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v “Bobbie on his knees sent up his petition”

Bl Christmas Story of the Boyish Millionaire Who Was Good to
the Little Wecks and how THe Raided the Toy Shops

the month was the month of December, How-
ever, let me begin with the block—a_clty block
on New York's East Side

Bhould you for any reason walk around this block,
you will find that the Bowery side offers the usual
rank of second-rate stores, foul grog-stops, and penny-
in-the-slot establishments, with a bank on one corner—
walled and buttressed and barred this bank llke unto
any cltadel, The .other three sides show unbroken fronts
of dwelling houses, which were rich and tremendously

% impremsive one hundred years ago when they wers bullt.
The only curious thing—and I mention it simply be-
cause it Is curfous—is an entrance between the two mid-
dle houses on the Becond avenue slde, just wide enough
to permit a hearse to squeeze through without scratching
the house Wwalls with its hubs.
That is all you would see were you to circle the block,
but should you prevall on the sexton to open the locked
fron gates—and he couldn't be expected to do this under
s dollar—and enter by the hearseway, you will find
yourself in an ancient burying-ground, tucked away in
the heart of the blocik,
The windows of the MNtille Wecks overlooked It
and both Bobbie and baby Paul had found the prospect
very pleasant during the summer months when the
green was on the ground. On our twenty-fourth of
December there was no green, the same having been
whitely obliterated by the (falling snow, which was
coming down In flakes as big and soft and clinging as
a baby's hand.
The three llttle Wecks were all alone in the world,
Their father had been gone thess three years; and, since
v the ship he salled in as second officer went down with all
on board, somewhere off the Horn, the general impres-
slon that he was sound asleep at the boltom of the
Bouth Atlantloc had mudh to sustaln 1t. This view was
certalnly entertained by Mrs. Weck, who herself per-
fshed of a pneitmonia the April before the Christmas In
present hand, and wos buried somehow, The little
Wecks llved on the second floor of thd house. They
had the two rear rooms, one small, the other smaller,
the windows presenting that graveyard glimpse already
chronicled. Miss Clancy, who made flowers out of col-
ored paper and waas very young and plump and pretty.
was at home In the front room, second floor, and the
alcove over the front hall. The third and only remalin-
Ing floor—all of it—belonged to the fiddle-making, nddle-
mending, fddle-playlng Herr Bernsteln, who In fact
leased the whole house and sublet to the others, and
from whose aerie there occasionally floated down ener-
getle odors, born of garlic and cheese and fish and onions,
us he went nbout his solitary cookery,
7 Herr Bernstelin, bitter poor like all the others, dwelt
3 alone, having neither wife nor wean, and shifted for
himgelf In things domestlc. He washed and awept and
scrubbed and cooked and mended, and the only help he
asked or had came from a professlonal fire-lighter, Wwho
appeared at 6 o'clock every Baturday morning, to set
a match to Herr Bernstein's kindling, for which service
he received § cents, Herr Bernstein was extremely
plous and orthodox, as you might have known by the
little locks of Lalr which jutted out Just forward of eAch
¢ar, and the praying shawl so much about his neck,
Policeman McCue did not Itve In the hpuse; he walked
the utreet In front, and, when he dldn't sleep in his
nminc‘ statlon, found a bed at his mother's in East
Broadway.
Mr, Van Brent, our remaining character, so far from
dwalling In the house, had never so much as heard of it,
and owned a huge gray-stone manslon, Central Park
East, where he transacted exlstence In a lofty, weary way
of extreme fashlon and cynlclsm, Many mothers, mind-
ful of the young gentleman's milllons and mansion and
¥ Jonely single diats, had sought to marry thelr daughters
to Mr. Van Brent. He was still a bachelor, however;
for was it not written that It 1s vain for the fowler to
spread his net In the sight of any bird?
After Mrs, Weck died, the lttle Wecks had shifted
for themselves. That is to say, Jack became the bread-
winner, golng forth nlght and morning to sell papers,
run errands, or'do whatsoever else should fgll taskwise
into his young hand, bringing home an average of M0
cents a day and once or twice m dollar. Bobble re-
muined at home to look after baby Paul, who for his
€age part took life easlly and confldently, as became his
perfect health and want of years.
The small Wecks were living In their two rear rooms
when their mother passed away, and since Herr Bern-
steln, with a forgetfulness that (Il became his age and
race, had never once asked for his rent, they naturally
remalned. They did very well, too; for pretty Miss
- Clancy looked often in to sweep and dust.and set things
to rights, and see to It that the young Wecks didn't slip
back Into savagéry for want of buttons, and water from
the hall faucet wherewith to wash thelr hands and faces.

Also, Herr Bernsteln pald them an occasional visit.

Herr Bernstein, gnarly, wrinkled, had black beady eyes,
a nose ferociously curved, grizzled halr and beard, and in
the beginning the Weck children were afrald of him.
Hlias volce was harsh, rasping, mandatory, and his
English not to be understood, But, Inasmuch as g two-blg
piece always remained where he had rested his hand on
the table, and he had once, when It stormed very hard
and rattled the windows in an alarming manner, brought
the three little Wecks up to hls own apartments, along
with Miss Clancy, who was as badly frightened as were
the littla Wecks, and proceeded to revive the spirits of
his company by & private and exquisitely sweet performe
ance on the cello, they In time struck up quite a friend-
ship with him,

The Wecks got along famously, as T'have sald, belng
ns healthy a trio of brats as one might find in a long
day's search, it WIT not untll Jack, the breaa-
winner, sprained his foot In tiu-rmalng off a Third avenus
car that they could be sald to have fallen upon

: “d.lim. This catastrophe overtaken the Wecks just
before they were granted ihe hopor of an Introduction
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THE day was the twenty-fourth of the month, and
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gravity and forethoughtfulness that would have adorned
a grown-up. Feeling, therefore, the family load, his
injured foot, and the consequent suspension of his labors,
gave Jack great concern. Not that starvation Wwas
threatened; both baker and milkman, following a private
conference with Herr Bernstein called by that virtuoso,
had sent voluntary word that they would “‘trust.”

But how about Christmas, and what gifts should go
with and grace the day? Jack was Inclined to take the
latter subject to heart, and be troubled thereby. Baby
Paul looked forward to the festival as a matter of
Instinct, and Bobble did the same as the hopeful offshoot
of instinct, added to an experlience which covered twu
Christmases. Bobble had a clear memory of thosa two
Christmases, each celebrated by a turkey and sundry
gifts entrancingly gaudy.

Also, both children had been told the marvelous story
of Kris Kringle; and, implicitly belleving the same, they
nursed an unshaken faith In & coming Christmas opu-
lence. 1Indeed, the very snow gave ald to thelr anticl-
pations, It being pointed out by Bobble, who discussed
the business with baby Paul, that the roofs would be In
prime condition to afford Kris Kringle and his reindeer
team every posaible slelghing facllity,

This Kris Kringle talk between Bobble and baby
Taul took place just after Miss Clancy had looked in to
trimr the one Weck evening lamp. The two hearable
church bells were ringing *“'0 o'clock'" at the tlme. The
gleigh and reindeer views of Bobble and baby Paul ren-
dered Jack, as head of the household, quite desperate.
Under the clrcumstances he summoned heart, and
resolved to make an explanation. It was bad of course
to be obliged to explaln, but It was better than bald,
daybreak dlsappolntment next morning. Bobble and
baby Paul were even then scttling where thelr stockings
ought to hang to best attract the reindeered one's
allentlon.

Hobble In particular deemed this question of stocking
location extremely Important, “For,” as he well sald,
“Santa Claus will have so much to do, and 80 many boys
to look after, that he can’'t stay any place very long, and
weo had better fix our stockings so as to zave him all the
trouble we can.”

It was this stocking earnestness, mounting to en-
thusiasm, that declded Jack to speak fully out, The word
was fairly In his mouth, when he halted, No, he couldn’t
lay bare to baby Paul the emptiness of that Kris Kringle
myth; baby Paul was too young, The power to belleve
comes early, while It takes years to glve us strength
enough to dlsbelleve.

After baby Paul had been filed away In a kind of
truckle bed, llke a small human document in Its proper
plgeonhole, and Jack and Bobble—who slept together—
found themselves safe beneath their own blankets, Jack
begun softly and cautiously to let in the light concerning
Christmas, and the sure barrenness of the coming morn-
ing, upon the darkened Bobble,

Jack, now the ice was broken, gave Bobble his
honor, as the head of the house of Weck, that nothing
of truth abode In Kris Kringla and his sleigh loaded
with gifts. He said that poverty, born of hls sprained
foot and & comsequent monelary Iinability to buy pres-
ents, obliged him to confess as much. He told these
things to Bobble, since he could rely upétn that lron
manhood which belonged with Bobble's great age of
b to support the truth.

“But what worries me Is baby Paul,” concluded Jack,
In real dlstress. “'He's too little to mee that Santa Claus
Is only a Joke, an’ I ain't got g0 much as a nickel to
get him anything.”

Bobble lay sllently thinking. At last he whispered:
“Juck, all mother told us wasn't a foke, was {t? W'at
she said about prayin’, an’ heaven answerin' your
prayers, was {rue?”’

“Sure!" sald Jack; ““w'at mother told us about prayin’
is all right. But we have prayed.'’

“That was only a ‘Now-l-lay-me' prayer," returned

Bobble, as he began scrambling out of bed. “I'm goln’
to pray for Christmas presents. 1 won't say anything
about BSanta Claus,” he contlnued, reflecting that It

might be the part of sagaclty to avold overloading his
vrisons with a drift of detall as to whom and how; "I'll
just pray for some presents for baby Paul, and stop.’”

I shall not write down what Bobble sald, nor the
manner of that saying. The truth Is, and 1 may as
well make a clean breast of It, I couldn't do It if 1
tried, Buch work asis the gentie genlus 6f a Goldsmith
or o Lamb, and I'm muoch too lamely stilted, too much
lacking In sentiment and a softness of touch, to even
approach the tmsk, What I wlll say, however, |s that
just aa Hobble pronounced “Amen!" the bells went boom-
ing § o'clock—$§ o'clock!

The snow, which is old-fashloned In Its Impulses,
caring nothing for reglons or riches, was falling in Fifth
avenue with the mame wsilent white Inveteracy that
marked its downcome In the burying-ground out back of
the little Wecks' rear rooms. Mr. George Van Brent,
dallying with his after-dinner creme-de-menthe and gaz-
ing idly out of one of Delmonlco's front windows, found
in the snow's steady falling something restful to the
fmagination. Up and down outside went mleighs, with
arched bows of jingling bells, plumes In the horses’
tossing headstalls and In the splashboards of the
sleighs; for plumes and bows of bells are Russian, and
our smart set, which Is ever Rusalan or Engllsh or
French or something else—only so it lsn't American and
therefore vulgar—had declded that In Its sleighlng it
would copy Petersburg.

Over across, sllken ladles were rustling In and out
of Sherry's,while preclse gentlemen in evening clothes
danced polite attendance on them. Mn Van Brent had
been familiar with this sort of thing since ever he owned
n memory. He didn’t hear the bells; he falled to mark

the sllken women, being more Interested In the snow,
pure and white and clean and ever new.

As Mr. Van Brent sat pinching the allm stem of his
glass, and pufing occasional cigar amoke, he was weary

1¢ theedge of despalr, |
4 Worn, the world nd out and empty, without con-
ellef, Mr. Van Brent at 27 could
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‘Brent declared that he had

_Jiever been abla_ to solve
what followa or give the
reason of It. It was the
more mysterious, he was at
pains to make clear, since
every syllable was alien to
his experience, his educa-
tlon, and his heart. Thia
is what so baifled the pow-
€rs of Mr, Van Brent.

Mr. Van Brent tossed a
dollar on the table, as a tip
to the walter, and lounged
slowly into the Delmonico
hall, He sought his hat and
cont Maving upped the lad
in charge—for tips were as
April  ralndrops In thd
hand of Mr. Van Brent—he
stood presently in the For-
ty-fourth streeL e¢ntrance
of the establiahment, array-
ed for the Blreet and de-
bating what he should do
next. Bhould It Le his pet
club, thoe Unlon, and a
game of bridge?

There was the hum of
many laughing volces. Uver
and under and through the
happy Dbuss trickled the
sirupy strains of the or-
chestra. It was, so Mr
Van Brent sald, as though
he walted for orders. Fer-
haps It was the clangorous
proclamation of the church
bells, further up the ave-
nue, for which he wallea.

Louder than the happy

buzz, louder, much louder,

than the suave wheedling
music of lhe wiviestra, it came booming out upon the
night: One!—twol—three!—four!—five!—slx!—seven!—eightl
Eight o'clock.

Whence arosa the Impulse? Mr. Van Brent ever
professed ignorance. The one thing sure Is that, with
the final clang of “elght” he walked back Into the cafe.
Going to the desk, he called the manager.

uGarnler.” sald he, “let me have a thousand."

Mr. Van Brent dild not carry money. Milllonaires
never do; It is one of thelr caste marks, Mr, Van Brent
went up and down the face of mnaturs, and when he
wanted gold he wheeled Into the nearest door and de-
manded it. And he alwaya got It

Thrusting the roll of Lills Into an Inslde pocket, Mr.
van Brent summoned one of thosse Russian slelghs—
with its plumes, {ts bells and its billowy robes, Throw-
ing himself into the high-backed rear seat, where his
glances could command the world, Mr, Van Hrent began
to glve directlons. This was the route his fancy took—
took it with no more of hesitation than the ca'rrler-olm
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hand, had sent the tipsy rough to Rooseveit Hospital,
like an officer and & gentleman.

Beglnnlng - thus
quaintance broadened apace. In two weeks Miss Clancy
and Officer McCue wége wirm friends; in three she had
called upon his mother In Kast Broadway; In four they
adored each other and were lovers engaged—such belng
the rapld habit of the East Side in these tender affalrs,

Officer McCue, to the scandal of all police regulations,
had just tossed a furlive but heartfelt kiss at Miss
Clancy's unseeing blinds, when he was halled by the
bearskin driver and Mr. Van Brent. Officer McCue,
shoulders squared like the foreyard of a brig, came
forward. twirling his eclub professionally,

Mr, Van Hrent, for once In his life, found himself In
verbal difficulty; he didn't know how to begin. At last
he suld:

“OMcer, my name is Van Brent.”

“Are you the man who establlshed the Van Brent

medal? I've got one,” touching his hat
“That was my father.”
"Shake! I'm proud to meet the son;” and Officer

McCue extended his Land.

Mr. Van Brent. as his father's representative, toox
the outstretched hand, and was fmpressed by the steady,
manly, steel-llke grip. The handshake seemed to clear
away the verbal obstructions.

“It's this,.sald Mr. Van Brent. *“I was thinking
that, for the lark of the thing, don't you know, 1'd ask
If you knew of any poor family who'd be the better
for & little Christmna cheer?-—somebody that's slck op
lielpleas or out of work and money, and not uble to
meet Christmas In the way he or she would llke? The
fact s, oMcer,” continued Mr. Van Hrent, confidentially,
"I want to make some one a Christinas prescut; and [
don’t know a woul on earth to whom a gIft would bring
a glint of joy. 1 thought that perhaps you, walking
about in your duty, might be able to help mae."

It wans ne well that Van Brent's opening speech
wasa long, since it gave time for OfMicer McCue's earller
conviction thiat he was drunk to wear away.

“This rich gport is mebbe doin’ It on a bet,” thought
Officer McCue tolerantly, for he himself was a sporting
soul In a moderato way. Then he contlnued aloud:
“There’s -three klds—boys—who live In thla vety house,
They're orphans, and haven't got a splinter. Oldest s
10. They're up ag’inst it, too, and ] should say = gitt
or so right now would be th® hit of thelr lives™

“The wvery people!” quoth Mr, Van Brent. Then
ensued doubt and hesitatlon, *‘In what manner might
his Christmas philanthropy best lay slege to those kids™’

Officer McCue reflelted, head all on one slde, llke a
crow looking Into a jug, Then he made a snowball, and
hurled It, not without a certain caressing softness, In-
capable of description, against the virgin pane of Mias
Clancy. There were no delays; Miss Clancy's pretty
nose had been close to the window for ten minutes, and
the ofMicial snowball no more than landed than up went
the ramh and out popped the curly head.

“Stir up old Bernstein, Anna, and tell him to come
down."*

Miss Clancy withdrew her head, and Officer McCue
turned to Mr. Van Brent,

“Herr Bernstein proceeded to revive the spirits of his company”

betrays in Jts swilt-darting home flight: Down Fifth
avenue w0 Washington square, Lhrough the BYuare Ao
Fourth atreet, and across Lo the Howery; south along
the Bowery to ''nird sireet; and then ecast on Thira
street at u walk

The driver In his bearskin.cast a tentative glance
over his ghoulder at Mr. Van Drent among the robes.

“VWihere pext, sir?"

“Call the first policeman:’” sald Mr. Van Brent,

Now the first policeman was none other than Officer
McCue, pride of the precinct, flower of the force. He
was, swinging idly ulonF in his slow efficilal manner, with
a0 Bye. cocked, “afrect onitely upward at two lghted
second-story wlﬂdlﬁwsh—the clté.i“ windows of - Miss
clangy. w eart's idol.. PV L R

O%{cor lﬁe&n‘- :muﬂnl’}mm with Miss Claney had
covered the warm ppace of slx months. Thelr mutual
introduction was o teristio of a day and place. A
tipsy rough, all unbldden, had epoken gayly to Miss

y on the street. . Policeman McCue, belng near af

“Smart—old Bernsteln ls; Solomon was a fool to him.
1f you don't mind, 11l give you over to him. He'll steer

you through; he knows them kids, and what they need.”

“Iheilr name Is Weck,” sald Officer McCue, as Herr
Bernsteln, wrapped up as though for Slberla, came
coughing and shuffling out Inte the snow; *‘the kids, [
mean, This is Bernstein."

Tun minutes were devoted to explanations on the aldo
of Mr. Van Brent and OfMicer McCue, and understanding
tnem on the part of Herr Bernstein. Then Herr Bern-
steln cllmbed into the billowy robe-filled sleigh with
Mr. Van Hrent, and the pair drovae away. OfMcer MéCue
waved them *Good fortune!" and then, pausing only
to throw & second kiss toward Miss Clancy's casement,
which thia time harbored her pretty face, resumed the
rouna. of duty.

Thor avery Week Quncsancy of Becacnal ov Boxsshold
number ey o ney ol TEO
kind, He {:aw the clothing that would, fit the three
lttle -Wecks, jackets, shoes, cEps, the entre

vielgntly, - -the Clancy-MeCue — ao- ._lnd. the m.lﬂ.m—m—:m
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wardrobe, Then thers were gifts of o mors ssta
Christmas order, mere joy-glvers, of no use on
P W T TS
his way to twenty steres, all raging furnsces
on Christmas eve, Also, it was be who called & né
sary cart, and caused it to acooimpany the trade process
sion which Mr. Van Brent and himself inaugurated, To
this cart were consigned the countless Christmas ¥ )
of the conquering Mr. Van Brent, who under the gulds
ance of Herr- Bernsteln became an Attlla of toys, deve"
astating whole shops. What did they buy, those twe,
the old Jew with the beady eyes and the soclety-oark :
millionaire? What did they not buy? No such avalsnchs
of gifts threatened any three children in town, to oms |
rare with that swhich hung pending over the m
heads of the littlo Weckas. Lirh
At 11 o'clock, Officer McCue there to supervise, o
Clancy ready at the stalrhead to assist, the overl ht
cart came creaking up the street, and halted In fronk
of Miss Clancy's radiant windows. At this point Herg
Bernstein took complete charge, releasing Mr., Van
Brent, who, plumes nodding trlumphantly, bells sin 4
eongs of victory, went his sieighing and nnow-cﬂiml.jl:}u
way back to Delmonico's, - il
“Garnler,”" quoth Mr. Van Brent to that functidnary,
when agaln at his customary table and refreshing hime |
self from the labors of the night, “I've a dinner ordery
& very particular order." I‘
“l.et me see,” sald the politely caraful Garnler, .ﬂu";'
the Jong command had been taken down; “let me ssel
Beven people, you say, four grown, three children, Tg
Le merved tomorrow, at 1 In the afternoon, Yes, plry
1 shall do my best.” o
The gray-blue of a wintry Christmas morning oun"’
sireaking the east. Herr Bernsteln's principal roomy
while not so large as a ten-acre lot, was by odds the
largest In the house. In it reposed the Van Brent gifta, .
mountains of careless opulence! I shall not describe |
the scene. Who am 1 that should palnt you the fmpose 1
sible? Buffice It that no vinlage waln groaning upon itd =
purple-freighted homeward way ever offered such o plos
ture of richness, %
Miss Clancy was up by ¢ of the morning ¢lock,. a8 |
blooming as June at dawn, Herr Bernstein had not gona |
to bed at all, Beven o'clock found him rattling fevers |
lshly at the poor portals of the sleepy little Wecks. ]
“Merry Christmas!"* cried Herr Bernsteln, in his rasps
ing. osprey accents. Ve
The little Wecks had never meen his hair so grizzled,
hia beard so wild, his nose so hooked, his eyes so blacky

beady and glittering.
Clancy has bread -

“Come upstalrs,” he went on: “Miss
and coffes for you, and milk for the baby one. Santa
Claus, who sald your room was too small, has left yous

presents with me."

Presents! Banta Claus! The little Wecks were ouf |
of bed on the Instant, As they scrubbed their faces and
tugged at thelr locks with a comb, Bobble whispered
to Jack: "I only prayed for presents, but of course .
Banta Claus had to bring them. Some one had to coma.™

Miss Clancy pald them a visit to help with the bute |
tona. Then she convoyed the three to Herr Bernsteln's
regions above. Belng there, she was asked by that vene |
erable man to remain and modify thelr transports, and
see to It that thelr appetites were kept within bounds
of health. As superintendent of the bridleless foy of the '
little Weckn, Miss Clancy’'s morning was not an idle one.
Upon her breast, by the way, reposed a little heart of |
gold, but that belongs to the story of herself and Officer
MecCue, which 1s another story, and has neither art nog
part nor lot herein. ‘2

One o'clock! Delmonlco's wagons back up, The
Wecks are dragged downstairs to Miss Clancy's room,
carrying armfuls of thelr most gorgeous belongingn
Delmanico's forces go aloft to Herr Bernstein's v,
bearing tables, chairs, china, silver and napery—white
as the snow outside., Hampers follow, and curlous cons
traptions in the way of portable ovens and unauthorizeds J
looking furnnces, ="

There were flowers and oysters and soups and flshes
and turkey and salads and lces and puddings and candles
end fruits and jellles and crackers and camembert
Manager Garnler had been told of Herr Bernsteln. Thus;
enter, on behalf of Herr Bernstein, one goose, what
Manager Garnler called a “Jew goose,” *videllcet,” a
goose that had Mved an orthodox life, died an orthodox |
death, and was and had ever been in all things orthodox, |

But why elaborate? It was a feast! No such ban-
qust had been arranged since that celebrated evening |
when Dickens regaled his Seven Poor Travelers, :

Mr. Van Brent arrived and was presented to- Mlss
Clancy by Herr Bernstein with much formality. To the
three small Wecks, Mr. Van Brent presented bhimself
with no formality at all,” but much of bashful unm‘-‘
baclk on the Wecks' side. Officer McCue, off duty for
the day, and as trim and upstanding In his plain clothes
as any In the town, appeared,

The table was set and ready; the furnaces glowed
the ovens gave forth perfumes. The three little Wecks |
were mentally upset, being unable to believe their noses,
ears and eyes . )

Mr. Van Brent sent away the Delmonleo men. Flars
Bernsteln took austere charge of the drinkables, mnd
evinced a nice knowledge In wines. Officer McQue, whose
bold breadth of soul was truly cathollc, would have
sampled every bottle In the room, but was repressed by
Miss Clancy. The young Wecks talked all the time,
mostly to one another, They began to take on a diss
tended, shiny, unctuous look, like overfed pupples; theres
upon Miss Clancy carried them away to her rooms below
to recover, and conslder in raptures what riches a kind i
Providence had showered upon them. They were ree
stored to Herr Bernsteln's apartments when the tablag
had been cleared away. -

Mr. Van Brent, Officer McCue and Herr Barnsteln
sat about with coffes and perfectos, while Misa Clancy
presided over the coffee-making and the pourlng, Mp
Van Brent spoke of the joy of “doing right,” and was
corrected by Herr Bernsteln. o

"Don't do right,"" urged that phildsopher-and men
of lame fNddies; “don't do right; do good. It Is batter'™

With this, Mr. Van Brent percelved in Herr Bernsteln
an intellect capable of fine distinctions, and the twe
pledged each other for perhaps the fourth time, '

Herr Bernstein brought out his pet violin, a prices
less Btrad, and the music he made would have caused
Kubelik to rend hls garments, He struck Into an Irish
reel; Officer McCue sprang to his feet like & lon, Miss' _.
Clancy, felgning reluctance, was dragged to the center
of the floor, and the deeds the pair did in the dancing
way were to the immortal glory of the East Side, Offices =
McCue entered upon thls part of the entertainment with &
so much abandon that Miss Clancy declared be wonid
infallibly tear down the house. Herr Bernstein, the Strad |
buried in his beard, his eyes shining like coals, wags
pleased to say in his role of landlord that he shouldn's
care If OfMcer McCue a4ld.

S0 I might go on and on. I might tell, for it Iy all
A8 frue as the almanac, how Mr. Van Brent condeived
a friendship for Herr Bernsteln, who later carrled hims
among the fathers of his tribe, whera Mr. Van B oL
was told old-world stories and old-world wisdom. One

might relate how one day the weddin wen
Ing for pretty Miss Clancy and omw'ub:gﬁu; v
later, by one Christmas, they brought a yo
to thy festivities, who spake not at all, but lay ¢
back And stared at the dingy celling througho
wrapt soul in the colls of mighty fancles, :
Officer McCue was first roundsman, then leute
ard stepped finally Into his ca when but
ears on the force, For Mr. Van Brent wap: p
ielp him onward; only he didn't. know ho i
McCue, trilned in Tammany politios, hilu:ll ;
what buttons to push. Mr. Van Brent pushed dous
you may be dure; and, since the push of a millions
mighty in Manhattan, those divers ranks o !
lleutenant and finally captain follawed In &
sequence, :

The little Weeks? Why, t :
bmmbuwmn:wdtouw'w o1
Weeks'; dnd to gnaw thelr w:y into !
and develop into learned and’ suece ! ‘
to say, they will -
to hoid by the truth i
in his junlor ye at Yale, Aq upon
:a:{. bble, who stl E : 'F
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