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slowly o the establishment of M.|not so much occupied in antiquities | is he going Lo give you & rise?” REPRESENT
Gilles. He was walking slowly (as has been already said) this| “He has promised it for next UNIVERSAL
because he W(Z]ls gomg' toyzvor\l:.dlked‘éi)il\}l;itcflarl morning HSL mb a very pnonth. So far,” went on LEuo“fés —_—

Georges, indeed, always walked modern plece of goods to be found |gloomily, “abc s gi i / Y
slow.y to work. It was not fatigue | not five minutes’ walk away. ‘mlorm'jlion afl)[otué]u 12& ib‘&; “\x\'urlf: A POETIC POSER
or cld age that caused him to walk| The surname of this precious by Marshal Ney at the sto:ming of R
slowl., tor he was a very young objcgv. of art was Duclos—Kiki the Bastille, or whatever it v he ANSWE
man, but a’h,eu“;;nﬂlhtﬂnlnu‘{)efk DX‘X; {g-)lgtilos' émckl‘ Geo(xigcs m woull)d have did, intereningled, by way of (.'W LIPS R
duced by the thought of work. ly exchange e boots of| with knowledge of | i % _ r
Sieh moments  Georges reflected, | Camille Desmowiins and all the by Rabelais when e e He nad put the three t.hau.sang f.f’mb b“‘a’n‘g & gﬂ&uwm: 2{,’2{’, Evergreens are syonymous with
longingly, on the manners hd waistcoats and entire wardrobes of |or Whalever it was he wrote A WORD LANTERN trangs aside for bls empioyer ant) ‘{f,”mp,& Eugenle. He rush- | Christmas, but if you would comply
customs of fakirs and Buddhists all the poets of the last 10 centuries| what did that rattes = was at himself on a]o t em mre; thousand francs. with tradition you should not put
and people like lamas who sat for)for one of her hootlaces or a bit of | concierge, say to-day, d SOLUTION substan! sale which should Dro; ed to the b etk them in place before Ohrlltmx&s m.g_
years in bleak fastnesses doing her garter. Before Kiki had time to :eply, M. duce s small Christmas bweﬁ!n That Ohristmas Eve a lunch It be & part of the chldren’s
nothing put ponder. Kiki Duclos lved in a top room|Gilles and his customer emerged ICE from M. Gllleg when Kiki burs time 8s they walked in the Tuileries |Christmas dutles to bring them in

Anyone meeting Georges going to|in the Place des Petits Peres, where | from the back. ACHES upon him. “g Gardens in_ the coid and fog they (and mn&‘hthem in the designated
work and subsequently encounter-|stands the famous church of Our| “Well” said Kiki in a loud voice CHARADE “Dazling, sald Georq,e-!. wox- talked it over. ° P #oes, ey should be left in
ing him on his way to the cinema, Lady of Victories. Kiki’s room was|“I shall probably call aziin with CONTINUED ship you to distraction! i “put| Kiki argued that it could not be place untll January 68 (Twelfth
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monsieur, which does not bear a
history. That inkwell — Mollere
used it to write Le Cid. That

“Stop!” roared M. Gilles. “Mol-
iere didn't write Le €id, imbecile!
Did the reformatory where, un-
doubtedly, you received your in-
struction, never tell you of Racine,
idict? A thousand million times
have I made you go over this and
still you are capable of saying that
Blaise Pascal wrcte La Fontaine's
fables, sacre ngm de—"
“That Ink-we.,” Georges correct-
ed himself, “was used by Mollere
to write Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme
at the ccmmand of Louis XIV.
That quiil-pen it was Balzac's.
That snuff-box has felt the touch
of the cunning fingers of Cardinal
Richelieu. That chair behind you
—rezard the chair, monsieur—creak-
ed to the welght of Talleyrand and
those boots—if monsieur will cast
his > upon the boots—were worn
by Andre Chenier before he com-
posed the Marseillaise, and—"
“Stop for the love of heavenl!”
groaned M. Gilles, throwing his

hands skiwards. “Ah, ah, Mon
Dieu? Listen to himl Andre
Chenier composing the Marselll-

! Anmal!” he cried, “will you
learn it? Numbskull, will
vou drive me to my grave with
your ignorance? Am I to suifer
your—"

At this point M. Gilles, much
against his will, stopped, for a cus-
tomer had entered the shop. Cast-
Ing a murderous glance at his
assistant, the enraged antiquarian
stepped forward to greet the pro-
spective buyer,

ais
never

“I want to have a look around
for a Christmas present,” sald the
customer.

“We have here, monsieur, I assure
you,” said Giiles, throwing a glance
at Georges to see if he were paying
attcntion  “the most remarkable
collection of antiques and curlos in
Paris—]I clalm to say, in Europe.
There is nothing in this establish-
‘s monsieur, which has not a
Regzard that inkwell—Mol-
jere vised it to write Le Bourgeois
Gent Ihy,nme at the command of
Louls XIV. That quill pen—it was |
Balzo :'s. That snuff-box has felt
the totch of the cunning fingers of |
Cardina' Richelieu.
hind yoi1—regard
sieur—cr 2aked to the weight of
Tallevrand, and those boots—"
here M. Gi'les glanced balefully in
the direction of his assistant once
more and raised his volce—“those
boots were worn by Camille Des-
moulins, mons'eur, on the way to
the scaffold. .
“That cloth of blue and gold
was on the table at which Racine
wrote Ie Cid and Andre Chenler
wore that walstcoat and, doubtless,
wrote poems In It.

“If monsieur 1s not precisely a
eollector perhaps he would put him-

m
histoery.

the chair, mon-

For Christmas comes but once a

Aye, {;:2 shall they be merry.

‘Though othe;’s‘pl;rse.s be more

why r.-:g'uld we pine or grieve at
that?

Hang sorrow! care will kill a cat,
And therefore let's be merry.

That chalr be-T

down and thereby
bceyond measure,
With

these days Wwas
to “Eh, bien,
pour moi?”)
style.

“I hope to fix up

vous
Brief,

| day,” replled Kiki, coldly.

and then drop her
from the window.

have to say s either
rent to-morrow or I
who will pay.” With
and festive message
left the room, sloynm

a while and then,
stairs and out.
As she entered the
Georges smiled when
“Cherie,” he said,
youl

pleces and a franc.
had, five francs.

“No, cheri, you are

~—Wither,

have lunoly

the occupant of
room,however, her cherry chit-chat| of bread and saucisson the flaw in

evez des cous

smack this woman across the face

Angele laughed harshly.
sald before,” she said.

Kiki looked at the closed door for
word ‘‘Crapaud!” walked down the

“And to-morrow's Christmas Day,”
she murmured, with a sigh.

apen}_ng the conversation. “I adore
“I know,’ she repHed, “but the old

Kiki shook her head decisively.

. . . what about th

enchant her his p%

lucid, virile in| ment.

And it was Chiistmas eve and he
hadn't even a present
and she would probably be put cut

From whe:e do you intend to get! of her room to-morrow ...
the rent? It is six weeks overdue.”

Kiki seemed to be having some|

something to-

| He si

eight storays
“So you After

“Well, ail I
you {find the
get a tenant
this womanly

by way of|quill

pen—Balzac's.
if madam will
upon the boots—were
Cardinal Richelieu on the way to

V4

CHAIR, IRATE,
(A, Howlock), LEMON, ONION,
ONSET, ETHER, ERASE, SEVEN.
OAN YOU CO! '
00
e rent?”
ORNITHOLOGY
until she found a job—not SOLUTION
that at was much—but though
the top| he could manage on a mea. a day " éCANAsl;l!g:LGB:W{%UO" 11;
genera.ly confined| the plan was that Kiki would refuse HEN, 8 ARK,
blankly to listen to such an arrange- SPARROW, 11 PEEWIT, 1?2

ghed miserably, and at that
mcment the shop door opened.

difficulty with one of her gloves.| At g glance Georges couid tell

“I shall make arranggnent this| that the woman who entered with| was it, again, anyway? . ., .It
afternoon, no doubt,” she sald,[ the man was an American and the| wag either—

freezingly (and this was not diffi-|“man an interpreter. He was vight| “Madame wishes to know the
cult for she had no fire in her | She was a Mrs. Elijah Digby, whose | history of the comb,” said the inter-
room). She would have given her| husband, in a - place called Gun-| preter.

best hat to be in a position to| lever City, Texas, made money by Ah! Saved! Here he was on

the hundredweight from a system of
reselling scrap-iron for twenty-five
times the price he paid for it.
explained
something to her in English Georg-
es c.eared his

“We have he:e, madawm,” he said,
while the interpreter

the interpreter

throat.

deiivered she | the end of every sentence, “the
ed the door. | most remarkable ~collection of an=-|house. Of course, mad
tiques in Paris—I claim to say in|stands we are in constant touch
ejaculating the | Europe. That ink-well—Moliere | with the greatest and most renowne
used it to wilte the Marseillaise.” |ed collectors of Europe. ocomb
As the interpreter was gazing at| belonged to the late Empress Eu-
him in wiid-eyed sort of manner,|genie and has recently come from
Georges added hastily, “I mean to| England.”
curiosity shop | write Le Bourgeois Gentilhcynme at| He was about to add something
he saw her. |the command of Louis XI1V. That|about her long and prosperous

Those

one—is he in?” the scaff—" Georges paused, cone |vaguest idea of who the Em
“He 1is said Georges, “at the scious that something was wrong | Eugenie was, but 1t soun: all
back.” again, He seemed doomed to trip|right, anyway, and the stuff in this
“Georges,” murmured Kiki next.|up on those accursed boots. And |shop, she had been told was suthen-
“I am hungry. then to his ‘relief the interprater |tic and guaranteed. “And it be=
“Mon  Dieu, whispered the | said. longed to the Bmpress Eugenie, gv“u
wretched young man, an expression| ‘“Madame Js interested in this|say. Well, I k that's
of anguish sweeping across his face. ' chain, evidently.” a dandy souvenir to show the folks
His hand dived into his trouser| The American wonan was hand- | at home. Ask the young man the
pecket and produced two two-franc|ling a ‘fine gold chain she had |price of it,)” she said to the inter-

It was all. he | picked up.

“That,

generous, but |

I am not going to take all you have. day.” Luckily
Give me two francs. You must something of whose history he was

~Sure.

madam,”

she had

down asain. | has &

to give her

translated at

boots—
kindly cast her eye
worn by

| began Georges,
| “belonged to the Baron Haussman,
the man\who made the Paris of to-|ily, “and the price is three
picked up
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ANSWER
TIGER, HORSE, WEASEL, BAD-
GER, OTTOR, BEAVER.
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A RING OF WORDS
SOLUTION

TON — TONE — ONE — NEAR
—EAR — ARE — AREA — REAP
— APES — PEST — STONE,
Two words: SEPARATE — ONE.

TANGLED TITLES

SOLUTION

1. NICHOLAS NICKLEBY

2. BARNABY RUDGE.

3. DAVID COPPERFIELD.

4. THE PICKWICK PAPERS.

5. A CHRISTMAS CAROL.

6. THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP.

A SEASONABLE
MESSAGE

SOLUTION

PEACE ON EARTH TO MEN OF
GOOD WILL.”

A ROUND ROBIN
SOLUTION

ENOCH, CHEST, STONE, NEIGH,
GHOST, STRAP, APPLE, LEACH,
TEETH, HOLE,

CRANE,

and his heart sank a little. She
would be sure now to lift some ob-
ject whose history
the life of him, renember ...

If only she would take the
Or the walstcoat. Whose walstcoat

boota.

safe ground. The comb, & little
tortoiseshell comb, was something
Georges knew all about, for it had
come in only the day before. ‘Mon-
sleur Gilles had spent an hour
previous .evening telling

about it and its price.

“That comb, mad.vua:1 he seld, “s
one of the latest acquisitions of the
am under-

on the English throne, but thmugt
it wiser not to risk

“It 1 quite beau
Aymerican  woman,

preter.
“It is an object of rare value,
madam,” pronounced Georges, heave
thous-

and francs.”

“THE WORLD'S DESIRE — '

he couldn't, for,

ol e e |
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The lady had already opened her |

M
JWHISKERS

Young Whisker’s Christmas Party
Was held in Wainscot Hall.

An invitation hearty
He sent to one and all,

And piebald mice and brown mies,
Albino, black and grey,

And country mice and town mice
Turned up on Christmas Day.

You should have heard the squeakings,
The happy, laughing din
The merry Christmas greetingl,
As all the guests trooped in.
The walls were hung with holly—
Red berries all a-glow—,
And oh, the scenes of folly
Beneath the mistletoo}

The Lady Mice came rustling
In all their party best,

In satin, lace and muslin,
In silk and velvet d;nlﬂla

Y CHRISTMA

You should have seem thelr Eseorts,
The smart, be-whiskered males,
Arrayed in faney waistcoats,
In dancing pumps . . . and talls,

'And how they frisked the measure
They heard the fiddlers play . . .
(“Now, may I have the pleasure?...

“Yea, Mr. Mouse, you mayl”)

0ld grandmammas and grandpas
Left crutches by the wall

‘And joined the Barn Dance Scampers
At Whisker’s Christmas Ball.

'And Supper! What a spread! Ah .. .
What cheeses round and rare!—
Duteh, Gorgonzola, Cheddar,
And Cheshire and Grupere!
W@pleed bacon, pork and duekling,
Red apples by the score . . .
(“Miss Twinkletoes, some crackling?”
“Well...just one nibble more!”)

The candle ends had guttered,
The sun was in the sky
Before the first guests muttered
They ought to squeak Good-bye.
‘And how they all thanked Whisker
And chorused one and all,
“We’ve spent a gorgeous Christmas
At Whisker’s Christmas Balll”




