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C B y H I L D A R I C H M O N D 

"Papa says one of you g ir l s must 
accept Aunt Caroline's inv i tat ion for 
the hol idays," said Mrs Storey, w i th a 
troubled look on her motherly face 
"I am sorry to have you go to that 
dead al ive l i tt le vi l lage, but you know 
papa seldom says 'must,' so we will 
have to make the best of it. Now 
•which wil l it b e 7 " 

"It's s imply impossible for me to go , 
mamma, ' said Margaiet , whir l ing 
l ight ly around on the pi*no stool I've 
practiced for weeks on this Christ 
m a s music and the entertainment 
could not go on without my playing 
F r a n c e s or Kate will have to sacrifice 
th i s t ime, and it s only fair, for they 
h a v e not so much on their minds as 
I have " 

' Why Margaret my t ime is a<s pre 
c ious as yours said Kate looking up 
from the new dress she was finishing, 
' and besides I am going to s ing at 
the party next week ' 

"I might go if someone would finish 
dress ing these dolls for the tree down 
at the miss ion Poor Aunt Carrie 
m u s t be lonesone since her only 
daughter went to Oregon to l ive and 
I d l ike to see hei again She used to 
let us make little pies and muss 
around in her clean kitchen, and at 
home Sarah never al lowed us to spoil 
her domain," said Frances 

"I'll at tend to the dolls ," sail! 
Margaret, promptly, ' and help yon 
pack your trunk if you need help I 
have no doubt you wil l have a good 
t i m e at Cedar Hill , for Aunt a lways 
thought so much of vou " 

"And I'll finish the whi te dress so 
you can take it along," added Kate 
Inwardly rejoic ing over the solut ion 
of the vexed quest ion "You may have 
my blue s i lk waist , too It is a l ittle 
too t ight for me and nobody down 
there wil l suspect it was not made 
specia l ly for y on " 

In spite of her 19 years the whole 
fami ly considered Frances a mere 
chi ld and no one but the mother 
thought it madp any difference that 
she w a s to spend the hol idays in a 
lonely house with Aunt Caroline in 
s tead of h a v i n g a share in the city cele
brat ions which she so much enjoyed 
Mrs Storey sl ipped a number of pack 
ages marked ' open on Christmas eve' 
i n the big t i u n k and provided a sty» 
Hsh travel ing dress, but her heart 
•welled as the trim hgure disappeared 
amid a chorus of farewel ls and the 
n o i s e of the busy s tat ion Mr Storey 
g a v e h i s daughter some bright gold 
p ieces wi th the instruct ions to spend 
t h e m as she liked but Frances reflect
ed that she w a s l ikely to bring them 
h o m e gain for want of a chance to 
i n v e s t in anyth ing except goods found 
i n a country store at Cedar Hill 

It was late in the afternoon before 
the b iakeman announced "Cedar Hill " 
and Frances was surprised to see a 
number of passengers get off "Is this 
real ly Cedar H i l l ' she asked of an 
old man near 

"It really Is," h e answered wi th a 
smi le "If I a m not mis taken , vou 
are F a n n y Storey that used to play 
w i t h m y granddaughters Don't you 
remember Grandfather D e v o n ' " 

"Of course I do H o w are Nel l ie and 
R u t h ' The reason I thought this w a s 
n o t Cedar Hill is because the town 
w h e n I knew it was only a l i tt le place 
and this looks l ike a c i ty " 

"We've had a boom since those days 
H e r e Horace, help Miss Storey wi th 
her luggage I can take care of mv-
eelf This i s the young lady w h o used 
t o play wi th the gir ls a dozen years 
a g o but I don't suppose she remem
bers the freckled boy w h o built play
h o u s e s for her " 

"Yes I d o ' said Frances shaking 
h a n d s wi th the e legantly dressed young 
m a n "You a lways built the very 
nicest houses of any boys we knew 
Mr Devon and I still recollect them 
w i t h pleasure " 

"It used to be H o r a c e " put in the 
old gent leman "and if I remember 
correctl> this voting rascal called you 
S i s sy H e s an architect now, s o you 
s e e h i s earlj training comes handy " 

All th is t ime they were l eav ing the 
train and looking for Aunt Caroline, 
w h o evident ly had not received the let
t er announcing Frances ' visit , for she 
w a s not in s ight "We'll take you to 
Mrs Howard s for she l ives close to 
us ," said the j o j n g man loading h im
se l f wi th "Sissy's" baggage "You 
never would find the old house without 
a guide, for factories and stores an>i 
churches have sprung up in such pro
fusion that it Is ent ire ly overshadowed 
Your aunt and grandfather and some 
m o r e of the conservat ive old residents 
bewai l the new order of th ings a s 
much as they would a nat ional calam
i ty , but I mUst confess that I l ike t o s ee 
paved streets where w e used t o m a k e 
m u d pies " 

"I w i sh m a m m a and the gir ls could 
s e e m e now," said Frances , gaz ing at 
t h e latest s ty les in dresses in a store 
w i n d o w "Mamma cried to th ink of 
m y coming to .n i s out-of - the-way 
place and I very near ly started wi th 
o n l y a satchel th inking I would only 
need a few c lothes W e write and ge t 
le t ters from Cedar Hih s o se ldom that 
I never dreamed of the change I see 
to -day " 

"You'll be glad enough you brought 
y o u r trunk, for th ings are l ive ly during 
t h e ho l idays " 

"What i s that beautiful bui lding w e 
are c o m i n g t o ' " inquired Frances , as 
t h e y neared a s tone structure that 
m i g h t have graced P city 

"That i s the public library," said Mr. 
D e v o n "I suppose you haye a supply 
of books in that b ig trunk for fear 
there would be n o t h i n g to read in our 
t o w n . I won' t ment ion i t to the cit i
z e n s though , for fear they m i g h t put 
y o u on the first train for h o m e There 
i s Mrs. H o w a r d on the porch. S h e 
k n o w s you " 

T h e d a y s that fo l lowed were busy 
o n e s fo? Frances . She sent a te legram 
te l l ing OL her safe arrival and found 
o n l y t i m e for the briefest no tes t i l l 
after Chris tmas , on account of the 
m a n y places t o g o and the del ightful 
t h i n g s to do. Aunt Caroline enjoyed 
the company and the frol ics to the 
utmost and urged her n iece t o m a k e 
the old house a s l i ve ly a s possible. 
The gir ls and boys she played w^th 
y e a r s before flocked to see her. bring
i n g fr iends w i t h them, till 

"You and I are •he committee on 
do l l s for the poor children's Christmas 
t iee ," said Horace, coming into thr 
parlor where Frances was putt ing up 
hol ly for the great day ' Imagine 
wai t ing till three days before the 
twenty-fifth before looking after dolls! 
But it's not their fault for Miss Gray 
would have attended to it if her moth
er had not taken sick Come, get your 
sunbonnet and we'll make short work 
of the infants " 

"I'm go ing to buy some candy and 
fruit for the people at the hospital ," 
said Frances when the dolls were dis
posed of "Papa gave me some gold 
pieces to spend and they are burning 
holes m m y pockets ' 

"A good idea I'll go halves , for I 
feel l ike celebrating, too " 

Over and over again Frances wished 
the fo lks at home could see her during 
the happy hol idays Every letter as
sured them that she was hav ing a fine 
t ime but it i s impossible t o put the 
spirit of good t imes on paper The 
Christmas tree for the Sunday school 
of Third s t i ee t church w a s a complete 
success and then the young people 
trooped off to the miss ion to distribute 
gifts and candy to the factory people 
w h o could not attend "the big church 
up town ' 

' Are you homesick F a n n y 9 asked 
Nel l ie Devon with an arm around 
Trances as the gay crow d sat wait ing 
for the clock to strike 12 on Christmas 
eve in Mrs Howard's old-fashioned 
pai lor I don t want to l emind you 
of home or make you sad but vou 
must have so many pleasant things to 
do in the city that we never heard 
about 

' I don't know what they a r e " 
laughed Frances "I think I could g ive 
the president information about 'The 
Strenuous Life' since I've been here 

HERE HORACE HELP MISS STOREY 
O F r WITH HER LLGGAGE ' 

This is the busiest and happiest holi
day t ime I ever had except that I want 
all the folks at home to enjoy it too " 

"You must all come to dinner to
morrow—no, to-day—" said Mrs How
ard as the young people started home 
"It has been s o m a n y years since I 
had such a flock around me that I must 
make the most of it I want Frances 
to have a good t ime s o she wil l want 
to come every year " 

Frances felt a touch of self-reproach 
on Christmas morning w h e n she re
membered the neat l i tt le parcels she 
was to have opened on the evening be
fore She had fal len into the happy 
sleep that v is i t s the pure-hearted wi th
out a thought for the lovely t ime she 
was hav ing and a ' l tt le prayer for her 
family and friends As she smoothed 
out the note slipped through the beau
tiful n n g she smiled to read the ten
der message—"My Dear Daughter 
I hope t i t s wil l be the happiest Christ
mas of "our l ife t o reward you for 
g iv ing t-t? your o w n pleasure to gratify 
Aunt c a r o l m e Many happy returns of 
the day sweetheart Mother " 

Mrs Howard found t ime o n Christ
m a s day for a long letter to her broth
er in which she said, "You must be 
prepared to g ive u s your l i tt le Fanny , 
for I am sure Horace Devon has per
suaded her that Cedar Hil l i s a good 
place to spend a l i fet ime He is a 
r is ing young architect and h a s a fine 
place in the city, to which he goes 
every day Thi s m a y sound l ike strange 
tales , but I did not w a n t the n e w s to 
strike you too suddenly Of course the 
young people are not rash enough to 
m a k e plans far into the future wi thout 
consult ing you, but I can And no fault 
w i th their ant ic ipat ions Horace is 
a " 

But Mr Storey had laid down the let 
ter wi th a bewildered look that plainly 
showed h is pain and as tonishment 
His wife expressed no surprise, though 
tears came in to her eyes as she said, 
"You might have taken a h int from 
the child's short let ters in which she 
spoke of be ing perfectly happy I have 
been hoping th i s would be a happy day 
for her, but I am not quite prepared 
to say I l ike the realization of m y 
wi shes " 

W i t h the l ight s treaming through the 
stained g lass w indows o n the ever
green and hol ly wound around the 
s tate ly pi l lars of the church and the 
Chris tmas mus ic in her ears Frances 
found i t hard t o keep her thoughts 
f rom the mental picture of the bare 
l ittle church Cedar Hill had boasted 
in other days "Glory to God in the 
Highest ," s a n g the sweet vo ices just 
a s the choir in the church at h o m e 
w a s doing at that very moment , but 
there w a s n o homes ickness in her 
h e a r t 

Under cover of her b ig h y m n book 
Horace Devon soft ly pressed her s l im 
hand whi l e the ushers seated la te ar
r ivals in the l i t t le pause that fol lowed 
t h e anthem, and she smiled t o think 
her mother's Chris tmas w i s h had 
c o m e t r u e — B a p t i s t Union 

A n E x p l o d e d Myth . 
"Do your little ones believe in Santa 

Claus?" 
"No. T h e y did t i l l l a s t Christmas, 

w h e n their papa played the part I had 
the children in the hal l and he w a s t o 
come from upstairs w i t h a l o t of pres
ents for them." 

"Yes?" 
"Well, w e had the l i gh t s turned low 

Frances I and h e thought h e w a s d o w n w h e n h e 
declared this the n ices t v is i t s h e ever I w a s n ' t They recognized h i s language." 
h a d i n her life. ,. '—ChicagoHera ld , 

YORITE 
By Estelle Kerr 

T T is lovely to ride in the tall poplar tree; 
•*• W h e n I climb to the tip-top and float 
Through the sunny blue sky, just as blue as 

the sea, 

18 my bonny green poplar boat. 

The scaredrow is king of the red cherry-tree, 
\ cross-looking chap he is, too' 

He won't let the birds touch the fr 
up^ you see, 

Q f/rf But I'm not afraid,—are you ' 

The gum Iron the spruce-tree is lovely to chew; 
In the maple I have a fine fort, 
I've chestnuts for bullets,— Between me and 

you 
They hurt when they 

h i t , — I t ' s g r e a t 
sport' 

Vc-"^' 

A 

W h e n the apples are sweet, oh I just 
eat and eat 

Till my buttons are most apt to fly, 
And D a d d y . can't see what the 

trouble can be 
When I say that I don't care for pie ' 

W h e n the leaves of the beech-tree are turning to go ld , 
W h e n the hazel-nuts dropping keep time, 
W h e n the butternuts fall and the squirrels 

are bold. 
Then games in the for»>t are 

prime! 

But my favourite tree only comes once a year, 
W h e n the others are covered with snow, 
It springs up in the night »n the drawing-

room bright, 
And both apples and nuts on it grow 

With toys for each child,—so 
I know you'll agree 

That the best cne of all is 
the gay Christmas-tree 

THE. R E V O L T 
OF BOBBIE J» .> 

B y TOM MASON 

iS 
^MM&4k£f£i£t^rx$m 

' Now Bobbie, Christmas is almost 
here, and if you are a real good 1 ttle 
boy Santa Claus may do someth ing for 
you ' 

Bobbie—You mean that you will do 
s o m e t h i n g for me pop That old Santa 
Claus racket i s played out 

Bingo—Do you mean to say you 
don't bel ieve in Santa C l a u s ' 

Bobbie—No, sir, I don't I hope, pop, 
you don't expect me to hang up m y 
s tocking the night be fore ' 

B ingo—Why, certainly I do 
Bobbie—And I suppose you think I 

am going to crawl out of a nice warm 
bed about four o clock in the morning, 
and s i t by the chimney-place in my 
bare f e e t ' No, s ir ' Just g ive me a 
l ist of th ings you thought of gett ing, 
and 111 check it off and let you kuow 
what I want 

Bingo (petrified)—Well, th is i s a 
prettv pass You don't think there 3 
any Santa Claus e h ' 

Bobbie—I know there ain't I've 
Known it for three years , but I just 
hated to hurt m y parents' feelings,, so 
I have caught cold every Christmas 
morning, just to please you, until I 
a m tired of it 

Bingo—But Bobbie, consider There 
are relat ives of mine coming to bpend 
Chris tmas wi th us W h a t would they 
say if they thought you didn't bel ieve 
in S a n t a ' Think of Aunt Jane W h y , 
she would never forgive me Think of 
the talk it would make 

Bobbie—I can't help it, pop This 
h a s got to stop I can't go on deceiv
ing people any more 

Bingo—Haven' t I a lways been good 
to you B o b b i e ' 

Boboie—Yes sir 
B ingo ( locking the door)—And would 

y o u go back on your father for a l u t i e 
think l ike t h a t ' It's only a l ittle 
th ing I ask of you You wouldn't " i s -
grace your poor father and mother, 
n o w would you, B o b b i e ' 

Bobbie (f lrmly)— Don't trv to move , 
me pop I can't do it that's all 

B ingo (reaching for a s trap)—You 
can't, e h ' Well , we'll see about tnat 
(Whack ) I'll teach you not to bel ieve 
i n a Santa Claus (Whack, whack ) 

Bobbie—Oho* a w ' a w ' P lease 
s t o p ' 

Bingo—I'll s h o w you (whack) the 
duty you owe (whack, whack, whack) 
to your lov ing parents H o w do you 
feel n o w ? A n y more l ike be l iev ing? 

Bobbie (boo-hoo)—Yes, sir 
Bingo—That's right And are you 

S^ing to hang up your s t o c k i n g ' 
(Whack ) 

B o l / i ' s (promptly)—Yes, sir 
Bingo Vnd get up at three o'clock 

as you a lways have d o n e ' 
Bobbie—Yes, sir 
Bingo—And are you go ing to talk to 

those relat ives of mine about dear, 
good old Santa Claus, and wonder vhat 
he's going to g ive you, and clap 7cur 
hands together, and get excited l ike a 
genuine innocent l ittle b o y ' 

Bobbie—Yes, sir, I am 
Bingo (releasing h im)—Wel l , you 

see that you do, or I'll g ive you the 
wors t l icking you ever had in vour 
life 

Bobble (half an hour later, s tanding 
on the corner with Wil l ie S l imson)— 
You see that m a n passing by ever 
t h e r e ' 

W i l l i e — W h o ' Your f a t h e r ' 
Bobbie—Yes Well Wil l ie there goes 

the biggest liar that ever drew brea'h 
—Harlem Life 

Santa a n d Li t t l e Marlon. 
Litt le e ight-year old Marion had been 

invited to spend Christmas with a friend 
of her mother, of w h o m she thought a 
great deal While s,he wanted to go very 
much, she w a s afraid Santa Claus might 
not know where she was , and so would 
pass her by in his distribution of pres
ents The i n \ i tat ion was received several 
days before Christmas s o she had plentv 
of time to think it ov er Her mother told 
her she must let her know three days be
fore so she could let her friend know 
whether she was to come or not On the 
last day Marion came to her mother and 
said 

"Mamma, I'm going with Mrs Clark " 
"And run the risk of los ing your pres

ents from Santa C laus '" 
"Yes, for I think if he don't find m e he 

wil l g ive my presents to some poor little 
girl w h o may want them more than I 
do " and she turned away so as to hide 
the tears which were bound to come 

Her mother did not say anything, but 
when Christmas came Marion found that 
Santa Claus knew where l ittle girls could 
be found, whether they were at home 
or away —American Agriculturist 

F e e t . 
The c lergyman did not al together 

forget the spirit of h i s stern old theol
ogy 

"I a m a worm," he protested intense
ly , "but I am n o centipede " 

In these words did h e find vo l ee for 
the thoughts that surged up in h i s 
breast, as he contemplated the 34 pairs 
of carpet s l ippers which the Christmas 
donat ion party had l e f t—Puck . 

Trying to Fool Santa. 

W i l l i e s scheme mij,ut have w o i ^ e d if he hadn t kicked off the bedclothes 
Bhowing that the apparent size of h i s feet wa s due t o papa s hunting boots — 
Chicago Daily News . 
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TS5 CANDY 
CHILD j&j& 
What Happened to a Little 
"Boy Who Ate Too Much 

Bjr R.. W . D V T T O N 

S T A R S A R E SHINING 
CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

W o r d a a n d m u s i c b y R e v . S. Bar lnK-Gonld , MA., 
(Author of "Onward, Christian Soldiers," etc ) 

Bee' amidst that blaze of glory 
Stands a seraph, wings outspread. 

Radiance as of summer morning 
O'er the barren landscape shed 

Rouse ye shepherds! shake oft slumber. 
Banished from each drowsy head! 

Gloria in excelsis Deo! 

"Lo' of tidings glad the hearer, 
I am come, and news I bring, 

Born on earth this day a Saviour, 
Christ, to Jew and Gentile King, -* 

Rouse ye, therefore, link your voice*, 
Then with angels' carols sing: Jf' 

Gloria In excelsis Deo! ,- ; 

"Peace on earth, to men good favour. 
Token this—the Heavenly Child. 

Lying now in Bethlehem's manger. 
Born of Virgin undented 

Christ, Messiah, long expected— 
Earth and Heaven reconciled. 

Gloria In excelsis Deo!" 

Then from thousand times ten thousand 
Angels, in supernal light 

Burst a chorus "O ye people, 
East and West, In one unite, 

Praising God, tbe Lord Jehovah: 
Sing with angels In the height; 

7 Gloria In excelsis D e o ! ' y 

Aunt Matilda wa s busily engaged in 
the kitchen, putt ing the flmsning 
touches to the innumerable delicacies 
designed to grace the Christmas table 
The children of the household were in
terest ing spectators of the old woman's 
work, being present by special permis
s ion of their mother 

"What you chil'ren wants to do to
morrow—dat is , w h a t you chil ren 
doesn't want to do," remarked the old 
woman, as she paused in her WOIK, 
"is to see dat you doesn't eat too much 
to-morrow 'Cause ef you does, you 
is liable to be l ike er chile dat I has 
in mind, an' de Lawd knows dat you 
doesn't want to be l ike dat chile " 

The little ones well knew that these 
words of Aunt Matilda were prel im
inary to one of those stories wi th 
which she so often delighted them, and 
they impatient ly awaited it 

"Dis chile dat I speaks of," cont in
ued the old woman, a s she resumed her 
labors, "had one of de mos rapacious 
appetites dat you ever heerd of. Eat In' 
al l de t ime, an' eatin' all sorts of 
t ings His m a an' pa tell h im, of 
course, dat all wrong, an' at dere is er 
t ime fo' eatin' as well a s er t ime fo' 
not eatin', but Lawd bless you, chil'ren, 
dat boy he pay no m o 'tention to what 
h i s ma an' pa say den ef dey didn't 
'zist W h y , dey even see de Wizzle 
Wuzzle Man 'bout him, but Mr W i / z l e 
Wuzzle he say dat he ain't gwine to do 
anyth ing jes' yit , an' fo' to let de 
chi le keep jes right on ef he wants to 

"An' de chile he keep r ight on," re
marked the old woman, as she com
pleted frost ing a g iant cake, "notwith-
standin' to de contrary, an' matters go 
frum w u s s to w u s s Bimeby, Christ-
m u s come 'round, an' dat boy he g in 
to eat frum de mini t h e w a k e up, candy 
an' cakes an' apples, an' de Lawd 
k n o w s w h a t Course h i s m a an' pa 
'monstrate wid him, an' tell h im dat 
dey has no' ject ions to h i s eatin' jes' 
w h a t he l ike, purvided he eat in 
mod'ration But, Lawd bless you, 
chil ren, he pay no mo' 'tention to 
w h a t dey say den befo', an' den de 
s trangest t' ing happen dat you ever 
heerd of." 

Aunt Matilda paused to note the ef
fect of her words upon the l i tt le ones, 
and then she continued 

"It w u s gi t t in' toward de dark," she 
said, "when dis chile's ma an' pa mis s 
h im Dey hunt h igh an' dey hunt 
low, but don't find h im, an' off so t s his 
pa fo' de house of de Wizzle Wuzzle 
Man H e find Mr Wizz le Wuzzle 
sett in' befo h i s fire smokin' h i s pine, 
an ' w h e n de chile's pa 'splain matters 
" - Wizzle Wuzzle puff out er b ig Mr 
cloud of smoke. D e s m o k e i t fill de 
room, an' when i t die 'way over in ae 
corner w a s dat chile. Dat i s , w h a t wa3 
de chi le , fo' he had done turned »nto 
er mixture of candy an' cake, an' a l l 
sorts of t'ings. 

"Of course, chil'ren," Bolemnly re
marked the old w o m a n , as she noticed 
the surprise of the l i t t le ones , "it w a s 
dat chile , an' den ag'in it w a s n ' t De 
leet le boy's pa w a s m o s ' grieved to 
death to see what done happen, an' 
he ask de Wizzle Wuzzle Man what 
kin be done in de matter Mr. Wizzle 

Wuzzle puff out nuther big cloud o£ 
smoke, an when dat die 'way, de 
chile was gone Den he take his pipe 
out his mouth an splain dat nuch.n 
kin be done fo' er y ar at de lea&te^t 

"De chile s pa he beg, of course, aa«. 
de Wizzle Wuzzle Man do someihin 
right 'way, but Mr Wizzle Wuzzle he 
say no mdeedy, an' de leetle boy's pa 
know well nuff dat when Mr Wizzie 
Wuzzle say no indeedy, dat it is no 
mdeedy, sho' nuff, and he go home 
But befo' he go Mr WiZ7le Wuzzle le 
say dat ef he was a mind to, he coula 
do sumthm' right 'way, but he splain 
dat de chile mus' 1 arn by 'sperience, 
ef he w o n t l'arn no way else an den 
he tell de chile s pa to come to see 
h im nex' Chrls'mus eve 

"It wa s a mighty long y'ar," said 
the old woman, "fo' de leetle boy » pa 
an' ma an' you may b l ieve me 
chil'ren it wa s still longer fo' dat chile 
who had in all dat t ime to be nuthm 
but er chile of candy, an' cakes, an 
all dat sort of t'ings But at las' 
Chris mus eve come 'round, an' de 
chile s ma an' pa both wis i t Mr Wi7 / , e 
Wuzzle Dey find him settin' befo do 
fire an s m o k m de same pipe, an' aftei 
dey say howdy an he say howdy, he 
say dat he is sho' dat de chile done 
l'arned er lesson dat he ain't liable to 
furgit Wid dat he puff out er bigger 
cloud of smoke den ever, an' w h e n da' 
die 'way, dere wa s de leet le boy 
standin' right befo* h i s m a an' pa, an' 
in h i s right self 

"De chile jump right into h i s ma *> 
arms, an' as she hug and kiss h i m , ' 
said Aunt Matilda, "he say oat he 
ain't never gwine to eat an' eat like 
he did befo', an' dat he wa s gwino to 
mind h is ma an' pa all de t ime But 
I remembers dis. chil'ren, an' I hopes 
you remembers i t " remarked the old 
woman, in a rather severe tone dat 
Mr Wizzle Wuzzle say, as de chile's 
pa' an' ma start off home, an' say dey 
is much 'bliged, 'I done bring bach, dis 
chile, but I wants it 'stinctjly under
stood dat I ain't 'bliged to bring back 
all chil'ren dat persists in doin' what 
he done No, m d e e d y ! ' " — W a s h i n g 
ton Star 

SO NEAR AND YET SO FAR. 

Jack-in-the-Box—There she sits, my 
beloved, under the mist letoe, while I, 
l ike a great gawk, seem glued .to the spot, 
unable to make use of my opportunities 
—Chicago Dai ly Chronicle 

P r u d e n c e . 
"Don't s m o k e ' " excla imed the friend 
"No," w a s the reply. "I a lways quit 

jus t before Christmas. I do i t to oblige 
m y wife ." 

"But w h y do you se lect th i s particu
lar s e a s o n ' " 

"It obliges her to select something 
besides cigars for my Christmas pres
ent."—Washington Star. 

A R e d Le t t er D a y for D o l l y . 
Litt le Els ie—Papa 
Mr Wil l iams—Well , E ls ie? 
Litt le Elsie—I hope Santa Claus wil l 

bring someth ing nice for dolly. You 
know h e gave her to me last Christmas, 
s o t h i s Christmas wil l be birthday and 
Chr&{£ias both for her.—Boston Globe. 

IVINC 

HERE YOT 
CAT \ \ I 

The Rycroft children 
—Hilda Irene, Grace, 
Harold, Rov and Doug
las—were hav i rg a p i r -
ty during th° holidays 
and one afternoon they 
talked about what they 
could do to a m i s £ 
themselves and their 
guests 

Their Coi.sin DonUd 
w h o wa<5 spending his 
holidavs with them said 
suddenly 

"Hav e v ou ev PT pHv e<l 
at Living Shadows" 

None of ine chndrer 
had ever even hea-d of 
them ard they said so 

Then they all sjatherea 
round Donald who told 
them what to do and how 
to do it and when the 
evening came this is 
v hat they uiu 

They made tne schoolroom into a the
ater by hanging a big white sheet across 
it on a string and putting some rows of 
chairs for the audience 

W h e n the audience wa s seated they 
turned out all the l ights leaving only 
one candle behind the sheet, which 
threw their shadows clearly upon it 

Oh the sheet appeared the picture of 
a l ittle girl (Grace) in a cloak, carry
ing a basket She stooped down and 
appeared to be gathering flowers, 
when suddenly a big animal (Garry the 
collie) came bounding up and began to 
walk De&ide her He did not look a 
bit like a dog for he had a long shag
gy coat which the children's m a m m a 
recognized at once as one of the skin 
rugs out of the drawing-room but 
being very sweet and kind and l iking 
to see the children enjoying them-

SDE DICK V\ HITTINGTON A \ D HI3 
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selves she did not say a word, bui 
only gave a gentle sigh 

Donald asked the audience to guesg 
what the picture meant and of com so 
the answer was "Little Red Riding 
Hood 

The children then acted ' Dick Whit-
tington Sitt ing on the Milestone (as
sisted by Mowser, the tabby c a t ) . 
"Robin Hood and His Merry M e n ' 
(with wonderful bows and arrows 
made of st icks and s tr ing) , "Who 
Killed Cock R o b i n ' " and many other 
scenes from nursery rhymes and fairy 
tales 

They were very careful to keep close 
to the curtain (or rather sheet) and 
also to keep the candle i t the right dis
tance from it When change of scene 
wa s being made, another light was put 
near the curtain and taken away wheD 
all wa s ready 

CHRISTMAS IN HISTORY. 

Many N o t e w o r t h y H a p p e n i n g s of t h e 
N\ orli l H a i e Occurred D u r i n g 

t h e H o l i d n j Season . 

W h i l e n o event comparable with the 
event of a h events m the history of 
the world which is commemorated by 
all Christendom on December 25, has 
e v r taken place on or about that day, 
it has nevertheless marked the occur
rence of not a few noteworthy deeds 
and other happenings in the annals of 
our race Some of these th ings have 
been of that happy and propitious char
acter in keeping with the spirit of the 
t ime itself and others have been quite 
the reverse of this A m o n g what may 
be regarded as joyous events taking 
place on Christmas day or thereabouts 
may be included the coronation of Wil 
l iam the Conqueror which took place 
on December 25, 1066 In the same 
category we would place the landing of 
the Pi lgrims, which occurred only four 
davs before Christmas in 1620 The 
same happy season in 1841 witnessed 
the ratification of the quintuple al
l iance for suppressing the s lave trade 

But strange to say occurrences of a 
sad and tragic nature seem to have 
been more common on Christmas than 
i n y other notable events During the 
fourteenth century there were dramatic 
C h n s t m a s e s In 1348 the black death 
was raging In 1384 the persecution of 
Wycliffe wa3 rapidly bringing on that 
naralytic stroke by which he died on 
December 31 Saddest perhaps of all 
wa s the Christmas spent by Isabelle, 
dowager queen of Edward I I , in Castle 

Ris ing where she remained a prisoner 
for the next 27 years of her life 

For the Stuarts of England Christ
m a s somet imes breathed a tragedy. 
Mary, queen of Scots, was born on De
cember 8 E ight days after she was 
hurried off to Prance immediately 
after the death of her father, James V , 
on the 13th During December, 1644 
Montrose opened h is fruitless cam
paign in Scotland, on December 23 
1648, Charles I made h i s last mournful 
journey under escort to Windsor and 
in 1650, on Christmas eve, Edinburgh 
surrendered t o Cromwell On Decem
ber 22 1688, James II escaped tc 
France leaving Judge Jeffreys to flee 
for safety to the Tower and on Decem
ber 28 1694, Mary Stuart, wife of Wil 
l iam, died comparatively young On 
December 22, 1715, the old pretender 
landed at Petershead and curiously 
in 1745 i t was during December that 
the campaign opened in Cumberland — 
Philadelphia Ledger 

F o r C h r i s t m a s . 
"The ladies of the Sewing society are" 

very busy now," announced the m i n i s 
ter's wife, ' but they will not let me 
know what they are doing " 

"Yes," remarked the minister, w i t h 
a bitter smile, ' they re making book
marks and carpet slippers I suppose "— 
Balt imore American 

Out of t h e Frylnsr-Pan. 
Crawford—It s a good thing for us, now 

that Christmas is here, that the $500 
sealskin has gone out of fashion 

Crabshaw—Oh, I don t know Hasn't 
the $1,000 automobile come into s ty le?— 
Judge 

Don't Fool with Santa Claus, 

(1) Hilarious Harry. I'll just put this l ive mouse into my stocking before t 
hang it up, and then— 

(3) "I shall know who it isl" 
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