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Clﬁldr'en’s Stories
Tl—:af Ne'oer .Grow Old
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“‘V’ HAT else can T be," said Scrooge, “when +

I live in such a world of foolst™

A CHRISTMAS

CAROL
(AMPTED RO 1S, DICKENS

NE Christmas Eve Scrooge, an old man, still

gat busy in his office. The weather was cold,

& )
and he could hear the people in the street outside “Well,” Uncle, Christmas has never: done much

(T‘/;::S}M'ﬁng their hands upon their breasts and stamping

for me, but it makes me happy to keép it and T say

their feet upon the pavement to keep warm, Nk : '
again, a merry Christmas to you, Unile,

“A merry Christmas, Uncle!" cricd a cheerful .
The elerk n the office saul “Sume herel”

TEIEEN,,

“"Let me hear another sound from vou." sued

) voice, It was Scrooge's nephew,
“Bah!" said Serooge. “"Humbug!"

o

_ Scrooge. “and you will keep jour Chiistnas by losmig
“Christmas a humbug, Uncle’” criedd his nephew;

vour job.”

Y'vou do not mean that, I am sure.”

PR " “Well, good-bye and merryv Chiris .
‘I do.”" said Serooge. "What right lave you to ell, good-bye and merry Christmas. Unele, and

be merry!  You are poor!” 8 huppy New Year,” smid lus nephew, and left the room.

“Come, then.” returned his nephew. “whal right "My clerk miakes fifteen dollars a week, and has

r [
have you to be so dismal!  You are nich a wife and children, and he is thinking about merry

‘Bah! Humbug!" Sercoge relurncd.

Cliristmas, Well, T will give nothing o any one. 1 |
“Do not be so cross,” sail his nephew k
wish tabe (o1t als .r.a-_'_' muttered .‘h‘;'r'mt{t. 'I
¥
“\ ‘.
0 = x ' I
2 o €¢ AM the Ghost of Christmas Present,” said & ‘
qrﬂ(}(}(;li called his clerk and fold him it wag g v I“ Q9 ) = ) i
A time to shut up the office, and with & growl he = ) — 2~ \\' | . "‘\ ?“-‘-.\i ey voice, and Serooge looked and saw a figure all 4
walked out. 3 |\ v //’ \ clothed in a sitple green robe trimmed with white fur. 1
It wus r’lll‘l. .I.flr' nlil! \\'ht'l'l Sl‘!'mugf- F]"' 1o lui.' L | e } -2 _I / ] ‘\ ..-l. h . h" d ‘hﬂ " i & ﬁ E
) i i | L [ ]I' ouch my robe,"” sai ghost, and Serooge
home, but he did not care; darkness is cheap e | R © | _ fi ‘ )
| o f11 L " - -
closed his door, locked honself in, and sat down hefore i ? R I'— [ =~ / J\ | &s be wes told. . His room, the fire, everything van
the fice to eat hus mush. It was a very low fire for | l AR : | ( i /| . / ished instantly, and he found himself in the city streets
such a cold night, < he sat very close to it.  Seroge | 1 f {11 . on Christ morning. The le were scraping ?
spent little money on coal and light; in fact, he was a 1 ol !
niiserable  miser. . i { .rl , S snow from the pavements, but on they went until they A
“Hombug ! said Scroogge.  He took several turns l f'J ( A came to the four-roomed house of Scroege s clerk, Bols
around the rw;m and lh.(-n sat down again, resting |' I\ 1) Cratchet. The G of Christmas ¢ o :
his head back in his chair. His glance rested upon VL) / )
the bell that hang in the room. By and by this hell \ | 7/ Scrooge were invisible, but they equld see everything.
began to ring, ut first softly, snd then very loudly, I 1 There was Mrs. Cratchet, sll dressed up in her best,
and so did all the bells in the house. Sounds like the ! . )
rattling of many chmns reached his ears from the | hym‘ the table, helped by Belinda, her daughter,
ctllar door, which just then flew apen. Scrooge fell _;f while Peter plunged a fork into the ssucepan of po-
upon his knees m fear and trembling and clasped his, ,’ tatoes, Two smaller Cratchets, boy and girl, came
hands bf‘lefl'.‘.ﬂl.\' rll.(‘('. . . ‘ |' ! ing in, ’ g out that Ull.'y smelt rosst g
"Mercy!” he cried, fearing some terribie thing was \
to happen. \ and all the small Cratchets danced about the table.
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THERE is vour father and tvour brother,

Tiny Tim, and where is' Martha?" said

!’ I ‘HEN came the pudiling which loaked like a
Mrs. Cratchet.

speckled cannonball bluzing from the lighted

aleohol, and decked with Climstinas holly stuck m the
“Here is Martha, mother,” said one of the girls.
llr]l,

“Hurrah! There's such a goose, Martha,” they
t < 2ot irtha 1wy “0 wonderful pudiding.” Boli Cratchet ealled, A

all called.

merey Christoas 1o us all. my dears, and God hless us.™
“Here comes futher,” !

‘Geod Dbless cverv ome,”” sind Tiny Tin,
In came Bob Cratchit with Tiny Tim wpon his

shoulder.  Alas, for Tiny Tim! Tle was lame and
could not walk. And now such a bustle began yon

Then Hies L] ol wha\lt.-i. n;\l)h <, cnhe amd E‘:Il‘!l]y.
and by and by thev hal a song, and they were all happy.
By this Lme it was_ getting dark and snowing
might have thought that a roast goose was the rarest '
' g 2 * . $ heavilv.  The spurit tool Seronge along the street, o .
bird in the world.  Mrs. Cratehet made the £ravy, )

, he heightness ool thie houses wits woriderTul,
Peter mashed the potatoes, Belinda sweetened the ap- the hrig
“Spirit,” cried Seronge, © T am oot tHie man 1 was,

Hear me! T will honor Chiristmas inmy heaet and try /g -
- > o

to lu'r_"ll it L a
}[nf!!”l[: nun his ||ell|l!-¢ i oone Jast ]l".t_\'l"l‘ Ili‘ Silw' ""

the spirit’s hood end drvess sheink e dwindle away, :
. ]
and he found himself m his own bod il e lis own -

roont,

ple sauce, and Martha wiped the hnt plates.

Tiny Tim sat preside Bob at one corner of the ta-

ble, and the younger Cratchets put chairs up for
everyvbody.  Tiny Tim beat the table with the hnnidle
of his knife and eried “Hurrah!"  And Bob snid he

did not believe there ever was sueh a goose eoohed

—
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’ 7 OU are fooling." called buck th : : ;I
({$ DON'T know what ‘to do,” eried St'rﬂllm. “ oy f..,: d; ¢ ;bﬂ‘ : :
) N0 no, sard Sero L £ ‘emmesh,
laughing and erving in the same breath, “1 rop. et E

I will give vou fifty cents if you get it for me.” '
The boy was off like a shot fm.the-hu‘key._lyl in A
A short timu_ was back with the very Hg'wl‘- tux;key 4

you ever saw.

am as happy as a schoolboy. A merry Christmas te
everyboly! A happy New Year to all the world!
Hello here! Whoop! Hello!”

Running to the window he opented it and put out

“Take it to Bob Cratehet's,” whispered Scrooge, -
rubbing his hands and langhing, . “He shan't know
who sent it It } twice the sise of Tiny Fim."

The boy took the turkey and off he started for
Bub's. Serooge dressed himself all in his best and
went to church and walked about the streets and
watched the people. He patted the little children on
thehd-uhpuued.wwiﬁdehymlmy
Christmas. . He mised Bob Cratchet's safary - and
gave many presents, and promised mapy more,

~ He never saw the spirit agaiii, but he lived's.
:;p:;;w life thereafter, and.if was abways-said

im that be knew how o lisep Christmas well
May that hmﬂd‘m;&

his head.

"What day it is, my fine fellow?” he called to a
boy.

“Today? Why, Christmas Day!"

“1t is Christmas Day,” said Scrooge to himsell,
“I haven't missed it. The spirits have done it in one

night. They can do anything they like. Of eourse
they can.

"Hello, my fine fellow!"

“Hello," returned the boy, .

“Do you know the market down the next street?”
said Serooge.

“1 should hope I did.” replied the boy.

“Go and buy the biggest turkey you can get down
there,” said Scrooge.

Tim said. God blexs us every one! -
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