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Down the chimney he comes creeping; 
Through the nursery goes a-peeping; 
Hunts the stockings, great and small, 
Then proceeds to fill em all. 

In the boys’ go balls and skates, 
Sometimes books and brand new slates; 
Drums and fifes and toys galore, 
"Till they spill upon the floor. 

In the girls’ go trinkets rare, 
Wondrous dolls with natural hair! 
Picture books, and ribbons bright, 
"Till they fill the stockings tight. 

Then with one last look about, 
Santa stealthily steals out, 
Jumps into his sleigh that’s near, 
And comes no more ’till the next year. 

ANNIE JAMES. 
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"A Calm Witness. 

A lawyer was cross-examining a witness | 
with a view to getting him muddled in 

his testimony. The following questions 
and answeres occurred: 
“Did you see the plaintiff faint a short 

time ago?” 

FY es Jair. 
“People turn pale 

don’t they?” 
“No sir, not always.’ 
“What, do you mean to tell me that a 

person can faint and not turn pale? Did 
you ever hear of such a case?’ 

*Yes, sir.” 
“Did you ever see such a case?” 

“I did, sir.” 
“When?” 
“About a year ago, sir.” 

“Who was it?” 
“ Twas a negro, sir.” 
The lawyer excused 

when they faint, 

’ 

the witness. 

i uneventful day. 

BY MAUD WALKER. 
Lottie Andrews was an only child, but 

she was not what that fact might imply 
in most cases. She was not a spoiled 
child. She was a sweet-tempered, gener- 
ous, affectionate little miss, 12 years of 

age, possessing as sunny a disposition as 
one could wish to find in any little girl. 
Her home was a comfortable one, where 

happinness reigned. Her papa and mam- 

ma were her chums, as well as being in- 

separable comrades to each other. "Thus 

you wili see that the Andrews’ home was 
an ideal one. 
During the preparatory days that usher- 

ed in the Christmastide Lottie, her mam- 

ma and papa were very busy making 

plans for the poor, arranging that the 
hearts of many little ones might be made 
glad with a gay Christmas morning—little 

ones who, but for the generosity of the 
Andrews family, would doubtless spend an 

Lottie had helped with 
the buying of all the toys and pretty 
warm garments that had been sent ‘in 

baskets and boxes to the homes of many 

poor families. And when, on the 
day preceding Christmas Eve, Lottie dis 
covered another poor family, where two 
little children lived, two little ones whose 

holiday season held no promise for them, | 

she ran home to her mother, saying: 

“Mamma, it's too late now to get into| 
the shops to make many purchases, but|nailed shut and labeled they were left in 
we just must fix up a nice box for two | 
little children that I came across today | 
while going down to our dressmaker’s.| 
They were standing in front of a shop | 

window looking so longingly at a few 

| ottie’s 

last | 

ing with toys which you will no longer 

use, so we would better give them to some 
little ones who will be happy to own 

them. And I'll put in some cakes, nuts 
candies and a glass of jelly. Then, if you 
think the little girl could make use of 

some of the frocks you have oubgrown, 

we'll make up a nice box of them for her.” 

“Oh, that’s just the thing to do,” cried 
Lottie. “Let's go to my playroom at 
once and make a nice selection of toys 
for those children. I’m so glad, mamma, 
that you always bought a certain number 
of boys’ toys for me, for now I'll have a 
nice assortment to give to little Sammy. 
When you were buying them for my nur- 

sery your thought was to have them for 

my little boy friends to play with when 
visiting me. But now they are going to 

do a better service than that of enter- 
taining well-to-do little boys, who have 

toys and to spare in their own homes.” 

And as the greater part of the evening 
was spent by Lottie and her mother in 
making a selection of pretty and useful 
toys and garments to fill two good-sized 

boxes to be sent on the following day to | 
{Sammy and Lena Small, top floor of a 
| rickety old tenement-house on the banks | 
of a dark, evil-looking river with ware- | 

mouses, boat-houses and tenement-houses | 
{of hard reputation. 

| 
| 

After the boxes had been duly packed, 

Lottie’s ‘bedroom, where John, the house- 

mamma bade her good night and went to | 

her own room, it being Lottie’s bed time. 

How long Lottie had slept she did not 
know, but sometime during the night she 
was awakened from- her 

| over yer contributions to me. 

“And it’s up to me to make you rich fork 
I've got 

kids of me own what's got to eat. It’s 
Christmas time fer the rich, but where's g bo. in : 

slumber by a |the Christmas fer my little ones? So you |gcne from Lottie’s mind, and she felt that 

Strange Christmas Eve Experience. 
place named on the box,” said Lottie, 

| surprised to find that she could talk with- 

jout fear. In fact, while the man was 
[looking at the box so intently all fear had 

noise in the room as of someone moving | jest keep a tongue in yer cheek an’ I'll she could talk to the burglar as“she would 
about. Being still half asleep, and coming 
from dreamland, where she had been call- 

help meself.” 
| 
{to anyone less dangerous. 
|  § 3 : 9 

Lottie sat bolt upright now, for she was| “What do you know of them kids?” ask- 
ing on Santa Claus and assisting him in as-| fully awake, and realized that a burglar |ed the man, his hands closing over the 
sorting toys for poor children, 

in her sleepy condition 

old St. Nicholas. Then, sitting up in bed, 
and smiling in a friendly way—for the 
room was lighted by 
the corner, which shone through the win- 

dows—Lottie said in a cordial tone: “Ah, 
Santa Claus, I'm so glad to meet you in 

person. And now that we've got the pres- 

ent question for the poor children all set- 
tled I shall take it upon myself to see 
taht our man, John delivers every box 

before tomorrow at 12 o’clock.” 

The strange figure came quite close to 

Lottie and bent over the bed. “Now, 
lookee here, kid! ‘Not a word outen you, 

or I'll stop your mouth so’s it won't open | 
for awhile.” And the terrible man held a 

revolver up that Lottie might see it. “I'm 

here to help myself to what I can find, 
an’ I’m not in the humor to be fooled 
with.” Understand 7’ 

Lottie nodded her head, but did not 
dare to open her mouth for fear of the 

terrible weapon. “I belong to that class 
man, should get them on the morrow to of people what's got to live by their wits 

carry to their destination. Then Lottie’s | or sleight-of-hand,” the man continued. 

Lottie | was in her room. But she had no idea of | box tenderly. 
opened her eyes to behold a figure which | 

she mistook for | 
screaming for help; she knew that would 
e the wrong thing to do. So she sat very 

| quiet, watching the man ts he opened the 

| drawers and closets, looking for valuables. 

a street lamp near | Ag he stooped to examine the contents of 

[a little oaken chest in the room he struck 
| his foot against ome of the boxes that 
{ was packed and labeled to be sent to the 
[ poor family down by the river the fol- 
| lowing day. With a muttered curse—for 

the foot he struck against the box seem- 
{ed to be crippled—the man turned to look 
at the object of offense. Quickly his eye 

caught the plainly written address on the 
side of the box. It was: “Sammy and 
Lena Small, top floor the Dock Tenement 
-house, River street.” The man’s eyes 

| grew wide and his hands clutched nervous- 

{ ly. Putting the revolver in his pocket, he 

land over the address written thereon. 
| Then turning his dogged eyes on Lottie, 

| he whispered hoarsely: “What's this mean 

kid?” And he pointed toward the address 
on the box. 

“It’s a box of Christmas things for a 

dear little boy and girl who live at the 

cheap toys displayed there. 1 stopped and | 
talked\ to them a minute, 
their names and what they expected San- 
ta Claus would bring to them on Christ- 

mas. The little girl, not quite so old as 

I, said: ‘Oh, we're so poor that Santa 

Claus never comes to our house. He can’t 
find it, I cuess; for there's no fireplace 
big enough for him to come down through. 

You see, we have just a little stove, and 
it’s always so smokey that if he tried com- 
ing down the stove pips he'd strangle. 
We never get anything from Santa Claus.’ 

Then I got the little ones to take me to 

their home, which is just two rooms at 
the top of one of those dreadful tenement- 
houses down by the river. I didn’t go up, 

for I knew you would not want me to do; 

so unless you were along with me, but I 

got the number and street, as well as 

learning the floor on which they lived. 
Their name is Small—Sammy and Lena 

Small—and their old grandmother keeps 
house for them, and they said they didn’t 
know what their father works at, but that 
he sleeps mostly during the day and goes 
out at night.” 

“Yes, dearie, you did perfectly right in 
not going up in one” of those tenement 
houses,” said Mrs. Andrews, “for one 

never can tell what sort of persons might 
be there. And you did right in taking 

pity on the little ones, and in being so 
thoughtful as to get their names and ad- 
dress. ‘We'll fix up a box and have John 

deliver it there on the night of Christmas 
Eve. But, let me see, haven't we old toys 
and playthings enough about the house to 
fill a good-sized box? You know the clos- 

et in your playroom is filled to overflow- 

asking them | 
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p window, looking so longingly at a few c heap toys. 

| bent still closer to the box, reading over | 

er Them kids are mine— 
| MINE—do you know that, little grand 
lady? Yep, Samy an’ Lena Small are 
| mine, the children of a common law- 
| breaker.” His voice trembled as he spole 
{and he turned his eyes away from Lot- 
| tie’s. Then he continued: “I hain’t always 
| bin a bad sort, little grand lady, 1 hain’t. 
| I got me foot crushed in a factory. Then 

| I lost me job. After that I couldn’t git 
Il work, with this thing in the way.” And 
{he pointed to the crippled foot.. “Them 
{times got awful with me—me old mother 
an’ me little Sammy an’ Lena with no- 
thing to eat an’ no money in me pocket. 

I got desperate, I did. Says I to meself: 
‘Let's go an’ take it frum the rich, They 
don’t care if we starve. So let’s take our 
share of what's hoarded up in their fine 
homes.” An’ so I go an’ does it. 

into houses an’ takes what valuable 1 can 
find. It buys bread and fire for me old 

mother an’ me little Sammy an’ Lena. 
But I hain’t a real bad sort, little great 

lady, an” when I sees that box all packed 

an’ ready to be sent to me own little kids 
I says to meself: ‘Here's some rich as has 

a heart. An’ I don’t intend to take an- 
other thing from this house. All I want 
is this box what's to carry Christmas into 

Sammy’s and Lena's little hearts.” 
The man hugged the box as though it 

were the body of a beloved child. His 

voice broke in sobs, and he bent his face 
| to his breast. 

Lottie crept from her bed and went soft- 

ly to the burglar’s side. ‘Poor man,” 
she said, “I'm not afraid of you, since I 

know you are the father of Sammy and 

Lena Small. You are not doing right now, 
{but I'm sure you'll be a good man again 

| if—if—someone helps you to do so. Please 

take the box—and also that one over the 
scfa, for they are both for Sammy and 

Lena—and go home at once. Tomorrow 

is the day on which Sammy and Lena 
must have their presents—Christmas Eve 

—and you shall be Santa Claus yourself. 
And tomorrow you must come here again, 

for I shall tell my mamma about you and 

she’ll see that you get some honest work 
to do.” 
A frightened look came into the man’s 

face. “Oh, no, no, kid, don’t tell your 

mother about me, she’d call in the cops 
an’ have me pinched. And that would be 
awful—on—Sammy and Lena an’ me old 
mother.” 
“Oh, you do not know my mother, poor 

man,” said Lottie. “She’ll be too glad to 
help you back into the right way again. 
My mother is a good woman, you may 
depend on that. But you don’t stop to 
consider how much worse it is for Sam- 
my and Lena and your old mother when 
you are doing as you are tonight than if 
you were really taken by the police. 
There's always the danger and the sin, 
you know, sir.” 
The burglar looked into Lottie’s clear 

1 creeps | 
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blue eyes, his own eyes taking on a milded 
expression. ‘You are a real GRAND Jit 

said. “If all folks were like you therd 

be no such men as me. I'll go home an 
carry along the boxes so’s to have a Christy 
mas fer my little ones. An’ tomorrow 
I'll come back to talk with yer mothery 

She’s a good woman, an’ I can trust hey 
to do something to help me. Only a goo 

woman could have such a little girl @ 

you are.” 

“Yes, you come back tomorrow and you 

‘all be assisted in finding honest work, 

d Lottie in a determined voice. “And 
now I'll let you out of the house by thdq 
front door so if a policeman on our beaf 
sees you with the boxes hell not be sus 

picious. I give them to you.” 
And the following day the man whor 

Lottie had so miraculously turned fro: 

the path of wickedness into the path o 
right returned to find Lottie’s mother full 
of deep interest in his case. And beforg 

the week was ended the father of Sammy 

and Lena Small had found honest employ{ 

ment as janitor in the home of the Amd 
drews’ with comfortable living rooms 5 

tle lady, a little lady with a HEART,” 

sh 

his old mother and little ones. -And ‘a 
he goes about his work earnestly, he ret 
peats to himself every little while: : 
“And a little child shall lead them.” 

(Conundrums 

When is a soldier like beef? 
When in quarters. 

When is a clock like a dissatisfied man{ 
‘When striking. 

Why is a widow like a gardener? 

Because she is to be found in weeds, 

When is a baloon like an atom? 

When out of sight. 

ALONG ABOUT MIDNIGHT. 

How peaceful is the lover's look 
Ah, what a smile he wears, 

Until the maiden starts, and says: 
“That's Father on the stairs.” 

ed 

A Christma 
——— 

s Memory. 
(With apologies to Alice Cary.) 

Is one of an 

That standeth broac 

While lower down to 
A Teddy bearlet cli 

And there quite close 

A drum, with sticks 
To make a warlike 
A fife with wondrot 

A sled eo. strong and 

A tool chest and a 

Festooned as ribbon 
Swing strings of soft 
That glisten in the 

For children, great 
80, of all the Childhood’s memories, 

Of all the beautiful pictures 
On Childhood‘s memory’s wall 

evergreen 

In whose very topmast branches 
A blue-eyed delly swings. 

Hangs a soldier: bold of tin; 

Quite hidd’n away inside 

That at least four boys may ride: 

A picture book of fairies, 
An engine that will run; 

A toy plano with real keys, 

And from the gay, green branches, 

And everywhere hangs candy 

Christmas tree 

1 and tall; 

a friendly bough 
ngs: 

to Leddy 

suspended, 
din; 

1s music 

splendid 

gun; 

s bright, 

white popcorn 

light. 

and small. 

This seemeth the best of all. 
MAUD WALKER. 

~ How a Traged y Was Averted 
in Santa’s Realm. 

A STORY FOR THE WEE TOTS. 

There was great sadness in Santa Claus’ 
realm. It had been learned by the old and 
faithful reindeer that their fond master 
had determined to try making his Christ- 
mas journeys in an airship. He—Santa— 
had confided. this bit of shocking news to 
one of the inner circle, a member of his 
cabinet—a cabinet composed of the most 
celebrated toy makers in the realm. And 

strange to say, this member of the inner 
circle had approved of Santa’s plan. And 
then the story had leaked out, just as all 

stories that are intended to be kept secret 
do leak out, Firet it was whispered among 

the factory workers; then it reached the 
stables, where the reindeer—20 strong— 

overheard the stable hands discussing it. 

And the woe, oh! the woe of those poor 
old and faithful reindeer! For the first 
time in the life of Santa Claus he was to 
forsake them—forsake them and do his 
traveling in a new-fangled thing that was 

named ‘‘Airship.” The cldest reindeer of 
the 20 acted as spokesman after the first 

horrible news had been digested by them. 

“Well, my comrades,” he said, shaking 
his huge antlers, “if our cld and beloved 
master, Santa Claus, has decided that we | 

can no longer be of use to him, we must 

make the hest of so sad a verdict. I for 
ome cannot find it within my heart to con- 

demn our master. In all things *he tries 
to be just. It may be that his duties are | 

growing; that his territory is extending | 

chat the little ones on the earth are mul- 
tiplying so rapidly that no longer 

zarry him on his rounds as fermer But | 
let us be assured that when the time 

comes for Santa Claus to take his depart-! 

| 
x We-| 

By Helena Davis. 

ure he’ll not go without a word of affec- 

tion to us, a word of thanks for our past 
helpfulness to him in his noble and happy 
work.” 

The other 19 reindeed nodded their heads 
approvingly, saying that since it was 

Santa Claus’ wish to ‘lay them on the 

shelf,” they would retire from active life 

without a murmur, wishing all success to 

him—their beloved master—in his new 
mode of travel. But though they did not 
condemn Santa for his having taken up 
with so strange a thing as an “Airship” 
their hearts were heavy, indeed. No more 

real excitement of travel for them. No 

more would they rattle the bells on theif 
harness as they fairly flew through the 
air in obedience to their master’s reins. 

Ah, it was a sad, a pitiful outlook for the 
old and trusted reindeer of Santa Claus’ 

stable. They had been his companions for 

80 many, many, many countless years that 
to be put aside now for a twentieth-cen- | 

yes, a MACHINE, a thing | tury machine- 
without a heart!—was a 

ng thing. 

! The following morning, after the air- 

ship news had reached the reindeer, the 
door leading into their comfortable stable 

was opened and in walked Santa Claus. 
His eyes were full of tendernzss—yes, 

most heartrend- 

PVE 

tears of love glistened in them 
td each beloved reindeer on the face and 
Spoke in caressing tones to him “Ah, | 

| dear, dear old servants,” he said, his voice | 

shaken with emotion. “The time has come 
when | think it wise to have my 

myself conveyed to earth by a. dierent 

means thar that of former days. In s! shor+ 

-as he pat- 

dear servants and friends; I have decided | 
to let you all rest through this busy sea-| 

son and take an airship in which to do my 

traveling. The children—bless their hearts 
—are now so numerous that it behooves 

| me to make all possible speed in visiting 
| them. You know how we've had to strain 

[every merve in the past to make the 
rounds, and now you are all a wee bit 

older—as well as myself—and you cannot 

increase your speed. On the other hand, 

you would doubtless find it very difficult 
to travel as fast as you used to in the old | 
days. So for a venture—a mere trial, you | 

know—I have ordered an airship built on | 
the latest plans—one that will travel a 
hundred miles a minute.” 
“We used to do that,” sighed the oldest | 

reindeer sadly. ‘In fact, one Christmas | 

time we broke that record and went a | 
hundred and ten miles a minute. Do you 

think, dearest beloved master, that your 
airship can do better than that?” 
“Ah, you dear old Puggin-Fastfoot,” 

said Santa addressing the old reindeer who 

had spoken and calling him by his pet 
name. 
“Those were grand old days I grant you. 

But you could not do that now, old 
friend, So you shall rest this Christmas 
and I shall take the airship. If it fails to 

| be successful, I shall return to my old 
| and trusted reindeer and never again de- 
sert them.” 

Then Santa Slaus bid each reindeer an 
affectionate farewell, saving that the air 
ship would be completed and delivered to 

him on the following evening and that he | 
would pack the toys and be off as soon as | 

time to make the journey to earth in the 

event of any unlooked-for delay through 
accident. 
The following evening the 

watched with many misgivings the prepar- 

in the great stable yard 

for Santa’s annual earth visit. A great 

monster was tied there—a monster 

huge wings and gasbags, a monster that 

hadn’t a heart nor a soul for the work in 

ations going on 

hand. And the reindeer who had always 

felt such pleasure in their work shook 

their antlers sadly, saying: “What does an 

airship know about children? If Santa 
cries out. to it, ‘Hurry up, my airship, I 
shall be late at the homes of my little 
friends if we don’t get a move on us,” do 
vou think the lifeless thing will understand 
and respond as we always did? No, no; 
its wings will not go the faster, nor will 

it cry back, ‘Aye, aye, good master; we'll 

fly faster than the wind, for the little ones 
shall not be disappointed.” ” 
About 6 ¢’clock, by the world’s time, 

old Santa Claus, with his thousands of toys 

done up in bags and boxes, got info the 

started earthwa at a pretty 
But soon he 

winds, that carried him far from his 
desired destination, for they took his air- 
ship right to the North Pole. And what 

did Santa want to go there for? There 

wasn’t a human being within thousands of 
miles of the spot, let alone the thought of 

a child with Christmas stocking hang- 
ing beside the fireplace. Santa tried vain- 

ly to guide the airship rightly, but, as the 

reindeer had said, the thing had neither 
heart nor soul—it was only a MACHINE. 

reindeer | 

with | 

ame into con- | 

| hisomsit in a terrible dilemma. He used 
every means to make his airship fly either 

| earthward or toward his own realm above 

the clouds, but the thing had got caught 
in a regular wind circle which swept like 

a hurricane about the North Pole, going 
lin one direction all the time—round and 
round, like a spinning top. 

Just as Santa Claus was about to resign 

himself to the terrible fate which seemed 
inevitable, there was a sound of sleigh- 
bells coming through the air. As Santa 
came round toward the south in his revolu- 

| tion about the Pole he looked landwards, 
{and there—there—there he saw his own 
20 reindeer coming at a speed he had nev- 
er before witnessed. To them was hitch- 
ed his dear old sleigh, the one he had used 
s0 many, many, many years to carry the 

thousands of toys to earth in. But how 
was he, Santa, to stop this machine, this 
terrible airship in its whirl? He was in 
the strong current of the wind and could 
not & cout of it. 

But while he was trying to solve this 

now serious problem old Puggin-Fastfoot 
reared in the air, caught the edge of the 

airship basket on his antler and stopped 
the ship 

It was but the work of a few minutes 
to transfer the toys from the airship to 
the sleigh, and Santa worked as he had 

| never worked before. When the last box 
| had been consigned safely to a place in 

| the trusty old sleigh Santa loosened the 

| airship basket from old Puggin-Fastfoot’s 

antlers and away it went in its wild whirl 

around the North Pole, where doubtless it 
Lhe could do so, giving himself plenty of And so the time sped by and Santa found ! still swings round and round, and will 

swent like 2 h irricane about the North Pole. 

i 
1 

| 
[a terrible tragedy would have happened, 
{ 
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be 

continue to do so until some great explor- 
er goes there and stops it. 
As soon as Santa was once more safe 

from the terrible airship and had his pre- 
cious toys snugly packed away for the 
journey he ran to Puggin-Fast 
bracing him lovingly, saying: 

dear trusted Puggin-Fastfoot, how did you 
know I was in distress? 
air did you get here so quickly?” 

good master,” 

ot, em- 

“Now, my 

And how in the 

all felt that some accident—maybe fatal 
the toys, and 

therefore the children—might befall you 
in that hideous thing you call a modern | sez in de dahk, same as a, cat? 

1 the stable-hands 5 
to hitch us to the trusty sleigh, and we 

airship. So we begged 

! 
: 

Bh you, at least fatal to 

| 

| 
l 

followed you within an hour after 
departure. 
good time as did your airship, sir.” 

overcome fo epeak. Then, embracing 
each reindeer in turn and thanking him | 

{for his loyalty to so disloyal a master, 

he said: “Never again shall I forsake the 
old and tried friends for the new. Now, 

my boys, off we go to the earth, as has 
been our custom for, lo! these many hun- 

+ dreds of years. And not a minute shall 
we lose, for you are im batter condition 

| today than I have ever seen you. So long 
as 1 live te reign over Christmas Time 

! just so long shall you be my trusty car- 
riers and faithful friends. And now away 
toward the south, passing the wind as a 
bird passes the flowing stream.” 
And ths reindeer, knowing that but for 

their timely appearance at the North Pole 

shaok their antlens and swept over the 

frozen earth like an arrow in its flight. 

And not one moment was Santa behind 

your | : 
And we've made about as| takes an’ gibs me none of dem rockint 

For a few minutes Santa was too much 

- = re me 

Christmas Fun. 

HIS IDEA. 

Willie—Say, Net, let's buy pop a book 
for. Christmas. 
Nettie—Why do you want to buy him. 

book? { 
Willie—"Cause I heard ma say she wang) 

“We've bean following you, great and|ed him to turn over a new leaf. 
said the old reindeer. “We | 

PUZZLED BY DISCRIMINATION. 

Littie Sambo—Mammy, kin Santy-Claug 

His Mammy dunno, chile. 

| makes you s’picion dat he could? 
{Little Sambo—He nebber makes no misx 

Wha{ 

iorse and steam 
white chillun gits. 

ingines like what dq 

GENEROUS FATHER. 
Dobbins — Given any thought to youy 

boy's Christmas gift yet? 
Bobbins—Why, yes, I've thought up § 

splendid idea, but it would be just my 
luck to have no snow Christmas time. 
Dobbins—Oh! A sled, eh? 
Bobbins—No. 1 though I might build 

him a snow man. 

Never, never play with fire, 
Never tell pa lies, 

Never pull the pussy’s tail, 
Never touch ma’s pies. 

Then when Samty comes around 
With his bag of toys 

He will leave a lot of things 
For the best of boys. 

Jones—What are you going to give yous 

time on Christmas Eve. 
wife for a Christmas present? 3 
Brown—She hasn't told me yet,—Judge. 
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