
A CHRISTMAS CONSPIRACY

How Grandmother's Heart Was Glad-
dened by Remembrances From

the Children.

“Grandmother Jessup!”
Stella's tone was distinctly ac-

cusing; it was evident that grand-
mother had something to answer for.
Grandmother, from her invalid chair,
looked across at the girl who stood
at her bureau drawer. She had en-
dured years of pain and weakness;
but they had not succeeded in quench-
ing the spirit in frail figure; her
voice was as saucy as a girl’s.

"Not guilty—what is it?”
“It’s your handkerchiefs. How

many dozen have you?”
“Seven or eight. You see, I have

seven of the dearest grandchildren in
the world. It's queer, isn’t it, that
your nose should be so especially
honored when you grow old?”

But Stella’s gray eyes forgot to
laugh back at grandmother’s. Some-
thing had disconcerted her. She put
the handkerchiefs back, made some
trivial excuse, and ran up to her own
room, where her sister and cousins
were holding a Christmas conclave.

“I wonder,” she burst out, “that
grandmother can endure Christmas at
all!”

“What under the sun do you
mean?” Corinne and Isabella ex-
claimed together.

“Corinne, what did you give grand-
mother for Christmas last year?”

“A box of handkerchiefs. Why?”
“And you, Isabella?”
“An embroidered handkerchief with

little weeny initials.”
“Mollle?”
“Two handkerchiefs.” Mollie con-

fessed. “There didn’t seem to be
anything else —except slumber slip-
pers, and Aunt Maria always knits
those.”

“And Laurie and I gave her hand-
kerchiefs. We always give her hand-
kerchiefs —because she’s old, and
they’re the easiest thing to think of!
Girls—she isn’t old—she’s as young as
any of us down in her heart, and she
loves pretty things just as much as
ever. This year let’s give her the
biggest surprise of her life—a Christ-
mas that will make her really happy.”

“But how—what—” Corinne stam-
mered.

“What do we like best—each of
us?”

“Jewels!” “Books!” “Hand embroid-
ery!” “Candy!” “Silk stockings!” The
answers came in a laughing shower.

“Well. then, why not? Grandma’d
love a bit of jewelry from us—chosen
Just for her. And books—not
‘Thoughts of Cheer,’ as if she were
melancholy, but love stories that end
well. And why not embroider her
something? And if not silk stockings,
then a pair of slippers with tiny vel-
vet bows. As for candy, she’d love to
have it to pass round, even if she
couldn’t eat much herself.”

“And let Bob and Archie send her
their absurd jokes as they do to the
rest of us? It doesn’t seem—respect-
ful.”

"But grandma doesn’t want to be
seemed-respectful-to,” Stella declared.
“She’d just love to be counted In with
the rest of us, little vanities and jokes
and all. O girls, try it once and
see!”

And that was the way the Christ-
mas conspiracy started. Grand-
mother’s eyes on Christinas morning
were proof of its success.—Youths’
Companion.

SAID LITTLE SOCRATES.

“Some generous person,” said little
Socrates Bulginbrow, of Boston, “has
been kind enough to Bend me a copy
of Mother Goose's lyrics for Christ-
mas. Do you know, the theory that
a representative of the bovine genus
at one time leaped over the chief
luminary of the night leads to some
Interesting calulations as to the mus-
cular development of the cows of that
time. I have ascertained that they
must have been endowed with
strength proportionate to that of the
flea of the present day.”

THE JOY OF SHOPPING.

By Wilbur D. Nesbit.
1 love to go and shop for things

To Bond as Christmas gifts to friends,
For then my fancy girds on wings.

I feel the joy that never ends.
O, what a rapture 'tls to stand

And be stepped upon, bumped Into,
Joggled, jostled, pushed, squeezed,
shoved, frowned at, scowled upon,
trampled, bruised, slammed, rushed!
hurried, jolted, and finally get up to
the counter and discover that you are

the wrong; one!

LITTLE RASTUS
ON

SANTA CLAUS
by
WILBUR D. NESBIT

Mali mammy say dat Sandy Claus come
Ter good ll’l boys,

En bring er ho’n en er big rod drum,
En yuther toys.

But why white chilluns gets dem new
I coin’ on’stan’.

I guess I knows whut Sandy Claus do—
He sec’n han* man!

Las’ yeah he clomb down ouah stovepipe
W’enst I’s ersleep,

En fotch some oynges—bout half ripe—
En th’ee toy sheep,

En one dese Jomp’ jueks—broken, dough—
But den. my lan’!

’Bout disliyere Sandy Claus—l des know
He sec’n han’ man!

I as’ my mummy ef Sandy Claus aln'
Done know des how

Ter men’ dem toys, en’ fix dey paint,
En she say: “Now',

Don’ worry, chile, ’bout de white folks,
'cause

Hit’s de good Lawd’s plan.”
So I guess dat mall Mistah Sandy Claus—

He sec’n han’ man!

REFUSED TO RECOGNIZE DAY

Puritans of England Made Christmas
Illegal and Declared It a Mis-

demeanor to Be Gay.

English Puritans of the seventeenth
century guarded against looking upon
the rosy side of life.

Because Christmas is really a sur-
vival of the Celts’ Yule, and is not
the actual anniversary of the birth of
Christ, they refused to countenance
Christmas festivities. Not only did
they refuse to recognize the day, but
they made laws to that effect.

The parliament of 16-14 passed an
act ordering all law abiding citizens
to observe December 25 as a solemn
fast, to be spent in silent atonement
for previous Christmas days that had
passed in riotous living and merry-
making.

Naturally the community did not
share in these hard and fast rules,
and many a turkey was surreptitious-
ly killed, and many a plum pudding
quietly boiled. But woe betide the
unfortunate offender against the act
were he luckless enough to be dis-
covered.

Soldiers were sent to search the
houses of those suspected of harbor-
ing such delicacies as mince pies,
etc., and many were the pitched bat-
tles between disagreeing sections of
the public.

UNDER THE MISTLETOE

To ask a girl if you may kiss her
before doing it Is an insulting way
of laying all the responsibility on
her.

• • •

In a man’s opinion a kiss is an end
that justifies any means.

• * •

You needn’t be afraid of a men
kiss. Thousands nre exchanged daily
by people of the highest reputation.

• • •

The kissed girl fears no mistletoe.
• • •

A kiss is as good as a smile—and
a good deal better, too!

• • •

The ideal kiss is the kiss that is
never given.

• • •

A kiss too soon may be a full stop
in the tale of love.

The child who doubts about Santa
Claus has insomnia. The child who
believes has a good night’s rest.

TRUE SPIRIT OF DAY

By PRUDENCE STANDISH.

Christmas Giving Should Be
Prompted by the Heart.

Religion In the Orthodox Sense Not
Necessary to Appreciate Finer

Qualities of Great Christian
Holiday.

|NCE more the Christmastide
and its beautiful meaning is
with the world. Again the

| shepherds, watching their
flocks by night, are sore

afraid at the glory which shines about
them. Clothed in blinding light, the
angel speaks; the heavenly host that
crowds suddenly about him sing of
glory in the highest and peace and
good will. The wise men who have
seen his star in the East, kneel and
spread their gifts of gold and myrrh
and frankincense without question.

The miracle of 2,000 years ago is
still new and glad and lovely, for,

lo! in all Christendom bells peal and
sweet choirs sing the message given
by the blinding angel and the crowd-
ing host:

“For behold I bring you tidings of
great joy which shall be to all people.
Glory to God in the highest, and on
earth peace, good will toward men.”

This Is the message of the Christ-
mastide, yet the bigger half of Chris-
tendom makes the period the pagan
festival it once was at the time of
the winter solstice. We give gifts,
for sake of the gods of custom and
merriment, forgetting entirely that
they are for sake of the great spiritual
joy “which shall be to all people.”
The gold and myrrh and frankincense
of the heart are withheld —we give
gifts because we’ve got to, and keep

our hearts as much closed to the
Christmas child as was the inn. We
have our own selfish ends to gain, the
rich patron to cater to, the friend to
appease. We heap little children with
dazzling toys, and light the starry
lamps of their fir trees because It is
the fashion, and we do our small
Christmas charities because it would
seem mean not to do them.

We have forgotten the joyous and
sublime meaning of Christmas. One
does not need to be religious in the
orthodox sense to appreciate the finer
quality of this great festival, for what
is known as Christian feeling has
come to be a moral obligation at this
time —a point of etiquette, in truth,
for the heart and mind.

In point of mere etiquette—what

the social world thinks on the sub-
ject of Christmas gift giving—it is
thought bad taste for a person of mod-
est means to give presents of Value
to others of wealth and influence, for
this savors too much like currying to

continued favor if the giver is already
under obligations. But some knowl-
edge of the helpful friend’s existence
is necessary, and this may take the
form of a pretty Christmas card with
an appropriate greeting; or a knot of
flowers or winter berries may be sent
with a note expressing warm Christ-
mas wishes.

That the servant who has given her
bodily strength and heart’s best inter-
est to the home must not be forgot-
ten, goes without saying; but it is
certainly bad form to make the poor
servitor’s gift an inexpensive trifle
when something better can be afford-
ed.

Then what a woeful want of taste
it shows for us to defer buying a
friend’s or sister’s present until we
have found out what she means to
give us, and so make the exchange a
quid pro quo. The gift that goes to
friend or relative is above all one for
love, and it is undoubtedly better
taste for the recipient of the simpler
gift in the exchange to appear as
pleased as if she had received some-
thing ten times Its value.

But, then, what matters the nature
of the gift after all? The spirit is
the thing—and does not this silly pic-
ture or cushion, so unbecoming to the
parlor, mean that the friend or sister
has thought of us?

As for the little children, so much
are their feelings painfully strained
at this time that I would like to write
a book on the subject. I beg every
mother not to threaten the poor little
heart that misbehaves sometimes with
the eternal word that “Santa Claus
won’t come if you do that any more.”
The dear kiddie who forgets to be
good knows better after a year or two
of this harrowing threat, which makes
you out a story teller. Meanwhile,
there is the little heart staying awake
at night with Its dreadful anxieties;
there are the sudden storms of bitter
tears, with all the glory of Christmas
sunk in the bottomless pit of absolute
sureness that Santy—dear, abused,
good old fat gentleman—won’t come.

We remember the poor and drop a
few pennies gladly for the blind chil-
dren.

But, why do we do it—why? It is
because a wide, sweet star has stopped
over a stable in the far East, because
the church choirs are singing of
peace on earth and good will toward
men.

So let us never lose sight of that
fact with our gifts, whether our hands
tender or receive them; for the heart
closed to the deeper significance of
Christmas may truly be likened to
the inn that held no room. Let us
send with each gift some of the
heart’s true gold and frankincense—-
bind it with the cord of some memory
of Bethlehem. Let us receive each
and every one of our gifts as ti<£rgs
of great JO7.

Song of the
Christmas Tree

By Gene Morgan

I come from northern forest lands
Where men would tarry never.

The seasons come, the seasons go.
But I am green forever.

The flowers of spring bloom at my feet*
The shadows always spreading.

Near by there runs a forest path
Where watchful deer are treading.

The summer pnsses all too soon.
And autumn winds are chilly.

Poor flowers, they wither, droop and dl«
Amid the woodland hilly.

From every branch, sad tears I drip
In rainstorm’s fierce endeavor.

The flowers may come, the flowers may
go.

But I am green forever.

Now hark! the woodman’s ax is heard!
A sister tree he’s felling:.

What can this cruel destruction mean?
The winter wind Is telling:

"Do not bemoan thy mournful fate,
Tho’ axmen wield with madness.

Bedecked In tinsel, bright and tine.
You’ll soon bring children gladness.

“Thou canst not die, although thy trunk.
Harsh hatchet blows may sever.

Within the little children’s hearts
Thou wilt be green forever!”

Origin of Christmas Tree.
The Christmas tree is supposed by

great numbers of people to have orig-
inated in Germany, but from a re-
liable source we learn that the Christ-
mas tree came in the first instance
from Egypt, and its origin dates from
a period much earlier than the Chris-
tian era. The {>alm tree is known
to put forth a branch every month,
and a spray of this tree with 12
shoots on it was used in Egypt at the
time of the winter solstice as a sym-
bol of the completed year.

SEASONABLE PRICES.

Now doth the Christmas shopper
With happiness elate.Buy something that was fortv-nina.
Marked up to ninety-eight

r™ Christmas
O C Grab Bag

Now on Sale at

Each bag worth from $l.OO to $3.00

Give Him a Pair of.

Slippers for Christmas
Fine Leather Slippers in all styles for $1.50 to $2.50 a pair.

Boys’ High Boots
Big, ltandsome-looking, High-top Boots that will outwear

three pairs of ordinary shoes; stand 12 inches high; harness-

sewed sole; lace and strap buckles; tan leather; $3.50, $4.00,

$4.50 a pair.

The New “Short Vamp”
Style in Women’s Shoes

Are Here
The latest in style; make women’s feet look smaller than

the longer vamp shoes do; cloth top, button shoe; Cuban, Louis

heel- $4.50.

1616 CHAMPA STREET

IMPORTANT NOTICE

THE GEO. W. CARD DRUG STORE
AT 16th AND CALIFORNIA STS.

HAS BEEN PURCHASED BY

THE SCHOLTZ DRUG CO.
$lO,OOO Worth Surplus High Grade

HOLIDAY GOODS
ARE NOW BEING CLOSED OUT AT

33i OFF
Be sure to take full advantage of this extraordinary opportunity for

CHRISTMAS BUYING
And do not forget—you will receive SCHOLTZ SERVICE AT THE

SODA FOUNTAIN.

Sale Now in Progress at 16th & California Sts.

The Scholtz Drug Co.

JES. I. HANSEN
Manufacturing Watchmaker and Jeweler

WATCHES, DIAMONDS, JEWELRY

Phone Main 8012 Repairing a Specialty

Owing to the steady increase of our business we have taken en-

larged quarters and are now in our new location, 428 Sixteenth Street,

between Glenarm and Tremont, with a new stock of Quality Goods
which enables us to give better service at prices that are right.

Our repair department is the best-equipped in the city and we

will continue to maintain the high standard of workmanship whicli
heretofore we have served to our patrons.

Now is the time to call and select your Christmas Gifts—while
tlie stock is complete in all lines.

428 SIXTEENTH STREET DENVER, COLORADO

Santa Claus’ Headquarters
FOR SLEDS, SKATES, WAGONS, JIG SAWS, WHEELBARROWS,

TABLE CUTLERY, CARVING SETS, VELOCIPEDES, RAZORS AND
SAFETY RAZORS, SHAVING SETS, ETC. COFFEE AND TEA

POTS, STOVES, RANGES, AND SPORTING GOODS OF EVERY
DESCRIPTION.

TUr . s-v I ¦ HARDWARE CO..
• rIE. "1” Q I I f* M 16.48-54 ARAPAHOE ST.
GEO. I rt I I n 1022 17th ST.
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| £>m\t a Qllaus |
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1

1
=1 A face wreathed in smiles is
= bettet than a mansion wreathed
1 in holly.
si Better broken toys than broken

H hearts.
s C] Never look a gift object in the
§j price tag.

1§ Santa Claus by any other name
§§ would cost as much—and be
= worth It.
§j Do not be satisfied with wishing
H people a “Merry Christmas;’’ help

H make It one.

M *1 Lots of men put on long white
§§ whiskers and think they look like
H me when they look more like a fj
§g goat—and perhaps they are.

H «I If Willie wants to see what is

H inside the drum, for goodness f|
H sake let him.
H You are living in God's own jj
pi country. What more do you want =

H for Christmas.

H It is a wise Santa who keeps his i§
g whiskers away from the candles. g
M *1 Keep up the “Good will to man’’
M part of It right through until next g
H Christmas.
g It is more blessed to give than g
= to receive, except in the matter of M
M offense.
g Fortunately for most of us, we f§
§§ won't get what we deserve on =

f= Christmas.
jj €J WhenChristmasgivingbecorr.es H
§§ a necessity it ceases to be a virtue. M
M <J There is more joy In heaven }§
g qver a ton of coal given to the poor g
H than a ton of diamonds giver, to s=
H the rich.
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