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girls, everywhere.

I knew a little fellow once who

A WINTER NIGHT'S THOUGHTS
Coming home from work this even-
ing I saw a big automobile, carrying

six or seven passengers, skidding
around on the snow. I never owned

an automobile, and I never had the
pleasure of scooting around in one
when the roads were covered with
snow. It may be lots of fun, but
I'm here to assert that automobiling
in the snow, no matter what com-
pany you are in, isn't in it for & min-
ute with the old-fashioned bob-sled
rides we used to take, years before
the automobile was invented. There
was fun for you!

Just as soon as there was a good
gnowfall the word would be passed
around that the “gang’’ would meet
at Frank's, or May’s, or Fred’s,
promptly at 7:30 p. m., Friday even-
ing. We gelected Friday evening be-
cauge there would be no school next
day. And then two or three of us
would skirmish around and get the
old bob-sled. Remember how we
used to put a wagonbox on the bobs,
fill the box full of fragrant hay and
warm robes, and then attach the best
team of horses we could scare up?
When all was ready we'd draw cuts
to see who would have to make a
sacrifice and drive one way, with
gome other vietim to drive back.
Then we'd drive up to the meeting
Place and the whole bunch would
plle in, nestling down into the hay
:;lid covering over with the warm
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Then away we'd go, the huge

THE LOOKOUT MAN

Just six years ago the "IA)O]{Out Man’'

Regularly every year thereafter, at ab
3 el ’ ou 3
letters begin arriving, asking that it be re-printed. Yoot Mason,

response to numerous requests received during the past tw t
weeks, it is again published, with the very best wlaillea of t(;u? Zutt]ll;::g
for a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year to all the boys and

The Lookout Man is watching, and he'll tell old Santa Claus.

appeared originally in The

Therefore, in

Now listen, little children, and I'll tell a stof-y true—

And better you remember, for it means a lot to you—

And all who act up naughty, and don't mind their ma's and pa’s
You'll get a lot of presents, and a lot of Christmas cheer., '
The Lookout Man is walking when the stars begin to peep

To see if little children are in bed and fast asleep;

And all who act up naughty, and don’t mind their ma's and pa’s
The Lookout Man is watching and he'll tell old Santa Claus.

got real bad, and sald

He didn’t care for Santa Claus, and wouldn't go to bed:

And said he didn’t have to mind—O, he was awful bad—

And didn’t care the leastest mite in making folks feel sad,

But when it came to Christmas, he didn't get a thing,

For Santa Claus had heard of him, and not a thing he’d bring

He knew that bad boy's record—better mind your ma's and 'pa’a;
The Lookout Man is watching, and he’ll tell old Santa Claus.

1 algo knew a little girl who was just awful bad.

She wouldn’t learn her lessons, and she always got so mad

1f anybody told her to be still and hush her nolse—

Well, she was always wishing for a lot of Christmas toys,

But when ’twas Christmas morning, to her wonder and surprise
An empty stocking hanging in the corner met her eyes.

You see, she acted naughty—Dbetter mind your ma’s and pa’'s;
The Lookout Man is watching, and he'll tell ol1 Santa Claus.

The Lookout Man is peeping through the windows every night,
And counting up the children who are always acting right

And going off to bed at once when told it's time to go,

And never pouting, not a bit, or taking clothes off slow.

“He puts them in the good book, but the bad ones in the bad-—
And when he writes a bad one, O, he looks just awful sad.

For he knows they will get nothing—Dbetter mind your pa’s and ma’s;

your lips began to chap an 4
and In futile efforts to c'(?ﬂl llf:*n‘l”:";:; gt
used to runm your tongue out ind
around, moistening your lips as best
you could. Then the chilly wind that It T had J. P. Morgan's wealth
would blow that moisture through I'd chase out with a whoop;

the skin, and In a day or two your Round up all hungry 1 mulfi find
face would be gore Just as far around And fill ‘em full of soup.®

a8 your tongue could reach. Gee )

how: it used to hurt! Rvmomh«-;‘ “And roast beef, and roast turkey
you'd just make up your mind that and eranberry sauce, and mashed pn:
you just wouldn't lek your lips again, latoes smeared with gravy, and
and then you'd walk around until|""®®d and butter and coffee,
your face ached and your tongue got |
unruly—and Mff' The first thing
you knew you'd be licking your sore
lips and making them
ever.
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But the hour grows late. the fur-
nace needs attention, and there is &
sorer than|day's work to be done tomorrow,

So the Architect ia golng to dismins
lhut.mhtu of other days, and if he
don't get to thinking too hard about

the days to come he'll hike into bed
and go to sleep,

We cheerfully admit that the fur-
nace and the hard coal base burner
add a whole lot to modern comfort
EutkanerF all they have their draw- : o

acks, or instance, you can't ve
well pop corn in either a fur:\a:{» B“Ckeye Pure Home Mnde
or a base burner. It took those old-
fashioned stoves In which we used APPLE BUTTER
to burn a two-foot length of hickory
wood for that sort of thing. When
the wood had burned down to glow-
ing coals we'd open the front door,
rake the coals down In front and
proceed to pop corn. When we get
rich we are going to have one of those Susranteed. Write now for ol
old-fashioned stoves put up in our SHIeE Bt datnpia

very own room, with a lot of t ithyi |
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olhar bayar in any or tewn or
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reminder of the old days. Of COUTSe | mamean oot Jnsend thea slsewhere and (wice ‘what
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minder of old days, but because we | oef: 58 o raet repark. Free fer -
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If 1 just oodles had of gold,
Like Andy or John D,

In ev'ry home where there's a child
I'd plant a Christmas tree.

AGENTSE EARN #75 to #2050 8 month ”:‘l:

Novety Knives,
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Twenty-four years ago, come | joage emblems, trade denigns, prersonni phioto, or
Christmas eve, the Architect de-| rictures of Buvax and other celebritien. Creat
barked from a passenger train at sellern. Big commission, Write quick for lerritory
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strings of sleighbells making the air
ring with their music, while we added
to the music of our fresh young
voices,

Gee, how we used to sing! Let's

see—there. wag ‘‘Steambot Coming
Around the Bend; Goodby, my Lover,
Goodby;’” and “Gwine ter git a Home
in Georgie;” and “Hear Dem Bells;"
and ‘“Jingle Bells;” and “Gwine
Back ter Dixie;” and—and—, O, we
can’t recall them all now, but we used
to sing them.,

And the merry jests, and the quips
and jokes! Me, O my! Remember
how She snuggled up close? And
how fearful we were lest Her hands
grew cold! And how eolicitious we
were that Her nubia, or muffler, or
whatever you may call it, was prop-
erly found around Her neck!

Huh! Wae'll bet a cookie that the
people who jimmy around in automo-
biles this kind of sleighing weather
don’'t begin to have the fun we used
to have in the old bob-sled. And we
didn’t leave a trail of foul-smelling
gasoline behind us, either, The only
trail we left was a trail of music,
and good cheer, and youthful exu-

berance,

Saw & boy the other day whose
mouth had an appearance that
brought up some painful memories.
I can’t just describe it, but perhaps
you’ll be able to catch my meaning
when I remind you of the days when
your mouth had a gimilar appear-

ance. Along about the first cold snap

train on which the Architect rode;

no heat around that portion of the i-STRUKE SELF-FEEF HAY PHESS—.

neither did the conductor appear Al Stesl and Iren
there—for which the Architect was ;:’.'"J:,‘:;:‘:JM“
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truly thankful. 1've wondered many
a time during the last few years how
the boys manage it in these days
when the railroad companies no long-
er build platforms on their baggage-
cars, Anyhow we debarked at Coun-
cil Grove, stepping off into snow that
seemed walst-deep, and finding a raw
frontier town that was as unhome-
like as a town could be, Incident-| """ i —
ally it might be remarked that the CA!J. ON OR WRITE W. R. STOCK-
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o well, Alvin, Texas, for orange and

Architect debarked at that particular A eub.divisions 1o 10 acre  tracts
town for the simple reason he either |, q up.

had to or freeze; besldes he was|—-vo--—--—o -

awfully hungry. It was long after| AQTHMA e i 17 o Sirmend o

the supper hour, and the Architect’s not, don't. Glve express office,

Natonal C hemical Co,, 764 Ohlo Ave., Bidusy, 0.

assets consisted wholly of liabilities,
As he chased up the street he won-
dered if it were possible that the
print shop would be open at that late
hour on that particular night. It was

The salariea padd by Unrcle Ban
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anybody should ask you. Finally the
Architect arrived at a hotel, and
while he was hesgitating a man came
out, and spying the shivering printer-
man exclaimed: “Hello, Billy! When
did you hit town?"”

Thank goodness, it was an old

by qualifying at home ¢
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to-day for free Civil Bervice Book.
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printer pal who had worked with the
Architect back in Missouri two or
three years before. He was foreman
of the newspaper shop in Council
Grove. And instantly the Christmas
lights grew brighter to the Architect;
the Christmas stars twinkled more
merrily, and there was more of the
gpirit of goodwill rampaging round
that locality than the Architect had
seen or felt for a long time,

Say, isn't it & bully good thing to
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