Moet people get the
fdea that the way to
goonomize is to have
‘asuwpluswithout
ocutting out any ex-
penses.

Work of a Misanthrepe

“1 hear ‘that something cast a
damper over the Christmas party
at Migglesbury’'s,’” eays the man
who has been away for the holl-
days.

‘“Yea"” answers the girl who
ptald at home. * It was just too
mean for anything. You know
that Mr. Bmithers, whose engage=
ment to Annle Teek was an-
pounced last Christmas after he
‘kissed her under the m.tsucloat”

-~ Ye!‘!l

* 'Well, he came to the party and
hung a large slgn reading ‘DAN-
GHR " beneath the mistletos they
bad attached to the chandelier,”

Now, if you got a bath robe as
& present, don't objeot because it
gets 80 wet and soppy when you
take'a bath in it. Accept it In the
spirit in which it 18 presented, and
be glad that somebody has thought
of you.
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It s more blessed to give than
to recelve, and don’t you wish all
your friends thought mo, tod?

Happy the man who sticks to
his early convictiona and stead-
fastly refuses to belleve there ia
no Banta Claus,

——

The trouble about sending

Christmas gifts anonymously is

Under the drooping mlstlatoa

Bo still she stands, so deep her thought,
The ounning damsel stands

. e e L

8he seems to be a witch, that the reciplent usually asks you e An’ men we tell him Wan't 00, DS
In fluffy frill and furbelow, Or else an elf, or joyous fay— to help guess who sent them. And Might Be Better. An’ Alferd Potts an' Spot McKay *At we heard Santa come last yeas
With jewels on her hands It does not matter which nsualty a;“‘ "?‘P“‘“ Do “®Now, Rastus” sald the Sun. AD’ some more boys we's playin’ with An’ see his sleigh tracks in th’ snow— .
Whioh rise to pat in shape her halr Por she Is mapping a campaign everybo m"_“z_““" ® day school teacher, after Rastus Got talkin' some ‘bout Christmas dav An' he has sleigh bells, "canse we hean |
That colls in golden strands. That may possess a hitoh. Well, the older we grow the had belped to eat the Christmas ll!'cl:w '31 must buhbave real well, An’ where th’ chimbley is we see |
: more we notice that somebody dinner given to the class. *“ You use all cur pas an’ mas they sajd Th' soot all acraped off in th’ back J
by N e T B ey M S O Sty Cam T e ot e |
mrﬂm' s P“k":_ad éls m'g;:ﬁm R zmmﬁ';m; :ha e TN B %8 Row o un thec “Miss Purty is going to sing some of w‘;.to “_"'p Nl akras whits potes What boy has mischufl in his th’ chimbley with his pach —
She cogitates a plan; I8 worrled with a pin A @lpbomat 1s & man who buys L‘:" 1‘:‘:‘ E’Tm """"-:: “Y'k;h' ﬂ:;ﬂ toes, bread and :t;ttdar. 'tu:::r. !I:{':M.ﬁ'.?“':!:: E %d'?u&d::':n!ﬂ. like this! |
t ackground. “You ow the olives, pickles, an on w othin oy know what you mise |
Ko deed of battle, though—foraooth, That catches in the filmy lace :Ege:tt?or:et ::Z;so :nD: fﬁ?ll;:h : Ldbasity i songs that were 80 popular how much else besides. Couldyou Dea't you buhlieve your pas and mae— By not a bein’ bad, buhcanse ]I
8he fears not any man. Somawhara banaath har ahin, sy many years sgo.” imagine anything else that would  There never was no Santa Clausf*’ There never was no Saata Claust™ i
= “ P make Christmas pleasant?" ! |
The servants passing throngh the hall She does not see him drawing nearj v n e 3 Is she? " dsks the woman in theback. “Well, mum,” breathed Rastus, trying to button his Neg me an’ Wiills Smith sz’ all O |
Look ia at the opon door; Bhe doea not it her eyes. ing For am 10 ostronea Chuiee, §£0und who does not like the a€1e3toN yegt gnd giving up with & #isd emil “well U, I T iher boyn, a2 Spel Mello Pl it
They love to see her pretty dress (Some stanzas back, yon recoliect, mas.” She wantsno preseatsthat Miss Purty is receiving. “1 see she i8 eain't think o' nothin', onless it 'ud be & watahmelon. P'tend we hear somebody call sleepy little boy, on
That trails upon the floor . 1 sald this girl was wise.) are out of stvla going to refer to the printed songs, too. 00+ W00, chm Bt 1 Al ey Chrintshs ove, “wil il |
(B;oh Popesto have it when the girl &!ls ;nddenly he takes a kisg— 3 SRS ;'QZW AR :;e!:::d :hink she could sing them from Our Own Luther Burbank. Ao’ we won't play with Alferd Potts Sdnta come, sure?™ !r
s i o i e ey | T P 0w e o & B e vt oo re mew Mo leid TR |
MEAN THING.  * How dare youl” Herimpassionedtones A Sirenuous Task. 2?:5?;:3?;21?110&: DRt 5 #s own noskets end b (Hedouaed %o cancel ments which doubtless will be perfected in time to give .o:&:hm “-‘: hhh“ l::_ pelonn: '|
=1 got the loveltest Proclaim that she is miffed. “All I've got to our poliay, to the world next summer. Among them are: tmases ‘at we have = But It's awrul late i
present,” declared the HO mutely shows the mistletos: sy ‘growled: the e Blending the egg plant, the watermelon and the horse- 1tell my pa what Allerd said, now, isn’t 11"

young lady with the  Her eyebrows then uplift man who had been This existence, brethrem, contains many Christmas days whereln we dis- radish so that the product will be & perfect imitation of An' he laugh some an’ shake his head * Very late, indeed.

“0On Christmas morning,”™ narrates the first
tady, ™1 arose with the crimsoning of the

as I have. What they want to use is an axe
or dynamite, or both."”

the ones that blazon forth the sugzgestion that the sender came a8 near forget-
!

toes may rub thelr own eyes off.
Blending the quaking aspen and the milkweed so that the result will be a

“ But oouldn’t he have bought it by this
time?*

ting us as possible. * Yes.'

* Then why doesn't he come with itT
* Maybe he is only waiting until you go to

dawn and pattered downstairs in my bare
feot to the parlor, where the Christmas tree
had been arranged. As I am to be married

¥ ¥ou must go to sleep.” —r
snthusiastio manner., And— Well, before another hour trying to carve the oover the sawdust stuffing of our favorite dolls. boiled, shirred, or fried eggs. An’ say 'at Alferd’s chance Is slim, 1
#It was the finest She iz his 'mm.m' giit. Christmas bird, * all —_— Grafting the breadfrult and cherry tres to produce & 'Cayse Sanfa won't buhlieve in him! * And do you really 1;
Christmaslever I've got to say is that If any young man this year recelves a copy of that helpful book, “ Lives cherry tart e mnw-.tt.b.mm h;.wiu buy me :
knew.” it isn’t any use for the powers to try to ar~ and Careers of Bummml Men,” will he kindly hold up his hand? Jolning the cantaloupe vine, the rubber plant and the pokeweed so that each thll“ o it re I
*“ And what,” asks thelady of the loy smila. rive at a diplomatio dlamemberment of Tur- et eantaloupe will bear an indelible at,:.hmp telling “\:rlhethe:h or: ;:10:.!:: lt:lll-utga e llme""'" you are a good boy and go to :
T 1 ta a s

* 414 you get " key, If they have as tough a one to deal with 'We are not opposed to the Christmas card. Ah, no! But we do object to Grafting the five-fingered ivy to the potato e B0 po i
i

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

plant which will churn butter of its own sap.

oL 609 :
Misa Alfaretta Bingo, who made forty hand embroldered Christmas gifts,

How many times have you sa.ld " It 1s just what I wanted? with your
fingers crossed?

sleep.”
the firat 6¢ the year, aud Jack snd I will nasd From bdoy and girlhood to old Every man on earth hugs his inner self at the t.housht that he s the very fifty hand painted ones, and sewed and otherwise concocted about & hundred T ynow, Il bet he has to walt for hiy
48 HE. Sngn oy o h““m“‘;‘f“ o JuR Wo with & Merry Ohristmas, " sasecion of buman sunshlr:;gthnt is needed to successfylly play Santa Claus &t ' more to give to her friends,, is taking a week's rest after her year's work. Next opange” :
suppose I found in my stockings?”

& Bunday school Christmas tree. week she will begin on the same lot of presents for Christmas of 1806

# I belleve my query qmred that potram -

s [ os
;tL?:yOShgoﬁlécnmof plutocratio paren- SAVED HER MON EY. mﬁ:::"ﬂ:ﬁ:‘ﬂ;}?:g?; The Inference. mgﬁ ':4,‘3' =i S -..4
tage, the lady of the loy smile remarked:

[Insert
Th!smhluﬂuutdwuhrth oft.ho
story in an ancestrel castle or on the old farm as
he likea.] L

It was Christmas eve. The gray halred |
mother had hung the last of the evergreens, 1
and turned with a sigh to her husband, who
sat in a dreamy attitude before the — [wide
fAreplace or steam radiator, as you choose.]

*“ Ah ——" phe sighed. *“1 wonder if
—— and — really will coms, You know |
——— 18 to be here.”

“1Is she?" asked ———, looking up with a {
soft smile. * And@ does she know that — I
is to be home?” 1

*“ No. I could not tell her. You know that

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

—

While we are sorry to
see Mr. Charles Dana
Gibaon leave this country
and drop his black and
white work, our sorrow
is tempered 'at times .
when we gaze upon .ae
Gibson girl sofa pillow.

—

# YWhich naturally brings up the question
of which is heavler, & ton of coal or a tom
of—7""

\ ™ A ton of feathersT™
'™ No. Atonof feet.™
000
TooR no Chances,
Full forty times was Myrtle kissede
0, she was young and she was falr

And she was cunning! Bhe had misw

“ letos plnned ia her glossy halm
=

The Villalny of Titherington Bofls,

It i»s Christmas eve. In the littls village

she and —— quarreled three Christmases
church are assembled the young people, who Our friend, ths minis- .“?_.- R 5 |
are to be charmed and delighted by the exer- ter, is going to put his ,* Yes, yes,” mighed the old man, shaking . S

clses of the evening. Itlsknown that Lither-

stock of bookmarks and his head sadly,
ington Botts, the local wag and wit, is to carpet ellppers in the * o
essay the rOle of Banta Claus, and it 1s ex- garbage barrel tomorrow =, :
pected that he will provoke no end of hilarity morning to make room Up the wide [drive or boulevard]

by his fstohing and taking sallies,

But, whisper. Underlying all this tide of

gayety and jollity there is a deep and dark
plot. Titherington Botts and Puddiford
Suggs have for two years been deadly rivals
for the hand of Amella Bugartree. Now,
what do you suppose is the reason Puddiford
Buggs Is not among thoss gathered together
in the little village church? Whistl Hehas
oonoealed himself in a large box, which is in-
soribed: " A Christmes Gift for Amella
Bugartree.”
\ But the box Is never dallvered. Titherington
\%otts bounces Into the church, dlstributesall
thy other presents and a neat littls box con«
tainipg & dlamond ring, from himself to
Amelis~but Puddiford Buggs is conspiouous
by his absenoce.

Listen. One week later Puddford Suggs
i3 sold to pay expreds charges on himself at

sounded the jingle of bells as the sleigh .

swept to the  doorway. [Leave this out if

they arrive In an elevator.]

do’I;ha gray baired mother ran and opened the
T

for the new ones
e et

If it wasn't for the serv-
ant question, the rest
of the family might re-
oelve more and better
gifts. The cook ha: .o
be kept in a good humon.

and —— ran In and greeted her with
glad shouts of * Merry Christmas!"

The gray halired father came next for the 1
Joyous greeting, but In the background stood

+ =——— undecided, hesitating, cherishing in
her heart the memory of the bitter words of,
thres Christmases ago. Buddenly, while the
others were merrily chattering she l.upped
into another room.

* Wheres is 7 asked ——— ™~ Bhe
was here, wasn't she, when we arrived? I
was sure 1 saw her.”

“ Why, yes, she was,” replied the good old
mother, * Where can she have gone?”

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

“But, my dear,” says the delighted husband, inspecting the gor-
geous house coat his wife had given him on Christmas, ‘I am afraid
you spent too much money for this. Something cheaper would have
done me just as well.”

“Now,” she pouts, “there you go, moralizing over my gift, as .
usual. But this time you are in the wrong. I didn’t spend any money

“Mamma,” sald the little girl in the poor family, *‘this dollie Santa
Claus left for me has but one leg.”

“And, mamma,” said the little boy, ‘‘the hobby horse Santa gave 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 of

—

It will all come out
even.  You will get some

mL | 3
ts fr le you g
& small town two hundred miles from the 10T i"-" Q13 not thipk meant to coming away down here to leave the presents for you.” The steaming turkey and the other viands
socene of this story. But Amelia 18 now en-  _ ’ n b , and m 0 are upon the table, about which is gathered S
gaged to Titherington Botts and will not lis- ulY;u: Mt Th?.n hew G you gt il will send things to ot Mamma,” asked the little boy, in awed tones, “do you suppose Santa 0, 0y, "0 0er ' ihe tmpulse of the ay of |
ten to any attempt at explanations from ad it charged. who will forget you Claus has become president of some insurance company [4dd lightheartedness, turhs £0 = and _
Puddiford, saying she has no use for a man who will not keep his engagements. : S058H says to her: i JI i
k 'fh‘;: we seo that even at the glad Yuletide thers 1s a whole lot of tough luck for some Conclusive Evidence. t; Come, == why shouldn't we rornttho { |
Peop. -} qua.rrel

Lament of the Turkey.

There was a fat turkey, surviving Thanksgiving,
Which said: '“I am thankful today I am living,
I'm glad I escaped—though I theught sure I'd catch it—

“ Mrs. Miggers told me this morning downtown that her husband was nln: tn give b~
& pearl necklace for Christmas,” says Mrs. Figgers.

* Nonsense,” replies Figgers. * He Isn't:going to d@o anything of the kind™

* Well, he just is, for I was with her and helped her select 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.™

(For the best solution of this story, sent
fore Christmas of 1006, a handsome calendar
from one of the Insurance companies will be'
malled. If it were not that we cannot decide,
whether ———, with whom —— quarreled

0646040
As a Favor.
/'THE #0604 woman has been profoundly touched by the story told by the tramp, and
mas Invited him Into her kitchen, where she has spread for him a plentiful Christmas
dinner, While eating, he has continued his sad story, telllng how he was thrown out

o S ——

44004 three Christmases ago, was the cook or an;
upon the world, an orphan; how he lost his wife and all his children; how his business The shivery swing of the marketman’s hatchet.” Vain Regrlt. old sweetheart, we should finish the story
was shattered and he became a wanderer upon the face of the earth, and many more It strutted about, making mock of the thinner— it and A1l in the blanks,
heartrending things. And was captu:.ad and ‘nnad at a big Ohristmas dinner, Yes, gentle reader. this is the week when you begin figuring up now tla » O?O-b

“ You poor, poor man,” sighed the good woman. * Is there anything I can do for you e will cost.

to make this day, at least, brighter and happler?”
* Yes'm, dere’s one t'ing I'd llke to ask of ye.”
* What is it7*

Please move about & foot to der left. Youse been cryin' In ds punkin ple.”

And you will stand amazed at the sum total : Fate makes amends. The man who

Then you will begin to wish you hadn’t blown in your money so foolishly 1ast summer been telling his wife about the things 14
on soda water and boat rides and buggy rides and other pleasures, . mused to cock is now hearing from her about} R

And the worst of it is, that you will also think sadly of the fact that last summer the presants father used to give.

Little Henry’s Slate. Not Available.

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

An Instance.

* I like to see a man take pride in his
own work,” sald the person with the
old fashionednose. * Therenever was
a man who was proud of his work
that dldn’t find that everybody else
shared his pride. You can't cite me an
instance to the contrary.”

“ How about Bernard Shaw 7" asked
the man with the unobtrusive mus-
tache.

often thought that you would better hold on
to it for Christmas uses.

Ah, life is so largely made up of wishing
we hadn't had so much fun at the wrong

timel
200

And may you get your stookings full
Of all you want or need—

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

0066000
A Just Rebuke.

‘With a flourisn or his whip, Banta Claus stopped his slelgh at the entrance to the
large apartment bullding.

‘ Ah,” he smiled, * this is a good scheme. Here's a whole community under one roof.
Il save two or three hours of schedule time at this nlace and mavbe I'll be able to get
home In time for breakfast thls year.”

{ Bhouldering his pack, he starts into the wide entrance hall, when he observes a guc
elgn posted on the wall. It reads:’

“NO CHILDREN OR DOGE PERMITTED IN THIS BUILDING™

Banta starts back In surprise.

‘Even,” he slghs, ' without the children there might be a chance for the dogs to,
chew the dolls and play with the rubber ballg, 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:

“*No Children or Dogs or Christmas Permitted in this Bullding.”

Source of Joy.

The Ohristmas spirit thrills his soul
And he trills forth a carol—

Alas, his gait has such a roll,

On lamp posts he's Inclined tololl,

—_—
Enew What to Expect,
“ Gentlemen,” said the orator, ™ after the
indubitable proof I have offered, there is

T : ™ | G
Whil That we suspeoct that he acquired : nothing more to be sald on the aubject.
ahn u;o:atghl;lt:féta l:tor‘::et?b“m that a great many base drummers think they are The * spirit  with which he is fired Sighing resignedly, the sudlence shifted
From a Eentucky barrel about and oummod itself for another hour, y
T e J ef Hsteni |
R R ~.:,-.--£i-.m LA AL %\‘y’ -'n.s“;& ,.;..\u NP 4 T A Man and Woman L P e 000
f'-‘?‘".:"".‘;:-'g" A '}Qﬁv :ﬁ*ﬁ R " :f.- “Anyway," says the woman, * scien- Time and Place. :
P SRS iﬁé?‘:ﬁf -@-‘.‘% . .-.,,_ e ._:;t “‘ 5 tists an@—and—and all such peopls

When ons is eating some expensive spread—

SPOILED IT ALL

agree that a woman can epdure far more pain

:'ﬁ o'y
SeNyE
£ ':"}'4 than & man, and Without complaining. too. "When he is filled with costly food and wine
'f " l babet oi 0“0es Mo Bo there!” And glows with joy and feels sxtremely fine, I
23 Tt “Yes,” says the man. “But it's this wan 'Tis then, 'tis then he speaks in words sublime 1
3 e 7 A woman oan talk more about how she can About the splendid meals of olden time, |
("" —— »: endure pain without gomplaining than a man’ J“".? ‘h ;
b Ay g g :u.h-?- g o 0S8, "
:... } . ﬁi& .%}r talks about how xauc.ll..:o suffers from pain. AN e sy 0 S R oA W b
Ry .,M_ ,.;;_...' _“H,-_ Fapene {5 Knew It Al !J‘- serve counting a large roll of bills befors

starting out, ‘ golng to buy something to
fill ‘some one’s stocking?”

He looks at us with a maerry, holiday
twinkle {n his eyes and repHes: .

“Yes. I'm going around to buy a wooden
leg for my brother.'

® And will you try the charms on New Year's
Eve

To learn what fate is yours in 19067T"

They asked; " Will you by dim enchantments
weave

The charm that will disclose all fortune's
tricks?"

HICCERS are men
who back out before

vou canlet-tbem in.

“I've got a good joke on you, Miss PYVY
Wisun. The mistletes is hansln; right Hopes Realized.
over your head.” “B;n::km.u:mw:;‘m to that old maldin
" .our bloek,” man who was buying
rhat'sjustukeym.m. _of .!" NOgE:
In words that had a gay and happy tone, course you'd come up and w: 'd he give her?™ asks the man who is
A ring upon her finger she displayed— . just when I've managed to get | '-..

3 o &mkiu tom and jerry.
“ You soo. _1 bave some charms that are my mpoouns e:p:eulon ooaxed' b ~ “He put a burglar under her bod—cho'l
face.”

“been looking for one for twenty years.

“Ah. Miss Shopuln. I wim you woulq
let me be your Christmas gift."
“You, Mr. Deddun? Why, really, }

O, I never could exchange yvou for any,
thindl"

*The charms! How silly!” said the falr young
mald




