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Mr. Smith, who had great experience with many varied

spirits, suddenly devecloped the Christmas Spirit

and

received an expected Christmas Present

HRISTMAS EVE!

4Above, a warm, cloudy sky in which
the red embers of {he sunset bad as vet
Larelv begun 1o fade. Delow, the jovous
holiday city, shimmering, on tiptoe with
excllement otrd anticipation, hastily wash-
ing up its tea dishes, blacking its child-
ren's  shoes,

shaking out  their money
hoxes, runuing Lightly down steps thirough
the ruddy  dusk, finging hack merry

words aver its shoulders, 1o jomn friends
in waiting, throbbing motors, or shep-
herding its {families out with a locking of
doors and banging of gates, to catch the
carly trams. In another hour—in another
hali-hoar, it would be in full swing—
the happy surging and speuding and good-
natured jostling, the hooting and clang-
ng of slow-moving traffic, the thin piping
and wailing everywhere of tov whisties
and trumpets aud halloons,

Mr. Smith had just wrived in town
{or Christinas by the evening train. Mr.
Smith had in his pocket a very satislac-
tory cheque, as vet guite untouched, and
Mr. Smith was unhappy. Or, to express
it more exacily, Mr. Smith was not
happy.

For this reason Mr. Smith was in no
very amiabhle mood with himself. 1t would
have been too absurd and ridiculous and
impossible—-these are not, of course, the
words Mr. Smith would have used—to
have supposed that he had been so much
disappointed by the nom-appearance of
Tack and Bill Simms, whom he had under-
stood had been going to meet and help
him “make a night of it,” as 1o have his
cvening entively spoilt.  And vet, there
could bhe only one other reason, which
was even more absurd and vidieulous and
impossihble—with additions and flourishes,

The conscience of a gentletman who
almost habitually ill-treats his wife, and
occasionally deserts her for indefimite
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periods, 1s not as o rule remarkable {or
any great tenderness and  deteacy, and
can surely be reasonably cxpected ta have
safely survived o knocking-down and de-
sertion which has occurred nearly o year
ag0,

So that the Tact of Mo Sunth's not
heing happy was very extraordinary and
most uncomlortabic, especially now  that
he was o the midst ol the dehights of
town once more. e had been so hopeful
of wetting rid ol the feeling once he got
mto town, away irom the trees and their
“confounded neise all night long”—only
Ao Smith had oot said “eonfounded.”

But here he was, sixty miles away from
the bush and its trees, and with the feel-
ing as strong as cver. Here he was -
deed, coming out ol his third hotel less
than five minutes after he had entered 1t
IFle had even had to win—or lose—a
hattle before e conld go n. e had stop-
ped himself suddenly, and demanded  of
lomsell  fevociously,  “Well, what’s  the
matter with vou. You're going i to have
a drinl, aren’t vou? Any harm in that,
h? Any harm?”

ND something had replied in a voice so

small and still that he could not catch
the words, or else had realised the usce-
lessiress of answering and rematned sadly
sifent, so infurating Inm that he  had
lunged forward shoving open the door
with his shoulder and pushing his way
in.

Jut here hie was now. stamding at the
top of the steps. coming down., “mooch-
ing” up Queen Street. The embers m the
shv had faded to ashes. dull grev ashes
Blown ahout by a little warm gusty wind.

Lo Tt was strange how the ashes
blew ahout! ) )
Mr. Smith lowered lis eves—a lttle.

but only a verv litfle—inflamed by his

three  whiskies, from the sky te the
streel. only to have then dazzled and
hewildered by the lghts, and the shop
windows, and the coming and voing of
elaring headhights, and the winking and
disappearing and flashing again of electric
sions. And the noise! A sustained, end-
tess roar, with little sharp, happy noises

poppmg  and jerking up and down on
every  hand.

A‘NI) vou were supposed to keep to the

ettty were vou? Mr. Smith learned this
mteresting fact from an overloaded aund
purple and indignant elderly  gentleman;
learned it silence, sullen, but still, sil-
cnce, which was rather remarkahble, he-
cimse Alv Smith had a verv ready tongue
—-and hst o, when he was drank. Only,
of course. M. Smith was not drank just
oW

Fle wished, savagelv, that he was, and
stouched over 1o the cage of the pave-
ment 1o debate with himself what should
he do? Go and have another drink, and
then oo up to Ponsonby to Bill's old
address to try and find ot what had
hecome of him, or take a walk along the
town i the hope of meeting him or
Jack?

A, Smith could not decide. e turn-
e with mental profanity, and in doing
so knocked a child fivimg. Only a skinny
little half-caste. who was mstantly retriev-
ed and volubly scolded bv a gigantic tat-
tooed mother.  But with eves?  Great,
scared. =oft cves that bad gleamed up
at him a second from the pavement. .

AMr. Smith found himself planted, five
minutes later, fike an island in the flow-
ing river of Christmas shoppers in front
ol a window displaying cow covers and
porch swings and rug =traps, which might
have been watches. or hats, or trains,

Curious, how that Maori kid’s eves



