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it to ]l'ﬂl.ﬂ vou're just plhin mean afh
small,’ that's. what, Sim Westbrook! I
you had dn ipch .of real man in you,
you'd go straight to Grandpap Westbrook |

.. . 9meReTYT
“GOOT) *—WILL TOWARD MFN“

'ﬂhl‘-'lu.ﬁuuu

well-knit

man, with a chin

L]

- turnped with resolu-

tion, mixed With

young

'mtthetme Buhkl.lt'nnutrmm
their land. ° I locked carefully for the,
HII-EH-" .

“I'm skeered,” sald Jones, dﬂtﬂ:tl'ulls
“that you made some k:tnd of & mistake,
fessor, for the tree uhnredldmmuﬂﬂ
the Westbrook land: Irndehytheplace
to make sure, and BSimon Westbrook
showed me just where it happened, and
everything. He was standing behthd
another tree, no plece at all off, and he
£feen you cutting it him and =another

tenderness, He Was

garbed in old hunting clothes, with high-
laced boots, TReaching the holly tree,
he eixwamined it from evVeTy angle.
- D 41 jtt.:.t—thu —thing,"”- -he-sald; half
alond, “But T'd better be sure it's off
the wEsthrmk land.” He was ramﬂiar
with the land lines and Iannu-. after
memmhhemwaumnrtainﬂhis
poplar .mear by—three chips snd a crToss.
' s Thats the line” he thought. In 2
moment he fell to work, and soon had
the tee down. He trimmed it with con-
aklerable care, chopped off the base evenl
andmﬂ-ﬂtrﬁdﬁhdrﬂihduwntﬂlhﬂ

m wﬂuuﬁ at the foot ot the hill

L1 ; . ok - DO SACRE—0
trtem HEIE:II- it ﬂnnmkledga
and d¢rove the-wagon o & point where
he could gently roll the tree on. He wWas
ready bo take it to the achoolhouse, where
to-mnorrow the pupils would put it up
 and decorate i, making ready for the
pig event of the Yule tree. '

. Daye Conley returned 'u:r “his earlier
thinking. -He would use huge, laughing,
grasping Simon Westbrook for Sants, as
usuml Slmon "Westbrook bad been Santa
now lor six or seven Years—or was it
eight! At any rate, Simon was fat, he
had s hearty laugh, and If ever anybody
got pleasure out of playing a part, it

was Bimon piaying big generous Banta
“ fists. Once Dave had & suspicion that
it was because Simon could give away
many presents without the necessity of
hg.nﬂug to put out any maoney for them;
but & that was rather unking he did not
harter ihe conviction for long.

Duve Conley had gone away to college,
come back home, and the school board

-, had glven him,: theput-autummaplaﬂ

io tesch. ‘The Westbrook clan fought
him lpoth and nail. They knew a thou-
 sand ways to annoy the teacher, and at
timess young Dave thought that the West-
brook tribe used the whole thousand,
plus a few extra combinations for bad
measire. They talked about him; they
mid the scholars got into fights on the
grounds and to and fro from achool;
they disapproved of the long recesases.
Enmeumeu Dave did forget and go over-
- time & {ew moments-when the play was
full of fun. They magnified every
littde falling, and overlooked entirely the
fact that Dave Conley had the school in
aplendid enthusidsm, with plenty of
hard work during study hours. Best of
all, his scholars loved him. Even one
or tvo of the Westbrook girls and boys
pecaeily loved Dave. They dared not |
adanit that at home, of courase

_Dwve hauled the tree on down to the
schwolhouse where he unloaded It He
then chrove the team -on to his ‘boarding
plact, at Ham Rioks, where he.put it up.
_He haa been home: perhaps an hour when
ﬂuulm Leverage, chalrman of the school
bomrd, drove up to the gate in the wintry
sunlight and l:lllﬂ.‘l -

“Hay. ‘fessor!” '

Dawe went out to the gate.
Uncle Jeane'

‘ ““Nogoe, got to be riding.
o i1 you T won't be able to help with
thnlrau-—clilcd AWAY sickness; 80
{'mjmt :ninz to turn. all my nmn!.ll
‘jabs over to you. You see about getting
the Ganta, and Mis' Laws bas the red
suit up at her “house, - I hum thinking
sbout 8im Weathrook, wiul good
at the job, but them W haven't
doxe = thing &l fall but make trouble,
s0 I'd mmde up-my m nuttuletthem
. comt in and run the show. BSo you get
up Santa—Ill just leave i} to you. If I
get back in time I hope to come to the
tree. 8o long, and good luck. Hope you
have & grand time.”

““Thanks, Squire—we shall”

. quire Leverage drove away. He had
been gone less than five minutes, when
Morris Jones, the constable, came up on
honeback . Dave turmed at the call,
thinking, whimaiaailly, that it was a busy
© “Hello, Mr.
m."

*Thankee, Dave—I got & little bual-
ness here with you.  Some papers.”

“Come in,

I dropped by

Jones. ‘Light and comse

teller. I know you didn't mean no harm,
'fessor, but that's-the-way it is, and I'm

You know what sort of folks they are—
stubborn, hard-hesded, and once they've
put their mean hands to the plow, they
bust out the middle or bust up the plow.”
-+ know,” sald Dave Conley, for the
first time with a hint of bitterness, “Well. |-
1 reckom there’s nothing I can‘'do about
it but face it out. I dread it, though—
on account of the school. I uhuuln:l h:m'!:
had sense enough to make sure.
“1f jt had happened on this side the

line,

since it mgtn:nthrmzqh the Wﬁsb
brmhlmndaiutﬂnl,itngnmgmm.:
right smart mess, Most folks 'fessor, will
take your side. Don't worry.”

.uAll the same, the trial is bound to
react against the school.™ ;

“¥-yes, that's right. To some extent.
But fight it out. Don't let "em pul any-
thing over on you. Here's the bond.
Sign: it. Get somebody to go on with
you, or you can give me a signed check
for the amount of bond to appear two
weeks from now before Squire Jake West-
brook.”

Dave .gigned the papers, wrote the
 check _and the constable tumed . and
went back as he had come.

The whole
the flavor out of the Christmas season
for young Dave Conley. “Peace on earth,
good ‘will toward men"—what irony it
was! The fart that the incident was
merely bechnical guilt did not matler.
He should have taken more are. To

worthy. Nor was it of any moment that
the tree itself was worth little or nothing.
He had taken something off somebody's
property. without permission. Perhaps
the tree, cut and trimmed and taken to |
the clty, would have fetched two dollars.
The ugliness of & small matter magnified
into a big one was that which annoyed
Dave, ' ,

While the scholars put up’ the tree in
the. schoolhouse, and the big girls decor-
ated it beautifully with colored pepers
and \ glass ornaments, Dave Oonley
watched with a sense of moroseness, All
the Yuletide sweetness was gone from
him. '

Meanwhile, of gourse, the Weatbrook
camp was & good amount of gratification.
Simon Westbrook, throwing out his bar- |
‘rel .chest, would smit himself heroically,
and laugh in that vast manner he had:

“I Xetched the ‘fessor om his blind aide
that time and socked him one that'll
hold- hlm a spelll” Then his face hard-
ened. His eyes glinted.
some pumpkins—go off and take on 8 jag

gooly over us pore folks!
a-much, nohow.”

Minnie Westbrook, one of the younger
girls who secretly had
charms of the achoolmaster, e home
that afternoon and reported to big gloat-
ing Bimon: '

He ain’t such-

Claus this time, 8im!*™”
certain Terocity.: X
i "Who sald I won't!™
I sald you won't!”
“Yah., I gueas you're boss man of the

she said, with =

hﬂﬁ:med. Bimon,

out and throw ]
get sassy with ' Westbrook. I resch
down and gnaw off two-three acres of
that bigoted upper lip of your'n. How
come I won't be Banta? I already azked
Squire Jesse Leverage, and he never said
no wond agalnst it."

after Christmas, and gave "Fessor. Dave
the right to rame his own Banta!"
*What?" barked Simon.

“I told you!"” sald the girl rhrml.j'

suit!™

His dark face went a curious rur then
' became swept with the awarth of cha-

llﬂhﬂl anger.. “SBay—" began Bimon;

sort of skeered that it may mess you up
right smart, . if they keep pushing it.

*He thinks he's

of book-l'arning.. them come back and

to the

"You're not going to be any Santa

works, eh? Well, I'll pull your pigtails
in the cek, if you

“Well. Judge Jessc he's gone sway tll

uuhmtmndenmmnrmhtn and
}'ﬁl.lrl-t" too, when you started that h.l'-

MMM

disagreeable affair took

that extent he certalnly was blame- | ...

and you'd go to that Ghristmas t:rﬂeand
ﬂpﬂlﬂgl.ﬁe in public for what Fuuwr
dome!™

“T'm a mind to Wring your neck!"
He did nothing of the kind; Insitead, he
jhurried out, saddled his mule, and rode
furfously away to interview the other
fhembers of the school hoard
- He came back, -after an hour, Jooking
glum and browbeaten. -He- md talked
with Mr, Wallker, Eﬂﬂll.it&ﬂﬂl’diﬁ the
‘other members; they said it was Judge
Jesse Leverage's job to look after that.
It.}'m:!ge-;lmhndmmwerei Mr, Dave
to get ‘his Santa, then Mr. Dave should
get him, and that was all there Was ut
it. . .

To anyone nut. familiar with the umgle-
irack mountaineer mind it would ' be
difficult to understand how desperately
.upset Simon Westbrook was by, turn
ol events. Few honors were to be had
in the simplicity of life In Powerty Run
and Chittling Meat Mountain, The adulls
divided the honors of magistrate's office,
constable and school board among them.
Little was left for an am:rgant.. power- |
hungry young fellow lke Simon Wesl-
brook. Moreover, he was the best Sania:
that could be had In that lecality The
honest truth was, he was s genulne artist
at it.

. Now he had played havoc, He had
lost the single great homor that he want-
ed, above all others avallable to him.
He could not humble himself to Dave
Conley, however. - That “would have been
unthinkable, He beat his hands to-
gether, and moaned, walicing up and

“1 szht I'd never .'rm'.re nta.r this
mess]! I wisht thmt idiot Tave cy¥
had a-left that tree alone them I would
rot have done this! I'm of a mind to
go hunt him up and beat his head for
him. It wes all his fault!™ :

“It's your fault!” accused his sister.

“Iaook here! You going back on your
own blood and kin on account of that
there feller?"

“T aim to be fair. All the pupils are
crazy about 'Fessor Dave. He's nice. and '
he's smart and he's good. He wouldn't
ever have sworn out a warrant for you.
Sim !
watching you cut a tree on his land; he'd
have yelled out to you, 'Don’t do that,
Sim!" Or, more apt, he'd have come 0N
down and sald, “Take it. It's a nice tree.
I'm glad I can give it to you and to the
school. Here, let me help you cut it!
and load it.’ That's what:he'd have sald,
I think!"

Simon glowered at Minnie, in baflled
“you done fell in love with the
teacher! Think of that!” )

“No!" she denied swiltly. “But I've
got a right to like somebody that I mum
m .Iit.’E' L1} "

“I'm going to hunt that feller up nnd|
have this thing out with him!" The mat-
ter had resolved itself in Simoen's mind
as a personal issue. He wenl Lo the door
and took the gun from the horns abgve.
Minnie undertook to wrestle the weapon
Trom him but he flung her backward,
‘and strode out into the falling dusk A
light snow was falling; the wind Wwas
bitter in its knife thrusts. / Blmon West-
brook, but dimly aware he was making
an idiot of himself, walked quickly down
the school path. He thought that he
probably would  find young Dave there,
working on the Lree. Christmas Eve
would be to-morrow night. ‘To-morrow
night! He stumbled. The wind held
him back: then he tock a fresli grip on'
his anger, and pushed on.

Men had killed each other for less. The
Mosley-Westbrook feud, famous in ita

day, had cost a score of lives over lhe|.

years on a pretext no more valld than
8imon Westbrook's. The excuse does not
count much in an.ier “the condition of
mind and drive of anger is all that
counta, This set and drive urr]:d Simon
Weatbroolk on.

He saw B dim, muscular Térm mk.a
shape in the twilight of ghostly snow.
Simon Westbrook stopped. The figure
came up the trail, carrying some sort ol
parcel. 8imon stiffened all through unis

U T T o A 0 ] S -

great frame, and he broughl the gun t.ul

Howdy,"” he snarled. standing in the
middle of the path. .

*Well, how're you?" =

Although Dave Conley was startled by
this unexpected encounter with Simon |
Beatbrook his volce was still quiet and
pleasant. - He saw that Simom was arm-
ed. In that grim, swift moment, the
mhunlm:.stcr sensed u'nt Simon was
after him.

\"mma Wut:hrmk stood erect. |

—' he said through set teeth, 1 coukd
hﬂ you!™" The barrel of the gun came
gently to a point where it covered Dave
Conley. ,

“Why, certainly.,” agreed Dave, and he

pleazant, though he knew & quarrel was
inevitable, and “that it wa almost Il-l

inevitably cause this aimple fellow tc kill

rest in the bend of his arm. |'

--'[__

was glad that his. voice was natural and]

the job. You're an artist at it in fact,
Simén. You're not much on'the peace-

on-earth-good-will- toward-men
it going around here totliif guns to ehoot

and have thab nwwwwm ~Bul I have to

side of |’

edmit the truth a.nd say that you're the
finest Banta I ever #aw or heard of. So,
Ik.eptt.hl:tijns and I finrally made up

my mind that I could do nothing except |

give the job to the one best sulted for
i, whether I Iced you-.Or._Iot person-
ally, 8imon, ' The truth is, I don't. X
can't, but I believe that I can be honest
with myself and you, and at' the same
“time give you the job I Xmow you want,

“Here's the suit.” . Dave put it In
Bimon's lmp arms. “T suppose . B0me
folks will say, that I am acting the,
co trying. to buy-off your anger. I
may be, Siinon, you will think so. I can't
help what others say. I hope that I am
anything but a coward. I'm asking you
to take your old place for no reason in
the world save that youre by far the
best for it. The job is small; I think
the principle of the thing is very greal™
He turned after & moment, leaving the
dazed Simon standing In the snowy
gloom, and retraced hils steps.

The next evening the crowd came
ecrly to the schoolhouse, and soon the
room was packed. The tree was genu-
Inely beautiful in its decoratigns and
burden of presents. Santa was late.
When he entered he was badly out of
Lreath. In his vigorous robust volee,
curiously changed from the tense savage
tone Dave had last heard, Santa sald,
“I ben late. © I had to stop down beyond
the fence row and pray A& spell. Pray
for this here Christmas season, pray for
all you leetle chaps and the big folks
too; but mostly I Imd to, get on my

‘hunkers and pray for myself, And I had |

a right smart rassle with the bad in

P reparations for the same kind

e P .

tion. The programme, secn here

of Chrislmas festivitics which | in rehearsal has such picturesque
enllvened England . in the days of | features ns a boar's head, Yule
Good Queen Bess are now under{Topr, wassall bowl and Christmas
wny it the Fmpress Hotel' at Vie-| earnls. Retainers in old timé cos-
toria- R.C: where an unusual|tume haul the log to the massive
‘number_of_Canadians  will _Jjoin | fireplnce where it ja lighted by
approximately 400 Americans in|the Mavor of Victoria with a friog-

AT —
all you folks—big ones and little ones,
too. Some will know better than others
What I mean. But this here thing we
call Christmas is time for peace and
good will. And I ain't been so peace-

. {Continued on Page Beven)

If he'd been back of that treey) -~
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has been “put under a bed to
seclire the house from fire', ae-
cording to an anclent supersatition.
Chriatmas dinner in the thres
great bhanqueting halls with tho
chef bearing the boar's  hoeod,
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was hesitant, as he fumbled In his pim:-
*Papers?” sakd Dave, In surprise.
*Warrant. Swore out. in Squire Jake
Weatbrook's cot. I dkint much want
to sexrve it but duty s duty—ryou kunow
‘how them things is, .'Tessor,”

Thnmmmﬂundthnnlhullum
: fed wa--mmm-m
 yolte. “For what?™ o -

“The conalable produced the logal paper,
addd read the charge.  “For willfully
_‘Mll:rnuﬂmmdmr‘wut-
- rook's' Iand. " ;

“Wiy—why—"" gasped Dave.

Yo mean, that Christmma tree?

then he fell to raving and growling. “So.
that's the way he woried to get it back
on me! He knowed good and well it's
my job. I besn s0 now for exght years.
Bverybody, in the settlement know, its
my job. The miit fits me Uke it was
made for me. I do it far better than any
bther person In these parts. Dave Gon-
ey knows that. He knows how I fedl
Now—great guna!™ He stopped, glaring
at his =ister. .as If she might have some
part in’it. “I'th half a mind to boxi
your jawsh, I'm going to ses the otlwr
members of the school -board.” '
“Well, I hope they don't give it to
mlﬂ-\.

i ‘Tuuurthltmhhlndl‘ﬂmtﬂ.h Simon looked dased, amd he eyed the
you bald-headed!* * bundle with befuddled ayes, 'That?"
b | hun&. saaid uu;ul. “they don't lm - “That’s It.  Youre the bost man for

Thim. “I suppose,” he weni. on quistly, |-
“vou could take that gun. and Eill the
next dosen men, .women and children
you met. What of it? It wouldn't show .
you up much of a man"™ t

Mi-hnmml"mhdﬂllm-

“Anyway. what are you sore about?
You had a right to prosscule ‘me for get-
ting that tree I-had no legal . right to
:nnnrnurhndandt.h-h-.tmnm
Im not kicking. I could have wished
thmt the whole unfortunmis matter was
otherwise, but I cannot deny tHose rights
that are a6 patently yours ‘And about
:mrmmmummm‘

you
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