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Good Christmas Motto.

“Peace on earth, and good
will to men,” is the Christmas
motto, and the Christmas spirit
shagld ring in our hearts and
find a kindly expression in acts
and, words. What a joyful thing
logthe world 1t would be If the
Christmes spirit ‘of peace and
good will could ablide with us
allyevery dey of the year. And
what 8 beautiful place this
world would be to live fn. " And.
It might be g0 1t each one of us
womd resolve In our heerts that
pégce and good will should be
our motto every day, and that
we,’ indlviduplly, would do our
best  to make the Christmas
spirit last all the sear round,

THAT CHRIiTMAS PRESENT.

“She's n{ruld 1 “nsnt golng to glve
anything to'her”

“What makes you Lh(nk that?”

“She sent in-her.ptesent to ole yes-,
terdey.” *

N

Rure blend
red, red moist lips

And'around all

CQIEFURED mesh of copper-
colored hair, half disarranged,
yet as scientific as a spider’s

8] humid melting eyes, luminous
k light born only of itself—a
ad pitfall on one cheek where art

ardent blood of maidenhood throbs
strongly like a runner’s pulse —a seduc-
" tive sweep of velvety throat, with the
" delicate tracery of veins showing fant-
ly viofet—a tempestuous bosom—

indistinguishably =
beneath which the
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600D WISHES
P , .

OMEONE sald that the richest
person was the one who was
fullest of good wishes for others
wishes in retura.

and who recelved thelr good -

Wishlng others well

dig him or her all the good In the,

world, and the good wishes in returii
were powerful for good. Don't we find
It so ourselves? No one can do with-
out them. They pre our dearest pos-
sesstons.

Montague Willlams, the celebrated
British barrister, once related the story
of a rather unlovely old gentleman of
miserly hubits and rejoiciog in the

sender of those post cards to have got
thut money, but all efforts to find him
proved unavailing.

One cannot help wishing well to the
person who wishes others well. Good
wislas are the blggest bond on earth.
Isn't it & delightful thing to think that
others are thioking of us?

The well-wisher is thinking of us.
Mo also puts his good thought for us
into words: -*I wish you every good
luck,” or omething’of that kind.. It
1s llke a grasp of a hand pressiog
ours, It blesses both the' giver and
the recelver. I don’t know which gets
the most out of it.

There pre times when the world
breaks out Into a mighty shout, as it
were, of good wishes, Christmas time
is the great season. Never had we
more need of them than at this coming
ChHAnnns time, It {s an enormous op-

nickneme nmnngst the urchins of the

d " Gen-
erosity was not one of his vlrmes, and
If he wished any human creatures well
he kept it a secret to himself, He was
a man who seemed :impervious to all
good wishes—a solitary old grudger
who cared-nothing for the good or the
bad wishes of zpy human creature.
When he dled, however, it turned out
thet he had been by no means a3 thick-
skinned as he seemed. He left a Wil

In which he bequeatbed mouey to dif-

ferent persons, and ten thousand
pounds to some unknown I[ndividual
swhom he directed hls solicitor to dis-
cover if possible. That person had
been accustomed to send him yearly
an anonymens rost card with just,
“Best wishes at this time to you.”
. The writer gave no clue as to who
he was. Did the old gentleman tear
the cards up or throw them into the
fire? Not a bit of it. He had carefully.
preserved them—ticd them' up fn
nlce packet. “If the writer can be dis-
covered,” he-ordered in his will, “I
bequeath him ten Lhousnm.l pounds for
his good wIRL”

I would denrly have llLL‘d for the

for the good wisher to meke
nls poner felt.
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BUYING A GIFT
FOR HIS WIFE

Tms Man Had Plenty of _Help
While on a Shopping”
Tour. .

HE male shopper walked

up and dowa the afsle of
the big store looking
about him with en ex-’
pression of despalr. He
knew” what he wanted
to buy ull right. It
wasa't that. But he kept wandering
about looking at the saleswomen be-
hind the counters with all the perplex-
Ity of n dog trying fo _recall- where
he had burled a squp bone,

He stood oft to ‘one slde staring in-
tently at a.busy young creature with
dark boy hElr behind the ribbon coun-
ter, and at last s\nlkul up within talk-
log distance. B

Don’t suppose you can leave here
for a few minutes, can you?" he be-
gun in a low tone”

“h-a-ti"

“I spy—never mlnd. I mean wait a
minute I'll be back."”

And he rushed away to hide his con-
fusion from the other shoppers. He
did not return, but went-over to an-
other alsle and began sizing up peo-
ple there,.both In (ront and behind the
counters,

Was the man bn;;huusc? No. Just
be patient and you'll hear all about it.

He kept looking and looking, and at
last his gaze took in a tall young wom-
en—reasonably young~—swith a bunch
of small packoges tucked under her
arm.  He wafked up to her, hesitated,
and then Dlurted: “Beg _pardon,
madam, but may I «penL to )uu # mo-
ment?”

She gave him a look and started to
hurry away, but he was obliged, hav-

“Don't You Supposs You Can Leave
Here for a Few Minutes?”

Ing gone that far, to meke good aad
convince her of the !nnocence of his
motives.

“Don't be alarmed” he said, catch-
ing up with her. “I'm not trying to
flirt or get fresh. Honestly, now, I'm
not in the hablt of speaking to wom-
en I don’t know.. Look me over and
you'll see “that I'm well-mennlng
enough, But the fact Is yowah, you-
ah, you're just the same size as my
wite—upparentiy | And—"

The woman gasped. ‘I don't see—"
she began.

“On, but I want to dsk a faver of
you,"” went on the male shopper, more
at ease now, “I've locked all over the
saleswomen and the only one that
would do was busy beldad the ribbon
counter, but you're just precisely what
I peed—oh, I beg your: perdon, I mean
sow're fust. exsetly oy Avite's size and
can tell me what to ask for. You
see, I came here to buy her & shirt-
walst that she's been dropping little
hints about, and now that I'm here
1t's just struck me that I haven't the
remiotest idea about her stze. I'm the
densest person you ever saw about

It is a curfous and beautiful
thing about this Christmas splrit
that year after year It leads us
to attempt the all but impos-
sible, fn order to give pleasure,
to others; while in the end ev-
eryoue's Joy Is the result, not of
what he has received from oth-
ers, but of what he has dome
for them.

g
Taking Him at His Word.

Hem (opening a fancy bos)—What
do you think of the new necktie?
Shimmer—Gee, it's a marvel
beauty. Where'd you get 1t?

“I got It from one of my nunts for
Christmas, but I have declded to give
it to you. Put [t right on and wear 1t.”
“Aw, go on} Can’t you take a Joke?”
--Youngstown Telegram. N

of

such things—don't even know my own
waist measurement. I'm positive,
though, that whatever your size is
would do for her. You may be an
tach taller then my ‘wife, but that's
about the only difference.”

- “It's a little unconventiopal, Isn't
it the woman smiled not unpleas-
aatly, “Stll I doo’t see why Ishouldn’t
tell you tbat my slze {s—that my
shirtwaists are usually size thirty-
six.”

They had been walking down the
ajsle and were now right by the shirt-
walst counter,

*T had a blue one plcked out u.\ero "
remarked the man, “that seemed to be
about what 1 wanted to- get, but I
didn't know what size it was. See!
That'n lying over there on top of that
plok outfit.”

“Duoes your wife lke that shade of
blue?" the woman asked significantly,
after biting ker lips for a moment.

“Why—er—ell, of course she hasn't

WBEST Xy

G‘lRISTMAS WisHes]

ay lhe music of the chimes

Rng you glad and happy fimes,
nd their voices cleariand sweet;
nto you my wish repeat.

seen it," replled the male shopper. “Do
you suppose she'd llke somg otlier color
better?”

“You see,” pointed out the kind wom-
an In conslderpte, balf-sympethetic
tones, “that purticular shade of blue
doesn't go with any other color. Now,
1¢ T were recelving n shirtwaist for

hristmas I should want a white waist.

f course your wife may have ex-
pressed n preference for some other
color, No? Well, now you understand
it's none of my affalr--and this s cer-
tafoly rather luformul, me helping you
to select something for your wife,
whom I don't even krow, to suy noth-
Ing of not even knowing your name—
but I should think any woman would
be delighted with somsthing like this
one, for lustance.” And she reached
over to plek up one with a lot of lace
and mosquito netiing on the front of it.

The male person inquired the price.
It was $4 more than the blue one he
had selected, but he safd he would
take it, and no questons asked.

“Send It out to number so-and-so
Such-and-such street, and—oh, that
won't do, It might be delivered wheh
she was af home and that would queer
the whole thing. Better-send It to my
office. Thomas J. Wingett is the name,
in the Pretentipus bullding. I'd carry
it, but F've got a lot of atops to make.”

“Wingett,” repeated the wWoman
after hearicg his names “there's a Mra,
Wingett in our card viubs You don't
happen to be Mrs. Alles Wingett's hds-
band, do you?”

I sure am,” grinned the man. “She's
the girl that’s golog (o get that
smrt“ulst off the pins tree next Mon-
day.

"\\ell of all things," gasped the
kindly disposed woman. *I don't know
Alice Wingett so very well, but I've
met her at the club, and it does seem
funny that I should be helping her hus-
band to pick out a Chrstmas’ present
for her. Afy name is Cummlns. I don't
suppose you know my husband. He
trevels most of the time.”

“Seems to me I've heard Allce spenk
of a Mrs. Cummins,” says Wingett. “Er
—by the way, mebby you'd better not
say anything to Alice when you see
her about—about how Informaily we
were introduced. She might think it
funoy. Like as pot she'd thiok I'd
been walklpg up and down the aisle
staring at folks.”

“I have 2 petlon to lell her what
you just said,” gurglo(l Mrs. Cum-
mins. “I guess I won't though. Seems
to me the joke would 'be partly on
me. Well, I hope Alice likes the shirt.
walst.”

“If she doeso’t she hasn't good
taste,” grined Wingett. “I certainly
-am obliged to you. If you can’t meke
up your mind what to get your hus-
band, let me know, and mebby I canx
help you out.”

And he bowed gracefully as hls news
acqunintance gathered up her pack- |
ages and tripped on her way.

i
Hoflday Activities.

Dear father’s busy as can be,
He toils when day is dol
The small boy gets tho Chr{slmz.u tree,
But father bas the fu
" Washington star,

tility.
“Does your wife favor;usefol gifts?*
“Too much,” repiled Mr. Meektons -
“Last Christmas she bought me a nleey
pew suow shovel.
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Benevolence V. Extravagante,

The greatest obstacle to charity in
the Christian church today is the fact
tnat‘men expend 80 much on thelr
table and women 50 much on thelr
dress] they have got nothing left for
the work of God and the world's bet—
Itement.—-'ru.mage.

Lo Awa
i Yok surely don't giva your hnlbund
And the poor dear

. What He Missed,
Groans—Old Adam was a lucky man
in one respect, anyway,
Gring—What's the answer?
Groans—Eve never gave him a box
of bargain-counter cigars for Christ
mas. . .

* Everything Matters,
is not man's
zo God that nothing matters, since man
1s what he !s. It 18 God's shout-to
man that everything matters, sincs
Godneesmmuwnatmmubo
coma.—w. . H. Blaka,

v

.

The One-ldea Man,

It pay’ fo stick to onme thing, Oniy.
those persons 1n whose lives sore one
great ‘purpose outwelghs evarything
else rise nbove the shoulders of the
srowd. Concentration does it. Strug-
glers in the commerclal world are re-
xninded that “the man who minds his
)wnbusiness will 500n have a business
¥ his own to mind.” Paul tiad a pas-,

dpn for one thing, us he sald, “Forget- |-

thg the things which aré behind, and
stretching forward to the things which
e bafore, I press on toward t)m p‘l

unto the prize of the high calling of
God in Christ Jesus” And Paul sucd
.ceeded. by holding to that oné th.lng.[
S0 that his llfe was glorified by the|
presence of Christ, and made frultfuli
to the rest of the world, as few {f any,
other livis of the Christian era. Hav
you deckied what your one goal 1s?—/
Sunday Schoo! Times.

Christ can give even a pmlane]
swearer & new heart—and also a news
vocabulary, Cussing men are' s mm1

ace.

A Christmas Plot.

She wanted some Christmas cigars
and the dealer sold her a box of hay
perfectos for 40 cents.

“Her nasband will glye you fits when
he gets those," remarled a bystgnder.,

“No; he told mé to do it” explained
the dealer. “Why, his wife wonld sie

box for-his etgars.”

g Hollday Thought. -
Give the Lord: his due the devil s

take his,

-

for diverce If she knew he pays $5.&f

Always a Newj‘Lot.

About Christmas, consider this:;
There are at least four ithousand khls\
who were too young to take note last;
year’who are just old |enough to be,
surprised when the tree' lights up tmn(
year. Always there is & new bunch off
C.hrlsums comeons. - .

Howdy, Uncie?
i.To keep the Merry Christriss from;
turolng ‘out_ & Botch when the girlsi
hang up ‘thelr stockings pooe

,lmnzsupmawu&h |



