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He’s Heard About
the Men’s

Basement Otore

YOU ENTER BY the broad new stairway from
the MEN’S STORE . . . walk down look ’round
and commence saving money!

A Christmas Carol

A GHOST STORY
(By Charles Dickens)

(Continued from page 4)

“Il” cried the Spirit.

“You seek to close these places
2 the Seventh Day " saild Scrooge.
.nd it comes to the same thing.”
“I seek!” exclaimed the Spirit,

“Forgive me if I am wrong. It has
~en done in your name or at least
‘n that of your family,” said
3crooge. *

“There are some upon this earth
of yours,” returned the Spirit, “who
ay claim to know us, and who do
. .heir deeds of passion, pride, ill-

fire; and while Bob, turning up his
cuffs—as #f, poor fellow, they were
capable of being made more shabby
—compounded some hot mixture in
a jug with gin and lemons, and
stirred it round and round and put
it on the hob to simmer; Master
Peter, and the two ubiquitous young
Crachits went to fetch the goose,
with which they soon returned in
high procession,

Such a bustle ensued that you
might have thought a goose the
rarest of all birds; a feathered

vill, hatred, envy, bigotry and self-
ishness in our names, who are as
,sciange to us and all our kith and
kin, as if they had never lived.
!Rﬁmember that and charge their
doings on themselves, not us.”
Scrooge promised that he would;
and they went on, invisible, as they
had been before, into the suburbs
of the town, It was a remarkable
quality of the Ghost (which Scrooge
had observed at the baker's) that
notwithstanding his gigantic size,
he could accommodate himself to
any place with ease; and that he
stood beneath a low roof quite' as
gracefu'ly and llkke a supernatural
creature, as 1t was possible he
could have done in any lofty hall.
And perhaps it was the pleasure
the good Spirit had in showing off
this power o. his, or else it was his
own kind, generous, hearty nature,
and his sympathy with all poor
men, that led him straight to
Scrocge’s clerk’s; for there he went,
and took Scrooge with him, holding
to his robe, and on the threshold
of the door the Spirit smiled, and

phenomenon, to which a black
swan was a matter of course—and
in truth it was something very like
it in that house. Mrs, Crachit made
the gravy (ready beforehand in a
little saucepan) hissing hot; Mas-
ter Peter mashed the potatoes with
incredible vizour; Miss Belinda
sweetened up the apple-sauce;
Martha dusted the hot plates; Bob
took Tiny Tim beside him in a tiny
corner at the table; the two young
Crachits set chairs for everybody,
not rorgetting themselves, and
mounting guard upon their posts,
crammed spoons into their mouths,
lest they should sh:lek for goose
before their turn came to be help-
ed. At last the dishe: were sel on,
and grace was said. It was suc-
cecded by a breathless pause, as
Mrs. Crachit, looking slowly all
along the carving-knife, prepared
to plunge it in the breast; but|,
when she did, and whcn the long
expected gush of stuw'fing Issued
forth, one murmur of de'ight arose
all around the board, and even
Tiny Tim, excited by the two
young Crachits, beat on the table

have discovered what the Surplus
is, and where it is. Will you decide
what men shall live, what men
shall die? It may be, that in the
sight of Heaven, you are more
worthless and less fit to lve than
millions like this poor man’s child.
Oh God! to hear the Insect on the
left pronouncing on.the too much
life among his hungry brothers in
the dust!”

Scrooge bent before the Ghost's
rebuke, and trembling cast his eyes
upon the ground. But he raised
them speedily, on hearing his own

name. |

“Mr, ooge!” said Bob; “I'll
give you Mr, Scrooge, the Founder
of the Feast!"

“The Founder of the Feast in-
deed!” cried Mrs. Cratchit, red-
dening, “I wish I had him here.
I'd give him a plece of my mind to
feast upon, and I hope he'd have a
good appetite for it.”

“My dear,” said Bob, “the child-
ren! Christmas Day.”

“It should be Christmas Day, I
am sure,” said she, “on which one
drinks the health of such an odious
stingy, hard, unfeeling man as Mr.
Scrooge. You know he is, Robert!
Nobody knows it better than you
do, poor fellow!”

“My dear,” was Bob's mild ans-
wer, “Christmas Day.”

Scrooge.

“A place where Miners 'live, who
labour in the bowels of the earth,”
returned the Spirit, “But they know
me, Seel"”

A light. shone from the window

ed towards it. Passing through the
wall of mud and stone, they found
a cher’ul company assembled round
a glowing fire. An old, old man and
woman, with their children and
their children’s children, and an-
other - generation beyond that, all
decked out gayly in their holiday
attire. The old man, in a voice
that seldom rose above the howling
of the wind upon the barren waste,
was singing them a Christmas song;
it had been a very old song when he
was a boy; and from time to time
they all joined in the chorus, So |
surely as they raised their voices.'
the o!d man got quite blithe and
loud; and so surely as they stopped,
his vigour sank again, |
The Spirit did not tarry here, but
bade Scrooge hold his robe, and
passing on above the moor, sped
whither? Not to sea? To sea. To
Scrooze's horror, I back, he |
caw the last of the land, a fright-

and his ears were deafened by the
thundering of water, as it rolled,
and roared, and raged among the

“rl drink his health for your
sake and the Day’s,” sald Mrs.,

him! A Merry Christmas and a
Happy New Year!. He'll %e= very
merry and happy, I have no doubt!”
The child en drank the toast

after her. It was the first of their
proce-dings which had no hearti-
ness in it. Tiny Tim drank it last
of all, but he didnt care twopence
for it. Scrooge was the Ogre of the

amily. The mention of hi- name

cast a dark shadow on the party,
which was not dispelled for full
five minutes.

After it had passed away, they

were ten times merrier than before,

dreadful caverns it had worn, and "
fiercely trled to undermine the

Cratchit, “not for his, Long life to 'eﬂrth.

Built upon a dismal reef of sun-
ken rocks, some league or so from
shore, on which the waters chafed
and da hed, the wild year through,
their stood a solitary lighthouse.
Great hcaps of seaweed c'ung to its
base, and storm-birds—born of the
wind one might suppose, as . ea-
weed of the wa'er—rose and fell
about it, like the waves they skim-
med. |

But even here, two men who
:watched the light had made a fire,
that through the loophole in the
thick stone wal! shed out a ray of
brightness on the awful sea. Join-

ful range of rocks, behind them:'
|

of a hut, and swiftly they advanc- ‘» g

—

NO WONDER SALLY SMITH 1§ SO FORIORN, =,
HER FURNITURE'S OLD AND THE CARPETS WORN
NOW JOHNNY DOESN'T COME THERE ANY MORE,
HE LIKES THE COZY LIVING ROOM NEXT DOOR!
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A style that’s sweeping the country.
As modern as tomorrow—but grace-
ful and well proportioned. Choice

of fine grade uphostering.
A LITTLE EACH MONTH.
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ued to rise and there were indi-
cations farmers were holding their
stock for better figures, adding to

Italian hborder region were stolen
two weeks a70 from Lyon Airdrome
and were recovered today with the |
arre:t of two alleged sples.

come. Martha, who was a poo: ap-
prentice at a milliner’s, then told
them what kind of work she had
to do, and how many hours she

the helm:man at the wheel, the
look-out in the bow, the officers
who had the-watch; dark, ghost'y

enough, and the youngest Crach-
its in particu’ar, were steeped in
sage and onion to the eyebrows!
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daughters, also brave in ribbons;
while Master Peter Crachit plunged
a fork into the saucepan of potat-
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Be Bt kndmn Unto ALl Men
By ThHese Pregents

¥hereas, you are very busy these days
may we offer to take some of your gift
worries off your mind and save your

If you will call or phone 106 we will be
glad to aid you in selecting a gift from our
stock of Moirs Box Chocolates, Cigars,
Tobaccos, Cigarettes, Xmas Fruit Cakes,
Plum Puddings, Confectionery, Cluster
Raisins, Mixed Nuts, etc.

If a more practical gift is desired such
as Xmas baking supplies or general groc-
eries we can fill your order 100%-:

OUR QUALITY IS THE HIGHEST.

OUR SERVICE THE BEST
OUR GOODS THE MOST SANITARY

COFFIN & CO.

USE

BRAHMIN TEA -

ORANGE PEKOR

EMPIRE GROWN
Seld only in red airtight pkge.

and exalted Master Peter Crachit

to the skies, while h2 (not proud,
although his collars near'y choked

potatoes bubbling up, knocked loud-
ly at the saucepan-lid to be let out'
and peeled.
“What has ever got your precious
father, then?” said Mrs. Crachit.
“And your brother, Tiny Tim! And
Martha warn't as late last Christ-
mas Day by half-an-hour!”

“Here’s Martha, mother!” said a
girl, appearing as she spoke.

“Here's Martha, mother!” cried
the two young Crachits, “Hurrah!
There’s such a goos?, Martha!”

“Why, bless your heart alive, my
dear, how late you are!” sald Mrs.
Crachit, kissing her a dozen times,
and taking off her shawl and bon-
net for her with officious zeal.

“We'd a d-al of work to finish up
last night,” replied the girl, “and
had to clear away this morning
mother!”
. “Wel!! Never mind'so long as you
are come,” said Mrs, Crachit, “Sit
ye down before the fire, my dear,
and have a warm, Lord bless ye!”

“No, no! There's father coming,”
cried the two young Crachits, who
were everywhere abt once. “Hide,
Martha, hide!™

So Martha hid herself, and in
came little Bob, the father, with at
lcast three fest of comyo:ter ex-
clusive of the fringe, hanging down
before him; and his threadbare
clo‘hes darned up and brushed, to
look seasonable; and Tiny Tim
upon his shoulder. Alas for Tiny
Tim, he bore a little crutch, and
his limbs supported by an iron
frame!

“Why, whore's our Martha?” cried

the cloth. A smell like an eating-

him) blew the fire, until the slow | houss and a pastrycook’s next door | well indeed.

to each other, with a laundress’s
pudding! In half a minute Mrs.
Cratchit entered—flushed, but smil-
ing proudly—with the pudding, like
a speckled cannon-ball, so haxd
and firm, blazing in hal) of ha'f-a-
quartern of ignited brandy, and be-
light with Christmas holly stuck
into the top.

Oh, a wonderful pudding! Bob
Cratchit sald, and calmly too, that
he regarded it as the grealest suc-
cess achievd by Mrs, Cratchi: since
their ma:riage, Mrs, Cratchit sald
that now tha weight was off her
mind, she would confess she had
had her doub's about the quantity
of flour. Everybody, had something
to cay about it. but nobody sald
or thought it was at all a small
pucding for a large family. It
would have been flat heresy to do
so. Any Cratchit would have blush-
ed to hint at such a thing.

At last the dinner was all done,
the cloth was cleared, the hearth
swept, and the fire made up. The
compound in the jug being tasted,
and con-lde.ed perfect, apples and
oranges were put upon the table,
and a shovel-full of chestnuts on
the fire. Then all the Cratchit
family diew around the hearth, in
what Bob Cratchit cal'ed a circle,
meaning half a one; and at Bob
Cratchit’s elbow stocd the family
display of zlass. Two tumblers, and
a custard-cup without a handle.

These held the hot stuff {f om the
jug, however, as well as golcen
goblets would have done; and Bob

Beb Crachit, looking round.

“Not coming,” caid Mrs, Crachit.

“Not coming!” said Bob, with a
sudden declension in his high
spirits, for he had been Tim'’s blood
horse all the way from church, and |
had come home rampant. “Not|
cominz upon Christmas Day!”

Martha didn't like to see him dis-
appointed, if it were only in joke;
so she camg out prematurely from
behind the closet door, and ran
into his arms, while the two young
Crachits hustled Tiny Tim, and
bore him off into the wash-house,

singing in the copper.

“And how did little Tim behave?”
asked Mrs. COratchit when she had
rallled Bob on his credulity, and
Bob had hugged his daughter to
his heart’s content.

“"As good as gold}.; nl(:’ Bob, “and

better. ge g

ful, sitting by hfmself so much, and
thinks the strangest things you ever
heard. He told me, coming. home,

in the church, because he was a
cripple, and it might be pleasant to
them to remember upon Christmas
Day, who made lame beggars walk
and blind men see.”

Bob's voice was tremulous when
he told them this, and trembled
more when he said that Tiny Tim
was growing strong and hearty.

His active little crutch was heard
upon the floor, and back came
Tiny Tim before another word was
spoken, e:ccorted by his brother
llnd sister to his stool before the

that he might hear the pudding | hi

that he hoped the people saw him |ed

served it out with beaming looks,
while thé® chestnu s on the fire
sputtzred and cracked nolsly. Then
Bob proposed:—

“A Merry Christmas to us all,
my dears. God bless us!” Which all
the ‘amily re-echoed.

“God bless us every onel” said
Tiny Tim, the last of all.

He sat very close to his father’s
side upon his little stool. Bob held
his withered little hand in his, as
if he loved the child, and wished
to keep him by his side, and dread-
ed that he might be taken from

m.
“Spirit,” sald Scrooge, with an
interest he never felt before, “tell
me if Tiny Tim will live”

“I see a vacant seat,” replied the
Ghost, “in the r chimney-cor-
ner, and a crutch without an ‘own-
er, carefully preserved. If these re-
main unaltered by the Future, the
child will die.

“No, no,” said Scrooge. “Oh, no,
kind Spirit! Say he will be spar-

0

“If these shadows remain -un-
altered by the Future, none other
of my race,” returned the Ghost,
“will find him here. What then?
If he be like to die, he had better
do it, and decrease the surplus pop-
ulation.”

Scrooge hung his head to hear
his own words quoted by the Spirit,
and was overcome with penitence
and grief.

“Man,” said the Ghost, “if man
you be in heart, not adamant, for-
bear that wicked cant untll you

next deor to that! That was the,m this. They were not a handsome

pudding was out of the copper. A| g lost child travelling in the snow, ., =,
sme'l like a waching-day! That was | from Tiny Tom, who had a paint- to remember him.

ive litl> voice, and sang it very

There was nothing of high mark

family; they were nol well dress-

-d; their shoes w:re far from be-
‘ng water-proof; their clothes were

canty; and Peter might have
nown, and very likely did, the in-
side of a pawnbroker's. But, they
were happy, grateful, pleas=d with
one anohe’, and contented with
the time; and when they faded,
| and locked happicr yet in the bright
sprinklings of the Spirit's torch at
parting, Scrooze hac his eye upon
them, and especially on Tiny Tim,
unti! the last.

By this time it was getting dark,
and snowing pretty heavily; and as
Scrooge and the Spirit went along
the streeis, the brizhtnes; of the
roa:ing fires in kitchons, parlours,
and all sorts of rooms was wonder-
ful. Here, the flickering of the
blaze showed preparations for a
cosy dinner, with hot plates baking
through and through before the
fire, and deep red curtains, ready
to be drawn to shut out cold and
darkness. There, all the chi'dren of
the house were running out into
the snow to meet their married sis-
ter:, b-others, cousins, uncles, aunts,
and be the first to greet them.
Here, again, were shadows on the
window-b'ind of gu-sts assembling;
and theré a group of handsome
girls, all hooded and fur-booted,
and all chattering at once, trip-
ped lightly off to .ome near neigh-
bour’s hous ; where, woe upon the
single man who saw them ente.—
artful witches! we'l they knew it—
in a glow!

But if you had judzed from the
numbers of peocple on their way to
friendly gatherings, you might have
thought that no one was at home
to give them welcome . when they
got there, instead of every house

| San Antonio de Las Vegas until

(To Be Continued)

Cuban Capitalists
Freed From Bandits

~ (By Edmund A. Chester)
(Associated Press Foreign Staff)
HAVANA, Dec. 17—(AP.)—Be-
draggled and bearing marks of
beatings at the hands of kidnap-
pers who, he said, wanted to sta't
a revelution, Nicolas Castano, 66-
vear-old Cuban capitalist, came
home tonight with six of his alleged
captors were being questioned in
a guard station 30 miles away.
Castano, esized as he rode along
a residential street in Havana last
Monday, was beaten and shunted
around ‘n a network of caves near

two guards rescues him this morn-
ng.
No part of the $500000 ransom
demanded by his abductors was
paid, it was said. 3

Sergeant S'xto  Martinez and
nrivate Genaro Esquiroz found the
hideout, libemated Castano and his
chauffeur and captured three men
qua~ding the victims. Three more
suspects, one, of them a woman,
were arrested later.

The names of those under arrest
were given as Elio Estevez Ortege
Rafael Ponce Gonza'ez, Aureli”
Martinez Cuervo, Anton‘o Inza, an-
other man named Perez and @
woman, Matide Cruz, all sald to be
n their early. 20's.

Army officers said Ponce Gon-
salez also participated in the kid-
napning eotl'er this vear of An-
tonio Sa» Miane! elderlv financler.

REMEMBER
A eup of Cold Water to the
Least of Them. _

expecting company, and piling up
its fires half-chimney high. Blecs-
ings on it, how the Ghost exulted?
How it bared its breadth of breast,
and opened its capacious palm, and
floated on, outpouring with a gen-
erous hand, its bright and harm-
less mirth on everything within it
reach! The very lamplighter, who
ran on before dotting the dusky
street with specks of light, and
who was dressed to spend the even-
ing somewhere, laughed out loudly
as the Spirit pacsed: though littl®
kenned the lamplighter that he had
any company but Christmas!

And now, without a word o
warning from the Ghost, they
stood upon a bleak and desert
moor, where monstrous masses of
rude stone were cast about, as
though it were the burial-place of
glants; and water spread itsell
wheresoever it listed, or would hav:
done so, but for the frost that held
it prisoner; and nothing grew but
moss and furze, and coarse, rank
grass. Down in the west the setting
sun had left a streak of fiery red,
which glared upon the desolation
for an instant, like a sullen eye, and |
frowning lower, lower, lower yet,

was lost in the thick gloom of
darkest night. {
“What place s this?” asked'

It's Worth the Trip
To Catch a "Whiff" of

H & N's BRIGHT CUT

“No wonder so many men ask for H & N’°S BRIGHT
CUT smoking tohacco for Christmas”, says Santa.
Give this mellow, Virginia type tobacco to any pipe
smoker on your list and when he says, “Just what
I wanted”, you can tell he means it by the pleased
Packed in pound cartons

tins and half pound tins for gift-giving. A

“The Smoothest Smoke"

HICKEY & NICHOLSON

A .woman who made possible the
building of the first telegraph line
throuzh South Africa has died ab
Bulawayo, Rhodesia.

She was Mrs Elizabeth Hepburn,
widow ¢ the Rev. J D Hepburn,
a m'sslonary, and she made history
in Africa at the end of last cen-
tury. Her father was the Rev
James R-id Minister of Westry,
Orkney Islands.

Under th2 ausnices of the Lon-
don Miss'onary Society, Mrs Hep-
burn end her husband sailed for
South Africa in - 1870. The first
news she received on arrival in Port
Elizab-th, after a long sailing-ship
voyare, wes of the death of Charles
Dikens

It took the travellsrs 15 months
to reach Shochong, Bechuanaland,

where Kirg Khame. the famous
Africa~ mo=arch ruled. - For 20
years Mrs Hepburn and her hus-

band' worked in Bechuanaland. the
latte* dy'ng while she was home on
sick leave

Durine her husband’s  absence
Mrs He~burn, at the request of
Cecil  R™odes, obtained King
Kh~m-~’s nermission to run a tale-
graph line through his
territory The first tele-
gram over this line was one of con-
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ti ) 4t own It for thelr own; |supposition at which the two Joung nead if you had been theft, and had shared to some extent in|woMAN WHO MADE market: but the supply from that
ation 1 25 Boy’s Cotton 69 and basking in luxurious thoughts|Crachits became livid!l All sorts of | this time the chestnuts and the |y T.oqiiiitiec: and had remember- R A LINE markals, bt L. M e b
UNDERWEAR . SWEAT SHIRT e of }flage-;nd-onion these young hor.:lrs were supp:)sed.r o jug went round and round; and od those he cared for at a dl-tance; FIR POSSTBLE DEAD | Volume of sales were light at Owen
Crachits danced about the table, | Hallo! A great deal o steam! The| hy-and-by they had a song, about | - had known that they delighted Sound with turkeys selling from
28 to 30 cents . a pound. Similar

prices existed at Meaford where &
load was quickly di-posed of today.

Variance of the general trend was
shown at Peterborough. where
wholesalers’ prices to dealers were
slight'y lower, grade A birds being
sold for 28 cents a pound. At Little
Current on Manitoulin Island, fam-
ous for its turkeys, a chain store
bouvht a large supply at 24 cents,
while prices for geese and chickens
were 16 and 17 cents respectively.

SANDWICHES

S'iced cold roast beef, boiled
fresh beef, corned beef or tongue,
with a little pepper and salt make
most attrctive sandwiches; or these
meats may be chopped and mixed
with a little horseradish, mayon-
naise, Worcestershire sauce, olives
sweet plckles, et cetera. A tasty
sandwich spread is made by putting
through the food chopper 1 cup
cold beaf, 1-2 cup seeded raisins, 6
ripe olives, and 6 sweet  plekles.
Mix this with sufficient mayon-
naise to bind

gratulation from Rhodes to M;;T

Hepburn, which her relatives still
cherish. g

COAL BLOWERS,

Phone 1444

=y

Motor Service & Repairs
on
0IL BURNERS, REFRIGERATORS,
VACUUM CLEANERS,
WASHERS, MIXERS
AND ALL COMMERCIAL MOTORS

Prompt Service Day or Night

PALMER ELECTRIC

We Stond Behind Our Work

ring in his voice.




