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Formerly he was associated with some maiden ladies in

A Christmas Story.
parents cannot afford to load the stockings with marsh-

(‘hristmas is one of the !arge crimson days of the calen- mallows and filberts.
dar — but the day before Christmas is pretty sizable, too. One year ago the ladies at the mission deceided to have

movement to make life happier for thn;:u children whose The Gift I Didl’l't Get

A Christmas Poem by Peter McArthur | |

Blodgett found that it was too much for him. a Christmas tree and Mr. Metcalf, having been their faith
Just think, on this day whose hours marked the ap- ful co-laborer, was prevailed upon to play Santa Claus,
proach of that season of home made punch and comparing Mr. Metealf lived to make others happy, "and he was only
of presents, Blodgett was attempting to induce acquaint- to glad of this chance to spill sunshine ‘into the darkened
ances to Lake_stock in a company organized to manufac- lives, :
¢ re 4 new kind of buttonhole machine! He went about the preparations in a glow of entousiam
What do you think of a man who would attempt to in- First, he secured a fur overcoat from a man who works at

it i b
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From each uncle, auni and cousin
Best a fellow ever had,

There's a Keepsake from my mother,
Father sent a check and yet

- HA VE presents by the dozen,
:‘ Meant 7c make my Christmas glad,

o huttonhiole rp.achme.mtu the pc-'lnml of Christmas the stock vards and then he bought a cap at his own ex- /’f__ v % s “U",':!':'::ﬂ ‘lf;"::’(”"‘;,
ehger, Wit uletide, mistletoe, holly, festoons, nuts pense an! borrowed a trand of bells from a livery stable g 2% %, . o
( atting and things? _ One of the maiden ladies at the mission bought the Santa i't. N N e
d to cross the sireet. He ran into a red Claus wig and whiske:s from a dealer in masquerade cos- P % 1 | HERE are gifts from all the fellotws,
; Il over a bale of evergreern. A tin mouse tumes. e 2 Vo - Pipes and ‘hings a chum will send ;
(v 1. u« ul of chalked string for an alimentary system) How the waifs did throng to themission that Christmas ey Treree s v ‘f-" ;'d’ e “'J’,‘:"'“‘
B2 P R 2 4 TP 3 . o S e 3 - e - rom a girl twho calli me friend.

rid le‘}"‘f@ ‘l“?” ""’-{ l“i-"h:.-“ a ‘ll_lfl_)" baloon, shaped eve! Some of the tots were 18 or 20 years old and came g A Y You would think me far from slighted
like a biogna £ c}db.-nf_re. First it ek;utn_dt'tl until it th‘e_al- In 'sr.nt.rkmgj cigarettes. Miss Rush, who was the moving ¢ 1/ If you satw them all and yet,
ened to pop. Then it shriveled away with a long expiring cpiritrof the celebration, had to stop two lights at the I confess, I'm mest delighted
«quawk. While he gazed, fascinated, he was struck in doorway and “‘churn” a 3ohemian girl before the exer- With the one I didns get.
the Lack hy a horse—a large tin horse, carried by a wo- cises opened.
man whose hat had been jolted forward by the elbow of a Mr. Metealf was in the back room, completing his make : HE told me it was ready

e r - R b as = raf y . ' e ' " ' :
i low woman whose hat had been U!lf.’d forward by the up, with the assistance of three fussy women. [he chil-§ 5 Sie'd prepored it long befores
«Ibow of a sallow woman who looked like a hall tree hung dren had been told that “*Santa” was coming, and they | I'd been calling on her stead)
with wreath:;. 4 that *he tin } il were in such turbulont expectency that the prayer, the T e,

.i'.!r (}]0\-(‘ t a‘ 4 e 'lll -“ mo W ‘.l 14( 1 11 caric ey . I.I o st ! +ha Ary r‘: - e B '-‘_‘, -.‘,‘..* N L & TO me <t abour Ir,
B Il‘ .('L'el]l' ,f~r Hr ‘rL\v-‘Vl L ]" ket g Il .d.l hlt },“,1- Wf‘.' L '“_‘21 ‘.“‘P'“.”l ' ]:u Qporing ‘{,-llh,\:‘ _"'\ Miss Rus] . And her eyes with tears were twef,
n T.EIL bac S was entire.y l S10UL O 'dn el or ot ](l‘l_(.)\. ering ..Ml‘t'g neG 1, res. 10iton the buzzing, ‘15"1}_‘,L’-..1-‘.|Lf crowd, . 4 bt And I'm happy, never doubt if,
while the tin wagon to which the tin horse v.as rigidly «i-  Finally the ruonent camec. Miss Whitrock played wha k& &) For that gift 1 didn't get.
t.ched. was bundled and wrapped in tissue paper. It oc- was supposed to be a lively march on the organ and Mr A%
H : 1, y o v i 1 50

curred to him that it would be more humane to wrap the Metcall pranced in, swaddled and padded beyond recogni- et (A

po er around the horse.

here was a foothill of blue and yellow candy marked
“% cents a pound” and beyond it a show window full
white mountains.

Blodgett found himself blocked in the crowd.

tion.
The girls screeched with delight. The boys laog
of derisively, and said: “‘Aw, we knew who that 1s.”
Mr. Metcalf paddled around the tile and shook hand
with the maiden ladies, who were compelled to titter an
A boy eating sugared popcorn out of a big pasteboard hide their faces, he acied (he part so wel,
box wriggled through the crowd and his head struck Thus encouraged, Mr. Metcalf (lost for the time being
Blodgett in the short ribs. in the part of Santa Claus) thought it woul! be a pretty
The noisiest and most unmusica! brass band in the world condescension on his part Lo shake hands with the little & G Whe Calls Me Friend

But my

. .j And thir

b Yras

hegan to play. The babies were yelping, and tue curl- gi'll"r:i. He did sc, and they appeared to be ' el o —
-tone fakers kept up their hoarse shouting. flattered ard somewhat awea. Nursery Rhyme.

Blodgett escaped the crowding into the gutter a DLlue “‘Come over here and shake hands with us, too,” v« ~lo
and frosved Italian who held aloft a polka-dot inonkey the boys standing up ou their side of the notse. .
with a gesticulating tail. calf’s soul was bubbling with good will to nen, **
What cared Blodgett for all these? He wis promoting sce all the little boys,” said he, through th. whisko.s, a
a button-hole mschine. suming the gruff tone peculiar to Sania Clous. A poor
By excellent dodging through the multitude he reached littie waif, weighing about 160 pounds, seized Santa Claus
”'-"tu’l]dinﬁ in which Morris had an office. by the hand ana dragged him into the mob of boys, all
““Where 18 Morris?” he asked.

of whom closed in on him. Santa Claus fell backward

“St. Paul, to ﬁend Christmas,” replied the boy, as he over a chair with several boys on top of him, anl Mis
laid his new muffler out on the desk and proceeded to fold Rush stood up and secreamed. Santa Claus struggled to
it from corner to corner. So Blodgett went to see Talbot his feet and tried to escipe, but the boys foilow»d him.

He found Talbot in. Good! They chased him ali around the .ree, and then . little -
Talbot was at the ’phone, talking. Make that a half- Scandinavian boy, who had been laughing at the frolic

dozen of the quarts, then,” he was saying. ‘‘Don’t forget until his face was wet with tears, stuck out his foot and

the sherry, either. Say, will I need any rum? Huh? All tri ped ‘old Santy.’ 5

right, put in a pint of rum. Hold on. Say, I want some Ks Metcalf fell his head hi. one corner of the low ros-

more of those cigars, too. How's that? Yes, | should trum. He rolled over ana L. »s who had been chas- - LAN

think two boxes would be plenty. stepped on him. SO S =Py <t

All right.  Go»d-by. inﬁ‘him came up and } - .
he show was beyond the wi' lest oxH:evt:-ltn:ms of O ny Tk e
A ¢ Litops esll and green,

Hello Blodgett.” the

ER attitude was altered
When I called on her last night,

‘X “
: \'\;S "And I guess I did it right.

tale of love I falrered, .

little rbhyme is twriffen P

*‘Cause I'm full of joy—you betl
e For a fresty little mitten

the gift I didn’t get,
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Meassuring Mim.

Cholly — Doctor, tell me the
worst. Am I suffering from a brain
storm?

His Physician — Calm yourself
my dear fellow. You have scme ©
the symptoms, but the conditions
are totally lacking.—Boston Tran.
script.

Iinfallible Sign.

“That man,” said the great des
tective, “is evidently a genius.”

“Why do you think so?” queried
the ordinary person.

“The fringe 18 hr--rinning to form
on 1lie bottom of his trousers,” exe
plained the G. D.—Chicago News.

A Baking Hinl
If vou want perfectly round
' will rise high without

runnine over and bake perfectly, try

baking it in an iron spider. The
thickness of the iron prevents the

cake from burning on the bottom.

“Talbot, if you have time, I want to—" children, All the little girls were standing on the chairs, R e he N e ] Don't Speak to Your Horse.
Br-r-r-r-r-r-r went the telephone bell. clapping their hands hysterically, while the boys were B o back 10 your hotae somed  Carcis wmust promptly rewsrd
“Excuse me a moment. ‘Hello! Yes. Oh, it's you, pounding one another in the iibs, and howling with enthu- day. | performance und the voice be neves
51 - P ' » » Vo . s . . . ~Cincinnat! Commercial Tribune i gy e o e ¢ d
Billv. What’s that? Rats! You've got to come. I've siasm. Two of the frightened maiden ladies led Metcall i used—tlie horse “‘l '?‘r' v“‘:- :::
] o ; . - ! v L Fintcl W s, and {
got enough wet stuff-how’s that? Certainly not.,  Just back to the back room. He had a bump on his head, his Nailed to & Goose's Egg. § ERBG . | G B 29
_ “Radn J A 2 - - : : 2 A Hungarian blacksmith recently 3 ana anes will only further
you and Tom and Ed Langley. That’s right. Now don’t nose was bleeding and one of his shins was barked for al A g o the emnerop of | disconcert him—while it you are
disappoint me. Goodby.’ hat was it, Blodgett?” strip of three inches.  While the festivities went on in Austria & horseshoe, s pair of pinch- wlly talking to him you simply
“I want to talk to you about something that I think the main hall Metcalf sat in the small room and bled intojers, a flle and a knife, all in-§ Fene=r e SECE0 snd inattentive.
will intereste--** a basi. eniously nailed to a goose’s ogg | & the spot you have just ad-
kem. The

It was the merriest Christmas those poor little children|vithout the egg being brok
der over to Black‘s? had ever known, but it en led the career of Mr. Metcalf|"™Fi et ek X ey JRE
“Yes, sir,* replied the boy. ‘‘He said he would send in the part of Santa Claus. traph, & gold medal and < -
the demijohn up this afternoon. ** ,

“All right: What did you do with that bottle that
came this morning?*

“It's on your desk.‘’

“Look at my Christmas present, Blodgett, a silver flask
and two cups. It was filled, too. Tliy it. l'vegot just
time enough to take a drink and then I've got to to
the train and meet sister-in-law. She. aud my wife
are Fuing up to Dubois to spend Christmas.

“It‘s no need to talk to him,** said Blodgett, as he left
«“He‘ll drink himself to death before Satur-

“Fxcuse me a moment, Freddie, did you take that or-

Coafusing.
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th e building.
day morning. **

He went to Richard‘s office and found Richard trying
on a Santa Claus wig and mask, under the direction of a
voung lady stenographer.

Blodgett did not have the audacity to mention button-
hole machine.

He went into Newton street and was pursued by an
exXpress wagon.

A tottering old man tried to sell him a sawdust doll that
{xa(}ttwo faces, so that there could not be any wrong side
0 1t. '

Blodgett went to his hotel. The clerk said:  *‘Go up
to Philip's room. They’re making G%E“Og-”

And that was the end of his day’s labor on behalf of the

| Outlate (returning to bis bhotel ot 2
la. m. and n atiking his .'"l’.l.n—i:-ur.._l
lgr:i oue T must be o bed alreadyl
\ller:- are my foot.slele Mele

| Coincjdences

l (om railwav tran
—80 voun are selling Prolessort
Blank's new book, are you? Strange
cotnt .|j1“.'ll ! 1 an l‘r--!'v-mr “!.iillk
I. Sl_‘iilh-l Sirapger That g0
Then vou wrote she very book 1 am

st Strangn

the buttonhole machine. I“’:f'.’{-‘t,f:" The hindest work 1 eves
. B e e & . ) did was writing that book”
Kris KRINGLE may come to brighten life for the waifs, | «Well, well! That's anoth
but Mr. Metcalf will not %lay the part. strange caincidence. ~ The hardes:
Mr, Metealf is a young humanitarian, with a thin neck work 1 ever did was trying to sel

and translucent ears, it"—New York Weekly.

€
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Care pot 3

dressed nor think that he under-
$ 4 pat on the neck as reward
{ Jing he has just done with
hig hind quarters, o direct to the
¢ i1 where two parts have been
{ caress them both, as In

lvind quarters and the

bevem

i L

gidos o the less came, ele.—

and @ same thing in bitting.

Do not pat the neck if von asked

a1 ¢!d his faw. “Don’t ree

ward cour damghter {or vour son's
veraphy Jesson”—that

BUC( =] 1l e
i i n itshell.=-From

i lea 1n
‘Directing the Saddle Horse,” by
I, M. Ware, in Outing Magazine.
Corruption of Namaes.
T he \'_'!!i"t'ru--, Tl.'i(‘ Dld

Rozs-slure seal ol the Mackenzies,
n eorruption of Abercro-
‘at the mouth of the

B0, Mean

Crosan.” the little niver which there

lows into the Atlantic, The uames

of many places in Scotland have un-

flergone changes CUrions and
thousands of travels

con 1 |":..
Lol | W r ll'l_]_'». :!I. Mt at lll(‘ 11-“8 qt.-
Lon of St. Enoch, in Glasgow (called

after the neighhoring church), no
doubt wlentify the name in some
vacue way with the patrmrrh

Enoch, mentioned in an early chap-
ter of Uenesis. 1t 18 really a eor-
rupted form of St. Thenog, or The-

paw. who was the mother of Kenti-
(e, (Hn=gow s first hlnllﬂp and pa-
iron saint and who is the subject

»f as aunint 5 legend as any 10 be
found in mediseval sacred histoiy.
—Modern Society. '
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