across the end of tbe sofa.
“How’s Flopsy?" queried Flopsy’s Mother.
Father smiled. "All to the good." he answered,' | 

glancing out of the window; "he’s fast asleep upon 
his little bed."

“On his right side?" queried Mother.
"Ï—T believe so,” answered Father, "and,” he ha» ia 

tened to add, “no pulse and no fever, so he’s all O. K.*1 
Of course, being a broker, this sort of prevarication 

came easy to Father. "Gee," thought Father to him­
self, “but Frltsle certainly did tip that other chap a 
Cut in the Solar Plexus with those Boxing Gloves, fot • 
sure!"

“Madge," he said to Mother, after the guests had all 
departed. Father’s Father having taken just another K 
nip of old port to brace him for the cold air before he 
went—"Madge," said. Father, “I wish you’d come with ' 
me." They went, hand in hand, tin the stairs, through 
the early dusk of the holiday afternoon, and they 
paused Just outside the Geranium door. Father m 
peeked In first. There was not a sound within; not s 
whisper, not the winking pt an eyelid.

"Well," exclaimed Father, and he threw open wide 
the doors. "Look, Madge!" he exclaimed.

There, under the Harry's Uncle Bob, with their 
backs against the upright, slumped two diminutive 
forms—two Man-Animals—Pink and Fritzie, hand til 
hand and sound asleep.

"I told you he was asleep," said Father, gloating 
over the half truth, as be was wont to do when he 
bamboozled some lamb upon the Street Mother took 
one look, moved nearer and took another look.

“Merciful heavens!" she almost shrieked. “Who, 
why, what?"

"I don’t know," said Father, calmly, lighting an- - 
other cigar; "maybe Norah knows."

Norah, being called, knew and told, and was be­
rated by Mother and congratulated*by Father.

“But," exclaimed Mother, lifting her skirts as she 
approached Pink, "he might have B.'s”—B.’s in this 
connection designating visible though infinitesimal 
bacilli of an external and highly undesirable char­
acter—“he might have B's.’’

Father blew a smoke ring. "I don’t care," he said, 
belligerently swinging his leg as one who would kick a 
goal from the field, “I don’t care y he’s got B. B.’s’’— .
1 term used advisedly to classify another and muck, 
more visible and bloodthirsty species of bacilli, ban- 
Ished sometimes by benzine. Mother shivered with

“Just sit down, Madge," said Father, "and watch ' 
’em and think about ’em hard. I saw the little beg- : 
gar," he added, significantly, "before he went to

Pink stretched his arms and yawned. He bad been 
sleeping with his mouth closed—a point in his favor, 
surely. His waking was a noisy one. Then he be­
came alarmed at the eight of Mother and Father. He 
shook Frltxie by the arm.

"Bo! Bo!" he yelled with chattering teeth, "they’re , . 
after me!"

Bo—otherwise Flopsy, Fritzi, Frederic—opened , , 
his eyes and grunted and smiled and—broke into ; 
laugh.

"Such fun !” he cried.
Mother opened her mouth wide—not to breathe 

throngh it, but to allow some expression of astonish- ’ 
ment to escape her. Frftzie’s face tfaa changed, 
glorified. He was quivering with joy, excitement.
He bad become, as in the twinkling of an eye, Hap* 
piness Personified.

"Do you know what It was?" queried Father.
Mother shook her head. Father nodded. "It was 

another Man-Animal,” he said; “we didn’t under­
stand. We kept the little beggar too much to our­
selves."

"I—I"-----  she faltered, for the discovery should
hare been hers, along with the pressure of the stom­
ach on the heart; "I see it now. There were no chtl- f 
dren anywhere around—no companion for him."

“He has one now," said Father.
"Not—this," protested Mother, her tips forming the’ , 

portentous letter B.
"Yes—this," responded Father, "for the time beta» - 

at any rate. For this is—It. And Frltzle and I know 
It for the thing it is," he added. He laughed aloud, and 
the voices of the young Man-Animals Joined with 
Hé swung his leg agsto. dir Father, and looked into 
the air, aa one who saw an oval soaring through * 
heartbreak of suspense—straight—through—the—fwL . 
Score—Princeton, six; Yale, nought.

"You ought to have seen Pink get It in the soter 
plexus, Madge," he sridL

"Bure,” laughed Pink, stand. He sobered. "XmTjs 
awful geed te nee," he said.


