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N OLD man, lls fel-
low lodgers would
have called him.
had they not long
ceased 10 specu-
late upen Herr
Julins Mayo's nc-

tivitles in the

three poorly fur-
h.shed rooms at
the top of {he old
converted pranslon
on lower Second
avenue,  But he
was not o old—
barely sixty, In
fact. Still, time =
measured . by . its
fullness, and the
old German had
lived through youth
and maturity, murriage apd parent.
hood, so that the future held nothing
in store for him except what he had
put into it; and of all life's riches he
bad held to one thing only after his
wife had dled.

That was his chemical researches
Interest had attached itself to him
at first because he was suspected of
belng a counterfeiter. He had, in fact,
been honored with a visit from the
chief of detéctives when he first took
up his abode in the ramshackle old
place five years bhefore. But Herr
Mayo had speedily convinced his call-
er that he was only a harmless crank,
engaged on some obstruse and appar
eatly insoluble problem.

But the problem happened to be
ome toward whose sclution a thousand

__brains were just then concentrated ip |

in fact, the manufacture of synthetic
rubber. To this end, which would
mean fabulous wealth for the discov-
erer, Herr Mayo bent all his energies
A tiny patrimony supported him mean-
whilee. Omnce he had been well-to-do.
and had had friends; that was whep
be was a lecturer at the Imperial uni-
-versity of Boun, and before his reck-

microseople flgures upon a large fold
ed sheet of paper, and these were com-
pounds of but & single form of carbon.
Of these seven and twenty were the
moest promising, and he bad grouped
them together

“Now why am [ thinking of Miona
tonight?" growled the old man lmpa-
tiently, rising and pushing back the
damp hair from his furrowed forehead

But he was not thinking of Minna.
except Indirectly, He was thinking ot
Ida, their daughter. It was five years
slnce his wife had died, and almost
upon the first anniversary of her death
he had driven his daughter from his
bhome when |u her agony and despair
she confessed to him that she had sul-
Hed the name she bore. She had mar-
ried secretly a worthless fellow who,
It turned out, had a wife living. He
had died since, but he could not forget
the stigma. The Mayos had been of
the old Junker fumilles, who had held
bonorable records in Fast Prussin. He,-
Julius, had lost caste when he mar-
rled the actress, but that, at least,
was a legitimate unlon. And pow, his
daughter's Involuntary offense would
banish them bith forever should he
retury with his dlgcovery, to  seek
soclal recognition Ip his native land.
The years gf ostracism and loneliness,
to be-redeamed at the end by this tri-
umph, bad made the old man very bit-
ter. When Ida left him the last link
that bound him to humanity seemed to
bhave snapped. He often told himsel!
that he was glad she was gome. He
bad put the very thought of her away;
it should not rise up now.

A tapping sounded at the door, and
he ros: up wearily to open it. Outside
stood the postman. He was very late
because it was the holiday season and
his mail was large. The old man gave
him a small weekly sum to bring his
letters to his apartment [nstead of
leaving them in the box beneath. His
correspondence was too preclous, just
now, to trust to the mercles of those
easily opened boxes.. One letter that
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man; hls marriage had proved that
But he had made his cholce for omee
and for all He lovked toward Ltite
| test tube on the table. The golden
lquid was slowly cooling into brown.
And he knew that that lay betweea
them as surely as though each gleam-
ing bubble on it were miser's gold.

His past should never rise up o dis-
turb him now, M was to assuage his
grief and disappointment at first that
he had turned toward his researches.
Now the hobby had become a tyrant,
and he had sold his soiPinto its keep-
ing. His cholce was mads. He tore
the paper. Into twenty strips and flung
them ioto the blazing stove. He had
but glanced at the address, and al-
ready it had vanished from his mind.
Now there was npo turning back,
thbugh his daughter's words scorched
bis soul as the paper was scorching in
the fire.

He turned to his work agaln— But 1
he could work no longer. Phantoms
of hls past rose up to reproach him.
There was his wife, Minna, looking at
bhim with her steady eyes: he had’
never refused her anything, and he
knew that, were she alive, he could
not have tréated her daughter as he
bad done. And the liquid In the tube
was brown, burned out gold that had
lost its power to charm him. He
stopped and listened. Somewhere up
the street the Christmas bells were
calling worshipers to church. So they
had called him once, long ago, In Ger
many, when he was a lad with the*
world before him and filled with the
zest of life. The remembrances of His
early days surged over him like a lava:
flood. He could stay no longer In that
big, empty room, and, clapping on his
bat over his gray locks, he rushed
wildly down the stairs and out into the
elreet.

A steady stream of persons was
traveling in one d¥rectlon, and he fell
in with them perforee because he did
not want to battle his way along the

curb against them. Presently the |
stream begam to pour into a church,
carrying him with it- Herr Mayo did
not kmow what denomination of |
church it was, and he might not have |
known had his wits been alert, so
long it wgs since he had been inside
one. But as he sat among the worship
ers, hearing the organ peal and the
words of eternal hope and mercy,
something seemed to burst inside his
shriveled old heart and the warm tides
1 pity and love leaped througn the
barriers that he had upreared against
them. In that moment he knew that
he was the worst of sinners; he had
tet up his pride, a cruel idol In hie
heart, d pulled down the Christ;
40d the idol was broken anfl only the
‘tragical figure of the Son of God re

malped. . _ - -
Cglldren‘n volees were singing, np

rilsed in sweet, clear carols of pralise

He raised his head, the miserable old

when he was u boy, And the old faitr
remained for each generation, here
too, across the wide Atlantic, and only
he wme shut off f

= t-off from this-hol:
munion. He thought of Minna; her

heart had been always his, and she
bad been quite true to him, in spite of
the stories people told about her past.
and they had stood before the Ister

man, and listened. Why, that was 5  jag was gone. Ha hurrisd frantically
ymn that he

learned In Prussia  hither and thither. The church was | Ho ralsed his arm o sweep every- |

the charch, he saw Minns agiin. Hee
face was as it had been on that day
of thelr marriage, surrounded with a

hen he
nan stir,
but

halo of yellow halr; bat
rose, staring, and saw the
he knew that it waa not
his daughter Ida.

In that moment he wanted mothing
80 much as to enfold her in his arms,
‘o lay his gray head upon her bosom
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“You Are Locking for Somebody, Birt™
He élhld.

and sob out mﬁ Wretchedness there.

Minna lived in her again, tor mother
hood had wrought a miracle on the
pale, listless girl, who had cringed be-
fore his anger four years before and at
last gone sullenly from his home, pen-
nlless, Into the darkness.

But she had not seen him, nor would
she. Mayo saw now the cause of that
maternal light in her eyes, bright
with the love that he had denled her.
They were bent upon a little, yellow-
halred boy who sgt restless beside her,
fidgetting, as boys will fidget Im
church. And the boy, in turn, was a
replica of Ida's Infanecy.

He must take her home. They
would be all to one another, the three
of them. His heart yearned over these
two generations of his own flesh and
blood. And when the service ended,
he rose eagerly to cross to where they
were seated. But the people, moving
out of their pews into the alsle, ob-
structed his passage, and he was com-
pelled to makwn a circuitous detour in
order-to-reach-his-objective. He saw-
her, lost her; and at last, when he
reached the pew where she had sat,

empty now; and yet it seemed incredi
ble that he had lost her for ever.
Bomebody touched him on the arm. A

Ergyman in a long black gown was
speaking to hiim.

“You are Igoking for somebody,
sir?™ he asked kindly.

“My daughter,” the old man mum- |
hled

stumbling homeward through the thin
ning street crowds. Once he bad
guined the street- which led to his
bouse he began running like a mad-
man. Truly it must be as the clergy-
man had sald. Ida was at home, of
course, with her little boy. Bhe had
mever left him; all that had been &
bad dream from which he would
awake when he entered. He let him-
self In and switched on the electcic
light. The room was empty and al
most bare, and it had never looked so
forlorn and miserable before.

He realized that she was lost to
hin forever. She would accept his
silence as final; she would never write
to him again. And her address had
vanished from his memory utterly.
He had barely glanced at it once and
purpossly refrained from looking at
it again before he tore the letter into
fragments and flung them into the
stove. He had chosen his miser's gold,
and it lay like a dead welght upon his
beart.

A scrap of paper on the fiaor caught
his eye. He plcked it up; it was a
morsel of the envelope and bore his
name, Jullus Mayo, and the first fig
ure of the house naumber. Perhaps
other morsels might have fluttered
out of the fire—perhaps fust the one
which would give him the clue ta his
daughter’s address. Instantly he was
down upon his knees and raking
among the dying embers,teralag-over
the coals, begriming his hands with
the clinker ash. Another scrap re
warded his efforts. This was the up-
per corner of the envelops, bearing a
portion of the canceled stamp, with
the benign features of Washington.
There was no more; he could not find
850 much as a single charred fragment

The old man rose slowly and stared
at his white face in the little glass
that hung above the mantel. His eyea
were feverish and his gray hair hung
In a disordered mass over his fore
head. He remembered the old Ger
man legend that on one day In the
Year the souls in hell were permitted
to stand outside the gates of Paradise
and to look In. This was his day;
this was Christmas Eve, the anniver
sary of Minna's death, the one day-
in the year on which he might save
his soul. The pride and greed were
there, only dominated for the present
by the inflience of his mood; it he
gave rein to them again he would be
lost irretrievably. And the mood
must pass because he could mot find
the letter. Tomorrow, he kunew, his
work would absord him  agajn, his
beart would harden, as old ' men's
hearts do. The gates of Parsdise
stood open wide for him—and he had
lost the key.

He walked slowly across the room.
His mind was made up; he would de
stroy all the fruits of his experiments,

set up to wean him from his own.

thing to the floor—test tubes, bottles,
papers. He hesitated. Could he let
the fruits of all those years of experi-

formulas. Or was that satrifice neces-

sary If he was to save his soul fro

hellT ' ¥
Buda his roving eyes rested

upon the _tube which he had left-

aviuless
shocked and scandalized the puritani-
oal soclety—but why should he be
recalling this now, as he bent over
his test tubes and welghed out tmper
ceptible quantities of eompounds
from his tiny measuring ecales? That
was Herr Maro's one chivalrous act,
and he had paid In honor and wealth
and friends when he plunged into the
irretrievable because love proved
stronger than prudence. And they
had always been happy until she died,
—five. years before, though often the
lean hunger wolf howled agalnst the
threshold. But then there was their
child, Ida, and she, too, had become
& memory, and nothing remained ,ex-
cept the bubbling test tube and the
spreading color beneath the surface
Iayer of gold. .
, The old German shook his memorles
away and smiled at the changing
Nguid. What was past was past, but
there was always the future, and just
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Why Am | Thinking of Minna Tonight!

He Tore the Papers Into 20 Strips.

went astray might throw him back a
week in his researthes, and others

-wera on the track, eager to antlei

pate him In his distovery—He-took—
a thin envelope from the! postman.

glancing at it indifferently. No, this

was not from the chemical works

Well, doubtless that one would arrive
on the morrow. He volced the hope
unconsciously.

“Why, professor, there's no delivery
tomorrow,” sald the letter carrler,
Tcheerfully.  _"Don't you. know what
night this 187 This {8 Chrigimas Eve*

Christmas Eve! Good! That would
mean less traffic in the street beneath
his window to disturb him the next
day. But stay! That meant a post
ponement in the letter's arrival. - He
grumbled something at the letter car-
rier, who went down the uncarpeted
stairs, shaking his head at the strange
ness of some people In not knowing
when Christmas Eve came. But doubt-
less he had no friends to keep the date
in hls memory, poor old fellow!

Herr Mayo looked at the létter again
and his face paled. His heart began
to drum Ip his ears, and he cast It
down on a table and sank into & chalir
passing his hand wearily across his
forehead. The letter was from hi-
daughter.

After awhlle he found courage tr
wpeo it, and, when he had read the
frst line, he read It all, swallowiny
hard In his throat.

“Dearest Father” (K ran):

"Don't think that I am writing to
you tonight to beg your ald. But It ls
just five years siuce mother died, and
a little more than four sidce I last saw
yo#, and ] cannot keep silence any
lotiger. 1 want to tell you that a little
boy § Rorg 1o me He is all the

.

h#ppy. | teach him to mention you
In his prayers. We do not. want
| moneyfor 1 can suppott him, and |
would work

¥ou not forget all the

past and let me bring or send him
to you, for mother's sake, so that he
may grow up to feel that I am not
the only relative he has on earth? He
Is named Juliue, after you, and he has
flaxen curls all over his shoulders
He is the dearest thing In the world
to me.”

The address given was gquite near
where Herr Mayo lived. No doubt his
daughter had often passed his house:
perhaps sho Had seen him sometimes
when, pondering over his problem, he
pated “the surrets. a curious, shabby
figure, In ‘hat busy mart of men,

Herr Ziayo ralsod his head and set
the letter down -w trembling fin.

“In just such a church,.with ruln be
‘ore them, and knew only the joy ir
sheir own souls. ‘Then suddenl)
through the gloom, and right-acros:

R ool bt

gors. Ho waa not by nature a hard

-"“She must ! ave gone home. No
doubt you will find her at home
|There 18 nobody  here.”

The old man turned and Degm

on the table.
“ He shounted alond with joy. The
mood had passed; the idol had reared
iteelfagain. Ida was forgotten.
Someth had happened during his
absence that he had never managed to
bring about before. The liguid in the
tube had passed from gold to brown,
and from brown to a ® , flaky
mass of creamy, jelly-like fluld. It
was almost artificlal rabber.

He was upon the track at last. His
composition, 1o cooling, had coagulat-

| ed as rubber coagulates. This was

not rubber, but it was not far from
it. It was a compound whieh con-
talned all the elements of rubber.
But somewhere, in the building of it,
two or three molecules had gone
astray, or fastened themselves to the
wrong elements, just as one may put
& picture puzsle together and not
quite fit the petiern. He was very
close now; he must try the next form-
ula, and the next, and the next; it
might be only a matter of a few days
before success crowned his efforts.
He sought feverishly for the paper
with the microscopic handwriting, the
result of years of research work and
endless experimentation. It was not
in its accustomed place, and he be;
turning his notes over, hunting for it
It must be on the other table, then—
yes, there lay a folded sheet under the
blotting sheet. He reached for it and
plcked up—his daughter’s letter.
Mayo stared at it without under-
standing. How had this paper, which
he had torn up and thrown into the
furnace, come back to him? At last
the staggering truth burst in upon
him. -He had destroyed the formula
in place of the letter, and all the work
of years had gone for nothing. He
could never begin all over again.
Even If he had the-

upon the scent.
He pank back Inte his chatr, Al
his life was ruined now and the last

_ | TMualop Bad come toppling down. He

[~ FOTRIN TO NTE TEET ANT PUSNSd Tnto Bis |
bedroom. From its case he extracted
his razor. He would end everything
with one swift, merciful sweep.

As he atood befors the mirror with
the open razor In his hand he heard
a soft tapping at his door. He
frowned impatlently. Why could nmot
the fools leave him at this juncture?
He stode across the room and turned
the key. Outside shere was a whim-
pering—a chlld's whimpering. Impa-
tently he turned the key agaln,
opened the door, and found himself
looking down at a littls child of four
or five years, with flaxen ourls, and
the look of Ids upon his face.

Tiie ohHd screwed Its grimy fAsts

batter down that idol which he had |

ment go?! He might at least save the | F

se, there

Into its eyes and the tearp flowed
frosly. ] .

"Who are you?™ demsnded .
Mayo with sudden tenderness. v

“I'se Julius,” sobbed the child. *1
want my grandpa.”

“Who 1s your grandpal asked the
old man, stooping and ralsing the boy
In his arms.

“My grandpa lives here an' N"n
my grandpa. Mamma saw Jyou (m
ehurch an’ I—1I followed you, but you
went 80 quick 1 lost you mnd my
mamma, too. But I knew you lived
here, ‘cause mammsa often showed me
when we used to pass.” <

Herr Jullus Mayo carried the child
into the room. He put back the raser
in its case. Then he went into his
laboratory and began pitehing the
tubes and bottles into the stove. The
crashing glass alarmed the little boy.

“What are you dolng, grandpa?™ he
anked,

“Just tearing down an ldol, 'sonny,”
answered the old man. “When you
are grown up, maybe, you will re-

“Who Are You?" Demanded Herr
Mayo With S8udden Tenderness.

member this, and tear down your old
idols, too, Come, sonny, we're _puu
home to mamma™

He picked him up again and earried
him downstairs with infinite tender
ness. At the street door he stopped
and imprinted a kiss upon te mod-
ding head that rested on his shoul
der. And outside the clocks were
striking midnight. L

The
star of Bethlehem is the only star
that never sets. Jesus Christ alone
caf satisfy all human necessities and
the loftlest of human inspirations.
Christianity is the only universal re-
ligion, the only one ‘adapted to all
ages of life, to all human conditions,
to all races and all nationalities.
Other lights have arisen, waned and
vanished forever. The Gresk myth-
ology is as utterly shaken to ruin as
its own splendid Parthenon. The
chief religions of Asia—Brahman-
ical, Buddhist and Moslem—are all
limited and loeal; they are all mori-
bund. While they make no inroads
on Christianity, the religion of Beth-
lehem and 'Gajnry makes eonstant
inroads upon them. The systems of
error which Paul and Peter fought
have vanished out of sight, and the
whole East is catching glimpses of
the star that first dawned over Ju-
dea’s sky. In #piritual dynamies
blood tells, and God has trusted His
gospel of salvation to the most pow-
erful races on the globe.

The Lving-room mirror, lamp. and

table are Included Ia the conpogition
of this decoration,




