" Is Giving

How the Big Truth Came to
Dawn Upon the Prince of
Pumperdink.

WEEK befors Christmas and not a
A thing had been done about it! No,
gir, not one thing! All the scribes and
wise men of the court had been poring
over eatalogues for months, and the
prime minister had visited every shop
in thé kingdom, but here It was, as'l
say, the .week before Christmas and
nothiag done,

Instead of follity and cheer the whols |

kingdom wasx plunged In gloom. And
all because—well, I'm sure you will
iaugh at the idea—the young Prines of

could not find & eingle
thing he wanted for Christmas. Thers
he sat at a golden table and there before
him lay a longy white scroll, headed
thusly—

“Christmas List of FHis Mot Royal
Highness, the Frince of Pumperdink.”

A oontinual stream of courtlers passed
through the room, each one with a
suggestion, but at each the prince would
#lgh deeply and shake his head.

“Have that already., Have dozens of
those. No-—no—NO!"

And out the eourtiers would tiptoe, for
_the prince was growing so cross that
not infrequently he *flung the golden
ornaments on his desk after the of-
fending lords and Iladies. Shocking, I
sdmit, but, nevertheless, true!

“What's the good of Christmas when
¥ou won't get any presents!” he grum-

" bled. “And last vear 1 received the
same things I did the year before
that—"

“But your majesty has already every-
thing that heart can desire!” mildly
observed Jan, the court jestern

“But his highness the king demands
that 1 write this list, as he spent two
months shppping for me last year and
still found nothing that I had not al-
ready, Can none of, you blockheads
. about here do anything?™ the prince
screamed,  his patience entirely ex-
hausted.

“T'll look into the matter,” chuckled
the Jester, refusing to be ruffled, and
turning a somersault which made the
prinee smile in spite of himself.

“Why ara you the only one who has
not suggested anything to me?” ex-
clalmed the boy, suddenly.

“You never asked® me,"”
Jester,

laughed the
"Leat the wise men of the coun-

try solve the problem—for they tell me

1 knolw nothing but nonséense.”
Just than & page from the king came
timidly into the hall and asked the

prince if his list was ready, as the king

and queen could not wait ady longer,

"NO!" roared the prince, with such a
threatening gesture that the poor litlle
page fell over backward., Thumping on
the table, the prince called loudly for
the scribes and wise men, whe were
busily at work in the next room.

“Wrile' this list—and at once!” he
ordered. “And see that there 18 nothing
on it that T have dlready !"

- - -

The old wise men seized the list with
trembling hands and, retired in great
confision. My, how .un-Christmassy
everyihing was, One would think that
this prince wnas a terrible chap. Baut,
really, st other times no one could be
more consglderale and charming.

Jan sighed and looked out the window,
where & lot of peasant’s children were
rolling in the snow,

*Would your majesty care to skate
this afterncon?” he nasked.

“Or we might go see the Christmas

[GIRLS! GIRLS!
Glear Your dkin
ve Your Hair

WITH COTCURA

‘|Make these fragrant super-
creamy emollients your
every-day toilet prepara-
tions and have a clear
sweet healthy skin and
complexion, good hair and
soft white hands, with
Jlittle trouble and trifling

GIRLS

BY RUTH PLUMLY THOMPSON

An Old, Old Story

OH. once, this happened years ago
In brave old London Town,
A little wornout lad, who swept
The gentry's chimneys down,

Fell fast asleep on Christmas Eve
Beside a chimney tall,

And dreamed he was invited
To the children’'s Christmas ball!

Poor little sweep—so sound asleep!
The enow came drifting down,

The midnight stage went rattling by
And through the silent town

The carol singers went their rounds,
And, hark! Thelr joyous singing

Awoke the bells and set the silver
Christmas chimes all ringing!

But still the weary sweep slept on,
But, sh—h-—, just as the stars
Winked out and morning poked her

head °
Through night's dark window bars,

That dear old saint, who loves all
children,

In his magi¢ sleigh,
Came clattering o'er the roof tops
and,
My dears and ducks—well, say!

He trimmed the broom of that poor
laddie
With the finest toys,
And then, without a bit of fyss
Or making any nolse,

He lifted him into his sleigh
And whisked off toward the Pole,
And from that day to this, sweet-
hearts,
; Though, don’t you tell a soul,

He'’s been adopted by St, Nick,
And goes with ‘him each year,
To help hign fill the stockings and
To sweep the chimneys clear!

And, though that happened Yyears

ago, .
He never will grow old—

No one does who believes in Kriss,

Or so I have been told!

players in the wvillage,” he suggested,
brightly.

But the prince only lhooft his head
and stared glumly into the fire. The
jester continued to look out of the win-
dow—truly it was agproblem and truly
his young master needed helping. But
could he, & humble jester, hope lo solve
a question that even (he wise men gave
up as hopeleas? He drummed on the
pane absently, and continued Lo watch
the merry yogngsters below. Then, all
at once he sprang into the alr and
snapped his fingers with glee.

“] have It—I have it!™ he exulted,
hopping around on one foot

The prince looked up In surprise,
“What?" he asked curiously.

“Why, the answer to Yyour riddle,”
laughed Jan. “Listen—" He whispered

and next thing the two went rushing eut
of the room together.

“The royal coach at once—at once—
do you hear me?' called the prince.

“At once, at once, and lively, please.
And mind your q's and mind your p's,”
trilled Jan, hopp}nx. ltzer the princé#.

The footmen ran this way and that,
and next thing the great coach of state,
with 10 prancing horses, came rattling
up to the door, -

“We'll drive ourselves; thank .you,"”
sald the prince, and while every one
stared with Wide eyes, Jan and he ran
up to the prince's apartment.

Down they came, with arms full of
rich robes, and games, and books, and

long and earnestly in the prince's eary

T

toys of every sort you have ever
imagined. Then upgyand down 10 times
more, till not a single thing but the
beds and chalrs remsained, ran the two.

They piled {t helter-skelter into the
coach, and with a wild whoop drove off
toward the village. Was there ever
such A gay ride? To right and left the
prince tossed his treasures among the
cheering peasant children, whlle Jan
held In the high-stepping white horses.

Then back they galloped for a second
load and a third. Even the royal stables
were visited and all the prince's pet
ponies trotted out and given to the little
children.

And fun! Why, the prince had never
had =0 much fun in all his royal young
life. “Why, this is a regular Christmas!"
he beamed, as he and Jan trotted the
tired horses back. The cheers of the
village still sounded in their ears, and
the joy on-the faces of boys and giris
who had received the gifts was no
greater -than the happiness reflected on
the faces of Jan and the prince.

“Christmas [s- giving,” chuckled the
jester. “And NOW, Prince Pauper,
what a Christmas list we shall write
together, so thal the king and queen will
also have the happiness of giving to
you"” And what a list {t was, indeed,
for the prince had kept only his dog
and needed everything, from buckled
shoes to collar buttons. .

“I"ll do this every year,” laughed the

Prince of Pumperdink. And I hope he
will, don't you?’

__S;zptq Claus Collides -

8 &

; ERISS and his reindeer
. And toy-laden sleigh
Had an accldent, honeys—
It happened this way:

They were flying top speed
" QOver hill, tield and vale,
| When they crashed, all at once,
With the ailrplane mail!

He hadn’t believed in
Bt. Nbg.. I -:nnh_tl

“Dear me,” laughed St. Nick,
As he reined in hjs sleigh,

“In the sky I used always .
To have right of way;

“But T see in the future
'l have to be careful,

&

Little Eyes Will Glisten and l.itHuTu“”‘* but none, so far as I know,

Ears Will Listen for Com-
ing Visit.

By Mrs, Helen Ekin Starrett,

President of Alnsworth Parent-Teacher Associstion

N SPITE of ob, ors Santa Claus will

continue to traveal through the air In
his Christmas-laden sleigh, filled with
gifts for the hung-up stockings and the
Christmas tree. Little eves will glisten
and little ears will listen with delight
a8 they imagine they hear the sleigh
bells and the patter of the hoofs of his
reindger team on the roof; and they
will be brighter and happler children for
the experience. Yes, Banta Claus is
coming! and the practical question for
parents and friends s about the gifts
with which he is to be provided to put in
the stockings and upon the Christmas
tree.

Here again we all kpow that it is not | [Nl

the material value of the gift that af-
fords pleasure to the child. Is it not
James Whitcomb Riley—that won

observer of child life—who tells us of the

little boy who does not like Aunt Jane's | i}

Christmas gifts, * *Cause she always gives
us something useful like mittens and
things.” In my own memory of the
Christmas gifts of my childhood, one
little wooden toy that cost 25 cents
stands out preeminent as affording me
weeks of pleasure. It was a little flat
wagon, about six Inches long, on which
the standing figure of a peasant doll
turned round and round as the wagon
wasa drawn over the floor or table. If a
family has but = littie money to spend
it is worth careful consideratjon what
inexpensive gifts, including those that
are not merely useful but only pleasure
giving, may be purchased. One thing is
certain about expensive toys, even me-
chanical ones, they are often the source
of disappointment and regret for wastad
money.

Another consideration is that too many
gifts often distract the child's mind and
do not really glve the pleasure that a
few gifts upon which it can copcentrate
its attention will give. A surfeit of gifts
Is as possible as a .surfeit of food. I
have In mind a family Christmas tree in
& home of wealth, where the childen
were allowed to remain in the parlor
with their profuszion of gifts while the
family went to breakfast. Fresently a
singular crashing mnolse was heard. It
was found that the children, already
surfeited with the toys given them, had
plled them in the cormer of the room
and were jumping on them, with re-
sults that can be better imagined than

described.

Of course, the true'Christmas spirit
cannot be present where the satlsfaction
and joy of remembering and giving to
the less fortunate has not been empha-
sized. In all the present discussion about
the training of children, one universal
truth is recognized ; viz: The cultivation
of the graces of the spirit—unselfish-
ness, kindness, courtesy, generosity, fil-
ial- affection, sympathy with suffering—
must be begun in the home in the earl-
est years of childhood If these graces are

Suggestions Are Given as to
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How to Produce Best Effect
at Yuletide.
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By Winifred B, Hammond -
Plenty of articles have been writ-
ten on decorating the Christmas

i

n decorating the Christmas tree;
yet if the latter is worth doing at
all, it is worth a little care and taste.
Better results can be obtained from
cheap materials, well arranged, than
from expensive things thrown onto

and sprinkle It on very uily, oné.
strand in & place, letting It Bm
straight down, and see if it dossn't
the finlghing touch of beauty. to
Christmag tree. k!
s
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KNIGHT SHOE COMPANY

All brown kid leather.

) All gray kid leather.
French heel, welt sole.

‘Fréench heel, welt sole.

$8.45
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Women'’s Fine

Silk Hose

Women’s Fine

Silk Hose

Brown, Gray,
Black, White

C

WOMEN'S FANCY BOUDOIR
SLIPPERS
O95¢c Per Pair

Monday- — Tuesday -

Patent Leather Button Shoes, Dull Calf
Lace Shoes, Black Kid, Cloth Top
32a85 : ”.85 $4 t85

to have their full development and ef-
fectiveness In the later iife of the child.
Educators are more and more realising

that a child’s moral bent is largely de-

termined and its spiritual nature deval-
oped or blighted before the age when it
enters school. In the cultivation of these
graces, the Christmas festivity and
Christmas spirit should have & prominent
part. Children should be made to real-
Ize that they enjoy their own gifts and
pleasures all the more kenely because
they bhave heiped in seme way to give
pleasure and a happy Christmas to oth-
ers less fortunate than themselves.

The preplexity about gifts- for the
children disposed of, we come to the
greater ones of gifts to friends, It really
causes an unpleasant feeling of embaras-
ment to receive a gift from & friend
whom we should have remembered but
did not. After the gift is received it ia
too late to send one as the sending- may
seem to be the result of a reminder. If
it should*come to be a universal under-
standin§ that Christmas gifts are to be
made only to children and that other
gifts are to be reserved for birthdays
and anniversaries much social and
friendly embarrassment might be
avoided. The soclal leader who will pro-
mulgate such a creed in regard to gifts
would prove a public benefactor,

. - L ]

Of course, the Christmas card has to
& large extent superseded the Christmas
gift; but their expensiveness and ephe~
meral nature makes one almost regret
that the price had not been invested In
a2 good book or a growing plant. Eilther
of these begutiful and enduring things
constitutes one of the most delightful and
unembarrassing of Christmas gifts.

But let not any of these amall preplex-
{ties about Christmas cause us to over-
shadow {ts fleeting hours with complaints
or regrets. It is a day for loosing the
bonds of care, and for rejolicing in the
blessingas which the advent of him whose
birthday we celebrate has brought to us.
It is a day in which the heart may sing:
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