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IF I WERE FATHER
CHRISTMAS

By Robert Powe'r. (Author of “Two Minutes Talks.”)

“If 1 were a millicnaire”, «was
the subject of a series of articles
which [ read some yeals'ago, ar-
ticles in which men, celebrated in
varicus walks of life, set forth
what they thought they would do
if they had a million - pounds to
their credit at the bank.

Those were interesting articles,
but, as I read them, I wondered
whether any of these men, if they
found th lves in p ion of
a million, would really behave as
they said they would.

Of ceurse, they all proposed  to
be very generous, to bestaw money
just where it was y most needed,
and where the greatest good would
come of their gifts, But I thought,
and still think, that a great change
must ccme over a man. when he
finds himself entitled to call him-
gelf a millionaire, for there are al-
ready in the world many million-
aires, and none of them do as these
men would have done,

MONEY AND HAPPINESS:

Perhaps it is that the getting of
a millicn invelves such a narrow:
ing of outlook, such a suppression
of the more generous impulses of
‘the heart, that, by the time the

million is made, the millionafre is .

hereft of those good intentions
which might have been his when
he first set out upon his wealth-
pursuing career.

That is why I have always
thought it poor fun to speculate
on what | would do if T were a
millionaire; for, scmehow, despite
the lavish generosity of some
wealthy men, the millionaire is re-
garded as being either a miser or
one who lavishes money only upon
his personal comfort or upon osten-
tatious extravagances,

But to picture oneself as Father
Christmas—that is different!

Father Christmas does not mea-
sure his benefactions in terms of
money. He seeks simply to give
happiness. Sometimes his gift is
only a sixpenny toy, but it is just
the plaything some child has crav-
ed. The child may not know, and
it he does, he does mot' care, that
the toy cost but sixpence. ~ That
is a consideration of no import-
ance, The factor that-counts is
that the gift is just the thing re-
quired to crown that child’s hap-
piness; monetary wvalue matters
ncthing,

Here,  then, is ¢ the principle
which guides those who ‘maintain
the myth of Father Christmasg
“here, then, .is the principle upon

. which Father Christmas does his
gocd deeds.

CHILDREN FIRST:

In that spirit I would go my way,
bestowing gifts upen mankind; -if
it were is my power to do 80, I
would endeavcur to give to each
just that gift which might be ne-
cessary 'flo happlx(,’ss, thiough it
might not: always bhe the ithing
which the receiver helieved to he

necessary.
the children, of

Rirst come
course, Father Christmas must
hig sack\is

carry a varied stock;

not filled at a mass preduction
warehouse, but a certain uniform-
ity would be inevitable, if I were
Yather Christmas, On' most of
the children I would béstow. that
gift which, apart from a God-fear-
ing heart, is needed by nearly all
¢f them in afterlife.

1 would give them courage.

Secme meed physical courage:
some have that, but need moral

" courage.  Mest children need one
or other, . Only the favoured of
the gods have both. 1 would glve
each just the brand of courage ne-
cegsary to ensure that, in after
life, he or shé would be a winner
and nct a thiner,

As a secondary gift, T would be-
stow the emotion of gratitude up-
on certain children, on  those of
the type we call “modern.” I
would give them the power to see
how children are lacking in &
sense of gratitude, and it saddens
the parents’ hearts, brings a cloud
into the home, and foreshadows a
strong element of selfishness in
the man or woman of the future.

FOR YOUTH:

The elder children, thcse who
have crossed the junction of brook
and river, and are now on the
threshold of manhcod {nd woman-
hood, these, too, would T endoWw
with a sense of gratitude. [ weuld
haye them feel thankful that they
were born ~when they were, and
not a little earlier. For their own
happiness they should be intense-
‘ly thankful that they were not cal-
led upon to make the sacrifices
that their elder brothers and sist-
ern hed to make in order to eén-
gire that those who followed them
would be able to go thelr ways free
from the menace of war and the
domination of . force.

Too few of the youths of to-day
appreciate what was won for them,
and at what cost. , Few young
girls appreciate that, unlike the
generaticn of women before them,
they will not know the anguish of
being widowed early in life, or of
geeing the man to whom they have

given their hearts, blinded, crip-
pled, or cut cff in the very moon-
tide of life. If these facts were
srealised, there would be less grum-
bling and discontent, less seeking
after excitement, and-a greater ap-
preciaticn of the simple joys of
life whose continuance has been
made possible by the inestimable
sacrifices of a generation, even
now, is but a little older than
themselves—the generation that
lost its youth, o

TO THE- WORRIED:

Te those who are worried and
full cf apprehension concerning the
future, I’ would give peace of mind,
by presenting them with a record
of their past fears and of past
events, arrayed side by side, 1
would enable them to see how sel-
dom in the past, were their fears
justified, and how often the future
breught unexpected joys instead of
expected troubles, '

By the bedsides of those who
regard themselves as soldiers of
idealism, thcse who fight for great
ideas which they believe to be
right, I would leave a genercus
megsure of tolerance. So often,
people with the highest motives,
people of great mcral courage, stul-
tify their pewer for good by being
utterly intolerant of the views of
others. By the gift, I would be-
stcw, they wouid be made much
happier than they imagine, be-
causé they would find that, sweet-
ened. by tolerance, their advocacy
would be all the more effective.
““An idea whose hour has come is
strenger than armies” wrote Vic-
tor Hugo. 'But the hour does not
arriye until the advccates of the
idea have converted the majority
to their way of thinking; and in-
tolerance never -yet made a con-
vert.

To the lonely I wculd give, not
friends for that would be encour-
aging a serious fault which usual-
ly exists in the friendless, but the
power to make friends, Be their
exteriors what they may, there is
no doubt that the majority cf peo-
ple have ‘kindly, friendly hearts.
Those whe do mnot feel the warm
glow of human friendship, need to
be enlightened, so that they may
see that their isclation can easily
be cured by drawing thelr chairs
up to the fire.

To the lovers, need anything be
given? Surely, they have all
that {s essential to happiness?
Yes, but I weuld give them a spec-
ific to ‘“fix* their love, something
to fulfill the same purpose as the
chemicals which fix a photograph
so that time shall not fade it nor
bright light obliterate the images
it bears. My specific would be
a mixture compounded of much
patience and a liberal sense of hu-
mout. With this, lecvers might
maintain, throughout life, the love
that is now their precious posses-
sion, and enable it to resist the rav-
ages of time and harsh glare of
realities.

TRY IT YOURSELF:

Thus I wculd proceed, ' visiting

. the country cottages, the long mon-

otonous rows of town-dweller's
housés, the ccmplacent .suburban
villas, and the mansions of the well:
to-do. ~ All their inhabitants have
needs, and some do not know what
they need, save that it be a thing
that will make them happy.

* Why not play this game of Fath-
er Christmas fcr yourself? Why
not enjoy the luxury of doing good?
Here are some suggestions.

If you are fortunate enough to
have parents, give them news that
will make them proud of you. uf
you have children, give them the
best example of which you are cap-
able. If you have enemies, give
them pardon. To your {riends,
give the key to your heart. To
those who have fallen by the way-
side, to the outcasts, give your
hand and sympathetic understand-
ing, thanking God the while that
your cwn misdeeds have escaped
gimilar punishment, N

And when you have finished
jyour round, perhaps there will be
‘something left in the sack for
yourself. Probably it will be a
packet marked “self respect,” and
labelled with Shakespeare’s pot-
ent words: “This, above all, to
thine own self be true and it must
follow as the night the day, thou
canst not then Dbe. false to any
man.” Y

CHRISTMAS POEM

Shepherds and and quiet
night,
. And wise men from afar,
The manger and the stable still,
And the bright guiding star.

sheep

'Ancient and eyer new they seem,
Symbcls and sounds of Him—

The glory shining all. around ,
And singing Seraphim.

0, Holy Hope, O, Lonely Love,
|0, High and Humble Child,
Win back the world from war and
greed

To Peace and Mercy mild.

—John Beresford.
st .

Dinner for nothing is more de-
girable than nothing for dinner.

A true friend stands by you when
you are under a cloud. Swarms
of insects surround you when the
sun shines,

« the closed door;

CHRISTMAS EXPECTANCY,

-~

The first born son knocked at the
farmer's door.

“There’'s an old gentleman with
white hair, sitting before the fire-
place downstairs,” he announced.

“Don’t disturb him,” came the
muffled, voice of the farmer through
“it’s Christmas
morning, and he is some visitor no
doubt.”

When the farmer presently des-
cended to the hall—their common
living room—he found an old white-
haired man sitting in a frayed tap-
estry chair, once part of the furni-
ture when the place was a Manor
House. The farmer stood, puzzled.

His visitor had the undoubted ap-
pearance of a country gentleman,
but of long ago. He wore a brown
velvet jacket, and a silk handker-
chief almost hung from his pocket
in an old-fashioned way. His white
hair and clean-shaven face gave
him a distinguished appearance.

“Good morning, sir,” began. the
farmer, “I wish you a Merry Christ-
mas. You're hearty welcome.”

There was no reply and he con-
tinued:

“You see,” he said, “we only came
in last Michaelmas, and we don’t
know all our neighbors yet.. Might
you be Squire Penfold, sir?” he
asked.

There. was still no answer, and
then he noticed that the old man
was holding a faded letter in his
right hand. It rested on his knee,
and was covered with small writing.

The farmer, more puzzled than
ever, went on tip toe out of the room
after shaking the smouldering fire
together and putting on a log-

“Mother,” he said, when he got to
the kitchen, “this is a very strange
affair. No doubt Harry has told you
all about it."”

“Yes,” the farmer's wife replied.
“Harry has told me about the old
gentleman sitting by the great fire-
place in the hall. But don't you
think, John, he is some neighbor,
who has come down for Christmas?
Perhaps he is staying with Squire
Penfold.” i

The farmer ‘gook his head.

“I don’t think so, wife,” he ans-
wered, “because when I mentioned
his name, he took no notice.”

“But he takes no notice of any-
one,” she answered.

“No, he just sits there and seems
to be reading an old letter.”

A few minutes later, John Troliske,
the farmer, called his family togeth-
er in the kitchen. Three fine boys,
and a corresponding number of girls,
responded.

“Children,” the farmer began,
“there is something happening in
the house this Christmastide which
I don’t quite understand, but which
other people may. But we are new-
comers, only here three months, and
we cannot be expected to know ev-
erything. ;

“As you no doubt know, we have a
Christmas visitor in the hall, an old
gentleman, and we must treat him
in the spirit of Christmas. If he
wishes to sit by the fire and not
speak to us, let him do it. Don't in-
terfere with him in any way. In
fact, we will keep our Christmas in
our .own style, just as if he were not

there; except that he must be treat- .

td with the greatest respect as an
honored guest. And now let’s go to
breakfast.”

It was a curious meal that break-
fast on Christmas morning; for, in
spite of their father's warning, fur-
tive glances were continually going
in the direction of the silent guest.

When a cup of coffee and a plate
of sizzling sausages and bacon were
placed on a little table at the
guest’s elbow, they remained un-
tasted, but it created only a mild
surprise.

It was a most extraordinary situ-
ation.

The farmer, after brushing the
crumbs off his best waistcoat, rose,
and the others did with him, but
not a move nor a sign from their
silent visitor.
< “Do 'ee think it's all right, mum?"
demanded one of the farm girls
presently. “Do ‘ee think he’s really
a man and not a spirit?”

The girl had just returned from
the hall with a tray and looked
rather scared.

Mrs. Troliske knew very well that
it would never do for a rumor to
get about that thére was a ghost in
the house.

“He's as real and .alive as you
are, Barbara,” was her reply, and
she made a dash for it. “It’s old
Squire Penfold, who never comes
near his property down here, come
for Christmas.”

Mrs. Treliske swallowed a lumpin
her throat. 1

“He's deaf and dumb,” she added,

By DIXON KAYE.

turning her head awuy 1o hide her
blushes.

“Ah, I heerd talk of him,” Bar-
bara replied, “he's flesh and blood
alright. There's no ghost dabout
him. Yes, he do look a perfect gen-
tleman, that he do.”

And so the fears
were calmed.

The farmer headed the detach-
ment for church while his wife was
left behind to superintend that great
annual effort, the Christmas dinner.

A well-stuffed turkey already per-
forming pirouettes ona jack before
the great kitchen fire, a huge ham,
and a plum pudding that would not
have disgraced the table of a Lord
Mayor, were among the principal
items which were to feed the eight
mouths of the family and two
maids! All the other farm ser-
vants, in the modern manner, lived
out.

It was a most anxious morning for
the farmer's wife, and amidst her
tasks and those of the maids, their
visitor in the hall was forgotten.

The elder of the maids, who occu-
pied the position of cook, although
most of the cooking: was done by the
farmer’s wife herself, exhibited great

of the maids

curiosity on the subject of the un-.

expected guest; her duties taking
her into the hall, she had a good
look at the silent figure sitting in
the old frayed tapestry chair by the
great fireplace.

She returned to the kitchen quite
' satisfied.

“Oh, yes, mum,” she announced.
“I've seen him. I had a good look
at him. He being deaf didn’t hear
me coming. He's all right, there's
no doubt. Nobody but a gentleman
would wear such boots.”

And Hannah, the  pseudo-cook,
wondered deep down in her soul
whether' the old gentleman would
wake up and give her salf-a-sover-
eign on Boxing Day! 3

Farmer Treliske walked home
from church with the steward of the
estate. s

“Yes, the man I succeeded told
me many a tale of the ‘'old Hall you
lived in, before it was burnt down.
It was a grand place in those days,
although I never saw it; about twice
as big as it is now. But there was
some mystery about it I never got
‘to - the bottom of. Polstephen, the
old steward, having been a servant
of the family for over fifty years,
would say nothing, especially to me;
he looked upon me as an interloper
and an upstart, when I came here
to learn my business under him. But
anyhow the place had been shut up
for twenty years before the fire.”

The farmer was meditating; he
knew it was no use trying to stop
the children’'s mouths. The fact that
they had a mysterious visitor was
all over the village by this time.

He decided to tell Mr. Durward,
the steward, all about it.

“We've got a visitor at the farm,”
he began.

“A relative ‘from London down
for Christmas?” the other ventured
to ask.

“No-0,” answered the farmer du-
biously. “I don't know who he is.”

The steward stopped and looked
at him.

“You mean to say,” he asked,
“that you have got a visitor in the
house and don't know who he is?”

The farmer answered at once.

“I don’t” he replied; “I wish I
did.”

Durward, the steward,
more puzzled than ever.

“Then how did he come there?" he
asked.

In a few words, Farmer Treliske
explained the situation as well as
he could.

“And he doesn't speak or eat or
drink,” the qher commented. “Is
he real flesh and blood?”

“He looks as much a man as you
or me,” was the answer. “Would you
like to come and have a look at
him?”

“Well, if T shan't be in the way I
should like to look at him for a
minute,” Durward answered.

They were close to the road lead-
ing up to the old Hall, ahd they
turned into it.

It was but a step from the door
into the big hall, and Durward stood
before the fine old fireplace in won-
derment; but he shook his head as
he turned away.

“He's a stranger to me,” he said.
“To the best of my belief, I have
never seen him before. And yet,”
he continued, deep in thought “there
is something about it all which
seems to awaken a history in my
mind, but what it is I cannot tell
you. I cannot recollect.”

Treliske insisted on the steward
having a glass of cherry brandy;
then, having wished each other a

looked
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THE SILENT GUEST -

Merry Christmas, they parted.

“If he doesn't come to life by to-
morrow morning,” were Theliske's
last words, “I shall consult Parson.”

The next great event was the
Christmas dinner. The farmer and
his children entered the hall ‘and
tcok their places, just as if no silent
visitor had appeared. The old gentle-
man retained the same position by
the fire and—his silence.

Presently Mrs. Treliske came
smiling in her best dress; victory
over the many difficulties of the
Christmas dinner was written in ev-
ery line of her face.

“I think you will like the turkey,”
she announced with a glance-at the
old velvet-coated gentleman by the
fire. “The ham may be a little over-
boiled, but not much.”

“Better over-boiled than under-
boiled,” commented the farmer.

“The pudding,” announced Mrs.
Treliske with a glance at the spark-
ling eyes of her children, “I think
will be a success.”

But no mention of these dainties
had any effect upon the visitor sit-
ting by the grand old fireplace; his
eyes were upon the logs, and his old
yellow letter lay ‘in his listless grasp.

The Christmas dinner proceeded
as it had always done in the farm-
er’'s family, in peace and goodwill.
Determined to carry out the laws
cf- hospitality as he understood
them, to the letter, the farmer carv-
ed for the visitor and the plate was
placed on a small table with a glass
of sherry near him, but neither by
word nor sign did that white-headed
figure signify that he knew what
was there.

“Nobody shall come to my house
on Christmas Day without having
food offered to him,” remarked the
farmer, when the plate had been
carried to the stranger.

When the turkey had been demol-
ished and a great gap made in the
huge ham, Mrs. Treliske said:

“Now for the pudding!"

This was the long looked for sig-
nal for cries of joy and a general
rustle of excitement among the chil-
dren, -during which in a whisper
aside Mrs. Treliske gave orders for
the removal of the stranger’s un-
touched plate.

“Use it in the kitchen,” she said.

So the kitchen was vicher by a
heaped plate of turkey and ham,
over and above ifts usual portion,
through the visit of the silent and
fasting old man.

The pudding came in with the
time-honored ceremonies of blazing

in

. brandies and holly, and was greeted

with a rousing cheer by the chilren;
but the old man by the fire moved
not, neither did he take heed when a
plate with a liberal slice was placed
at his elbow. The pudding and the
sherry stood untasted.

The farmer, however, helped him-
self to a second glass of the latter
and filled up his wife’s; the old gen~
tleman was getting on his nerves.

But it was nat until the pudding
was taken away and pears and ap-
ples and oranges, and the much be-
loved almonds and raisins were put
on the table, that the fun really be-
gan. TInserted among the fruit were
various crackers, and amid the live-
ly fire of these, the old man by the
fire was forgotten; but not by the
farmer, who fllled himself a glass of
port and served out half a one to
each of the children.

He rose and raised his glass in the
direction of the visitor.

“Although we haven't the pleas-
ure of knowing your name, sir,” he
began, “I assure you that you are
hearty welcome, and we all hope
that you will make a long stay and
spend a Merry Christmas."

But kind as the words were, they
produced no response.

The farmer sat down almost with
a bump, and regarded his visitor for
the first time with some impatience.

The children’s revels went on as
if the stranger had not been there;
the shadows of the winter day deep-
ened and the glow of the great log
fire on the big open hearth grew a
deeper crimson and flooded the old
hall with its light, amid which lit-
tle flames were ever starting up and
dying down again, with little twinkl-
es on the walls and the framer's
modest table silver.

The farmer opened the window
for a moment as it was growing late.

“There will be a hard frost to-
night,” he announced, /‘and ’ the
ground will be as hard as & rock to-
morrow. I never saw the stars with
that clear sparkle in them in winter
time, but a frost followed, and 'a
good one.”

(Continued on page 7)

/

‘ den memory. struck him.

/

DON QUIXOTE’S
XMAS ADVENTURE

DON Quixote waked and stretch
ed himself sleepily. Rosinante
still glept, leaning his tired oid
head against a tree. Sancho Panza
snored vigorously, while his grey
mule cropped the grass at his feet,
now and then taking a bite out of
the toe of his boot. The last bite
hit the flesh and . rouged Sancho.
who leaped to his feet and chased
the mule with many maledictions.
Don Quixote considered themw

both dreamily, but when the Squirc
returned astride the mule, a sud:
Was it
thus that they had started forth on
{heir adventures, Sancho astride

the grey mule, and he on the good
Rosinante, that mighty steed, of
whose skin and bones he saw noth-

ing, having in imagination clothed
him with mighty muscles and sin-

ews of steel?

Rosinante Quivers All Over

“What! Rascally c¢lown! Haat
thoy not searched. me out . brave
adventure, this fair morn?" shout-
ed he to Sancho, with such vehem-
ence as to cause Rosinante (o start
and, quiver all over.
ing, dullard, though centuries pass-
ed over thee, still wouldst thou
lack an idea.” Ag indeed, centur-
ies have passed over both, and lit
tle did either know.

“Sir, Pon Quixote,” quoth San-
cho, "“Lead on, 1 follow.”

With greatest difficulty the valor-
ous knight climbed into his saddle.
He guided the good Rosinante
along a gravelly path into a wide
avenue, on the one side of which
strange monsters raced madly -in
one direction.and on the other of
which they raced equally as madly
in the other direction, snorting
and grunting at each other. Of a
sudden a red light flashed on.
Thereupon all the monsters ceased
to speed madly and drew up in
groups on either side of the tower
at the foot of which stood a stout
figure clothed in blue, with a good
oaked staff at his belt.-

They Observe a Marvel!

For a long moment Don Quixote
and Sancho Panza observed this
marvel and then another marvel,
for the red light disappeared and
above' it the green appeared, where-
upon all the monsters dashed for-
ward at such a speed as  though
they would be sure to strike each
other. For all that, and before the
valorous Don Quixote and his good
squire had ‘scarce drawn a deep
breath, the red light appeared
agaln, and all stopped racing, snort-
ing; however, and anxious to be off.

“There are the famous Racing
Monsters,” quoth the Don. ‘And
these I shall attack alone, that the
good favor of my Dulcina of To-
boso may be won, and the world
well rid of a strange and -mighty
peril.” ¥

“Nay, nay!” quoted Sancho,
“Good Sir Knight, let me beg of
you to let them be. It is not a
purpdse of all Knight-errant to res¥®
cue those in distress? Let me ask
you brave man, who doth not'fear
them, where some good folk may
be, toward whom all these mons:
ters fling themselves.”

Seeks Another Adventure.

“Gio then and return right quick-
ly," quoth the Knight, “for I would
seek a‘new and fair adventure.”

Again, the red light caused that
great marvel that all the monsters
should stop together, and so trot-
ting at his best speed, Sancho Pan-
za reached the stout man.

“Good Sir,” said he with tremu-
lous voice, for the monsters snort-
ed either side of him and seemed
only too anxious to run him down.
“My master yonder—"

“Watch your step!"” shouted the
blue clad one as he clutched the
mule’s bridle. “Now what is it?”

Monsters Make Rush

Sancho could not find words, for
the monsters had shot forward
again and he found himself be-
tween two swiftly moving streams.
The next pause, he grasped—

“My Master would succor those
in distrees.”

“What?"”

“My master would help those in
distress!"

“Oh. I thought you were adver:
tising something. It's the Good
Fellows, you want I guess, here,
take this to that number. They
will fix you up.”

Sancho returned to his master in
the next pause of the monsters.

“We are to go to ,a mnumber,”
said he, “on this street.”

Study the Buildings

After studying the buildings op-
posite for sometime, they discover-
ed that each bore a number in a
sequence, and that their number
might be close by.

Keeping on the soft grass and
out of the path of the monsters
they rode until they found them-
selves opposite the required num-
‘ber. A lull in the race of' mons-
ters gave them opportunity (o
cross the dangerous pathway, and
there, Rosinante wag delightéd to
find a small bubbling fountain on
a white pedestal

Right eagerly did he quench his
thirst, The mule was tied to a
post with a metal box on it, and
the good Don gave himself over. to
meditations on his Dulcinea while
Sancho went indoors.

Strange Person Appears

Clad in blue, with much hand-
some gold braid a strange person,

approached him. ‘

“Ever sleep- *

“My Master would help those ia
distress,” quoth Sancho as before
—“we were sent her—he, the stout
one with the truncheon saith—to
the Good Fellows—wherever they
may be.”

“Here, step in, ninth floor, Good
Fellows—"

And Sancho walked into a tiny
room with much gold paint and
mirrors. In a moment he stagger-
ed against the wall, and clutched
at ‘mis portly waist, for the room
seemed to be riging at a breathless
speed. His heart leaped and fell,
for the room stopped. rising and
the courteous person who guided
it said, “nineth floor, plese, first
door to the right ' for Good Fel
lows.”

Manhattan in December

As the door opened a blong young

~man_seated at a desk closed the
book with a sigh—it was “The De-
lightful History of the Most In-
genious Knight, Don Quixote of the
Mancha.” He stared at the intrud-
er and rubbed his eyes and pinch-
od himself” and stared again. It
was the Squire, no less—angl this
was Manhattan in December.

“You are Sancho Panza, as I live
—Holy Mackeral! How come you
here!”

“Strange thou shoulds't know
me, though 1 have not the homor of
knowing thee,” said Sancho, ‘“‘rne
doubt my mastet’'s fame meached
thine ears. The valorous Don
Quixote of the Mancha—it ' is" he
who has sent me here to relieve
those in distress."”

Food for Christmas Dinner

To be sure, to be sure-—let us
g0 to him at once. Has he many
ducats do you think? For with
these we can buy food at- this plea-
sant (Christmas season for those
who would otherwise want for it
and relieve their distress.” (Thus
came the language easily to the
Blong Young Man, for'he had buit
closed the book.)

Sancho would not ‘try the little
room that had .shot him wup, so
down many, many stairs they walk-
ed and found the Don at he curb-
stone,

“Cme with me,” said the young
man, and led them into a rich and
mighty market,  where strange
foods and fruits were displayed for
sale. Of these:they bought great
quantitie$: and went forth again to
a monster standing quietly at the
curb.

“Sit- with me, Squire, and you,
Sir Knight, guard these foods in
the rear seat.”

Relieves Self of Bundles

l(‘,lumsily Don Quixote disposed
himself with all the bundles while
the sguire set beside the young
lmzm in the front part of the mons-
Ler,

Suddenly with a soft enort it .
sho}. forward and joined the other
racing monsters. And all day long,
Don Quixote, th& Squire and the
Blond Young Man gave' out- food
for Christmas eating to those who
were poor @aud in distress, or want.

You say this pleasant tale wants
proof?

For this you are referred to the
Blond Young Man who fell asleep
over the History of Don Quixote of
the Mancha, For thus did these
things happen in December in that
great city of Manhattan.

éARRYING THE BANNER

One day, during the prohibition
campaign in Ontario, a number of
children from the various day
schools were in a temperance par-
ade through the streets of Ottawa.
After the parade was over the son
of a well-known business man ent-
ered his office.

“Hello, young man,” said the fa-
lh(:r, “What brings you uptown?”

I was in the parade,” replied
the hopeful.

"W‘hut parade?” asked dad, who
wn’su t aware of the procession.

“Well" confessed the son, "I
dunno what it was about, but I cai-
ried a big sign made of cardboard.”

Here was a clue to the nature of
the event.

‘LWIH:t did it say on the sign?”

Oh,” was the lad’s reply, “it just
sald, ‘I Have No Shoes. Father Is

a Drunkard.”

- —

THE SONG OF OLD

§

It came upon the midaight clear,

The glorious song of old,
From angels bending near the earth
i To touch their harps of gold;
‘Peace on the earth, good-will to

men,”

From heaven'’s all gracious King,
The world in solemn stillness lay,

To hear the angels sing.

For To! the days are hastening on
By prophet-bards foretold,

When with the ever-circling years
Comes round the age of gold:

‘When peace shall over all the earth
Its ancient splendors fling,

And the whole world give back the

song,

Which now the angels sing.
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