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pered  Mes, Tl .
loiely ds herbusbinid sh
e snow frog hiis coal sl

ecarefully wiped his feet on the
new door ot

"“Ill l‘l: get one 3 I‘l‘-.:-'lll !”l an
der moodils

*Conlidn't get one! Why not, Jomes
Philnudery

“I forgot it, Bella, until just ns 1 got
off the traln, and ns that was the lust
traln from town 1 counldn’t very wel
walk back and look up a tree. By that
time the shops would all be closed
and”

"Walk back! Sach nonsense! Of

ecotursge If you haven't thooghit enoungh
of the children to buy them a tree”

UMy dear™ Interpolutid  Phllander
desperntely. “don't another word
I fAind a tree somewhere tonight if
I have to rob the church of the Suan
dny school tree!”

He thrust his arins into his overcont

LH R

and grasped his hat, but Mrs. Philnn
der put out a detnlulng hand
“James," she sald serlously, “you

eannot find n tree tn Rose Helghts to
night. You know there s not n
in the Hetghts, and where else
you look for n troee™

“1 shall walk Into the woods and dig

ehoy
wonldd

one,” returngd Philander, with dignity.
“Well, you could do that, James, but

it s 11 o'vlock now and there 18 n

oo You will lose your way.'
“Nonsensge!" roturned Mro Phila

“T hope 1 Know my way aroung

Helglits I st U very handsome pine

tree in that strip of woods hack on the
Turkey hill rond. 1 conld
blindfolded and 1oy my

tree.” he nssertoed rashly

thiere

hand npon that

wnlk

*Vory woll ™ roturnod Mrs, Phillandey
reluctantly. I hate to lye von go
James, but the chlldren will be g0 dis
appointed. The presefits arve gl ready
and 1 have been up in the attle and
got the linse for the tree and all the
ornaments—in faect, everyvthing is rends
exrcepl the trep™

“The troe will soon be here' gaid

Mr. Philander grimly as he jerked on
his arcties nnd tuened up bls cont enl-
Inr. “Just

bring me the spade from
the woodshol, please,” he added,
“A Epnde, James! 1 thought they

chopped trees down
frozen."
“Of eourse,

The

ground 1=

the ax hy ! menns” re

plled Ihilnnder feritalidy e was
vexed with lilmeell for hnving forgot
ten to order the ftreo, which wias oni

of the necessary adluncts to the T'hil-

ander Chrlstmns e hid never fop
gotten it hefore He meant to order
it that morning and have It <ont to his

suburban home Jater In the das, bt
an important business matter hnd dreiy
en the n of 1he
from Nhis mind unthl his wife's greoting
when he opened the door recalled ft to
his attontlon

He sallled forth, bearing the ax, and
waded throngh the newly fallen snow
to the corner of the street, where he

rmbirgnee

festlvn

turned toward Torkey Wil vond, The
fsoow wis only s8ix Inches deep, and
the walking was not so bad.  Gras
clonds hinng low, and there was o thick

flurry of flakes as Philander turned the
corner. When he reached the strip of
wools It was snowing heavily, amd le
could only gness at the loeation of the
particulnr plne he hnd In mind

He whistled cheertly ns he walked
along, for Lis gpirits were rising. e
felt n warm glow hig
tired frame s he ooticipated the de

stedallng over

lHght of the three small Philapders
when they beheld the selfsame tree
thnt they had =0 warmly admired a

short while before sot ap in thelr own
parlor, ablaze with eandles and rieh
with gifts,

Mr. Philander stopped and thrashed
Mmself vigorously with his arms
Fhere wus 0 falnt grayness in the alr
that was reilected from the fallen
snow, nnd there was the tlekllng rush
of flakes In his eyes. When he reach-
il the openlog In the woods
where they had admired the tree he
trned around and looked earefully up
ind down the rond,. Of course he
could see notbing, nor was there the
falntest rtinkle of pells, It was a
very lonely spot, g

Mr. 'hilander knew that the strip of

Vi I'_\

woolds wns private property, aud he
o knew that be could malke 1t all
ght with Lnke, the owner of the

woods, on the fellowing day, ns Lake
ived four miles away nnd It was lm-
possible to aak hilg permission now,

Although Mr. Philander had stated
"hit Le conld put his hand on the tree
u the dork, he found It eather a diH-
ult thing to do after all, He lost
Mmsgelf several times in the dense
thickets, and all the tree trunks seem-
o unfamiliae to his touch., Then, all
it once, he emerged from the under-
hrash, nivl spley boughs of pine hrush-
vd bis fuce.

YTTit i, by Jove!" he exelaimed. Tlo
Aug the snow away from the trunk and
with a few lusty blows laid the tree
low and dragged it tealling throungh
the snow. He lost his bearlngs once or
*wice, nnd finally, at a moment when
ho almost despalred of reaching home

thot night, he fonnd himself standing
Lofore bis own gate

He carted the tree around to the
buek door, and with Mrs, Philander's
help It was taken Into the house and

sct up in the parlor

Mr. Phllander thawed himsclf oot In
front of the Kitchen stove and quiaffed
frogrant coffoe thut his grateful wife
hnd prepared

“It Is a beauty, James' she said
gleefully: “the finest we over hil
How delighted the ebildren will be 1
am sorry, though, yon are tired,
dear.”

“Oh 'moall vight now, Belln,” salil
Phillnnder cheerfully. ©1 was worried
after | found that I had forgotten the
tree, but 1 ¢l that deal
Waeils dday, and I wos busy every o

s

sed ot with
meoent,”

“How lovely
teact, James!™
“That I
youl'

“"Yon bet
Phllunder jJocose!

that yon got the con-
erled his wife excitedly
a fine Christiuns present for
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JAUK,
willed De e, dirmgeing her new doll
remorseless!y by s Daxen b

AN 1 finked It e that way, tool™
protestd Hobin indignn %

“TU's o Bantn Clans 1ree, babiles, g0
don't feel bud nbour | Run away
and play.” soid Mr. Philander renssur
ingly Then he turned ta Jock, “Yes,
it's the yory same tree, my boy,' he

snld proudly,

“1t doesn't
duek hluntly,

“Trovsnt, oht?
with "

“Oh, nothing.
the Tree wa saw,
Etinntely

“Never mind, never mind,
Mr. Philander good natoredly,

He sought Nis wife, who wig helplog
Norah with the brenkfast.  “Our tree
wis o greot suceess, my denr, be sald
genlally

It is beputiful,” replied Mrs. Phllan
der happily. “The children are so de-
lighted.”

“Woll, I'm gind of that, 1 was tell
Ing Taylor yesterday morning golug
down on the trafn that Christmos was

look Mke I, father," sald

What's the matter

It's fine, but it jsn't
fnsisted the hoy ob

retutrned

not Chylstmas without a tree, and he
gnld that & wouldn't be Christmns at
thelr house, then, for they woere not
golng o hove cie”

“How strange!” utrercd Mrs, 'hilan
der.. "Why pot, pray

“Oh. 1 dos’t Koow He sald gome
fthing abogt hintd lmes, He snld the
goodd, oht faahiloned Chrlstmas sulted
them well vnongh; that they would
Qg thetr stockings Defore the dre
and 21 that. you know.™
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the tree ready for the kiddies.
thing bandy %

“There Isu't a thing for you to do,
denr, save to hang them on the tree"
anld his wife, lending the way to the
Hghted parlor, where the tree stood,
Its sy mmetrical brinches glistening o
the light aud exuding o fresh balsamie
wlor

“By Jove, It 1s the handsomest tree
wi ever had!” exclalmed Mr. Philan-
der, surveying the shapely conifer ad-
miringly

They were goon st work, and pres
ently the benutiful tree  blossomed
forth in glisteuing festoons of gold gni
silver tinsel, A rdlant star tipped
the highest polnt, while daintlly dee
orfnted gifts hurdened the branches and
were heaped at the bhase.

It was with upusual satisfaction that
the Philanders retired thnt night. They
were joth to leave the resplendent tree,
but utter wearlness drove them to bed

It was daylight when the fivst de
Hghted shrick from a small Phllander
nwoke his tired parents. Mr. Phllan-
der groaned Alsmally, He ached from
hend to foot, and he was glek from
Inck of sleep. Mrs, Philander was
equally tired; buf, with the self ab
negntion of mothers in general and
mothers fn particular on Chrlstmas
morning, she got up and went down-
stalrs to enter into the joys of the hap.
py children,

When Mreo Philander came down-
stalrs to breakfast the children gath-
ered phout him engerly.

“Father,” asked Jack, the eldest, “ls
this the very tree we saw last Sunday

Every-

when  we walked along Turkey hill
road® I8 this the very tree?”
“Who told yon that, Jack?" asked

Mr. Philander sharply.

“Oh, mother did, 1 told her T had
seen It gomew here hefore, and she sald
It was that very lree

“I fought EBanty Claws bringed it

THROUGH THE SNOW.

“Dear, dear! 1 think the children
prefer o tree just the same sald Mrs,
Philnnder regretfully. “oor little Tom
my Taylor! We must fovite him over
to see the chlldren’s tree this after-
noon.”

“Yeu, Indeisd, that e an excel-
lent plan. Suppose Invite n few
people to spead the evendng and enjoy
the tree with us. We can put on some
swall remembrances and have o jolly
thne," sald Philander, warmiog up to
the subject us he proceeded.

"That will be delightful,”
Mrs, Philander. “Let us ask the Tay-
lors."

“Sure, we'll ask them!" chuckled
Philunder, “I'll show Taylor the way
to keep Christmas."

That afternoon Mrs, Philander busled
herself In preparing for the evening's
entertiinment.  The Tavlors had ae
copted glodly, and so had the other in
vited guests, and Mr. Phllapder, who
wus the sonl of hospitality, walked
nbout nnd rubibed his lands with pleas-
ant antleipution,

He made sundrey trips to the cellar
for apples and clder and erncked great
bowls of nuts. He carried In huge
urm londs of wood for the fireplace and
surveyed the roaring bluze with ecom-
placent satisfaetion,

It wius at that moment that Jack
Philander burst nelsily in. *Oh, fa-
ther, what do you think"-— he began
breathlessly,

“Well, my WMoy, what ls It now?" ask-

willl
Wae

el Mr. Phllunder indulgently oas he |

warmed his coattalls comfortably,

“1 heard Mr, Tuylor telllng some men
that somebody chopped down the tree
from his front lnwn lust night!"

“What tree tsked Mr, Phllander
ubsently,

“Why, that tree—you know, the Nor-
wiay [Hue that stood on thelr front
Inwn!"

“What a plty!” exclalmed Mrs. Phi-

o

nEreed |

lander, “Mra, Taylor told me it was
the pride of her huaband's heart”
| YHow aid 1t happen, Jack?' asked
| Philander, with Interest,

“Mr, Taylor enld his wife heard some
one chopping sbout half past 11 last
night, but she didn’t think anything of
it, and this morning they found the
| tree wne gone —only the stump left”

“That'a very =strange.” observed Mre.
Philander ‘Hard ek for Tavior"”

“And, father,” continned Joek ear-
nestly, I wanse In the wodds on Tarkey
Wi eond totay and that Hitle tree we

gaw last Bamdony s there yet You
't et 1 down, T knew that one
wasno't It

My, Phillandes paled alightly.

“Why, fnthet pr i the terribl
Jnek witlh n slireciness horn of sudden
revelstlon thil I M1 1‘.‘!:\51'["‘» !
I knew 144 n At before!*

M pilor wlirnnk from thele hor
rified o

“The Taylors will b here In o fow
minntes, Jumes,” sald Mre, Phllander
cold]

“My denr, T moet have got furned
arownd o the storin, bt the Lord
only knoews how | got In Tayler's
yird.

“Tt's on the other slide of the woods,

father”
“and I guess
und Into Mr

galkdl Jack sympathetieally,
von walked right through
Tavlor's yard.”

“l must have done that,” groaned
Mr. Phllandier. Then with sudden in
gpiration he stripped the tree of It

ormaments amd ecandles and enrried (It
through the house Into the back yard
e seratehed a mateh, and In five min-
utes the Philander Chrlstiing tree wos
fn charred riin

“Too b, old chap” sald Taylor
commiserntively Philander  agl
tatedly explained the absence of the
tree. “That's one renson why 1 don't
belleve In Christmas trees.  They ave
apt to take fire, and there you are
1 nm gind It happened before we ar-
rived!”

“Bo am L" eJoeninted Mr. I'hilander

But all the little Philanders agree
that it wns the most beautiful Christ
mas tree they ever had

A TRUE STORY OF
CHRISTMAS AT SEA.

i

[Copyright, 1599, by Amerlcan Press Asso
clatlon.)

The gathering of “old salts,” official-

Iy known s 1l

Harbor elub, wag In
serglon At Capialn Trmman's  store,
down by the diwek! Outalde the wind

howled and shrleked throueh the rle
glng of the tleet of coasting vesscls
warped  alongside the  Maln  streeet
wharf, and upconsclonsly  the men

hitehed thelr ehalra closer to the fire
a8 a e rattied the windows
During a temporary lull in the storm
Cap'n B Turtle broke the sllence with
the following narerntive

I'wns

o Lilnst

soeh 0 Clhristmas eve
a8 this, slong back o the elghtles,
when 1 was ronndin® old Hatteras in
the good shilp Tirzalh Ann You recol.

It her, don't you?  ftalled from Groon.
port and conld smash through any gile
that ever bhlowwl

“In course ‘twias some wot on deck,
undthe furtlior we ponnded along the

rougher It got. and tinally we had to
turn suwd run nfore the wind, Never
siw  seel pile 1o hing on! We
plowesd thr th seas yvou could only
gucss the helght of,  And dark! You

conldn't xee your hand afore your face

“There was five of us aboard, and
we wus pretiy well tnekored ont next
mornin', bhut daxlight showed no let
ups and, to make things wuss, a hoavy
gnow got {n.  Seemed ns if It turned to
fee to wunst soon as It hit the deck,
and afore yon conld say ‘Jack Robin-
gkon® the riggin' was froge =olld, and a
dozen men with axes couldo't have
cast loose the dory,

“Along nbout slx bells the fust mate
took the wheel, and T went below (o
get a bracer, when there come a heavy
ernsh, and hoth masts went by the
board. 1 went ap the companlonway
In two Jumps, but afore 1 reached the
deck the water was pourin’ into the
fo'castle In tons, and the ship bLegun
to heave and wallow like n stuek pig.

“There woarn't any use tryin' to
lnunch the dory, even if we bad had
| time, and In two shakes of a dog's
tall the Tirzah Ann rose high on the
top of a huge comber, quivered ke a
dyin' Hon and then planged hend first
beneath the waves with all on board.”
Capiain 81 stopped aund leisurely hit
off & chutik of cut plug, when some one
nsked, “How did you escape?”

“We didn't.," drawled the eaptaln,
“Every blawed one of us wuz drown-
ded.” W. ¥. H,

Christmuas Superstitions,
If Christmas day on Bunday be,
A troublous winter yvo shull ses,
Mingled with waters strong:
Good there shill ba without fable,
For the summer shall be reasonable,
With storins at times among

Wines thiat year shall all be good;
The hiarvest shall be wet with flood,
Pestlilence full on many a country.
Ere thut sickness shall have passed
And while great tempests last
Muny young people dend shall be,

Princes that year with ron shall die;
| There shall be changing of muany lords
high,
Among knights great debate.
Many tldings shall come to men;
Many wives shall be weeping thoen,
BHoth of poor and great estate.

The faith sholl then be hurt truly,
For divers points of heresy

That shall then appear
Through the tempting of the flend,
And divers muatters unkind

Bhall bring greéeat danger near,

Cattle shall thrive, onp and the other,
Bave oxen, they ahall kill each other,
And some beasts—they shall dle,
! Both fewlt and corn will not boe good,
Apples will b pearce for food,
And ships shall suffer on the sea.
~From Harleian MB, in Hritlsh Museum,
Fifteenth Century.

CHRISTMAS
IN FICTION,

By GEORGE H. PICARD

[Copyright, 1820, by American Prose Apeo
clntion |
OT untll the first
\ hnll of the last
contury  was woll
3F wpenl ol e e
':' flow  of ternture
oy wl h A cone f
k Toiv Lot ot hrisl
| Hin Nt bty oY { 1
e i 1odd g
moent in (e hearts
of v ¥
Ing tannkind, T
nnclont para il
plonys 1l Tha
rhymed ! in
loronds of the mid
INVIXO 1 ges are =t in
nee on the eontinent, bt $he mor
poctlar minded Eopglish hind the
rinde Yoletlde (ingles sod the gualnt
carolg of beef onting antlagnits
Contrary (o the prevalling notion, the
foventor of the tnle with a distinetive.
Iy Christoas flover was an Ametiean
t Is Hkely that 1 wonld ocenr to few
Amerleans amd to oo Englishman to
dlssent If It wore asserted in thele
pregence that Charles PMekens orlgl
natedd the Christions story Itis nnme
1= o fnsepirably conneeted with so
much of the holiday 1iteratnre on

ghrined In the poapnine heart that 1t e
&mnil the mention of Christ
mns suggests him, The eredit of the
“Nrerary M, however, must be given
to another, n man who was ot the ond
of his thirtles when IMekens was born,
who hind been at Maltn when Nelson's
flect salled away to Trafalzar, who hiad
visited Walter at Alubotsford and
had eaptivated him and who was aft
erwir] seeretiary to the Unlted Statea
legntion In England, That, of course
menns Washington Irving,

winder

Rir

Irving = first ook, *The SBketohTlook
of Geoffrey Crayvon, Gont," hind pleased
svervbody, so mnch s, fndeed, thne

whs ra-lu:l-'|--'~---| Ly John Murr iy in
Londdon and (rar 1] o several con
tinental lnngunges Both the pul
ors nnd the pubtle were orging him to
o gsomel hing cqunlly meritorions, No
Wowdy restized) more Keenly than i 1
author of the

CRuisite work the it

enlty of praducing g mare, and he
wiag not o oan o e deiven into medd
oerity, T'hree years lnter e publishad
“Brocebridge Holl aod the ehapter of
that mys weeo nf iterary workmat
ship entitied “Chelstmns gt Brocebrid g

1" wirs the plonecr holldsy tale of
English Hieratre and has furndshed a
model for subsequent getlonlsts whileli
has seldom been egunled gmd never!

excelled,  Tts ensy grace and felleity of
expression were norevelntion to every
hody in the wonder
and the charm ore potent still

William Makepeace
tee of o relism thnt 1s the wonder und
the despinie of those who have fallowed

those days, amd

Fhiackeray,

s

him, necded no

moedel  and  chose

none is “Mrs

Perkins' Dall"  re

sembles nothing

ever concelved  In

the wmind of any

other man 'l

public wus plensied

with It, but nevet

B0 much ns wns

Thackeray hlinself, HAWTHORNE.
Most nmnglng of all, the authior of the
tale professidd 1o believe that It was
“Mres. Perkius’ DBall” that had  mode
his reputation=that, toy, In the fuce of
the fact that “Vaulily Fair” had Just
been publishimd. This perversion of
Thackeray In regard to the lterary

vitlue of bis wores aud s lack of fualih
in his masterpicce—he had so litle
confidence in the success of “"Vanlty
FPalr' that after it appeared be applied
for a smull government position—are
proof sutlelent that the man who cre-
ates o masterplece may have a dim
conception of artstic values,

All the makers of great fiction are
more or less nnder the spell of their
Immediate surroundings, but few have
wade It more appurent than Charles
Dickens. Those who knew the cireum-
stnnces saw plainly that he had put
himself and hils sad childhood into
many of hls pathetle short storles
This is especinlly true of “The (Ghost
In Master B.'s Roog,"” which s an ae-

count of things which happened to |

hitm in Lis troubled boyhood. As n
child he was a firm bellever In ghosts,
and It is probable thut he never entire-
ly nbandoned his faith in spectral ap-
pearnnces. Many of his tales are peo-
pled with disembodied spivits, and they
are llke the ghosts of no other writer.
They ure the spooks that nppeal to one
and mnke one belleve in thelr genuine.
ness,  They are freguently more real
thun the Hying chovactors who consort
with them.  Although they are dead,
they conduct themselves ke Hving en-
titles,

Dickens' Christmas ghosts are unigue
in the realin of Hterature, OF all the

-

anve  been sum-
moned from the
upper auld nether
worlds to lend en-
chantment to the
Christinus tale
his alone have
become neellmut-
ed. There Is nevs
er anything re.
pulsive about
them. They are
the most compnn.

THAUKEHAY,

Vlonable spooks ever Invented. They
are seldom sepulehrnl, but are fre-
uently cheerful.  They are not the

huuurluu_. sleep kllling and never to be
exorclsed phantoms of the falry tales,
but actunl persoualities, freed from all

-~ sllent shapes that |

- -y ——
[ mortal restrletions n regoed to looomg.
ton that come to s whton we bld m
nid vendsh polltely whed Woe nre wonpy
of thalr presence,

Pieer Jinrte pever made n seerot of
his pdmifation for the ervnlor of |
Nell aid Tomn Plueh ke Vant
the feet of Gamaliel, he was conten ¢

| preelve his Jesson from the mnn e
aoknowledged o boe B minstor Noat
until after Dhelens Tl Ondshog
work Jdid the yonng Hreeary Hght o

Fedd B thie far westen
ment learn that b fimls b
that et e “THe ks

Camp”™ nod bind been 1 e to ey
1 v tion of 1 o the o
orons torims e dyh HOVHe|
elanred the ¢ wilk of the new At
fcoom wWritor ot by ol ich
slpoke f workmanship ns o
wilter In the Inngunge hod vt
Iiihited Al then he aslied
hamoron i In his wears
1 {t yvou think that hils manuer
very ke ey owny'

Like Dickens, Harte had o genn
foudness for the doligs of Yualeth)
One who Enew him best gavs that
to the Inst dany of his He “he thoug
much of the Chrigstmas season snd 1o
the Inst kept up the fond and foollsh

cuktom of sending generons presens
to lils friends!  Botter appreciated |
Eneland than In his nntive country

Iarte spent the Inter years of his life
ahromd, bt hig storles were to the In
distigetively Amerlean In that ad
mirable performoanes  entitled “Iow
Santh Clnus Came to Simpson’™s Bar”
there 1= no tlavor of the old world
Chrlstmang, and Johnny, clothied In the
stars amld stripes, 18 0 young American
of the moxt ynmistalkable sort

Two of the most steikingly dissimi
Inr Christmas storles over written aro
Hawthorne's
“Christmns

quet” and  Miss
Mitford's “Christ
mns Party

There 18 lttle of
Christmans |n
Hawthorne's
growsome tal

The joyous fest|

val Is only o it

erury  makoesh
around which
DICKENS woven nowedrd
psyehological stidy that deives all @
mombirnnes of the hlessed season fram
the mind Its phosts are pot the =o
clable and ensily banlshed spooks of
INelkens They are formless |
Creeny il |"I vatlin illl'l‘;' nre |l
fonreome span that rise in the 1
i vapors of German mysticism, nd
they are muade leler still with o sir
dmixture of New Englind tringi
dentallsn, It 15 & masterplece in con-
eeption pidd in trentment—no quest
at nll abont that=hat B does vot mn
the Yule log glow ore hrightly or
lend o bhetter flavor to the stein
howl

Mary Russell Mitford doea pot
fn ghosts, Al of her Christmas ¢h
fieters nre flesh and Dloosd people, m |
they thint “will no”
sty dend when they die!” Her “Christ
mns Party"” Is as dainty in Its work
manship as anvthing which ever conn
from her enreful pen, and that Is say

e ot of the sor

ing much It Is ns tful and non-
suggesiive ns o pastaral, amnd 1ts Intio
once Is ns wiliing n the delient
savor which escapes wl the cover
of o potpourrl Jar Is sl or 1he

Arawer of
ed—the falnt, pervasive ador of erush
&1 rose leaves and drled lavender.

THE RATIONAL
CHRISTMAS.

By ELLIS FRAME

[Copyright, 1204, by American Fress Arso
elation. )

an old time cabinet s opet

"Let un give In year,” she
sugiested;
UNOL mierely
things
It's the spirit, fot the money Invested
Lat uwm, therefore, turp from foollsh
sgunnderings,
Let the glfts we give be things that niany
be needed
Instead of trush goon 1o be cast aside
"My darling, your suggestion shall ba
heedod,
For there is wisdom in It e replied

reason this

for the sake of giving

Bhe did her shopping early, being gulded

By lessons learned from much exper!
enve,

Bhe would show her lord and master, sho
declded,

How excellent a thing was common
HEnse,

For thelr baby boy she purchased &

French corset
And an oriental reg that caught hey
eye,
“Though the durling longed (o have &
rocking horse, I
Wasn't sensiblo,™ she
sigh,
They had promised not to buy things for
each other,
They would mweraly get o few things for
the chud

murmured, with &

Bhe would sacrifice her sister and her
mother,
And it gladdened her to seo tho way he
smiled
As he unld his people, too, should be omit-
ted,
Bo the wisge and winsome woman, day
by day,
From shop to shop, with sweet emotlon,
flitted,
Huaving dry goods bound up and sent
| AWAY,

He bought & pipo and splendld smoking
Jacket
To give thelr darling glee on Christmas
morn.
With these the child could moake no such
a racket
As might hinve boen produced with drum
and horn
He slso got tho works, unexpurgated,
Of old Hoecaeelo and Rabelats,
Bo thut their little one might be elated
A“t.l1 long have glad remembrance of the
ay.

On Christmas when wero
displuyed
They sut upon the sofa side by slde,
And while their chlld Jooked up at them,
dismuayed,
He had a oulprit's manner, and shs
‘ orled,

thelr presents




