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CHAPTER VII

er parked his car in front

of the Carter house. The
street was deserted, except for
Banta Claus Brown stumbling
homeward, so tired he was hard-
1y able to walk. Across the street
from his boarding house, he

stopped and leaned  wearily
agalnst a tres to rest. Alice and
Jerry did not see him,

*This im't where I live—this
ia the Carter house' Alice sal
to Jerry.

“Well, you live right next door
-—and I'm parking here, I wantto
talk to you, and not have all those
boarders listen to me."

“Sure you just want to talk
Jerry?™ she asked.

"Ves,” Jerry said. Then he
embraced her suddenly, “And
look—! want to tell you I really
think you're m swell girll”

Allcs pulled away.

“That's all over, Jerry. You'r¢
Just—drunk.”

“All right, if that's the way
you feel about It," Jerry said bit-
terly, He started the motor again.

“Thanks for the lovely eve-
ning, Prince Charming.”

Jerry luoked at her hard.

“Going formal on me? Okay,
home for you."

He started the car suddenly.
Neither of them saw Santa Claus
Brown as he started to cross the
street to the boarding house. The
car eshot out, bore down on him.
There was a graling of brakes,

- & sharp stop, then silence.

Alice and Jerry got out.

*You've killed him — you've
killed Santa Claus Brown!" Alice
screamed. “Oh—Jerry—"

Together they bent over the old
man.

*“Darling, it wasn't my fault—
be walked right into the path of
the—"

Santa Claus Brown opened his
eyes with a lttle moan,

“Don't blame him™ he mur-
mured. “I was tired 1 could
hardly wees 1 walked right in

. Eront—of—the—" His eyes closed

and he lay still
“Alice—help me—take him to

"he hospital” Jerry stammered.
.. Sha helped him lift Brown into

the ear. They drove off in terri-
fed silence to the hospital

Nm traveled fast through the
small town. Santa Claus
Brown was a favorite character,
When Alice and Jerry came out of
the hospital, there was an anxious
erowd outside waiting for news.
Az Jerry appeared, hoslile mur-
murs ran through the crowd in a
rlsing tone.
. “Listen, Brown im't dead”
Jerry pleaded defensively. *“He

* Im't going to die. I'm out getting

n little fresh air—in » mi I'm

down—then I try to make him—
all well again.”

Alles, walking silently, doggedly
ahead of him, did not answer,

“Gosh—they love him In this
town,"” Jerry went on. “Wouldn't
got that turn out if I got hit by a
car, Funny thing, he's just a
night watchman—gets a punk sal-
ary probably—lives In that lousy
boarding house of yours, but they
come out in gangs to pray for him,

*“When 1 was—a little boy—I
used to think he was the real Me-
Coy—maybe he Is at that—never
thought 1'd grow up to knock out
—Santa Claus —on Christmas
Eve-—"'

Alice turned on him suddenly,

“[ didn't either in those days.
You were different. You had fecl-

Ings, ambitions, You were going
lo be a greal engineer—remem-
ber? Then an explorer, do big,
dangerous things—you had a qual-
Ity—1 don't know what happened
to it You've turned hard—and
hateful—and drunken—"

“Alice—don't!" Jerry pleaded
weakly. “Please!”

“T can't help it," Alice sobbed.
“I loved you—the real you, not
this silly bragging rich man's son
—0h, Jerry—you know Santa
Brown hasn't much chance—he's
making them tell the crowd every-
thing's all right—he doesn't want
to spoil their Christmas. He
wouldn't let the officer hold you
tor drunken driving.

*He loves you and me, all of
us. He's trying so hard to give
us all a merry Christmas—the last
thing he can do for us. And you
__m_u

She ran off. leaving him stand-

ing thers, staring aiter hes,
“Alico—you hate mel" Jerry
said bitterly. "1 wish the car had
hit my worthless carcass—instead
of—Santa Claus."
He watched her disappear In the

darkness.
(Te Be Continued)

Procope Attends
White House Fete

Finnish Minister Hjalmar J,
Procope seemed undisturbed by
the presence of the Russlan am-
bassador at the White House
diplomatic reception. There were
no_international incidents,

Rabbit skins are used exten-
;‘Ireiy In the manufacture of felt
ats.
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By Sylvia

“This is the last piece, Mac. Wanta flip to see who takes
the rap for it?".

OUT OUR WAY

BY J. R, WILLIAMS
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- THE STOP WATCH

1 HAVE SUCH A
LOVE FER
EXCITEMENT IN
THIS HUMDRLIM
SHOP THAT |
COULD WaTlm A
MOUSE TRAP
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TO WEEP THEIR
EYES PEELED roa
TH BOBSES AND
IF A BOSS 1S TOO
LOWE COMIN'
THEY OIT DTS-
COURASED - -
THEN SUYS ARE
TIRED WaITIN
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RED RYDER

OUR BOARDING HOUSE With MAJOR HOOPLE

A TAMUS

IF THAT JOLLY Y. t
MUST HAVE

A EGAD, I WisH YOU DONKEVG WOULD
JUNKET CLug

NOT DISTRACT ME/ T AM BRUSHING

UP FOR A NEW YEAR SPEECH TO THR 18 THE SAME BUEN THG
JOLLY JUNKET CLUB/ wee UMP-KAFF! Y SWARM OF ¢}  GOD oF
1 BY THE WAY, DID YOU KNOW JANUARY 18] GI6NAL= o PEDRGTRIANG,
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TWO FACES T JANUS WAS THE GOD OF
DOORS, BECAUSE A DOOR LOOKS TWO
WAYS — HOW'S THIS FOR A 6TART=
*MY DEAR FRIENDS, AS WE PAUSE
ON THE THRESHHOLD OF A NEW wer
(| VAR RUMPH /]
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BY FRED HARMAN
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1 KNOW THAT LUCKYS
HENCHMAN, SHARK,
ROBRED WITHERS, BUT
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LUCKY DRAKE oAy HE KiLL ALL
HERE -m: you AR THEY BE
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going to give him a blood trans-

* fusion.

Another murmur went through

" the crowd, less hostile this time.

Mrs. Brown appeared on the
hospital steps. Mrs. Deakin and
Mr. Middleton rushed up to her
from the street

"No need for you to bother
phoning your daughter, Mrs.
Brown,” sald Mrs. Deakin ex-
citedly. “I called up over my own
phone—long distance—and I don't
want you to mind the charges
nither—70 cents for three minutes.
Bomebody there is going to get in
touch with her, and send her here
ms aoon as possible, But from
what they sald I don't think she's
doing quite as well as you—"

Mrs. Brown Interrupted her.

“Her daddy will be—so happy
If she gets here in time. Did you
tell them to have her fiy—get here
as soon as she can?”

"Yes, I told them all that” re-
plied Mrs. Deakin sententiousiy.
“They said they’d get her right
away. Anything else you want
me to do—even If it involves the
cost of long distance telephoning,
'l be most glad to do 1t for you,”

*Thank you so much,” said Mrs.

‘ “I'm going back to papa
mow, I felt—a little faint in
there,” She stified a sob,

8he walked past Jerry without
& word or a glance and eniered
the hospital.

As Jerry and Alice turned to
follow her in, a clock struck 12,
Christmas bells rang out, merrily
ut first, but gradually they became
deep and sorrowful, more and
more like a dirge,

* 2 @»

T'O hours later Jerry and Alice
left the hospital; the street was
deserted except for the few peo-
m who still stood nearby, wait-
“Jerry, shaken and weak, made

. o atiempt ts be brave.

: ""l;-l knock Banla Claus

PETITE ACTRESS

10 Citizen.

11 To relax.

13 To endure.
16 Detestation.
18 Divine word.
20 To remain.
21 Sluggish.

23 Chinese.

25 Sister,

26 Not wide.

60 Fiber knots,

51 She was born
in Europe, in
the city of

37 Eats.

30 Tq slip away
41 Aurora.

43 Uprightnesses. -
44 Fabulous bird. §2 She — In

14 Entrance
or tunnel.

20 To narrate.
32 Tennis fence.
34 Backbone.
26 Wrongful act.
o B
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4Snaky fish. 45 Clgnging
§ Not pliant. substance.
6 Makes amends 45 Free from
7 North Africa. dirt,
8 To recede, 47 Slovak.
8 Coins, 48 To aoquire by

.10 She won labor.

46 To care for. motion honors as the 50 Marbles,
Qo dmoie” | DM o Thressed
51 Garden VERTICAL sloth,
vegetable. 1 Climbing 12 Months 88 Mama.
52 Bone. plant. (abbr.). 60 Dad.
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TO MAKE A LONG STORY SHORT, E
T\ THE GUY TRYING TO DISPOSE OF A SKELET

, WE CAUGHT

AND
WE CANT PROVE WHERE WE GOT IT.
NEIGHEORS CLAIM HE'S A BLUEBEARD, / Hm!

SWPLY THIST A MURDER" |5 OUT 0' THE
%L:smu SINCE—0BVIOUSLY— IT 1§ NOT
GKELETON OF A MUMAM BEING, BUT

OF AN IMMATURE GORILLA !~
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HloMeER WRoTE THE ODYSSEY
AND HE OUGHT TO KNOW WHAT
HAPPENED BLIT 0OP S
NOT A Fi FOR HISTORY = HE
MALES HISTORY /
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