
Have you ever been laughed at? If
you have then you can understand

s
why I made that swim.

"I knew nothing about sharks until
afterward. Sharks, you know, won't
attack a person as long as one con-

tinues in action. - I never stopped. I
used only one stroke all the way
the Hawaiian crawl."

The marine underwriters present-
ed Miss Beckley with a gold brace-
let in appreciation of her feat and
gave her the wrecked ship's bell as
a souvenir.
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THE SANTA CLAUS MAIL
In less than a month a lot of little

children all over the. country will be-

gin to write and mail letters to "San-
ta Claus, North Pole," telling what
they want for Christmas. Many of
them will have their childish desires
gratified and many will be disap-
pointed because Santa Claus) this
year, will pass a great many homes
in his haste.

You who have called at the post-offi- ce

on Christmas morning have
seen the poor little kiddies who bash-
fully crept up to the delivery window
and asked if there was something for
them from Santa, And when they
were told that there was nothing,
you have seen them wistfully v(atch
the crowds who marched proudly
away with arms full of packages of
brilliant hue.

There is a young woman in Jenkin-tow- n,

Pa. Miss Olive M. Wilson
who is working to Interest the people
in the "gifts that do not come." She
is trying to have Pres. Wilson author-
ize the use of space in the postoffices
where a supply of packages, contain-
ing some token of the season, sup-
plied, by the people and marked "San-
ta Claus left this for you," could be
left on Christmas. Her plan is to
have the space outside the wicket,
so as not to interfere with the regular
postoffice work, in charge of some-
one, who, when he saw a child turn
away empty-hande- d, could approach
the little one and explain that her
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package- - had been left with him. A
harmless deception and one that
would bring joy into the hearts of
many children on that day!
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THE BELATED VACATION

By Berton Braley.
'Twas the last summer boarde"

All lorn and alone,
All his friends and companiorr

Had packed up and flown
He had put off vacation

Till coming of fall
And he wandered the seashore

With no one at all.

'Twas the last summer boarder
When summer was o'er

Who plunged by his lonesome
Where salt billows roar;

The crowds had departed
And gone was the band

There was nothing in sight
But the sea and the sand.

'Twas the last summer boarder
Who ate all alone

In a vast empty cavern
Whence diners had flown;

There was nary a maiden
And nary a man,

Save the somnolent waiter
Whose face he could scan. '

'Twas the last summer boarder
Who packed up his 'trunk

And said, "I'll go back
To my warm city bunk;

And never, oh never
Again will you hear

Of me on vacation
So late in the year!"
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BEGGING OFF

"Can you direct me to the best
hotel in this town?" asked the
stranger who, after sadly watching
the train depart, had set his satchel
upon the station platform.

"I can," replied the man, who was
waiting for a train going the other
way, "but I hate to do it."

"Why?"
Because you will think after"

you've seen it that I'm a liar." 4


