LI IIIIIIIIIIIIII]IIIlIlIIlIIllIlIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII

- L i i
| THE FARMINGTON ENTERPRISE, FARMINGTON, MICH, THURSDAY, DEC. 16, 1926

Page Nine

EJJIIIIIllIIIIIIII||II1lllliIIIIIIlII||I|||IIIIIIIIllellllIIIIIlIlIIIHIIlllllIIIIIHII_HIIII_HlllllllllllllllIllillllﬂll

Danny’s Visit to
the Big Toy Shop

“Drums!” ‘Was His Christ-
mas Slogan, and He Won'
the Argument. -

By MARTHA EANNING THOMAS

ANNY, cling tight to
mother's hand. You
might get lost

Stay close, dear—

this is a frighttol

erowd.”

Mrs.  Crawford
looked down bn
her smalt son and
Thls was his first trip to nee

ristmos togs and he was sli
with bright enthustasm. His
es lfted to hers solemnly, This
remendous occaslon for Danny.
" gaid Mrs. Crawford and she
shed the little lad through:a
ng door. Im a moment they
slde the store.

“0-0-0-h!" whispered Danny. The
hrilliant lights, the gay - garlands
swung from piltar to piliar, the musle
pln)lng from the balcony dazzled him.

"\\‘here shall we go?” nsked Mrs.
Crawford. She knew .well enough
what he would say. He had been
sasing [it for weeks, but she wanted
to-hear It again.

“Drums " -insisted Danny, “drums!”

They| took an elesator and Danny's
small hand grippéd his mother's with
tight fearfulness.
He had never he-
fore been In -a
room that “went
up aod down" as
he later described
it. At the
department they
stepped out and
from that mo-
ment Danny
walked {n o kind
of glittering
dream,

“Do you like It,
dear?” smiled
Mrs. Crawford.

Danny could
fnd no words.
He nodded sev-
eral times, and

smlled,
the Ct
flushed,
blue ey
was a &

“Now !
half-pu
revolvi
were {11

his blu[e eyes grew bluer, and wider | |

and wider. When ons is three. years
old um Christmastide holda an amaz-
ing woudur. . '\

'lhexe was a Saata Clavy, There
were rocking horses. there were toys
that wannd um and went off by them-
selves. | ; There was, In fact, everything

mnku a chilf's heart leap with de-
ht. ;

toy |

But Danny .would Have none’ of It.
"Drums,” ke demande(l, “drumsl?
They wera just turolng: into nnnr.her
u.\slu when Mrs. Crawford snw a
friend at the other side of the room.
“Danny, there's Mrs. Aorlson. I‘must
speak to her a moment”
Through the crowd she Lhrcaded
ber way, hurrylng lest she miss’ the
chance of seelng her melghbor. lAfter
a few mioutes of pushing and squeer.—
ing Mrs.. Crawford succeeded In rench-
ing Mrs. Morigon. There passed a
cordial greetlog befween u:em and
then Afrs. Morlson sald: {
: “You left Danny at; home?” |
"Oh, mo! He wag determioed to
come, so I brought him.”
i “Have you left him;in charge'of an
attendant?” |
. “No, he's—" Mra. Crawford loohed
down at her slde. Danny was gove.
! “Why, he must have . some-
bodys -Jostled him away from me
he was close boq!de me b mo-
ment ago .. The frightened
fothier turned and hurried as fast as
possible back to the alsle’from which

15, Moruo“m Per.
Il there pressed
nd walting. How

Bhe hnd first spled M
bans Daony was stl
ggalnst the counter

could. she . . .| how could sh
bave ‘forgotten for|an Instant hid
small; clinging haods? |

| But Danny was oot pressed. axeiosf

the counter.  People mirged back ana
forth. Hundreds and hundreds of peo-
“ ple, A cold, sick: feellng of helpless.
nesw swept over her. She felt lost tn|.
this merry tide ot Clhrmmas shop-

pers.

“Anything the mu((er, ma’amT

Mrs, Crawford . met the kind, in-
quiring glance of ‘2" floorwalker.

“Ob, yes," .she breathed, “my little
boy—Danny. He's Jjust three, and
gomehow he has been separated from
me. .'. . Ican't understand - . »

She was bewlldered and frantic.

The floorwalker proved to be a man
of action. In no time at all he found
2 policeman, a store detective and
three clérks. They began a thorough
and systematic: search of the toy de-
partment. Danny was carefully de
seribed "to them. His falr hulr blue
eyes and sturdy body.

“He'll be so frightened ., . and
confused!” mourned the distressed
mother, “my little, little lad—"

News of the lost boy spread quick-
Iy. Other mothers jolned the search.
Clerks deliberately left thelr counters
to help. But there was ome man In
particular who seemed to work the
hardest. He was a blg fellow with a
shock of lght halr.” There was' some-

shoutders, :
“Who ‘I3 “that ! man?” askéd Mrs.
minds me somehow of Danny . . .
as it Danony were grown up.. He'll
ITook that way, I'm sure, when hes a
man.”
“That {s our mew store detectlve,”
i replled the floorwalker, “By . George,
© Ibelleve he's
found the chlld!
. See, he's bending
down and

smil-

ing 1"
Inamoment
Mrs. Crawforg

was also bending
down and smillng
through her
tears. In a cor-
ner, far from the

n small mountaln
of drums was
Danny, her own
Nttle lrd. Tired
from the unwont-
ed exertlon _of
shopplog he had
fallen fast asteep.
BoLh orms weré hugged around ®
drum, ead held tightly In each fist
wag o dromstick. He had found his
heart’s desire .- . and be was
nelther frightened nor lonelyl

Mfted  biln,
and gave him to his

The store detective
drum and =l
mother,

“Here 13 Danny, Bertha,” he safd
gently.

_"Dnn!nl Henderson ... . where in

thing comforting in the very set of hls

Crawford .of the floorwatker;. “he re- |

alsle and back of ||

T
the world: . . 7" ... %

© “Just hit town a dny or twa ngo,
sister! Landed this job and was go-
ing to surprise you at Chrlstmas. But
the minute I caught sight of your
face I decided the surprise would
bave to come now. And I found the
little rnscll for you, bless him! He'll
never glve up that drum, so I'll make
& Christmas present of 1t for ! my
namezake! Do you think he looka
like me?”; The big detectlve looked

\about happlly, and the floorwalker as-
‘sured him' he had Dever seen go close
a resemblance in hix 1€,

”Drum!l" mutmoured Dnnny in his
motber's drms, “drums

@.

1926, Weatern Newspaper Valon)

“you “owe the wofld; fo pat JouE
Tights in the backgroind, and ydur go-
tes In the-middle distance, and your
chances to do\a little more than your
duty in the eground; to ses that
your fellow-men are| just as real as
you are, and {ry to look -behind thelr
faces to thelr henru‘ bungry for Joy;:
to own' that probably the only good
reagon for your existence ls not what
you are golng to get out of life, but
what you are going to give to lfe; to
cloge your book of complalnts agalnst
the management of the universe, and
look around you for a place where you
can 50w o few geeds of happloess—
are you willlog to do these thingw,
ﬁien for a day?—Then you can keep

HIS SCHEMER.

1. M. P. Cunlus:
Making any prop-
arations for
Christmas?

Frank Norocks:
Yep. I'm looking
for a hiding placo
now. ;

=S

UNFATHOMABLE

! HO can measure the splrit

of Christmas—who deflne
it? Born twenty centurles 2g0
beneath the stars, it 1s neither
Jollity, contentment, nor convlvl-
ality. It is, in part, the sensing
of universal brothertood—the
stimulating of good-will to men
the world over.

‘The spirit of Christmas came
on the beams of Bethlehem's
star, with the zccompaniment of
tho angels' song. While mon
Uves: that spirit cannot dle.

It should insplre heartler co*
ith operation with every effort of
Wy our fellows to achieve; it
1y should be the spark awakening
within us that which .vo creed
can define; enabling us to hear
the sweet volce of the Babgsin
¥ the Manger, the firm solce of
humble men, and the heartening
voice of the Man who, upon the
{i Mount, gave to life its beatl-
tudes. | . . Let us catch the
splrit of Christmas—~W. D. Pen-
nypacker.

(@ 1926, Western Newspaper Union.)
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Keepmg Christmas for

\ aDay; Why Not Always?

1ABB you willing to forget what you
.have.dons for other people, zad

w remember what ottier pevple have

dnne for you; to lgmore what tho

world DWH you, and to think Whlt

Are you wllling to. stoop down and
consider the needs and the deslres of

| uttle chlidren; to remember the weak-
ness and lonellness of people who arel.

growing old; to stop usklng how much

your friends love wu, and ask your |’

‘self whether you love them enough to
bear in mind the things that other
people bave to bear|on thelr hearts;
to try to understand what those who
Iive in the same house wlth you really
wwant, without wnltlng for them to tell
you; to trlm your lnmp 50 that it will
glve more light and less s:i0] ;, and
to carry It fn front so that " your
shadow wlll fall behind you; to meke
& grave for your ugly thoughts, and a
garden for your kindly feelings, with
the gate open—are you willing to do
these things even ror & doy?=—Then
you can keep Chrxstmns.

Are you willlng to belleve that love
1s the strongest thing in the world—
stronger than hate, stronger than evf],
stronger than death, and that the
blessed life which befen in Bethlehem
nipeteen hundred years ago Is the
of the Eternal
keep Christmas,
z day, why not
ert Sweet.
Xpwspeper Unlon.) '

Image and brightnes
Love?~Then you ¢a
And If you keep I

2.

That Christmas Night

Like zmall curled fenthers, white and
sott,

The little clouds went by,

Across the moon and past tha stars,
And down the western

In upland pastures whcro tho grass
With trosted dew white,

Ldke snowy clouds th, :‘eul\g sheep lay,
That rst, best Christmas night.

~-Margaret Deland.

Christmas|

In many countries of the world
there stlil exists a |bellef that those
born on Chrlstmas day have the pow-
er of healing by the “laylng on of
hands,” and also possess second alght.
Determination in a friend may
look like bull-headedness in an
enemy, and self-respect in  a
friend may appear as conceit in
one not so loved.

Legend

LG !

CALWAYS
CHRISTMAS |

Py~ WILLIAM D. NESBIT
in Raral New Yorker

SED to think that Chrintmps was
othin' but a day

To [at = lot ot Pralun!u lnd to
give o lot aw:
Ehouted "MDYW Chrlulmls" and hslpeﬁ
rlm the tree:
Just - “aay o Christmas was all that
1 could see.
Sinoe X found that Christmas {y more
than aoy day,
chrlslmu came to eur house—an' nev-
T went aw.

Struck of a sudden that Frlcndllnenl
d C

n

‘Was meant to bo on duty more lhnn
one day In the year;

It wo're hnvpr Chrl:lmu ‘why not lhn
A

An' the dly lhn( follows, and ao on.
evermore?

Got to lmnkln’ of tt—an’ that la why

Chrlstmas ehmo to our houso—an’ neve
or wont away.

Lota of us go ploddin’. dlong the road
of lits,
thinke ono day ot sladnoss wit

for all tho str
‘But tho Chrlstmns splrit can !ho“ ynu

An'

To mlke
hought ai’ word and deed.
Tsed to pack thé kindnoss In camphor
balls next day.
THIL chnnmm came to our house—an'
ver went away. ,

each_day a Christmas, fa

Wo ju!r. keep on glvin® to strangers

An' gnd that what 1s golng out is al-

ays comin® In

the sumhlne brlghter When

o've got to

To learn that glivin's }.eenln ; what you
have you give.

Holly In December and violets In May—

And Christmas camo to our house—an’
never went away.

Makes

Used m think that Christmas was
othin® but o date,

T T dearned that traly
never have to walt;

But that it's the spirit that nover stays

you would

It you tet 1t find you and keep [t in
our heart. .
Since I found that Chrlstmas s more
just o da;
uhrlstmas cimo to 0t house—an' nev-
r Went away.

What's the Answer?

‘Wifey—Remember that old mlillon-
alre wanted to marry me?

Hnbby—-—Yes.

“And hnw easlly you got me away
from him?'

“Bet your lue I do, bal he(”

“¥Well, he married that Flosste Flap-
per you used to like pretty well end
has just bought her a set of sables for
Christmas.” .

Hard to Figure Out -
It 18 hard |to figure out why it Wy
that Sanfa Claus was, not created {n
the form of & Woman.
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TO OUR IVIANY'FRIENDS AND PATRONS_WE EXTEND OGUR SEASOZ‘\WS GREETINGS—
H Cod

PHONE 151
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Give One for

O O O RO

LINCOLN——;FORDSON

e’

iChristmas
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