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l icet people-get the 
Idea that the way to 
economise Is to have 
A surplus w i t h o u t 
cutting out any ex
penses. 

TheTomoUheMornin*!mym'lt^esbW 
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What we should 
Hk« to • « • la a ooou 
book written by ft 
man and oontlstmg of 
•telnet tor things hi* 
nwtlwr used to make* 
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Now, If you got a bath robs a s 
a present, don't object because It 
gets so wet and soppy when you 
take* a bath to it. Accept It in the 
Spirit in which It is presented, and 
be glad that somebody has thought 
of you. 

SPITE. 

Under the drooping mistletoe 
The onnning damsel stands 

In Unify frill and furbelow, 
With Jewels on her hands 

Whloh rise to pat In shape her hair 
That ooils in golden strands. 

Her lips are ruddy as the rose, 
Her waist an arm might span-

Her brow is puckered as in thought? 
She cogitates a plan; 

Bo deed of battle, though—forsooth. 
She fears not any man. 

The servants passing through the hall 
Look in at the open door; 

They lore to see her pretty drest 
That trails upon the floor 

(Eton hopes to hare it when the gtrl 
Won't wear it any more). 

So still she stands, so deep her thought, 
She seems to be a witch, 

Or else an elf, or Joyous fay-
It does not matter which 

Por she Is mapping a campaign 
That may possess a hitch. 

Ah 1 Some one oomes unto the doors 
The hall maid lets him In, 

The damsel 'neath the mistletoe 
Is worried with a pin 

That catches in the filmy laoe 
SomAwhAra be.UAa.t1i a*» ahilL 

She does not see him drawing neari 
She does not lift her eyes. 

(Some stanzas back, you recollect 
. I said this girl was wise.) 
all suddenly he takes a k i s s -

She gasps in her surprise. 

It Is more bliessed to give than 
to receive, and don't you wish aU 
your friends thought so, too? 

Happy the man who sticks to 
his early convictions and stead
fastly refuses to believe there to 
no Santa Claus. 

—>— 
The trouble about sending 

Christmas gifts anongrcnously Is 
that the recipient usually asks you 
to help guese who sent them. And 
usually the recipient guesses 
everybody except yourself. 

Well, the older we grow" the 
more we notice that somebody 
else always breaker our toys show
ing us how to run them. 

A diplomat is a man who buys 
gloves three sizes too small as a 
present for the young lady In the 
case, 

—:— 
You never hear a' woman long

ing for an " old fashioned Christ
mas." She wants no presents that 
are out of style. 

WorkeftMliantarop* 
" X hear that something cast a 

damper over the Christmas party 
at Miggiestmry's," says the man 
who has been away for the holi-

" Yen," answers the girl who 
ttaldi at home. " It was Just too 
mean for anything. You know 
that Mr. Sxnlthersn whose engage
ment to Annie Teek was an
nounced lost Christmas after he 
kissed her under the mistletoe 7** 
, " Yes." 

•* Well, he came to the party and 
bung a large sign reading "DAN
G E R ' beneath the mistletoe they 
bad attaohed to the chandelier." 

M Miss P u t t y is going t o sing some of 
the old Christmas waits ." says the man 
in the background* ** Y o u k n o w the 
wai t s are the songs that w e r e so popular 
many years ago." 

" Is she? ** tfsks the w o m a n in t h e back* 
ground, w h o does not l ike the attention 
M i s s P u r t y is receiving. M 1 see s h e i s 
going t o refer to the printed songs, too. 
I should think she oould sing them from 
memory.** 

•RAN THING. 
" I got the loveliest 

present," declared the 
young lady with the 
enthuslastlo manner. 
* I t was the finest 
C h r i a i m a s l e v e r 
knew." 

"And what," asks the lady of the ley smile, 
" d l d y o u g e t r 

"On Christmas morning,'* narrates the first 
lady, M I arose with the crimsoning of the 
dawn and pattered downstairs in my bare 
feet to the parlor, where the Christmas tree 
had been arranged. As I am to be married 
the first of the year, and Jack and I will need 
lota of things for our house, what do you 
suppose I found In my stooklngs?" 

" I believe my Query covered that poto*** 
" A ton of coaL" 
Stung by the evidence of plutocratlo paren

tage, the lady of the ley smile remarked! 
*• Whloh naturally brings up the question 

of which Is heavier, a ton. of coal or a Hop 

** Bow dare you!" Her impassioned tones 
Proclaim that she is miffed. 

He mutely shows the mistletoe l 
Her eyebrows then uplift 

And— Well, before another hour 
She is his Christmas gift. 

A Strenuous Task. 
"All 

say," 
I've got to 
growled the 

man who had been 
trying to carve the 
Christmas bird, " all 
I've got to Say Is that 

It l s n t any use for the powers to try to ar
rive at a diplomatic dismemberment of Tur
key, If they have as tough a one to deal with 
as I have. What they want to use is an axe 
or dynamite, or both." 

We Wed to get OUT friend, the 
Insurance company president, to 
change the design of his calendar for 1906. We wanted him to Show the angel 
of protection with its hands In its own sockets—and he threatened to cancel 
our policy. 

This existence, brethren, contains many Christmas days wherein we dis
cover the sawdust stuffing of our favorite dolls. t 

Might Be Better, 
"Now, Rastus," said the Sun-; 

day sohool teacher, after Rartua 
bad helped to eat the Christmas 
dinner given to the class. " You 
have had turkey, minoe pie, oys
ters, jelly, cake* ice cream, sweet 
potatoes, peas, corn,- white pota
toes, bread and butter, celery, 
olives, pickles, and I don't know 

r;how much else besides. Could you 
Imagine anything else that would 
make Christmas pleasant 7^ 

"Well, mum," breathed Rattua, trying to button bis 
vest and giving up with a glad smile, "well, mum, I 
ea lnt think o* nothln', onless it 'ud be a watahmeton," 

Our Own Lather Burbank. 
We have pleasure In announcing that our own hortt-

eultural genius Is now laboring on a number of experi
ments which doubtless will be perfected la time to give 
to the world next summer. Among them are: 

Today when me an* Willie Smith 
An' Alferd Potts an' Soot McKay 

An' tome mere boys we1* alayin* with 
Got talkia' tome 'bout Christmas day 

An' how we mutt bahhavo real well. 
'Came all our paa an* mas they taH 

01' Santa Clans can always fell 
What boy hat mlachsff in his heal. 

Why, Alferd Petts he say to na 
"It's nothln' but a lot o' fatal 
Deal yon tmhlleve your paa and man -
Totro never was no Santa CUunt' 

Ren me an* While Smith so* att 
Th* ether boys, as' Spot McKay, 

Ptend we hear somebody call 
Da to come home, an' slip away 

An'we wont play with Alferd Potts 
Bohcante we know 'at he Is bad 

When we think o! th* lets an' lots' 
Of Chrisunases 'at we have had, 

1 tell my pa what Alferd said, 

If any young man this year receives a copy of that helpful book, 
and Careers of Successful Men," will he kindly hold up his hand? 

Lives 

We are not opposed to the Christmas card. Ah, not But we do object to 
the ones that blazon forth the sueirestlon that the sender came as near forget
ting us as possible. U-

To all the folk who read this page, 
From Canada to Isthmus, 

From boy and girlhood to old age, 
We wish a Merry Christmas. 

How many times have you said •• It Is Just what I wanted?" with your 
fingers crossed? 

Every man on earth hugs his Inner self at the thought that he is the very 
essence of human sunshine that is needed to successfully play Santa Claus at 
a Sunday school Christmas tree. v ;-i.;-, • 

Blending the egg plant, the watermelon and the horse 
radish so that the product will be a perfect imitation of An* he laogh some an' shake hit head 
boiled, shirred, or fried eggs. An* say 'at AUerd'a chance is slim, 

Grafting the breadfruit and cherry tree to produce a 'Cause Saata won't bablieve in that 
cherry tar t 

Joining the cantaloupe vine, the rubber plant and the po&eweed so that eaoh 
cantaloupe will bear an indelible stamp telling whether or not it is ripe. 

Grafting the five-fingered ivy to the potato vine so that In the fall the pota
toes may rub their own eyes off. .. 

Blending the quaking aspen and the milkweed to that the result wfA be m 
plant which Will churn butter of its own sap. 

Miss Alfaretta Btngo, who made forty hand embroidered Christmas gifts, 
fifty hand painted ones, and sewed and otherwise concocted about a hundred 
more to give to her friends,, is taking a week's rest after her year's work. Next 
week she will begin on the same lot of presents for Christmas of 1900. 

An' nen we tell htm 1fan*t so, 
'At we heard Santa come last year . 

An* see his sleigh tracks fat th* snow— 
An* he hat sleigh belle, 'cause we fldary^ 

As* where th' chlmbley Is we aee '"4 
Th' toot all scraped oil In th' tack , '"J 

As* at shews where ol' Santa, he -'.;|( 
Corned down th' chlmbley with his pack* ,-•": 

Bat Alferd Potts, he sniff, like thlst . ^ 
As* say: Toq don't know what yon miss ^ 
by not a bets' bad, bohcante ^ 
There mover was no Saxtta Clatnt" "•'-

MAYBE, ?; J 
y *• Mamma," said CM "%1 
sleepy little boy, on * 
Christmas eve, " i f f l 
fianta oome, sureT" 

M Yes, deaiv as soon 
as you are sound aj 
asleep." " "* 

~ But trs awful late 
now, tent i t f 

** Very late. Indeed, 
You must go to sleep.'* 

M And do you really 
think he will buy me ^jM 

that sled w* saw at the store?" ^ 
" Yes, if you are a good boy and go to I-, 

sleep.'" 
" But oouldnt he have bought ft by thhn.CJi 

timer* 
" Yes.' • 
" Then why doesnt he oome with ttr» 
- Maybe he Is only waiting untn you go to1 

sleep." , 
" I know, r n bet he hat to wait for hit 

change." 

SAVED HER MONEY. 

" A ton of ftatuersT• 
"No. A ton offset .* 

• 0 * 
rbo*Jt n o Chances* 

t u n forty times was Myrtle kissed— 
0, she was young and she was fair 

Sad shs was cunning! She had nus> 
v letee planes la her glossy halav 
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The Vlllifny of Titberlngton Bolts. 
It Is Christmas eve. In the little village 

church are assembled the young people, who 
are to be ©harmed and delighted by the exer
cises of the evening. It is known that l i ther-
lngton. Botte, the local wag and wit. Is to 
essay the role of Santa Claus, and It is ex
pected that he will provoke no end of hilarity 
by his fetching and taking sallies, 
i But, whisper. Underlying all this tide of 
gayety and Jollity there it a deep and dark 
plot Titberlngton Botts and Puddlford 
Suggs have for two years been deadly rivals 
for the hand of Amelia Bugartree. Now, 
what do you suppose is the reason Puddlford 
Suggs Is not among those gathered together 
In the little village ohuroh? Whist I He baa 
oonoealed himself in a large box, whloh Is in
scribed! M A Christmas Gift for Amelia 
sugartree." "But, my dear," says the delighted husband, inspecting the gor-
\ s £ b^noe.1"^^^^ fleous house coat his wife had given him on Christmas, "I am afraid 
the other presents and a neat mtie box con* you spent too nmch money for this. Something cheaper would have 
tainlng a diamond ring, from himself to dnilA TnA Inst 99 Wftll " 
Amelia-but Puddlford Suffgs It conspicuous «0ne me ]USI as W61I. 
by his absence. "Now," she pouts, "there you go, moralizing over my gift, as 

•ŝ SSTSo tS e^Ss^LSThims^fS * * * * } ^ t W S {™* *0U » fa ^ ^ ^ l ^ ^ 8 P 6 1 l d * * * m0™* 
a small town two hundred miles from the *^P i t . 
B0*'!!.o/SS.8!.oxI; BtttAmeiiaiinowe> _ ''Ton didn't? Then how did you get i t? w 

gaged to Titberlngton Botts and will not lis- Hi i> . j u . i J it 
ten to any attempt at explanations from * * » t t II C U a r g e a . 
Puddlford, saying she has no use for a man who will not keep his engagements. 
Y Thus we tee that even a t t h e glad Yuletide there Is a whole lot of tough luck for some 
ipeop.le, 

• • » • • • » 
As a Favor. 

y'vtik food woman has been profoundly touched by the story told by the tramp, and 
Has Invited him into her kitchen, where she has spread for him a plentiful Christmas 
dinner. While eating, he has continued his sad story, telling how he was thrown out 
upon the world, an orphan; how he lost his wife and all his children; how his business 
was shattered and he became a wanderer upon the face of the earth, and many more 
heartrending things. 
| " You poor, poor man,** sighed the good woman. *• Is there anything I can do for you 
to make this day, at least, brighter and happier?* 

" Yes'm, dere's one f ing I'd like to ask of ye»* 
m What Is it7" 

> Please move about a foot to der left Youse been cryin' In ds punkln pie."* 

Santa had his troubles 
. *n the good old days when 

some people would take 
aboard so.much Christ
mas punch that they 
went to bed with their 
shoes on, 

-*-*—• -
While we are sorry to 

see Mr. Charles Dana 
Gibson leave this country 
and drop hi* black and 
white work, our sorrow 
is tempered at timet 
when we gaze upon uxe 
Gibson girl sofa pillow. 

Our friend, the minis-
ter, is going to put his 
stock of bookmarks and 
carpet ellppers in the 
garbage barrel tomorrow 
morning to make room 
for the new ones. 

If It wasnt for the serv
ant question, the rest 
of the family might re
ceive more and better 
gifts. The cook ha* o 
be kept In a good humor. 

Take it as a general 
thing, a woman makes 
about as good a selection 
of a smoking jacket for 
a man as she does of 
cigar* 

It will all oome out 
even, "iou will get some 
presents from people you 
did not think meant to 
remember you, and you 
will send things toothers 
who will forget you. 

The Inference. 

"Mamma," said the little girl in the poor family, "this dollie Santa 
Claus left for me has but one leg." 

uAnd, mamma," said the little boy, "the hobby horse Santa gate me 
has but one ear and three legs and no tail." 

"Yes, children," explained the mother, trying to smooth things over, 
"Maybe Santa took those parts of the toys to pay him for the trouble o£ 
coming away down here to leave the presents for yon." ' * 

"Mamma," asked the little boy, in awed tones, "do yon suppose Santa 
Clans has become president of some insurance company?" 

Lament of the Turkey 
There was a fat turkey, surviving Thanksgiving, u 
Which said: ' " I am thankful today I am living, 
I'm glad I escaped—though I thought sure I'd catch it— 
The shivery swing of the marketman's hatchet.'* 
I t strutted about, making mock of the thinner— 
And was captured and served at a big Christmas dinner. 

Which teaches that oft, when we grow overjoyout, 
We find our delights are designed to destroy us. 

Conclusive Evidence. 
•* Mrs. Mlggers told me this morning downtown that her husband was going to give ?»•> 

a pearl necklace for Christmas," says Mrs. Figgers. 
"Nonsense," repUes Figgers. " H e isn't "going to do anything of the kind.** 
** Well, he Just Is, for I was with her and helped her seleot It, and saw her order It 

sent home; and then she helped me pick out the set of furs you are going to give me." 

A Just RebuKe. 
With a flounsn or hit whip, Santa Claus stopped his sleigh at the entrance to the 

large apartment building. 
• " Ah," he smiled, " this is a good schema. Here's a whole community under one roof. 
IT1 save two or three hours of schedule time at this nlace and maybe I'll be able to get 
home in time for breakfast this year." 
| Shouldering his pack, ha starts Into the wide entrance hall, when he observes a gire 
sign posted on the wall. It reads: ' 

"NO CHILDREN OR DOGS PERMITTED IN THIS BTnLDINa" 
Santa starts baok in surprise. 
" Even," he sighs, " without the children there might be a chance for the dogs to. 

chew the dolls and play with the rubber baUs, but this—but this— Well, this beats me!" 
Taking a black crayon from a box in his pack he scrawls a line on the placard, so that 

when he turns to leave it reads j 
" N o Children or Dogs or Christmas Permitted In this Building.'* 

While we think of it, let us observe that a great many base drummers think they are 
called upon to play the cornet. 

A n ins tance . 
" I like to see a man take pride in his 

own work," said the person with the 
old fashioned nose. " There never was 
a man who was proud of his work 
that didn't find that everybody else 
shared his pride. You oar/t cite me an 
Instance to t!be contrary." 

" How about Bernard Shaw?" asked 
the man with the unobtrusive mus
tache. - ..- ; v ' 

Source of Joy. 
The OhriBtmas spirit thrills his soul 

And he trills forth a oaroJ— 
Alas, his gait has such a roll. 
On lamp posts he's Inclined to loU, 

That we saspeot that he acquired 
The " spirit" with whloh he Is fired 

From a Kentucky barrel. 

V<tin Regret. 
Tea, gentle reader* this It the week when vou begin figuring np how much the presents 

will cost. 
And you will stand amazed at the sum total. 
Then you will begin to wish you hadn't blown in your money »c foolishly nut tummer 

on soda water and boat rides and buggy rides and other pleasures. 
And the worst of It Is, that you will also think sadly of the fact that teat summer 

while you were letting go of the cash yon 

•4 

CHRISTMAS AT- "- i ' | 
[Xfeeert name of town or country Mat preferred. ^ '^ 

This enables the reader to lay the scene of the "J*»W 
story In an aaoestral oasU* or on the old num. •*""-€"? -4* 
he likes.] . «.f> 

It was Christmas eve. The gray haired >*j 
mother had hung the last of the evergreens, ^ 
and turned with a sigh to her husband, who <$| 
tat in a dreamy attitude before the — [wide ^ 
fireplace or steam radiator, ae you choose.] - -l 

" A h i" the sighed. " I wonder if -%% 
— — and really wfll come. Ton know --,- ' i i 
• Is to be here." ,T -J 

" Is sheT" asked » looking up with a v ' | 
toft smile. ** And does she know that ""A 
It to be home 7" 2 jjf 

" No. I oould not tell her. Ton know that ~A 
the and guarreled three Christmases . V? 
ago." i ¥3 

." Tee, yes," sighed tho old man, snaking ' i ^ 
his head sadly, .., '-£ 

.'i - •-..• .#£:*£..' " ' • >„'Jz 

... . . ^ w . - X * . . ^ r* . 

**TJp the wide — — f drive or boulevard 1 ' ^ 
sounded Uie jingle of bells as the sleigh . 
swept to the doorway. [Leave this out if 
they arrive in an elevator.] a 

The gray haired mother ran and opened the t "% 
door. -il 

and ran in and greeted her with ,*% 
glad shouts of " Merry Christmas I" ,ri 

The gray haired father came next for the ' A 
Joyous greeting, but in the background stood ' 4k 

• v undecided, hesitating, cherishing In 
her heart the memory of the bitter words of' 
three Christmases ago. Suddenly, while the' 
others were merrily chattering the slipped' 
into another room. 

"Where Is V asked . "She 
was here, wasn't she, when we arrived? I 
was sure 1 saw her." 

" Why, yet, the was," replied the good old 
mother. " Where can the have gone?" 

m. 
The steaming turkey and the other viands 

are upon the table, about which Is gathered 
the family. Under the Impulse of the day of 
llghtheartednesfl, turns to • • and 
says to hen «=**«**• 

" Come. -\ why thonldnt we forget the: 
old quarrel?** **j 

(For the best solution of this story, sent beJ 
fore Christmas of 1906, a handsome calendar! 
from one of the Insurance companies will be' 

- mailed. If It were not that we cannot decide 
whether » with whom ——— quarreled 
three Christmases ago. was the cook or am 
eld sweetheart, we should finish the story 
and fin In the blanks.) 

Fate makes amends. The man who hati 
been telling mt wife about the things mother) 
used to oook is now hearing from her about! 
the presents father used to give. ' -,*-

Little Henry's Slate. 

7) 
often thought that you would better hold en 
to It for Christmas uses. 

Ah, life Is so largely made np of wishing 
we hadn't bad so muoh fun at the wrong 
time! 

JVot Mailable. 

And may you get your steeklngt fan 
Of all yon want or need-

As much, indeed, as though folks thought 
Ton were a centipede. 

/^UlCCeRS are men 
LvvJ wbo back out before 
^•*V you can let tbem in. 

Man and Woman, 
: "Anyway," cays the woman, w tolen-

tlets and!—and)—and all euch people 
agree that a woman can endure far more patn 
than a man* and without complaining, too. 
So there!" . ' 

"Ten," says the man. **But i f s this way* 
A woman oan talk more about how she can 
endure pain without complaining than a man 
talks about hew much he suffers from pain." 

Knew What tt Expect 
" Gentlemen," said the orator, " after the 

indubitable proof I have offered, there It 
nothing more to be said on the subject" 

Sighing resignedly, the audience shifted 
about and composed itself for another hour, 
of listening. 

SPOILED IT ALL 

Knew It Already. s 

"And will you try the charms on New T e a r t 
Eve 

To learn what fate It yours In 1906?" 
They asked; ^Wlll you by dim enchantments 

weave 
The oharm that will disclose all fortune's 

tricks?" " . ** " ' * „ . ' ' " 

"The charms! How silly!" tald the fair young 
maid1 . /'; " ,,„ , ' / , ' 

In words that had a gay and happy tone. -'-•-- -, 
A ring upon her finger she displayed— " ' 

T v o got a good Joke on yon, Miss 
Wisnn. The mistletoe it hanging right -
over your head." ».'$£ •* ~t:^>; 

"That's just like yon, Sir. Green. Of 
course you'd come np and wara^ 

Time and Place. 
When one Is eating some expensive i 
A dinner costing ten dollars per head— 
When he is filled with costly food and whit 
And glows with joy and feels extremely fine, 
'Tls then, 'tis then he speaks in words sublime 
About the splendid aes ls of olden time, 

" '"' •>•• 
Just So. 

- " Ah,** we toy to our friend, whom we ob
serve counting a large roll of bills before 
starting out, " going to buy something to 
fill some one's stocking?" 

B e looks at us with a merry, holiday 
twinkle in his eyes and replies!. ,' ~ 

" Yes. I'm going around to buy a Wooden 
leg for my brother." 

Hopes Idealized, 
"' " Santa Claus was kind to that old maid m 
our block," tald the man who was buying 
egg nogg. 

Wha'd he give her?" asks the man who Is 
Just w h e n I 've m a n a g e d t o g e t tttUtti* ' drinking torn and jerry. 

** A h , Miss Sboppin, I wisti you woul^ 
let me be your Christmas ttiftMp $;f ,;| 
^"You, Mr. Deddun? WhyrreaUytI 

O, I never could exchange you for any> 

M 


