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Your Business is Invite

W. B, HOLMES, President
A. T. SEARLE, Vice-President

Deposits are

ABSOLUTE SECURITY !

HONESDALE, PA.

The Leading Financial Institution of Wayne County.

$2,500,000.00

To pay them there is - $3,100,000.00
THIS IS ABSOLUTE SECURITY

it will receive COURTEOUS, intelligent care.
depositors learning thrift--ARE YOURS AMONG THEM?
tenth of any month draw interest from the first.

Capital and Surplus $ 593,000.00
Total Resources

Safe Deposit Boxes for Rent

OFFICERS:

H, 8. BALMON, Casthler"
W. J. WARD, Asst. Cashier.

DIRECTORS:
W. B. HOLMES F. P, KIMBLE T. B. CLARK
A. T. SEARLRE W. P, SUYDAM C, J. SMITH
H. J. CONGER H. 5. SBALMON J. W. FARLEY
B, W. GAMMELL

= 3,100,000.00

Wayne County Savings Bank

There are multitudes of Children among the
Savings deposits made by the
Put your SAVINGS in a SAVINGS BANK.
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12 had all ngreed that Mr,
O'Shaugnessy was the very
one to be Banta Claus at our
Christmas tree.

“No!" he said, *No!”

We had never seen Mr, O'Shaugnes.
By B0 vehement before.

“That is one thing 1 will never do—
no, not if the czar of Hussia were to
command it

“Why #* asked some one from a sufe
dlstanee,

“Because 1 played the part once, and
I will never do it again. I may as
well tell you about it, and then you'll
know that it is of no use to bother me
about It any more,

“One Christmus I was broke, 1 was |

hangry, and my feet were on the
ground, 1 bhad asked a thousand peo-
ple for something to do, anything to
do, and finally & moenager In a depart-
ment store sald, ‘Al right; we'll make
a Banta Claus out of you.'

“I told him 1 dido't feel much like
a Santa Claus inslde,

“i0h, we'll fix that all right he
sald and handed me & plllow,

“S8o, with pillows and 'boots and
gloves and a fur coat outside and

nothing at all inside, 1 started In to
be Banta Claus in the toy department.
While I was thinking about my wife
and the two kids at home needing
money,
and other things lke that, 1 heard one
of the fellows In the store sny to the
biosis:

“‘Bay., that St Nicholus of yours
s about as jolly as o hymn book. He
remiinds me of a funny song entitied
“Sllver Threads Among the Gold!'"
Why don't you throw him out?

“41 will when I get time.’

1 tried to liven up a little ‘after
bearing this praijse of my histeionie
talent, but it wasn't much use.

“Pretty soon 1 saw a boy coming
down the aisle Uke a wolf on the fold.
He was also seeking whom be might
devour. He was followed by an anx-
fous looking maid und a gentleman In
a silk hat, who was an Indulgent mil-
lionalre father,

“The kid sauntered along In an inde-
pendent, bored wuy, swinging his arms
kind of reckless, ns If he was in hopes
of breéaking somothing and relleving
the monotony,

“When he came up to where 1 was

and me with no steady job, |

By HAMILTON POPE GALT.

Copyright, 1915, by American Press Associstion

!Hlﬂ.lll;; he stopped. Ile had seen plen-
ty of toys, but I guess I was some
thing new In the way of n St Nieh-
olns.

| “He ealled
to me.

| ““I want that,! be snid,

YOl no, dearie sald the mald
| ‘Here, look at this nice giraffe! BSes!
It does this!

“The kid shook the nurse off lrritn
lnl‘l‘.

“'He doean’t seem to take much In-
terest in the giraffe,' T remarked to the
father.

*iNo, nor anyihing else,' he answer-
ed ln a patient, weary tone. ‘He has
had all these toys before, and he
knows all about them, inslde and out
He had one of these girnes last year
and broke It open to find out what

wus in it, and be was mad when he
found there was nothing.

“4 want that, suld the boy agaln,
polnting to me.

“iHeg has taken a fancy to you,' con-
tinued the pa.

%+ ean't see thut 1 have any advan-
tage over the girafle," I sald.

bis Adnddy and pointed

1 WANT THAT."

Trast then the Doss of the store came
along. He was just bLusting hlmself
for the milionaire.

“iMy boy wants your Santa Claus,’
gald the gentleman to the boss,

“And the kid jumped up and grab-
bed me by the hand and began pull-
ing at me and fighting the maid off
with the other hand.

“ogwell, sald the boss, ‘take him
along, Mr. Van Veegle. It will bhe no
loss whatever to us, | nssure you.'

“hiz recommend seemed to sort of
encourage the millonaire,

“4 will pay yon for your time' he
sald to me,

YAg the little fellow was pulling my
arm off I got up and went along. e
towed me through the alsle against n
tide of open mouthed people. We got
into n big red automeblle, and the mil-

Honalire sald to the chauffeur, ‘Home
ag qulck ns posalble, for goodness
sake!

“Awny we went, my white whiskers
flying in the wind.

“Pretty soom the milllonaire sald to
the chauffeur: ‘Look here, you neadn't
dlsplay us any more than necessary.
Kindly pick out some qulet streots.’

“T'be kid was sitting pext to me,
holding my hand.

“The chanflear started to slow down
In front of a mansion when the mil-
llonnire gave a shout;

“iold on!' he said. *Drive on quick!
I forgot Mra, Van Veegle has compa-
oy, We'll go around the back way,'

“We were turning the corner to go
nround the other way when the mlil-
Honnire shouted agnin suddenly, "Turn
around qulck!

“We were dodglog somebody or oth-
er that he knew,

“Finally we passed through a big
gate, und the boy towed me around
through a conservatory or two into
a swell room.

“The man swore.
of ladles there still.

There were a lot
They eeemed to

take a great interest in the pageant.

“Well, what on earth! secreeched
the millionaire's wife.

“While the man wns expluining to
his wife the boy led me around all
over the house by the hand. e would
not let go.

“He had to have me sit beside him
while he ate his dinner, und I had a

“HE TOWED ME THROUGH THE AISLIE"

blg, fat butler shoving wy chalr around
for me and walting on me. I got some
| birds and one thing und another under
L my plllow and my furs, but 1 was aw-
ful warm.

“It was too warm for comfort when
it got around that there was a real,
live Santn Claus at the Van Veegle
house, All the children cnme from
all over the nelghborhood to maul me,

“Buot young Van kept a tight grip on

my hand nod fought them off when-
evar thoey got too near.

“When bedtlme came they tried to
tell lttle Van that Santy wanted to
g0 home now and work on the toys for
Obristmas, out he beld on tighter than
ever and Insisted that I would have to
sleep with him.

“This made it pretty bad, If 1 was
to pull off my Loots and my beard and
my stomach and one thing and an
other the boy would be paralyzed with

boot#® beard, stomach gnd nll with 1t
tle Van In his Httle bed seemed utter
Iy Impossible,

“We compromised by my sitting by
his bed and holding his hand until he
went to sleep. Would you belleve it?
That boy was the lghtest sleeper you
ever saw! Every time I tried to take
my band saway bis eyes would open
anud he would tuke a tighter grip, b

“I sat up all night holding that kid'a
band. I had p map in gttendance, who

-

fear, they sald, and for me to turn in |

TARING BANTA TO KINDERGABRTEN.

Lbrought me everything I woanted, and
I had collected a ten from Bapa Van
but I didn’t get much sleep.

“The hoy had me with him all the
next day, I had to Le with him when
he got lis bath and his brenkfast, and
1 attended Kindergarten with him,

“I was 'It' al kindergarten, too, but
thout 4+ o'clock he Iny down on
A couch amd went sound nsleep

=1 stole from the room softly und un

observed, 1 lod had enough of the
Job aml wus resolved Lo escape
“Just ns | was pgetting out of "he

front door o good slzed boy cume slong
und started o blab something abour
‘Elello, Santa Clans! and tried to grab
hold of me.

“1 paralyzed him by pulling out my
sigmach and hittlng him over the head
with it

“Y galned the street and fdew for
bome, dodging this way and that to

bafle pursult and shedding beard,
boots. cotton and fur all along the
Wiy,

“1 hid for three doys and then emerg-
wd and got a nice Httle job loading coal
on 4 ship. I have always gone in for
a sane Christmas ever sluce that lsile
experience."”

We did not press Mr. O'Shauguessy.

Concerning Christmas Presents,
A man may vot be so badly off for

| presents if he only has presence of
[ mind.

The question of the hour is, “What
on earth shall we buy for a Christ.
mas present ¥

Never look o gift horse in the teeth.
It Is also wrong to look a Christmas
present in the price mark,

“Whut sball I give the hired girl?"
is n Christmns conundrum that puz-
zles some, Glve her lust weel's puy
and get another girl.



