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Tommy (for the fiftieth time)— Say,
maw,  wot’s you going ter gimme dis

Pauline was ‘the little girl's ‘name, L.
her papa and mamma chlled ‘her Paul
for short. And Paulie was sometimes
very naughty little maid, dping thin;
she should mot have dohe. )!‘gr instanc

.when her cousin Gracie ‘came’to_spend t!
.| day_with her she ‘usually' brought abo

a scene by denying Gracie tl'. privile
of playing with her best doll. And t}'
Wwas ‘very wrong, indeed, for Giracie wou
have handled the best doll mors carefu!
than Paulie herself. “And 'Paulie wou
aleo laugh at Gracie’s toys, which we
not %o nice as her own, for, whereas Gr
cie had several brothers ahd sisters (
share the playthings at her. own home
Paulie was the little queen of her par-
ents’ house, being the only 'child. And
her toys were nmumerous and costly.

“I wonder what I shall have from Santa
Claus this OChristmas, Mamma?!” Paulie
asked of her mother one morning just be-

(hristmas? ;
His Maw—A licking, if you keep om
bothering me,

fore Christmas. “I do hope he'll bring
me jusk what I ask for: and if he doesn’t

O‘H'PUZ@& Corner &,

HIDDEN NAME PUZZLE.

By taking the initial letter of a one-
syllable word from .each of the following
sentences, and writing them in the order
in which they come, the name of a great
poet will be spelled:

Obtain the worth of your money when
youn buy.

" Turn over a new leaf gn New Year.
Money alone does not make a man rich.
Always try to look on the bright side.
1t is well to investigate all new thoughts

£ 5

BEHEADINGS.
(1) Behead a place where goods are
sold and have a dance,
(2) Behead the language of an infant
and leave a baby’s plaything,
(3) Behead the condition of a knife
blade and leave a:musical instrument.

LETTER ENIGMA,

My first is in tack, but not in pail;
My second is in bpat, but not in sail;
My third is in: yeast, but not in bread;
My fourth is in simple, but not im head.
My whole spells a name
That all children love;
Aud youw'll know. what is is
When you solve the above.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLE CORNERS.

Letter Enigma—Santa Claus.
Hidden Proverb—It is better to give
than to receive.

+ Beheadings — (1) Strain-train. 2
Crook-rook. (3) Donkey-key.

! Curtailings —, (1)  Tomato-Tom. (2)
Counter-count. (3) Crowbar-crow.

Paulie Visits the Realm

—well, I’]] just throw the toys away and
ay with my old ones.” 3
“Oh, that's a naughty threat, dear.””’ ex-
ained Paulie’s mother. “You must take
hatever gifts_the g Santa Claus sees
% to hring you, and be ‘grateful for them.”
Then th ddorbell rang, and Paulie’s
:mma had ti go 1o the parlor to receive :
caller. Paulie went into the  Iibrary,
iere it was mice and warm, and, sitting
4 big cushioned chair in front of the
en grate, she began to soliloquize: “But
1y should I be grateful to Sadta Claus
ite brings me toys I do mot want? Aad
v shouldn’t T throw them away if they

0

~  How the Bears Learned to Coast---A Christmas Story. BY.Maud Walker.

tempting to get mat only the bermies, but
And now that I

\
re———
There was mueh excitement in Bear scarch ‘had availed them nothing. Not a.
City. One of its youthful citirens had |single paw-print of a bear had they found,

gone off in the night, no one knew where.
Anéas it was nearing Christmas Day the
wise fathers” of Bear City were fearful
that some cannibalisti¢ people had coaxed
the venturesome fellow from his home
that they might slay him and devour him
for a Christmas feast.

‘“ 'Tis the first time my son ever went
away from home without asking my ocon-
sent,” wept the mother bear, alluding to
the departed one: “And I'm sore afraid

“It will breake his mothers heart if we
do not find him,”” said ene old bear. “And
upon my life I can’t understand the
youth’s conduct. He has been happy in
his home; has the best mother and wis-
ter in the world; and since his father’s
death a year ago he has seemed to re-
alire the responsibility devolving upon him
as_the head of the family.”

“Ah, what’s that?” And one of the
young searchers pointed to the side of the

he has met with foul play. And if he

One
bus,,

deesn't return befdre Christmas Eve 1
shall be too unhappy to complete my pre:
parations for the Christmas Day dmn?"
T liad anticipated, with.so. much, pleasure.
“Never mind, ‘never mind, good friend
and neighbor,” said another mother bedr,
putting her arms aboub-her d
friend,  “All our fathers, husbarids and
ony are going fi to’ search for yeur
Inissing one, and we shall hope for the
best till the womst is assured. Come, cheer
Up until other nesws has been received.
Then, with ‘a flurry of trumpets, the
male citizens of Bear City went forth to
find the loat, sttaysd or efolen youth
whose disappearance. the night before had
;’l“ud so muoh stir and anxiety in the
own

-
o

Por hours th earched llv(l“d down
the mountain .ﬁ._”:mmg canyon after

% oy
big fellow vheuok sgninst Light{oo t and oaused him to lose his hold om the

mountain about half a mile distant. And

there , aresping slowly up the ioy ascent
o alip, suddenly down again, could be
soan a dark objeot muoh resembling «

| want.

“And mow, if you'll come with me, we’ll make a flying trip to the realm of Santa Claus.”

ou't please me? I don't understand why
should take any presents he sends, and
'l thankful for them, too, if they aren't
4 what I asked for. And I believe I'll
‘p Santa a letter, to make sure he'll
yw just what I want. I'll write it all
. plainly—which is better than telling
\ at night after the light is out and 1
bed, Yes, I'll just write him a letter,
| tell him to be sure and fetch to me
very things I name.”
No need to trouble about that, little
1" said a voice at Paulic’s elbow. And
ulie looked up to see beside her a very
l-looking little old man, wrinkled and
wmuy. His eyes were blinking, and he
cas_ smiling merrily. Seeing the look of
urprise on Paulie’s face he said: “I am
irom the

Itﬁp add return before your dinmer hour,
| . : g »
{ which I believe, is 6 oc‘ock.

now engaged in? And why have you left
your glypy home to come away off here
in the frozen mountainside to climb up
and 'slip down this icy slope? Come, give
an account of yourself, for your poor
mother is all but distracted over your un-
accountable disappearance.”

“Lightfoot paused while half way to the
top, ‘and, hanging on to a bit of hemlock
bush that thrust itself through the solid
ice on the mountainside, answered in a
weak voice: “Iriends and neighbors, you
may think I'am capering in this fashion
for fun, but you are sadly mistaken. And
if you’ll assist me to reach the top of this
slide I'll explain how 1 came to be here,”

All the bears @t to work to rescue their
friend, and several stepped boldly upon
the icy slide before Lightfoot could cry to
them a warning. To the bottom went
overy one of them, flying past Lightfoot in
their descent like 80 many rubber balls
rolling’ down hill. One big fellow struck
against Lightfoot and caused him to lose
his hold on the bush, rolling to the bottom
again.

And such a wail arose from those who
had remained standing on the level ab the
top of the slide that the mountainside
echoed and re-echoed the cry. The wail
‘was one of horror, for now the rescuing
party began to tnderstand the danger of
the ioy shde and the predicament of poor
Lightfoot. But as yet they could mot un-
deretand why Lightfoot had come thers.
“Now, we’re in a worse fix than befors”
said Lightfoot, sittingat the bottom of the
slide and ‘warming his front paws by
Llowing  his warm breath’ upon them.
“One at a time on this icy precipice is suf-
ficient. Now we are a dozen strong. And
each is am helpless as the other. If you,
good friends, had not attempted to come
till 1 had advised you, things would not
have been so bad. But those at the top!
have been dily warned by your experi-
ence, and will remain there to cnrﬁy oubl
any instructions 1 may give them. Now I

hem to procure grapevines and t.lel
themt zonther. _When_they have & chain
of ‘them long enough to reach ws,-ome at|
a time can be drawn to the top. Do you|
comprehend my plan?”

you entex?
this room.

i little maid.” laughed the
man, “And now if you'll
we'll make a flying trip

““Oh, i he?” And:Pauli
big chair and sidehe’d 3

‘Yes, &=, we dine at "

3

‘Ab, my entrance doesn

nta Claus. He is expecting you.”

wraps and be ready to start in a minnte.

of Santa.

o'clock,” an-
swered Paulie. “And I sBould just love
to pay Santa Claus a visit] for 1 was just
getting reeady to write hi
you came ‘into the room./But where did

‘The door did not open into

a letter when

t matter at all.
funny little old
come with me
o the realm of

p sprang off the
un and get her

By Helena Davis.

and felt she was being mueb honored.
“But why does Santa Claus srral for me?’”’
she asked. “I am only a little girl, and
don’t ‘know him personally.”

“YI think Santa has a lesson to teach
you.” was all the little old man would
reply. Then he turned his attention to
the reindeer and said not a single word
more till an hour later, when®hey arriv-
el at a great ice-glistening gate, which
opened upon their approach, admitting
them to the most beautiful grounds.

To Paulie's astonishment she was met
by Sante Claus himself, and asadeted by
him to alight. Themn he led her ¢» she

realm of Santa Claus, and have
come to ask you if you would like to go
there on a flying visit, We can make the

“No, need of wraps, my little maid,”
said the funny little old man. “My sleigh
is lined inside and out with warm bear
skins, and fur robes are there to wrap
about you. So come along without de-
lay or else you'll be home late for din-
ner.”

Then a very strange thing happened.
The funny little old man touched the
window pane and it opened noiselessly,
allowing space for Paulie and himself
to pass out through. Once out of doors
Pauline was helped into a big, cozy sleigh
all lined with skins and fur robes. Paul-
ie was soon snugly settled among the
warm furs, and the reindeer were off
through the air like the very wind, the lit-
tle old man laughing and crying out to
them to fly as they iwéte won’t to do with
their master. Then turning to Paulie he
said: “You are riding behind Santa's

regeption room of his wonderful abode—
a great temple built of candy bricks, gin-
gerbread columns, a taffy roof and lice-
cream stepa. !
Once inside Paulie was shown about'the
factory, a great toy workshop, where
thousands of workers were busy making
toys and preparing delicious sweetmeats.
Paulie was overcome with the immensity
of the place and kept giving vent to lit-
tle exclamations of surprise. Then, sfter
she had been shown about to her content
Banta Claus led her into his own private
apartment.

“Now, my little Miss Paulie, I have
here some letters from various little folk
on earth which I shall place in your hands
to read. And aftar you have finithed
them [ went your opinion of their 'oon-
tents.”’ :

Pauline, in her vanity, thought Sinta
Claus was doing her a great honor and

quite & superior little gixl. 8o, smiling at
him sweetly, she took the letters and pre-
pared to read them. The first she open’
ed ran like this: ‘“Dear Santa—I'm just
a poor little girl and hope you won't for-
get me on Christmar. Please bring a'lit-
tle prescat to my dear twin brother, for
he is sick. If you have not enough to go
around you need not bother about me. I
shall not mind being missed if Brother
Billy is remembered. And if you have any-
thing you may bring to our family. Lot~
tie, aged eight.”

Paulie laid the letter down, a strange
thought ing to her. how, she felt
a bis ashamed, and did not raise her face
to ok at Santa as he handed her an-
other letter to read, exclaiming as he did
80: “You see, my dear little girl, these
letters were not written by those whose
numes are signed. They were just wished
by them very deeply, and their wishes
were carried to us through the clouds by
fairies whom we call our ‘postal service.
And then our secretary wrote the wishes
on paper so that they might be filed away
in the form of letters. Now, here is an-
other letter for you to read.”

Paulie took the letter and opemed it,
reading with flushing cheeks: “Santa send
me just what 1 wish for. If you do not
—and send to me things I have not aekcd
for—1 shall throw them away. Mamma
says 1 ehould take what gifts you see fit
to bring me, and be thankful for them.
But why should 1 be thankful for things
1 have not asked for? I want just what I
want, and nothing else ‘will please me.
Paulie, aged nine. P. 8.—Do not bring
me any more dolls this year. But give
me a little piano and a gold ring instead
of dolls. 1 have five dolls already.”
Santa Claus took the letter from Paulic, !
saying as he did so: “Here are many other
letters, but 1 am happy to say there are
none disclosing so selfich a nature as the
one wished by the little girl who eigns !
herself Paulie. Now, do you wish to read’
any more?”’

Paulie felt 'a lump in her throat, and
shaking her head, she replied: “No, Sante
Claus. 1 have read emough. 1 mysel
wished the last letter 1 read, and 1 am
ashamed of it. How could 1 ever have
been so naughty. And how different the
other little girl wrote you—the poor girl |
who signed herself Lottie—l—I—1 hope ||
you are not going to—to—keep that let-|:
ter—that 1 wished. Santa Claus,” And|!
Pauline’s voice trembled.

“Certainly, my little maid, we keep all
our correspondence, We n.ist have some |!
thing to refer to when making out our
lists of presents. But, maybe you'd like |
to send another letter of later date,” he
suggested. ¢

“Oh, yes, yes,” cried Paulie. “And the
next letter I wish to you shall be a very
different kind. 1 did not know I was so
selfish till 1 read little cight-vear-old ILot-
tie's letter, and then read mine.”

“Ah, 1 felt quite”sure you'd see things
in their right light,” declared Santa Claus.
“And I'm sure this Mttle visit to'me will
be the mesns of making you a better lit-
tle girl. You'll grow less selfish and learn
to consider the happiness of others as w: !l

reindeer, and sitting inside his sleigh.”
Of course, Paulie was delighted at this,

that he appreciated the fact that she was

what surprised at what abe heard.
sure, my little Paulie is going to becoms
very kind and thoughtful af her litthe
fri]c;gds who are less fortunate than het
self.”

caused the ehange in me,’

ae your own. And now you'l have to L. i

What Teddy Wanted
Most. L

Teacher was asking the little omes of
the “B” class what they very much wish-
ed to get on Christmas. In turn the g
tion was asked of Teddy, a brigh
red-haired little Trisnman , 8 years old.
“Now,; Teddy, tell us what you wish %
get on Ohristmas?” eaid Teachey,

Teddy squirmed about for a meo:
then repeated the question: “‘What
I like to git?”

Yes. what would you like #o get?”

““Sure, an’ I'd loik to git even with
Ryan fer i’ me nose,” replied

.
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CONUNDRUMS,
When is a blow fi :
e W from a stranger ascsple

When he strikes you agreeably,

What small animal is turned into a large
one by being beheaded?

Fox-ox.

At what age ghould a young n

At the parson-age, (Fovgies 5

When is a sheep like ink?

When taken into the pen.

going, for it’s getting near your dinner
time. Ah, there’s the sleigh at the gate,
and old Jolly-Jabbers is in his seat rnugl
to drive you to earth.” 1

“But I want to tell you, Santa,” b ah
Paulie, when she felt s hand clutcﬁ:in‘ i
shoulder and heard a voice calling in her
car:

“Come, daughter, dinner is waiting. ¥ou
riust have slept during the ¢ptire after-
oon. Comf', wake up! . Papu ig in the
(ining-room.
Paulie opened her epes and saw her
iother bending over her. ‘I'hure she was
i the big. cushioned chair ih front of the
rate, just as she had been early in
.fernoon, Had she been dreaming? Wel),
ireaming or not, she meant to write—or
vish—another letter to Santa that very
light, and to confess to him that she
iad been a very selfish little girl, but
hat in future she meant tc turn over a
rlew leaf and be good. And to tell him
hat he should remember all the poor chil-
ren first on Christmas, and if anyth
vas left after their needs and wishes h‘:
reen supplied, she would be teful for
ny little gift he might see fit to semtl
ier. !
“Yes, Mamma, I’ll come immediately,”
he said, getting out of the chair. “And
vt's talk over giving some presents to the
wor children, for Santa Claus may adt
ave enough to go round.”

“Well, that’s a dear, thoughtful littie
laughter,” said mamma, looking some-
‘T'm

“1t was Lottie’s letter to Santa that
¢ ’ explained .
ine. Then her methcr, thinking the
tis she alluded to was eome Nifle':

acguaintance, only Iaugbed and

“Now bLurry,d
reipniting

eqr, for pape snd the Ge

e o

“We do,” said several of the wise Ia-
thers of Bear City. ‘“‘And we agree that
it meems the only plausible one, too. 8o,
do not delay in calling out your inatruc-
tions to those at the top, forit’s not a very
comfortable sitting here  om the frozen
side of a mountain that is so steep it
makes ‘your head spin to peep up or
down.” Thus added the wisest of the wise
of Bear City.

“I am’too weak to give the instruc-
tions,” declared Lightfoqf. ‘I have been
¢limbing, and rolling bacK, nearly all night,
and you may imagine how weary and cold
I am, At first it was great sport—the slid-
ing down, but after an hour or two it
became less enjoyable. And after a night

and forenoon of such exercise one hasn’t
an extra breath left in his body. So one
of you call out the instructions to the
rescuing party at the top.”

The wisest of the wise of Bear City
called the orders to those at the top, and
upon receiving them the’ half dozén young
bears scampered. off through the woods to
gather together the grapevimes, which
were to be used in hauling the victimm of
the iceskde to a place of safety.

Before the afternoon had waned every
bear, old and young, was again on safe
footing, and heading toward the place
they called home. And as they went along
Lightfoot explained his o%arnce from
home.. Here is his story:

“You s¢e, my friends and nesg’bors, my
dear mother and sister arc ...uining on
having a great feast on Christmas Day,
and mother said yesterday that she wish-|
ed she -could procure -enough of those
bright red snow berries that grow down
the mountainside to decorate our house
on the festive day. Woell, I conceived the
idea of obtaining the ‘berries for her at
night and hiding them in a hollow tree
till the day for their use arrived and then
bringing them to her as a little glad aur-
prise. Last night I traveled miles in
search of the berries, and at last saw by
tho light of the moon what appeared to
be what T wanted. Down that icy elope
L started to gather them, when I loat my
footing and slid to the bottom. And there
you found me thia afternooh,  still 'at-

to the top of the slide.
am on my road toward home again I musf

description. 1 feared
there. But, laying aside the memory ol

discovered a most
down an' ice-bank.”

you have escaped safely—"’ i

“You mean since I have been rescued,”’
corrected Lightfoot.

“Well, since you have been rescued, and
are not the worse for the trying ex?ori-
ences, we shall have you help us plan the
ground for the new sport. And what shall
we call it?” |

“Ooasting would be quite an appropriate
name,” suggested one of the wise fathers
of Bear City. !

And on Christmas Day, after the great
holiday feast, which was partaken of at
the home of Lightfoot Bruno, the bears,
one and all, repaired to a pretty little
slope, which had been prepared by 'the
youth of the town as a coasting groiund,
and there they enjoyed the sport of const-
ing down hill till the stars came out.
the fun of sliding down was 80 great that
the participants didn’t mind walking up
again. “It’s quite different to heing drawn
up by a grape.vine, isn’t it?”’ asked one
of the wisest of the wise. !

“Yes, and the ooasting down is some-
what more enjoyable here than on that
icy slope where to get up by one's self is
out of the question,” declared Lightfoot.

And that is how the bears lsarned to
coast’ in winter time.

NOT IN HIS LINE.

.. Visitor—-Doetor, I don’t knew what the
trouble is, but I can’t™leep at might.
tor—Um—yes.  What is your oocu-
pation?
Visitor—I'm a coal dealer.
Dogtor—Pardon me, but you should con-
sult a minister. I can't undertake to re-
lieve your conscience. i

tell you that the experiences of last hight
and a great part of today have been' past
I should perish

the unpleasant part of it, I think I ‘have
jolly game—sliding

““Yes, it will be grand sport,” cried half
a dozen of the youthful bears. ‘“And since

b

f

Now I'm off to Earth again;
I go there once each year,

And carry toys to cheer the hearts
Of little children dear.

I love my boys and girls down there,
And when on Christmas Day

I harness up my sleigh and deer,
And like the wind away,

'Tis with a heart as young as thelss,e=
But maybe you've been told

That, though I’ve lived a thousand yeer’'s
I never have grown old! .

Bo off I go at Christmas time
To children everywhers;

And maybe you will hear my beHa
A-ringing through the air.

d PAT'S VISIBLE MEANS O]!J‘ SUPPORT.

It is a very sharp emergency that can
catch the witty Irishman, even though he
be ignorant and ragged. Pat, whose gar-
ments were in tatters, was brought before
a magistrate on the charge of being a vag!?
rant, with no visible means of support.
Pat drew forth from his pocket a huge
hunk of bread, the half of a dried cod fisl, |
and several cold potatoes, and spread them
on the judge’s stand. “Shure, yer honor,
what do you call that but visible means
of support?”’ he asked, coolly:

And with a smile the magistrate dis-
missed him.

BALLOONS GO UP AND DOWN.

Onlooker—Your profession is a rether
uncertain one, is it not?

Aeronaut—Yes, we have our tps and
downs..

The Glad Surprise

Se—————

pre=~—=

i T

“It’s Lightfoot Brano, as-sure as we're |
here,” declared ome of the 6ld bears after
taking deliberate view of the moving ob-
jéet on the mountainside. Ve
bt whit sort of nonsense can 3
there? Come, let’s go at once and prevail
upon him to return to his home with us.

Within half an hour the company of
1A had gmthered at the.top of the
icy slide where Lightfoot Bruna—for it was
he—whas atill making slow work of getting
up the steep incline, for no soomer- would
he reath a certain place than he would
immediktely slip back to the very hottom
of the alopé again

“Heigho, there, Lightfoot!” cried oneé of
the, wise fathers of Bear ICity. “Wha!

@nyon, and' fording dangerons streama.
But when the moon hour Arrived their

wort of antics do you call tnose you are
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,-Helpful Hints for Young Artists—Lesson No. 39, How to Draw Santa-Claus.
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|Bnt litle Jobumy was not afeeid,

Johnny im the parlor peeped,
To see what he might seaj
And there he saw to his
A bear up in a tree,

And maybe you will be swiprised

A libtle moce te hear

Buk smiled from ear to ear.

v

there

For, truth to tell, that awful bear
Was just a Teddy, gay,
And Santa Claue had ‘l:ronght him

With little John to play,

AND THERE YOU ARE. * |
Mre. Collier Downe—I hope you're net
5o!n‘(( to go out during the acts for o

_ Ame have it brought in, would

rink.
Mr. Collier Downe—You woulda’t have
l m? l




