|OING about two thou-
sand years ago n Little
Child came Into this
warld through a =table,
Probably stables weren't
voery clean und sweet
two thousand years ngo
—not oearly as nice ns
they ure todny. But the
things that Little Child
brought te the world
were mo dear and beau-
tiful and good that most of us have
come Into the way of thinking that his
wmemory and everllving presence and
(nfluence are exclusively the property
and the privileges of the righteous,
of thosa who ablde In ways and places
which are clean,

But it s nevertheless true that the
soft tug of the Little Child's baby
hands I felt today by folks who are
not very nice and who live In places
far more deplorable than ever was
that Nazarene stable. Wherefore:

Cowles and Roberis watehed the
walter net down the glasses and turn
away. Then they laughed, each at
the other, but without gladness.

“Bobs,” sald Cowles, “you don't
seem to yearn for your mediecine”

“No, Charley,” wsneered Roberts,
“and 1 don’t observe an abgorbent
haste on your part. What do you
suppose Is the matter with us?"

“We're ‘frald, Bobs” sald Cowles.
"That's what's the matter with us
We're ‘frald. 'Frald of starting In.
You've meen the kids on that slide
thing down at Luns pork. They
hunch themselves along toward the
start and then hang there until some-
body from behind pushes them off.
That's the way [ fesl. I'm walting
for somebody to coms along from be-
bind and glve me & start. ‘Cause 1
know, just as thoee kide know, that
I am golng to get bumped, and
scraped, maybe, good and plenty be
fore I reach bottom.”

“Right!™ sald Roberta. “That's just
the way 1 feel, too” He looked nround
the room critically. “And as yet no
body seems at all inclined to start us
along on the descent. What's the
matter with the old place, Charley?
Here It In hall past nine o'clock,
Christman eve, and there are less
than twenty people here—and all of
them cross, What are you looking
A

“There’'s & bronze-halred, brazen-
faced little person sittlng right back
of you, Hobs—don't turn; she's look:
Ing right at you. [1've ween her be-
fore. 1 ought to know who she ls.
But 1 can't remember for the e of
me."

“One of those ‘Where-havelseen:
that-face-before' situations™ Roberta
eautiously looked obliquely into the
mirror and studled the woman's face.

“I'll bet you know her, 100" retort-
ed Cowles, “8he ls probably the lady
cashier who used to smile across her
desk at us langulshingly when she
gava us our change for our beel and
beans—biefore you got plutoceatie und
miurried and shook all your friends,
By the way, how Is the family? This
Is a lovely joint for & alx:months’
bridegroom to be In on Chrisiman
eve. But I've been so long watching
you Jyoung men, ‘reformed by mar
ringe"~beg your pardon, old man!”
he cried, as he looked away from the
hauntingly reminiscent face of the
woman opposite and cnught the hurt
look of his friend.  "What's the mat-
ter? You're not having any trouble
at home, are you? You haven't been
serapping with Rose?

“Why do you think I'd ask you to
meel mo at a Joint ke this, tonight
of all nights, If there wasn't trouble

with Rose?" growled Roberts. “I'm
2
o |
e ‘

) bf1ss
L

“We're 'Fraid Bobs"

not fit to be marrled to & girl lke
ftose, or any girl, anyway. Charley,
and 1=" his volee broke a little; he
onught bimeelf and went on. "Let's
drop 1t, Charley!"

They both stared at the table, for
n momant

“Bobs," sald Cowles, after nwhile,
speaking slowly and low, “you ecan
hiek me for belng fresh, It you llke.
| know It's none of my buslness Hut
| Wke you too much not to tell you
that 1 hate to ses you starting out on
a lenr begnuse you've got a grouch on
your wife Now, I'm hopeless and
my grouch lsn't with anybody 1 cara
A hoot aboul, Rnyway But you,
Bobs~"

“Drop It, Charley!
erts Inughed bitterly, "Lot us pro-
cend with that stirilng melodrima
which 1 suppose you would eall "The
Souna'n  Christmas  Eva'" Ha
glancod again at the girl whose face
hoe could see In the mirror. “l know
who she 15, Charley,” he sald. "The
glr] opposite you, I mean Do you
remamber S8adls Oargil?  The girl
who mang ‘Coraling’ and ‘It You
Wouldn't—Then 1 Would;" at the
Caslno about five years ago? Don't
you remember that everybody was
erazy about her?"

Drop it!" Rob

' Cowles Jooked up cautiously,
"Bure!™ he sald. “That's who she:
fs. But what In the world Is she In
this plae: for?! Sadle Cargill 1o Blg
Jimmy's! Whew, what a come-down!"™
“l seam to remember somebody was

gone pretty well to pleces,” sald Rob
erte.  "Didn't take care of herself.
Whoever It was snld be had seen her
in the chorus of a fiy-by-night musical

Studied the Woman's Face.

comedy out Knnsas Clty way and that
she seemed to bove hit bottom,”
“Yoeu," sald Cowles, studying the
girl's face, "It Is Sadie, all right. She
#eema to have kept all her good
looks, too, except that her face has
hardened terribly. Don't you remem:
ber what a soft-checked, innocont,
merry ttle thing she always was?
Raoberts nodded and Jooked nagiln
lnto the mirror He shook his head
at what he saw, “Yes" he murmured,
“she was. And now, before you ree
ognized her, you called her ‘bronge
hulred and brazendaced.” and she 8"
“I bope," spoke up the young wom-

with unlimited neldity of Intonstion,
“that the mext time you two see me,
you'll remember me'! Take a good
look.”

Both men sprang to
snntching off thelr hats

“l beg your pardon,'" sald Roberts,
enrnestly. “but really 1 dldn't reallze
that you could see from the mirror
how | was starlng at you. I'm awfal
Iy sorry and very much ashamed.
Really | am—we both are”

Miss Carglll looked him over #ith
approval and was obviously mollified.

"Oh, that's all right,” she sald, with
a tired smlle. “T'm sorry 1 barked at
you that way. A woman ls a good
deal of a fool to make a kick when a
man looks at ber In Rig Jimmy's
But I'm sore on the world tonight and
kind of crnky., Come on over here,
both of you. Perhaps you enn talk
me out of It"

Cowles and Roberts looked at each
other and laughed And  beenuse
Sadie. despite the hardening, was un-
deniably charming with the old gra.
clousness of the Casino davs. they
earried their glasses to her table
Cowles smiled a2 they set them down,
still full, besldo hers

“We were afrald, too,” he explalned,

“You In trouble, too? She elghed.
“Well, I'm used to it Better tell your
old anntle your poor Mitle sorrows.
Maybe 1 really ean do you some good."
Bhe turned to Roberts. “Flrst off,
what's biting you?"

Cowles Inlerrupled precipitately

“Let me tell mine™ he arged “I'm
the worst caka  I've Just lost my job,
I'm a newspaper man and 1've never
boen noted for my saving disposition.”

Misa Cargill nodded with o samils
which seemed reminigcdnt Almost
involuntarily she hitehed her chalr

thelr feet,

over a litle closer to Cowles  The
Instinet of the stage Indy to cuddle
up to the youth who mav rome thns

“got her nomo In the popers” is a8
Imperishahle ne the inetinet of self
presetrvation

“Well” vontinued Cowles, "my rent
comes due Ip a week  Also all the
bills  Also It 18 the Merry Yule Tide
when the voung blood gets square
with nil the nloe girls who have been
especially nlee to him  And 've been
eantied' Fired! Lowt my Job! And
by the Intest count | have on my per
son fust thirteen dollars and forty
cents good and lawful coln  of the
United States and nothing more com:
ing to me  That's all"™

Roberts took up the story.

“No, It 1sn't all, Mles Carglll=1 beg
your pardon.” he erled as he saw her
winee,

“It'a all right,” she sald wearfly.
“Don't bother. It's all right. 1 haven't
used that name for some time and I
kind of hoped nobody would remem-
ber It. Fact, I'd rather Hke you boys
to call me that tonight Christmns
eve's kind of differont. Go on'”

“Charley didn't tell you how be lost
hin place. He loat it becnuse he took
the blame for a bad break made by
another man—the other man had a
flock of kids, and Charley wouldn't
see Lhelr Chrigtmas  spolled—that's
why!"

“Niee boy," she sald softly. “Nice
boy!"™ And then, after &  moment:
“And, anyway, this is the frst job
you evor lost, lsn't 1t? Thought so
It's nothing when you get used to It
1 know." Her volce was even; but
her fool was thpplng the Noor under
the table. “It's when you get used to
it, and think you can always get an-
other and one day find that nobody
will belleve you when you say that
you're golng to steady down and be
good—that's what hurts. This tlme
next yemr you'll be laughing at your
self for feeling down"

“No, I won't!" growled Cowles
“I've done my best for thres good
years and U've been decent when I
didn't bave to be decent and I've
been mtralght with mysell and the

saylng the other day that she had |

an, with startlingly distinet volee nnd |

| game. Tt don't pay Tm gomg o
cut loose now and (ake things as they
come.”

Miss Cargill studied the ugly biaze
in bis eéye Inténtly and shook her

came more righd,
| Cowles reachod for his glase. Bhe
stopped him
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head. The hard lines In ber face be |
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out,” she explained, "because T really
gared. | didn’t want any press agent
| foolishness about bhim  Hesldes, | was
I golng to quit the business, anyway. 1
did, all right, all right'” She laughed
sourly and went on. “MHe was Just
! out of college, and | was u lot younger
| than I am now and different—1 was

“No," she sald, “lat’s all utart even ! sort of different from anybody around

1 want to know your [riend's trou-
| blea.”

“"Never
Roberts,

mind about mine" sald
looking away from them
both. He was almost, but not quite,
surly. Cowles shook his head at her
surreptitionsly

“Don't be afrdd” she murmuored.
“1 wou't make any breaks. And he
needs help more than you do” She
turned to Roberts again. “Married?
she nsked him

“How did you know that? he
agked, his face still turned away.

“Oh, T knew," she sald.

"Well 7" he sald.

leaned across the table toward bim,
speaking very softly with misty eyes.
Roberts did not ralse hie head.

“Christmas presents,” he sald.

She drew back her head and
Inughed, just three or four pearly
potes and then became grave agaln—
sincerely grave

“Now, see here,” Roberts blurted
out, looking strulght into the woman's
pitying eyes. "I am golug to tell
you about It. 1 knos It Isn't decent.
But 1 haven't told anybody and 1
know I'in' right—anyway, more right
than she is!—and you've been up
against things a lot—and | want to
tell you about *

“That's right,” she whispered as
gently as though she had been petting
n curly head nt her knee,

“Well,” he recited in a monotone,
“she asked me to meet her at Tiff-

“It s Sadie, All Right"

any's toduy and 1 dld. And she picked
out & ring and | told her | coulda't
come within five bundred dollars of
payiug for It unless—unless | broke
my promlse to |ncrease my brother's
colloge allownnce, And she was hurt
and then she was angry and she sald
things. You don't know—but thers
was & man—a rleh man—an old man
—over in Brooklyn ano—when she
fret met me she had almost made
up her mind to marry him  Anyway
—aho sald things and | sald things
and both of us were nasty—and bit-
ter. This wag all golng uptown
a cab And when we gol to the door
whe sald she wasn't golng to get out—
that she was golng back to her own
people In Brooklyn—and I sald | didn't

eare  And 1 don't!" His volce broke, |
even on the doflant note “Hut It
buris and don't you think 1
was right?

Cowles was starlng at him semé
wiere betwoon amazement and amise-
ment
“And s that ull?™ be began, “that

“Stop!™ Mise Carglll eald to him
sternly, “I's enough! Let me tell
you two something. Now this fso't
to print.” She looked at Cowles. e
nodded, that simple nod of the genu
Ine Amerioan reporter which Is worth
all the gold bonds of Wall street. "It
never got out why 1 left the Cnsino,
But it was because 1 was married on
the quiet.” 8he looked up and snw
the walter standing near She plucked
& pencll from Cowles's walstcoal.
tore the muargin from & newspaper
sticking out of his pocket and wrote
A name on it

"Martied to him," she sald, showlng
the slip to Roberts and Cowles In
turn. Cowles whistled in  astonish-
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“Gharley Didn't Tell You How He
Lost Mis Place

ment. Roberts staped st the paper
l with dimmed eyes; they eleared and
he looked up quickly, "It didn't get

“You've been having trouble at
home

Robuerts nodded. .
"Tell mes! What about? She

the Cusino, 1 Her volee
caught, but she tossed her head and
continued: “And that made him lke
me,
married and went pway. But as soon
as he came to know me better he
found (what I'd known all along) 1
wast't up to his family standard He
knew he would have to tell them about
our belng married, and that when the
time came and they looked me over
1 wouldn't exactly stack up with his
people—manners, you know, and when
to do things and how to do them and
the sort of people I liked And he
tried to tell me. And | got mad—and
we came back on different heats And
it I'd told him how much | wanted to
learn to ba the way he wanted me—
if be'd told me that he wanted me to
try—why then—why then it would
bave been just one of those funny
Uttle married tiffs. But | was mad
1 sald 1 didn’t eare Not even when
they came and took my baby. 1 didn't
enre. I've never cared,

“Well, that was Just a
And after the wery first, I
didn't care any more. Something
broke and all the care dropped away
from me. You've got your troubles
of where to eat and eleep and driok,”
she sald to Cowles, "And you've got
a heurt that's pretty near to break-
Ing—and maybe will” she eald to
Roberts. “But as for me, I've had all
those troubles for years and I haven't
eared. Because | haven't aoy heart.”
Her eyes began to shine and ber
eyelashes became wet suddenly, “At
least 1 thought 1 didn't, untll today.

“1 Hve about twenty blocks uptown.
Yot know what these New York flats
are. And fn the flat under me there's
some respectable married people, with
& baby. A little girl about five, And
she's been sick. And 1 guess the
father hasu't had a job in a long
time. Anyway, the other day 1 saw
him taking & china clock under his
coat—It looked llke a wedding present
—and | guess people don't bock thelr
wedding presents untll pretty near the
Inst. And the floors are so thin you
ean hear everything that goes on
down there And the baby—anyway,
the little girl began usking two weeks
ago sbout a Christmas tree. And yes-
terday they told her that Sinta Claus
was getting snobblsh powadays and
wasn't Interested in poor pepple—or
poor people’s little girls—not even
when they were elck. And she cried all
day She was ¢rying when | came out
lagt nlght She was still erying when
| got home this morning. She's cried
all day today. Aud I'm broke. [I've
only got ten dollars between me and
the river. And my reot's two weeks
overdue and I've got to pay that be
fore | guit, becnuse the landlord’s
been dead white to me. And ['ve
never cared before for four years, but
—| care now—I care—I can't help It
1 do | do”

She dropped her hands to the table
and ber head oo them She sobbed:
they were long, dry, heartbreaking
sobs

“Don't ery, Miss Carglll” urged
Cowlew, patting ber shoulder clumasily.
|‘I.’mn t ery—Sadie!” She jerked away

from under his hand and cried on
| "Miss Carglll,” sald Roberts, lean-

ing over toward her and speaking
| yery softly, “you have been very kind
| to both of us, Wil you let us be kind
to you Please stop crylng. Fleasal
| And then try to tell me just how much
money you need.”

She lifted her head and glared at
him

“What good will money do that poer
biby when she wakes up tomorrow
morning and finde-—" She gritted her
teeth and reached for her worn and
rusiy gloves and then for the long un-
touched glues,

“Walt!"™ erled Cowles In & tone that
made them all start. His volce talrly
ang  “Walt, walt, wait!" he repeat-
ed, pulling out his wateh and looking
at it They were both staring at him
curiously.

“It's Christmas Eve,” he sald. “The
stores are open untll midnight! It's
only a lttle after ten o'clock. Come
on for a oab and Righth avenue!
Here's where we knock the eye out of
one #et of troubles!" =

The fat [itle proprietor
Elghth Avenue Five and Ten Cent
Emporium was galvanized from weary
somnanibulanes into new llfe
two Young men and a very fluffy (even
though & bit shabhy) young wWoman
leaped out of a cab to his counters
He bounced around and scolded his
| elerks into n state of thorough lrrl-
tatlon.  But thelr worksick wrath
gave wiy to curiosity and then hilar
Ity ad the three customers went laugh-
ing, quarreling and consulting, up and
down the disheveled counters. The
fat proprietor went down \nto the cel
lnr and came up with an armful of
pasieboard packing cases in which
two olorks especially detailed Inld
away ench toy as It was singled out
There were dolls’ and tin  rallroad
tralng and whirliglg things and rattles
and stuffad rabbits and woolly dogs
that squesnked, and more dolls and
bullding blocks and fiying muchines
and Noah's arks and little stoves and
doll's furniture and more dolla—to
| ady nothing of candelholders and sik
vered angels and shiny balls.

“Time! Call the game & minute!"
eried Cowles, “Let's count up. How
much have we bought?"
|  The fat proprictor, exuding greasy
approclation, made fgures on A pad.
"Fiftoon dollars and thirtysix cents”
and with n burst of generosity, added:
"Il throw off the six centa"

Roborts laughed, but Cowles was
serlous,

Fuess

starter.

And I Nked him and we were |
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“Bobs,” he sald, “I'm afrald we've
gone far enough. Half of fifteen s
about as far as | really ought to go.”

“Hut where,” insisted Miss Cargfll
gently shouldering between them.
“do 1 come In?"

She thrust a fivedollar bl into Rob-
ertn’ hand.

“No," sald both of them In &
breath. She flushed, and In the next
breath they both cried: “Why, yes,
of coursa.”

“Thank you,” she sald guietly.

In & hansom laden with bundles
and & Christmas tree cut away from
the sldewalk decorationg of the Em-
porium, Miss Cargill and Cowles de |
parted northward. Roberts couldn't |
go because there wasn't room after
the Christmas tree had been put lo.

“Il meet you," he called to them,
“at Big Jim—no, not there. At tho
| Ittle drug store on the corner above.

Merry Christmas to the kid"

It was pearly twelve when Cowles
alighted at the drug store and met the

“She Picked Out a Ring"

eager Roberts in the middle of the
sidewalk |
“Tell me about It," demanded Rob
erte. “How was [t?
Cowles' eyes were brimming

the flat below,” he sald. At firgt they
were sleepy and kind of mad. Thought
we were patronizing them. But Sadie
was so everlastingly tactful and sweet
: . preity soon they began to
cry, and | thought we'd never get
et's hugglog her. Bay, It was the |
grandeat looklng tree sioce the Gar
den of Eden, Honest! And |
when |t was all fixed, the folks want- |
ed to go In and wake up the baby
and bring It out, and light up, and let ‘
Hadle wsee the fun Sadie
|
sald she didn't belleve In
Christmas Eve trees, morning was the |
time to have ‘em. | didn’t
Couldn't I saw her face and
It ‘most broke my heart , Then
they asked her to come down in the
morning; she said she eouldn't. Sald
she was golng away on a long journey
before morning—oh, no, Bobs, (t's all
right; she may have meant to kil
herself—! think she dld—but she
won't now: it's all right Walt till
I tell you. And we walked up to her
fiat . . . Oh I forgot to say, that
on the way uptown she got to crying
Nke a lttle girl because sbhe didn't
have any dolly of her own, and 1
bought her one; horrible thing: paint-
ed china face and most me big as she
was we wilked up to her fat;
pho hndt the doll in her arms with her
head down on it 1 lighted the gas
She walked Into her bedroom
laid the doll under the cover Wwith ita |
head on the pillow and threw hersalf |
down beslde it
“1 started to say something and she
litted her head and told me to get
out and the qulcker the better . v
then she fell down beside the doll
agalp and began to cry, | unever heard

“We Had to Wake the Family.” :
anybody ery like that 1 went out to I
the doorand o ttled the handle -
steaked back to her door agali. be |
enuss | didn’t dare leave her—you
know—nfter the way she had been
fecling and tnlking She had eried her
goll to sleop with Her arm oul across
that doll S0 1 turned the
lights out and came away.”

“What are we going to do now?™
gnld Roberts niter a while

“1 tell you what we're golng to do,'
sald Cowles. “You and 1 are golng
fown to the Metropole and get hold
of Ted Tonwill and make him give
Sadio Carglll s chance—n good chance
—in his new show. He'll do it If wa
ask him, both of us together. And
she will keep steady and make good
And we'll send her a teleggam nbout It
so she will get It Arst thing o the

“We bad to wake the family up In ||

the darned old tree up, for the moth | ||

wauldn't have it. She laughed & Uttle |

laugh | =

Of course that's what we'll
do,” eried Roberts. “Ouly let's hurry
Because | am going over to Brookiyn
to get Rosa and tell her what a cad
I know [ am. And” (not without the
hurry of embarrassment), *1 don't
want to wake her father up any later
than {8 necesaary.”

Cowles reached out and took his
kand and gripped 1t, saying not a
word. They turned toward the Met
ropole. In twenty steps Roberts
stopped short and pulled Cowles un:
der a street lamp.,

"But look here, Charley,” he sald,
"what are you golig to do? Wa've
fixed Miss Cargill up all right And,
bless her, she has fixed me up But
I don't see that elther of us has done

“Good!

| anything for you.”

“You have done fjust this”™ sald
Charley, a little unsteadily. “Instead
of taking to the rosy and thorny path
of graft, I'm golng over to the sta
tion to get the one o'clock traln for
Statonville where I've got an aunt
who has been begging me to come Lp
over Christman, And when I've got
a little rested and my perves steadied
down, I'm going to take & night desk
on the Planet that's besn offered me,
only | was soured on the game But,
Bobs—"

Through a break in the roar of the
city's night came the faroff tinkle of
chimes ringing {n the Christmas morn.
Cowles looked up at the sky So did
Roberts. The sky was dark, all but for
a single star twinkling through the fiy-
ing clouds, over the dome of the Grand
Central statlon. They looked at each
other and then, because they both

saw things in thelr faces that wouldn't '

quite bear looking at, turned thelr
eyes away and walked on.

“But, Bobe," continued Cowles soft-
Iy after a while, “this has always
been a day for beginning things over
agaln, mther And It wasn't
I who helped—or you—or even Sadle
Cargill. It was—a Little Child"

8

acres in cultivatio®.

‘Mile farming district. One

00 ACRES

Well improved, good house, fine water system. 500

This is an A-No. 1 Farm. In the heart of the Eight

$20.00 Per Acre on Easy Terms
SEE ME TODAY

ROY V. WHITEIS

s and Persia. But the

prie .l'l of 1

Chinese clalm that in the sleventh cep-
tury before Christ their emperer, so
disgusted aver the prevalence of drink.

enness, ordered all the grapevines in
the kingdom uprooted.

A hundred years before this bons-
Ary effort, in the twelfth contury be
fore Christ, Klag Wen tried partial re-
form In Chine. Wen. fonunder of the
Chou dynasty, promulgated an “An-
nouncement Against Drunkenness” ac-
cording to ancient Chinese documents
handed down by Confucins

King Wen declared “drinking has
long been a natlonal viee™ Fe or-
dersd that wine he used only In con-
nection with aacrifices—and even then
drunkenness was not to he tolernted,

The temperance reforms also ex-
isted In Egypt centuries hefore Christ,
Here's what a teacher sald to a youth
who had been looking upon the flowing
bowl too freely:

“Drink not beer to excess. The
words that come ont of thy mouth
thou canst not recall, Thon dost fall
and break thy lmhs and no one
reaches out a hand to thee. Thy
comrndes go on drinking; they stand
up and say; ‘Away with this fellow
who f8 drunk.' If anyone should then
seek thee to ask connsel of thee, thou
wonldst be found lylng In the dust
like a little child.”

Petroleum In Mexican Lake.

For hundreds of years Mexican fo-
dlans had a horror of what they called
the pest spot of Lake Chapala. near
the shore at Tizapan. They would not
bathe In It or sall around it, declaring
that the water was olly. Than, after
a time, they eautlously began to paint
wooden boats with this oll, which
proved so effective In keeping ont the
water that it became the general cus-
tom to use it. They did not know that
this was petroleum gushing up through
the water—a magnificent flow, about
two miles out In the lake, which fo
this day gushes apparently wiihout
varying. When the water s low
petrolenm floats In solld masses, euch
large globule welghlog ™ nbout 25
pounds.
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