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run away from
his home on the
farm and none
of the family had
heard a word
concerning him
in the three years
that followed.
Dan was the
youngest of three
children - "hel
baby," as old
Mrs. Morris al-
ways said-and
hated farm work,

"If brother Jim
likes it, let him do it," he had told the

'family defiantly. "I'm going to some
'big city where a fellow has some
chance to see life and make his for-
tune. I'm through with haying all day
long in the scorching sun, milking
cows and feeding hogs, and then havy
lng to sit in the dark on, the porch
listening to nothing but frogs and
katydids until you have to go to bed
if you want to get up in time to do it
all over again next day. I'm through,
I tell you l"

The family had tried to reason with
Dan, but it was of no use. One morn-
ing they found him gone, leaving only
the briefest note of good-by to his
mother. And now the third Christmas
since his going had come and the fam-
ily itself was going in to the big city
to spend holidays witl Julia, who had
married and lived there.

Ordinarily Julia and her husband,
with little Bobble, came out to the
farm visiting the old folks and
brother Jim at Christmas, but this
year Julia had a new baby, scarce
four months old, and hadn't felt equal
to the trip. So father and sweet-faced
mother Morris-their hair already
Wvhite and with'the years' anxiety for
their missing Dan reflected in wrin-
kled faces-packed up all sorts of
4ome-made eatables in baskets and
had sun-burned brother Jim take
them for the first time to the big city.

It was a bewildering adventure to
those simple souls; each .incident of
the journey and novel sight after ar-
rival was a never-to-be forgotten ex-
perience. Fred, Julia's brisk and

"I'm Bobble Wallace."

hearty husband, welcomed them at
the station and thrilled them with a
ride out to their daughter's apart,
ment on the elevated railway. It was
a joyous reunion, but-as mother said,
with a sudden break in her voice-
"it can't be as if my baby, our Dan,
were here with us too."

"There, there, mother," said father
Morris, patting her quivering shoulder
consolingly. "You mustn't think about
Dan just now. He'll return to us some
day when he's become rich and fa-
'mous. Just look here, Julia-and you
too, Fred!-all the mouth-watering
stuff that Ma's brought you from the

,farm. Home-churned, uncolored but-
ter rolls those are! And here's
three stuffed six-pound turkeys that
were gobble-holbbling around the
barns not many days. ago. Hey, little
Bob! D'you see those pots of Jam,
'lnd( spiced watermelon pickles? And
ere are the Christmas presents
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My dad sez once they lived a boy
'Us bound that he would see

Old Santa Claus-an' had no joy
Fer thinkin' how 't'ud be

To hide behind a screen an' wait
Till Santa come around,

Then watch him waitin' to un-
crate--

Without a word or sound.

Well,ChristmasEve,thisboyleton
'At he was sound asleep,

An'when he knowed the rest had
gone

To bed, he went a-creep
Down stairs--an' graciousl--

watcha think!
He run against him-smack!

Old Santa, yes-sir-,-'n quick as
wink

That boy 'uz in his pack.

An' ever since that boy has been
Strapped up an' has to go

With Santa, fer just that one sin,
Through miles of ice an'snow;

An' you bet I ain't gonna take
Nochanctlikethat'--notquitel

You'll find 'at I won't be awake
When Santa comes to-night.
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all wrapped and tied ready for the
tree, but not to be opened by anybody
until Christmas morning. Here's--p vhy, mother I You've got one parcel

pere marked wrong! It has Dan's
Sname On it!"

Mother Morris dabbed at her eyes
with her handkerchief.

"Please, don't laugh at me, chfi
dren," she said sadly, "It's my Dan's
Christmas as much as it is that for
any the rest of us, and I- I was
hoping that maybe we'd find him here
In the city now that we've come here
ourselves."

It was pathetically absurb, that
batren little hope of the bereaved old
mother, but none of them even let
her see them smile at it.

The afternoon before Christmas
Julia persuaded her husband to take
little Bobbie downtown so that he
could not surprise her trimming the
tree. Brother Jim and the old folks
went along.

Little Bobbie naturally was most
of all interested in the toy depart.
meats and hardly could be made leave
hold some of the playthings he most
fancied.

"Oh see, daddle A horsie that
rocks, with a mane and bridle and
ever'thing !.... And oh, grandma I
lookit lookit! There's a real live
Santa Claus talking to tbhse other
little boys and girls !"

It was indeed. The big store had
hired a rather shabby-looking young
man that week, who for $15 was sup-
posed to sit at the door of an imita-
tion snow house and solemnly encour-
age visiting youngsters to tell him
their fondest wants in the line of pres-
ents. Little Bobbie was impatiently
waiting in line, holding fast with one
chubby fist to his father's hand, in no
time. Mother and father Morris, and
big brother Jim watched and waited
Smilingly for them on the edge of
the crowd.

"Well, my little man, what is your
name?" asked the scarlet-coated and
long white-whiskered Santa Claus in
a tired, husky voice when Bobbie's
turn finally came.

"I'm Bobble Wallace, dear Mr. Santa
Claus, and I live at 5601 Byrne street,"
the boy chirruped at him, round-eyed
and devoutly bellieing in the identity
of Santa. "My mamma's name is Julia
Wallace and I've got a little baby
sister now, too."

The long-whiskered Santa patted
his head in perfunctory weariness.

"And what do you most want me to
put in your stocking this Christmas
Eve, Bobbie?" he asked with a side-
long glance at the tolerantly smiling
father.

"We--ell," drawled Bobbie uncer-
tainly, "there are lots and lots of
things I want awful, awful much,
Mister Santa Claus, but I heard my
mamma say this morning that it's
ever so much nicer to wish for things
for those that love you than for your-
self. So I... I guess, I ought to ask you

Do You Enjoy Your Meals?
If yo'- 'o not enjoy your meals

your digestion is faulty. Eat moder-
ately, especially of meats, masticate
your i'ood thoroughly. Let five
hours elapse between meals and take
one of Chamberlain's Tablets im-
mediately after supper and youwill
soon find your meal to be a real
pleasure.- (Adv.)

More than 1,000,000 persons inthis country are suffering from tub-
erculosis. Help save them by buy-
ing Red Cross Christmas Seals.

to keep my poor old grandma Morris,
who's got white hair now, from wor-
rying and crying any more over her

boy Dan. You see, Mister Santa, my
uncle Dan ran away from home a
long, long time ago, before I was born,
and my grandma keeps saying she
can't rest until she sees him again.
She's visiting my papa and mamma
at home now, and I saw a present she
has all wrapped up and labeled for
uncle Dan if you'll be good enough to
find him and bring him out to our
house tonight. Won't you do that,
please, mister Santa?"

With a choking cry the white-
whiskered one stumbled to his feet,
nearly upsetting his little snow house
and searching Bobble's wonder-round-
ed eyes in hungry disbelief.

"You are Julia Morris' little boy?"
he muttered dazedly. "And you say
that.... that your grandmother really
wants her worthless runaway Dan to
come back to her? .... is waiting here
in the city for him now? Oh, my
God!"

Fred, Bobbie's father, caught at
the Santa's arm as he reeled un-
steadily sidewise as ifabout to faint,
and in so doing knocked off the bushy
white whiskers.

"Awl" wailed Bobbie, facing his
first childish disillusionment, "he isn't
a real Santa after all!"

Back through the amazed and

rather indignant crowd of shoppers
old mother Morris was coming as fast

as her trembling legs would permit,
and above the noise and' calls of

clerks at the counters, could be heard
her thrilling, quavering outcry:

"Danny! Oh, Danny! Danny! I've
found my lost boy at last l"
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MULES FOR SALE!
We Deal in None But the Best Bred Mules.

An Inspection of Our Stock is Invited

WE WISH to announce to planters and.others that we have rented
the large mule barn of Kahn & Weil in Mississippi street, op-

posite the Hotel Donaldson, where we will be permanently located
and will have on sale at all times a large assortment of High-Class
Sugar and Rice Mules which we will offer for sale at lowest market
prices. Prospective purchasers are invited to call and examine thesw
animals, all of which are perfectly sound and healthy and will be
sold under guarantee as being exactly as represented Phone 56.

CRAWFORD & NOEL
Kahn & Weil's Big Stables, Opposite Hotel' Donaldson

DONALDSONVILLE, LA.

N. J. FALCON & 0 .
Wheelwrights, Blacksmiths, Horseshoers, Wagon

Makers, Buggy and Automobile Painters

PLANTATION AND PLOW WORK A SPECIALTY. ALL KINDS
OF REPAIR WORK NEATLY DONE. PROMPT

SERVICES. REASONABLE PRICES

Office and Shops North Side of Mississippi Street Below

GIVE US A TRIAL Donaldsonville, La.

A Gift From Santm
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When God's Revelations Come.
It was while they were watching

their flocks-the common duty of their
common days--that the word of
Christ's coming was brought to the
shepherds. It is when we are faith-
fully busy with common duties that
God's rvelations usually come to us.

A Few Don'ts.
for Christmas

Don't court indigestion.
Don't grumble, whatever you do
Don't half fill the kiddies' stockings.
Don't give presents which will be

useless.
Don't forget the mistletoe. Romance

still lives.
Don't forget that it ought to be a

merry Christmas.
Don't deny the little ones' ideas

about Santa Claus.
Don't worry about unpaid bills-at

any rate until tomorrow.
Don't scoff at the lingering super-

stitIons of the good old days.
Don't for the show of things, buy

presents which you can't afford.
Don't expect too many presents.

Take what you get and be thankful.
Don't, if you get up on your wrong

side, make everybody else miserable.
Don't forget to think at least once

during the day what Christmas really
means.

Don't give a present unless you want
to. Better not give at all than give in-
sincerely.

Don't forget that the giving ofi
Christmas boxes, like charity, should
begin at home.

Don't, if you are a girl, stand under i
the-mistletoe until you see the right I
chap approaching.

Don't kiss somebody else's best girl,
even though she is under tne mistle-
toe. There might be a row.

Don't work on Christmas day if you
can avoid it. If you have to, however,
don't make a song about it.

Don't give Johnnie a trumpet and
Peter a whistle and expect to have a
quiet time. It's unreasonable.

Don't put off buying presents until
the last minute. You'll get better value
and avoid the crush if you shop early.

Don't send an electric runabout to a
freezing widow with five starving chil-
dren. This is like throwing a rope of
pearls to a drowning man.

Don't look pained when somebody
tells a fifty-year-old Christmas story.
That's one of the unavoidable circum-
stances of the, festive season.

Don't give a new song to some one
who doesn't sing; but be still more
certain that you don't give a new song
to some one who imagines he can sing.

Don't refrain from giving because
you can't, afford to give much. The in-
trinsic value of a gift counts for noth-

it that matters.
Don't let the wife give you a Christ-

mas present in the form of cigars. If
she persists in doing so, don't smoke
them-give thema away again, withotv
iettina her know about it. of course.
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Meas iour

We cannot picture it
without seeing the
spangled Christmas
tree girt with the faces
of gleeful youngsters,
glad parents, and
happy bodies return-
ed home from town or
far metropolis It
sounds life bells and
craclling logs and
shouts of children.
And even our old,
round-shouldered,

* sorrow-ridden planet,
" with his eye KnocKed

out on his cheek, .
pauses to smile from
sea to sea, and love iseverywhere. rejuve-
nated.M

Tasted Suspicious.
"My dear, did you make this Chri

mas pudding out of the cook book
"Yes, love."
"I thought I tasted one of the c

A full line of Victor Talking Ma-chines and the latest records carried
in stock, at F. L. Trepagnier's Jewel-
ry store.

The Bet on the Marlk
J ,SII to iniio rm ti:` pilantirs, farnmers, rh nufacurers and il,

1)publ in :e'nal th:t r iive sucured t he sales a'•ency for tl,
fo!!otl>e splon:lid ou i:cs a•n•d impl km nts:

O NEWTYPE CRUDE
OL EN G(INE

. 0- r- e Jor ir s :wn::2, etc.

TWIN CITY AND PARRETT TRACTORS7
OLIVER PLOWS AND IMPLEMENTS

For general field purposes

RED RIVER SPECIAL RICE THRESHER
None better made. Six sold in this neighborhood in 101,9

FARM CUSHMAN ENGINES
All sizes and all powers in stock

CUSHMAN .ELECTRIC LIGHTING PLANT
Complete and ready for service

FEED MILLS AND HlAY PRESSES
Operated by engine or horsepower

CENTRIFUGAL PUMPS AND BELTS
All sizes and all dimensions

I carry in my salesrooms a sample of all of the above mentil
engines, tractors and implements, which purch'sers may see at
aminebefre buying. I do not sell from catalogue pha

Every article is -sold under full igarantee. Engines pureha .
me are installed byme and taken care of free of charge for thei
year. I am at the service of my customers at any time, day and n

CHAS. J. LeBLANC
MECHANICAL ENGINEER

Office and Salesrooms, Corner Mississippi and St. Patrick Streeta

Telephone No. 220 DONALDSONVILLE, I

THE UNIVERSAL CAR I /

Every Ford Owner Should Kniow
Just what Ford service is, anid why it

is different from ordinary garage ser-
vice. The Ford Dealer is a part of the
Big Forik Family. He carries a large
stoc kof genuine. Ford parts for repairs
and replacements, and he uses only
genuine parts because he knows the
imitation parts aren't dependable.

He has a thoroughly-equipped, up-
to-the-minute garage with tools that
enable his Ford mechanics to efficient-
ly and'properly make any repair-from
a minor adjustment to a complete over-
haul. We are Authorized Ford Deal-
ers. Drive in or phone and we'll
come for your car.

DONALDSONVILLE GARAGE
K. A. AUCOIN, Prop.

Phone 126 Donaldsonville, La.

I AM GLAD TO ENDORS

PERUNA
Glad to Try Anything W ina"Three years ago my systemwas in a terribly rn down on- Terrib

dltion and I was broken out all Terribly
over my body. I began to be wor-
ried about my condition and I Run Down
was glad to try anything whlech
would relieve me. Peruna wasrecommended to me as a fine Conditionblood remedy and tonic, and Isoon found that it was worthy
of praise. A few bottles changed Miss Ricks Leopold.
my condition materially and in a 288 Layco St., Menasha,
short time I was all over my Seo'y Liederkranz. Miss IAeOPOtrouble. I owe my restoration to letter opposite conveys in o.
health and strength to Peruna. certain way the gratitu'e
I am glad to endorse It." feels for Peruna.

Sold Everywhere Iqu ald d Tablet 1 -Pa


