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Christmas eve, Ted Bev- 

erly received this letter 
from Amy Saunders—the 
one girl in the world, as 

tar as Ted was concerned: 
“Dear Ted: If you can 

manage to come on to 

M«w York for Christmas and 
(WTO the courage to break the 
ms to brother Bob, all right. 1 

haven’t even been able to explain that 
We are engaged, much less that we 

were about to be married, but as long 
as Meg and Bob really like you they 
east object Come In the morning If 

you can manage, and stop on your 
way from the station and ask old 

AnnA An A on n In fnr thn or WOO t 

Tint In the afternoon—that will be 
batter than going to his house. I tried 
to explain to Meg, but you know how 
eaettabte she Is, and with Christmas 
eomlng, and the children's presents, 
and getting a fake Santa Claus for 

them, she Just hasn't time to listen, 
and brother Bob Is such a tease I 
haven't the nerve to tell him." 

"Great hat!" gasped Ted, Jumping 
ap from the dining table, where he 
had been reading his last letter from 

Amy over his solitary meal. Hastily 
paying the waiter, he darted with all 
apeed through the hotel corridor, up 
to his room. He had written to Amy 
asking If she couldn’t manage to- be 
married during the holidays, but he 
hadn't Supposed she would consent. 
Mew there was no time to be loBt, for 
Mew York was fourteen hours away. 

Ted rang for a messenger boy, tele- 

phoned to the office, and when' the 

messenger boy arrived was throwing 
his necessary belongings into a suit- 

"Say, boy," he said to the liveried 
messenger, “I want you to go out and 

* bay a—a wedding ring. Tomorrow 

being Christmas the stores will be 

pin anil and I can’t get it then. All 
the stores are open tonight. And 

bring It to the W. St P. railroad sta- 

tion on the eastbound platform. 
Here’s a dollar for you if you get it 
there by the eight-three—and be sure 

and buy the beet one the Jeweler has." 
"What else, sir?" asked the boy, 

grinning. 
"That's so—they come in different 

elaoe." responded Ted, excitedly wad- 
ding a handful of cravats into hla 
suitcase. "Oh. medium size, any size, 

-only hurry. And if you have time, 
get seme Jumping monkeys, and toy 
hallepns, and tin kitchens and things 

anything kids will like," he said, 
bending the boy two ten-dollar bills. 

The next morning, after a night in 

Eplng 
car. Ted Beverly was still 

less as he hurried—laden with 
rapped tin kitchens and various 

other toys and a *sult case—from his 
ted up the unpretentious brownstone 
teat of the home of his friend Bob 
tellinlata Bob was Amy's brother 
sad Amy lived with him and Bob's 
Wife, Mag, and little Bobble and 
fsgn 

Mrs. Saunders—Meg—met him nt 
the door. 

"How do you do?" she said In the 
moat matter-of-fact tone. Just as if she 
ted seen him the day before. "Do 
UMM In out of the cold. Bob will be 
•o glad you’ve come. If those per- 
lectly lovely things are for my chll- 
dree do let me hide them behind the 
piano. Oh, by the way," she added 
whispering, "you have Just come In 
time. I wee almost distracted. You 
always were eo obliging. Bob often 
nays that there wasn't a man In col- 
lege who would help a friend out of 
a tight place the way you would. 1 
eipacted the hatcher boy would do It, 
but ha's gone to one of those awful 
barbecues—whatever that le—and I 
ted offered him (I to do it. Now 
'Baton—Ob, here comes Amy and the 
ebiMren, and I told bar to be sure 
to beep them out for two hours. I 
wonder why she came back so soon. 

Coma, hurry upstairs before they see 

you. sad bring your aultcase. please.” 
Tbd, although he didn't know whether 
he wee Intended to get the butcher 
bey away from; a barbecue or simply 
te conceal his presence from the chtl- 
4ns. (allowed hie hostess up to a 

4M etory guest room. 

•Hue, I will tell you," said Meg, 
closing the door sad looking It be- 
Mid her. “See. 1 brought your hat 
SBd gloves because I knew the chll- 
dren would suspect something If they 
aaw them. I was expecting the butch- 
er's boy—he's Juet about your build— 
to play Santa for tho children. What 
you have to do Is to dress up In these 
things—this red suit It's very thin. 
I mad# It mgMH pat of red cotton 
Him 19 I this* z«p c«p -jJlP-J* 

on right over your coat, don't you? 
And this false face and this nice 
white beard and these galoshes. 
They may be hard to walk in. but 
they look more like Santa than regu- 
lar shoes. Anyhow, 1 think they are 

Just nice for Santa Claus." 
"Is Amy well?” asked Ted rather 

polntlessly. 
Meg simply nodded her head in the 

affirmative. She was still thinking 
about the galoshes. ‘‘It’s funny bow 

things come in handy, even when 
you don't want them at the time, isn't 
it? I often say—but, if you'll excuse 
me I’ll just leave you. I’ve a thou- 
sand things to do and Amy said some- 

thing about going away this after- 
noon and having to paok so she won't 
be able to help me at all. There 
are some books if you want to read. 
Bob won’t be back till twelve. 1 told 
him he would be much more help if 
he wasn’t in the way so he has gone 
off to the club to smoke. We will 
have the Santa appearance just be- 
fore dinner. You can say that you 
came in the skylight because there 
wasn't room for your pack in the 
chimney and that you walked down- 
stairs. Then you can go back and 
take off your disguise and go out the 
front door and ring the bell. The 
children will think you have just 
come. You were awfully good to ofTer 
to do this for me." Meg was unlock- 
ing the door and leaving. "You may 
as well smoke if you want to," she 
said. "I am going to have those cur- 
tains cleaned next week anyway so 

It doesn't matter if they do smell 
smoky—” 

“You might tell Amy that I am 

here,” said Ted. 

"Oh, she doesn't mind the smoke," 
replied Meg. "Besides, she almost 
never comes into this room." 

Ted felt himself defeated. 
For an hour and a half he remained 

In his solitary confinement and then 
Meg came again to see that he was 

properly dressed and to give him the 
cue for his descent. 

“Walt till I get all the way down 
and then start,” she told l}lm. 

"Does Amy know I am here?” Ted 
asked with unconcealed concern. 

"Hasn’t the remotest suspicion of 
it,” answered Meg. “I think she must 
be expecting someone for she has 
telephoned twice to the station to 

know whether the trains from the 
West were late. Yours wasn't late, 
was It? But 1 haven’t said anything 
about your being here." 

"It’s hard to navigate in these old 
boats.” said Tom from under hla 
beard. 

Peg was hanging a hugh potato 
bag full of toys on Ted’s back. “I 
put the presents you brought to 

Bobby and I^pggy in with the rest,” 
she said “They are really lovely. 
Now remember you follow as soon as 

I get down stairs. We will all be in 
the drawing room.” 

Ted got safely down the first flight 
of stairs with his heavy pack thump- 
ing on the stairs as he came. He 
wsb halfway down the last flight 
when he caught a glimpse of Amy's 
pretty torehead and golden hair. He 

“I Put the Presents You Brought In 

, With the Rest.” 

craned his head, eager to see more, 
the pack caught for a second against 
the banisters, he missed his footing 
in the awkward galoshes, and with 
a desperate effort to regain his bal- 
ance he grasped frantically at the 
wallpaper. The next thing he knew 
he was sprawling in a oonfused 
Jumble of toys and red cotton Itannel 
and white hair and sacking at the 
foot of the stairs. 

"Blame those galoshes!” was his 
first unceremonious remark as ho 
pulled himself out of the confusion. 
And there stood Amy, Bob and Mra 
Meg and Bobby and Peggy—all mors 
or less wide-eyed and incredulous. 

"Santa fell downstairs; that's all. 
He isn't used to stairs, you know.” 
said Meg with rare presence of mind 
anxious only to preserve her chil- 
dren’s faith in the myth of Santa 
Claus. She hurriedly adjusted the 

I COUNTING THE MINUTES 

false face that had flopped up n 
the fall. 

"Poor old Santa," said little Peggy 
softly patting his arm, and Bobby waa 

eagerly examining the toys tbet had 
spilled from the pack. 

"Great guns, It’a Tad!” bagan Bot 
in an aside, but Meg clapped hei 
hand over his mouth. 

Meantime Amy waa holding a >vhle 
pered conversation with the confuted 
Santa. 

"Why. these are papa's galoshes," 
said Bobby 

"That's not Santa, at all. anyway," 
said little Peggy. "It's Mr. Ted Bev- 
erly whAt's going to be our uncle. 
He's come to marry out Aunt Amy 
so there, and he's Juat dressed up 
like Santa so's to fool mamma and 
papa Aunt Amy told us this morn- 

ing he was a-going to marry her this 
afternoon Wouldn't Santa laugh II 
he could see him’” 
(Copyright McClure Newspaper SyngleaM. I 

For Sale At Low Prices. 
1000 Blackberry plants, the very 

best at- 3c 
1000 Black Cap Raspberry 3c 
1000 Himalaya Berry 3c 
The best in cultivation. 

E. B. SONDERHGGER 
Phone 43F3. Altus, Ark. 

opoilea -iis Argument. 
The discussion turned to the read- 

ing of books. The guests were seat- 
ed iu the library when the conver- 

sation took this turn Said one of the 
guests: “While more books are sold 
than in former years, 1 believe fewer 
are read. This Is especially true of 
reference works and the classics. To 
illustrate: How long has it been 
since a book was taken out of this 
bookcase?" indicating with a sweep 
of the hand a large and well-stocked 
repository for books. "1 had every 
book out last week when I cleaned 
house." answered the hostess who mo- 

mentarily had lost the drift of the 
conversation and answered the ques- 
tion literally.—Louisville Times. 

The Doctor’s Businsss. 
Men may be hungry, but the grot 

| knows that that is no affair of hfa uu 
less the coin comes across tbs coun 

ter. They may be cold and in dark 
ness but the coal man and the lighi 
mau feel no added responsibility 
They may be rugged, but the circum 
stance suggests nothing to the clothie 
except a chance to sell to somebody 
whose patent business it is to clothe 

: the naked. Rut let a man be aick ii 
body and In spirit, and whsther h 
have the price or not, his conditio” 
at once becomes the businsss o 

the doctor.--Prom Prances Nimm 
tireene's "One Clear Call." 

Egg Moat Valuable Peed. 
Deprived of eggB. the world would 

lose Its most valuable all-round food— 
a food unsurpassed, unequaled In va- 
riety of tempting satisfactory ways In 
which eggs oan be prepared and 
served- 

T* 

McLaughlin Case 
The Bill of Exceptions, to come 

before the Supreme Court in the 
Neal McLaughlin case was re- 

ceived Tuesday for filing by Cir- 
cuit Clerk , Waterrteld. The bill 

j was not signed either by Trial- 
Judge Evans or Prosecuting At- 
torney Benson. As it is irregular 
for the clerk to file the papers 
until they ara properly signed 
the case is at a standstill at pre- 
sent. 

McLaughlin was sentenced to 

, die Dec. 2, 1914 but a stay of 
1 execution was granted until the 

1 Supreme Court had time to pass 
upon the case. 
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School Entertainment. 
The public school pupils will 

give an entertainment Wednes- 
day night. No admission will! 
be charged, but a free will offer- 
ing of books will be given. Each 
person is expected to bring a i 
book which will be placed in the 
school library. It is hoped that | 
the library will be materially in-1 
__J 
VI concu. 

Musical Recital. 
Miss Sula Kate Benson and i 

Miss Grace Ford will give a! 
| musical recital at the Methodist 
i church on Thursday evening 
December 31st. A part of the! 
proceeds will go to the l>enefit of 
the Epworth League. A large 
crowd is expected. A silver 
offering will be taken at the 
door. 

Dr. Warren Better. 
Dr. Warren was brought home 

Tuesday evening from Spark’s 
Memorial hospital. Ft. Smith, 
where he underwent an opera- 
tion fbr appendicitis. The Doc- i 
tor stood theopeation splendidly i 
and we are glad that he is able j 
to spend Christmas at home. 

Parcel Post Heavy. 
The parcel post has been some- 

thing fierce for the past few 
days. Tuesday 35 sacks of par- 
cels left this town and an equal 
number came in. So far Ozark 
has had an even swap of Christ- 
mas presents with the outside 
world. 

Christmas Trees. 
! There will be seven public 
Christmas trees in Ozark Thurs 
day night and despite the war 

and hard times talk there will 
be no end of presents for rich 
and poor alike- The Organized 

l Charities of this place has been 
1 busy for several days collecting 
outgrown and cast-off clothing, 
food etc. and distributing it 

among the poor in and around 
Ozark and through the efforts of 
this organization many an un- 

fortunate will spend a warm 

a warm Christmas and numbers 
of familes will enjoy real Christ- 
mas dinners. 

Wednesday afternoon the pub- 
lic school will close for the holi- 
days. In Prof. Austin’s room 

the pupils will enjoy real Christ- 
mas box out of which the pres- 
ents will be distributed. In Miss 
Poe’s room there will be a Chris- 
mas tree of liberal uroportions 
from which the pupils will re- 

ceive their presents. Wednes- 
day night an entertaianment 
will be given. 

The Thursday Afternoon Club 
will have their annual Christmas 
trpp cki tho hnmo nf IVfrc .1 M 

Bill on Thursday afternoon. At 
a previous meeting the members 
each drew two slips bearing the 
names of a Club member and a 

husband. Now should any dig- 
nified business man receive a rib- 
bony present done up in the ap- 
proved fashion from a lady with 
whom he has only a speaking 
acquaintance he need not be sur- J 
prised, it is only the result of 
the Thursday Afternoon Club. | 

The Methodist. Presbyterian. | 
Baptist, Christian, and Nazarine 
churches will have their Christ- 
mas trees as has been the custom 
in the past and each church 
assures those who will attend 
of a pleasant Christmas Eve. 

MAN1TOU MTS 

Parody on the Psalm of Life. 
Tell me not in mournful num- 

bers 
Life is full of cares forlorn. 

And ’tis the lazy man who slum- 
bers 

Till nine o’clock on Monday 
morn. 

Life is real, life is earnest. 
And has cheer as well as woes. 

But we must get up and hustle 
If we earn our bread and 

clothes. 
Neither lending nor borrowing. 

Is our destined end our way. 
l)l f f rt l\rtn f flirt rtf ll rtM l-rtl Irtll? 
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Out of all we can each day. 
Growls are loud where cash is 

fleeting. 
And our growls are fiercer still, 

When we’re dunned for sums of 
money 

And we cannot pay the bills. 
In the world’s broad fields of 

battle 
When you're looking for a job. 

Keep on looking till you find it 
And do ndt sit down and nod. 

Trust no whiskey, how’ere pleas- 
ant, 

Let the old saloon's alone. 
Always cast your vote for tem- 

perance 
And never take a drink for fun. 
Lives of great men all remind us 

Every man 
% 

should have a 

chance, 
And departing leave behind us, 

Fewer patches on our pants. 
His old pants he should give 

another 
Who sailing o’er life’s stormy 

main, 
Some forlorn and ship wrecked 

brother 
Will have some decent'pants 

again. 
Let us then be up and doing 

With a heart for every fall, 
Try again be not discouraged, 

Or you will have no pants at 
all. 

Clinton H. Anderson. 

Mrs. Susan Rich Paine. 
The funeral of Mrs. Francis 

Paine was conducted at the 
Methodist church Sunday morn- 

ing at 11 o’clock and at noon the 
remains were taken to Alma and 
interred in the cemetery there. 
The many beautiful floral offer- 
erings bore mute testimony of 
the love and esteem in which the 
deceased was held by a large 
circle of relatives and friends. 

The following life sketch was 

given by Rev. Sherman, who 
officiated at the funeral. 

"Mrs. Susan Rich Paine was 

[ born in Salem, Alabama, Feb. 11, 
1824, and died at the home of 
her daughter, Mrs. Adkins, in 
this city Nov. 28. 1914, being 90 
years 9 months and 17 days of 
age. The story of a remarkable 
life, with many sorrows and joys, 
is written between these dates, 
and only those who have known 
her intimately can read it. 

"In 1863 she, with her parents, 
Thomas and Catherine Rich, 
moved to-Jonesboro, 111. In 1840 
she was married to Mr. Francis 
M. Paine and in 1844 they mov- 
ed to Springfield, Mo., bnt find- 
ing the climate too severe for 
them they came into Arkansas 
and located at Clarksville. 

In 1846 Brother Paine joined 
the Arkansas conference and in 
1851 he. with his wife, was sent 
to the Indian country to work 
among the red. men. Here for 
ten years they gave their lives 
unstintingly, he preaching and 
opening up schools under the 
direction of the church, and Sis- 
ter Paine working nobly by his 
side, acting as matrons of these 
schools. 

“The war between the States 
broke out and they went into 
Texas, living there until the war 
was over and in 1868 they came 
back to Clarksville. In 1876 
they moved to Altus for the 
school advantage. Then in 1886 
they eafne to Crawford and the 
family life has been identified 
with this county ever since. 

‘There were born unto them 13 
children, 8preceded her to the 
other country and were there 
with" the lamented husband to 
welcome her; the other five, Joe 
Paine, Mrs. Adkins, Mrs. Eich- 
enberger. Mrs. Price and Shan- 
gle following on, and will, we 
trust, join the majority some 

happy day. There are 58 grand- 
children and 38 great grandchild- 
ren. 

:_i_i_ 
ATtto. «iuc nao UCCU a W1UUW 

since 1896, living with her child- 
ren. She was converted when a 

girl 11 years of age, thus for 79 
years she has been a member of 
the Methodist church. I don’t 
know anything that I could say 
that would speak more than that. 
Through sunshine and shadow, 
she goes from grace to grace, 
and now that the shadows have 
passed, she goes from glory to 
glory. 

“Nothing is more beautiful 
than to see one come to the end 
of life like a shock full of ripe corn 
ready for the garner, so her life 
was ready for the garner in the 
skies. 

“When Paul decribes life he 
just Hings out one metaphor 
after another trying to see 
which can express the most. 
Life is a race, if well run it is 
ended amid the cheers of the 
spectators; life is a war. if brave- 
ly fought, is closed amid the 
shouts of victory, victory! 

“She has fought the good fight 
she has finished her course; she 
kept tho faith and received the 
crown ol righteousness prepared 
for all those who love him.” 

-Van Buren Press Argus. 

Germ* Carried by tha Wind*. 
Testa by Irish scientists have shown 

that the wind will carry dlseaae bac- 
teria 200 feet and as blab as W Iasi 
into the air. 


