Y WRINKLES,
‘Oh e happy boy is flopping

wp the Lill with his new sled,
“the hamble trainp is chopping

HINTR

" . Chicklet pecks the frozen corn,
Y And the golden,

. - Molden, olden
" Bravdy’s looked for eviry morn.

- "Ihie fraglle mald is skating

" ©n the pond behind the mill,

- ‘Fhe sparrow’s masticating

Frozen crumbs upon the sill;

And the bawling,
Sprawling, ciawling

Infant's wrapped in flannel’s hot.
While the zealing,
BEver-healing

Goose grease stands beside the cot.

o

. . ‘The suburbanite is skipping
' To his snow-becovered lair,
And old Boress is flipping
Merry ‘spowflakes through the air;
' And the creeping,
Leaping, sleeping
Trolley car hops thrsugh the mush,
’ While the rosy,
Always-dozy
Butcher’s boy slops through the siuwh.

These wintry scenes | fancy
As I'm snuggled in my bed
Concealed so that  ou ean't see
H'en the baldne<s of my head
And the dashing,
Clashing, smashing
Hailstones rbyme «,un my pane.
While I coolly,
Honest-truly
Dream that summer'’s here agaln.

A CHRISTMAS VISION.

Abraham Columbus was worried,
“Daddy, Crismus is comin’, and I wants
& 20l baby with & yeller evat on.”

It was the first faint whisper of the
coming storm. But she was little, and
she wag a girl, 30 It was easy to ignore
_ her small, piaintive volce.

“Daddy, Crismus s comin'.”
Abraham Columbus looked up from
his work and glared. He was engaged
upon a corn sbuck collar £or mule wear,
snd was aitting flat upen bhis cabin
floor, half burled in a plle of musty
smelling shucks. As he thrust his gray
B - hend szmd groat round spectacles
8 through the oval collar, be looked tre-
mendously imposiug.

*1 bin, lookin’ for it! Patsy fus’ and
now you, Mr, Sand@y. ‘Torectly the
whols kit and bilin’ of you'll be yeipin'
‘Daddy, Crismus 1s comin'.”

“Daddy, Crismus is comin’”

It was like a fa!nt echo of his own
sonorous growl. This time from the
open doorway,

“An' they got er whole raft er fire
crackers down . Mr Bryan's sto”—
¥ from the fire place. _

L “An’ snakes at riggles like they wus
& ... liva"—from the duorway.
. ‘““Betsy’s got a doll wid a yelier coat”
K ‘,‘1‘.‘ ' "‘mm n‘tly, *
. “An'——An'—~-An’" i1 full chorus.

Abrabam dropped hls ball of twine
: to clap ‘his hands to both ears. He
Ty was tender hearted anl generous, but
“Whar were the use of studyta’ 'bout

Crismug- with cotton down to five
conts?" He groaned once or twice and
then resumed his most awe-inspiring
voice:

“I hev- made up my mind oot 1o stan’

8 bit er foolushniss this year. | puts up

with too much all the time. Ef you

don't shet up youq‘n keteh gorss, chil-

lun, you will indeed. 1 hev made up
- .my- mind fumly. The fus one that gez
. <Crismus’ to me, under this roof, ia go-
in’ t' get a lmm'bastin’, an’ that's the
- word wid the bark on it. Bring me
some mo’ shucks, Sandy:”

Sandy drew his tem bare toes out of
the ashes and brought the shucks.

“A jurnpin’ Jack an’ er red waggin',”
he sighed in audible soliloquy, as he
dumnped the shucks down on the floor.
7 "Bt you don't want me to make a
_ .. Juzpin® Jack outer 3ou, you jus’ get out

. of my reach, Alexander Columbus, that
. I8 &1l I desiven to remark on this occa-
" siom, less’n it i8 to repeat that the fus
one that sez Crismus to me will get a
Jm’basﬂn’." .
' The door war darkened by a com-
manding figure enveloped in a long ul-
ster of ancient date. It was Mrs. Col-
- wbus Just back from a trip to Bryan's
'~ Crossrosds store, . She was a woman of
,unfaillng energy, Just now she was
<« fafrly brimming over with it. The sap
© of the season wae rising. She glanced
down a} the shuck plaiter as she untied
‘her ponmet strings.
*Well; 61’ man, Crismus {s comin’.”
. Abraham dropped his head in spirit-

* to the almanac

ey dﬁ” @g‘i?
k8- 1§ Jald in s blg Crismus

;- Norier, An'x bin lookin’ it
Thebe. are mighty bard times, Mo-

. Cotton down 10 flve cents a
lujnhis was bustling about
,, binging up the anctent ul-

{ tally deciding "hat:

 ed her one good turn, sure.”

Uitle ﬁiégrtét.

Mrs. Columbus was a remarkable
woman. She would have been pro-
uounced 8o in any era of the world. She
never wasted words in idle argument,
and she never permitted her remarks
to be side-tracked,

*You can get me a pa'r er fine shoes,
I aln't bad but one pa'r out er this
year's crap, an’ five yards a green serge
for & bas’. Bryan ought to throw in the
trimmin’s. An' Patsy’s zoin’ to have 3
doll an’ a tea set ef the skies fall--a tin
one’'ll do; Sandy wants a jumpln’-jack
and some fliecrockers. An’ Jake wantd
a red waggin. | see one this morniy’
hangin' in the sto' winder. You kin'
bring & bundle er crackers for him,
too,”

Mrs. Columbus knelt to blow the firs
into greater vitality with her strong’
lungs. Abrabam looked at her broad
back furtively.

*Is that all, Morier?”’ Then he groan-
ed.

“That's all, Ab'um, an’ I think I'm
lettin’ you off easy. Sister Sallie's goin’
to have—what you groanin’ ‘bout, Ab'-
um?”

“*Toothache, Morier; mighty bad. But
I ain't got no money to have it pulled
out. Times {s awful hard. | is jus’ got
to grin an’ b’ar it. But don't say Cris-
mus to me, | baigs of you™

Muria arose in her might with a gen-
.ally inflated aspect, perhaps from her
«vent lung exercise. She towered loft-
y over the little shuck-environed man
n the floor,

“Ab'um Columbus, we won't was'e
wir breath talkin'. I needs all mine t'
keep green-wood fires fum goln' out. |
done tol' yon what me an’ the chillun
wants fur Crismus, That toothache er
yours comes rQun' as reg'lar as Cris.
mus does. Thar's the balsam apple on
the chimbly plece an’ some raw cotton
stickin' tn the jamb.”

] . L

Only two more nights before Christ-
mas. Two nights of mental and physl.
cal agony to Abraham Columbus. Hs
never could refer to them in after years
without chattering teeth.

Why he should have waked up that
pight at the hour when ‘“graveyards
yawn" he could never tell. }is habit
was to sleep peacefully from dusk to
dawn. But wake up he did 1o see stand-
ing at the foot of his bed a tall, white-
winged object emitting a fajnt phos-
phorescent glow, to hear a solemn com.
mand laid upon him in a sepuichral
volce. The words burned themselves
into hls terrified brain.

“An' Mosls appeared unto Ab'um in a
dream. and sayeth, arise and do the
biddin’ of thy wife, ef thou wouldst live
long io the land and prosper

The faint light came closer. The
white wings fanned his clammy fore-
head. He flung himself backward up-
on the bed and drew the covering tight
over his starting eyeballs. Bandy was
snoring by his side. Marla had de.
clined the risk of being kept awake all
pight by a tooth that only ached at
Christmas times.

Once again the white-winged visit-
ants, once again the sepulchral adjura.
tion to arise and do the bldding of his
wife, and then Christmas dawned
bright and sparkling.

Abraham demanded an early break
fast. His mule, resplerdent !n a pew
shuck collar, was saddled and hitched
to the rack by the time the coffee pot

was on the table. Mrs (olumbus
beamed sympathetically on her hus-
band.

“Goin’ to the tooth puller Abum°*’
“Not this mornin’, Morier

“Goln ridin’, Abum™”

Abraham cast a haggard glance
acrcss the table at her. then swallowed
his coffee at a gulp. “Yes, Morier.”

“Which way, Abum?”

“Out to Bryan's sto’. Morler.”

“Well, don't be gone too long. | done
stuff a fat pullit, an’ made some sweet
tato ples for dinner. 8’long as we
couldn't 'ford nothin’ better for Cris-
mus."”

But Bryan's store was ten miles
away. The roads were heavy. The
crowds at the store were jolly. Bryan's
whiskey was good, and it flowed freely.
Not even the fear of meeting on the
lonely ride homeward the white-wing-
ed spook that had frightemed him Intog
unearthing his treasure gourd could
start Abraham home before the setting
sun and the departing crowds rebuked
him. And then his progress was slow,
for the burden of his Christmas shop-
ping was heavy upon him. Maria's five
yards of green serge for a basque and
pair of fine shoes made & bulky paper
parcel. The pasteboard box containing
Patsy’s dcll and tea set refused to be
pocketed; Jake's red express wagon
was slung over one shoulder, and San-
dy's jumping Jack and snake wriggled
harmoniously together among the fire-
crackers, Nothing had been forgotten.
Not even the spook!?

‘The stuff pullet was fAlling the cabin
with savory odors, and the sweet po-
tato ples were shining in varnished
splendor under the lighted lamp when
Abraham opened the door and stood
staggering under his burdens. His
entrance wes impetuous. His utter-
ance rather thick,

*M-.m--porier, Crismus done
Jome”
“1 see 1t is, Abum, and--g0 is you,”
] L] -] L L ]

Mrs. Columbrs smiled Ihscrutably as
she he'ped her husband {0 unload, men.

“The of* white crane wings had serv-

. Infantile Deduotion,
“Y gyesy paw hasn't got much money
this year,’”* said lttle Grother.
“What makes you think 507" asked

- was temng ine that 1
;46 bmipose o Santa Claus

the ofd feller was good |

1. Papa—Well, *hals will tickle Willie to
death.

2. Papa (awakening in the middle of
the night) - Hark! What noise was that?
{ guess 1'llgo downstairs and—

3. Well, I've got you. anyway.

Cawme for Thanks.
“How {8 Rawhide Jim, the stage-

drivor. getting along®’ Inquired the
aditor of the Clarion on Christmas
Day. ] understand that he went

through a very painful experience yes-
terday 7" .

“Yes,”' replied Alkall lke. “He had
three grass widows in the stage when
he started out from Rocket City, an’
he thought they acted like they were
tired of their slngle-blessedness an’ had
designs on him Accordin’, he drove
all the way with the four mules layin’' J
right out straight an’ him pourin’ the
whip to ‘em with both hanls, He was
80 agitated that he never knew when
he lost off a couple of the malibags on
the wvay an’ ranover a buckboard with
two tourists in it, an' tore the whole
outfil, Eastermers an’ all, durn near to
atoms. He jest kept his head turned
back toward the widows ready to
abandon the stage at the first hostile
movement on the part of the ladies, till
he twisted his fool neck so that when
he finally clumb down from the stage
at the end of the journey he walked
backward. Now the business men are
cussin® him for losin’ their mall, the
postmaster i8 after him for neglect of
duty, the tourists are talkin of havin’
him arrested for assault with intent to
K111, the own®§ of the buckboard wants
damages, an’ the widows were so flat-
tered by his contlnual notice that they
have sent for him to call on ‘em. Dr.
Slade in tryin°® to straighten his neck,
an’ not knowimn’' which direction he had
twisted It around from in the first
place, twisted it still further the wrong
way ti1l it sorter locked an’ stuck fast,
an’' now won't turn in either direction.”

“Well, well! This will be a painful
Christmas for him!"”

“Wal, yes; butfrom his p'int of view
it haln’t as bad as it might have been.
He's the thankfullest man in town to-
day. KFe says that but for the smile of
Providence one of them widows might
jesat a8 well have been the wife that he
left back yonder in the States when he
sorter hopped out between days some
three years ago."

Hats and Caps for Men,
Gloves in Seal, Beaver,
Nutria, Imitation Seal,

and Cheaper Furs. Also

Kid Gloves

in all varieties.

Ladies’ Furs,

Boas, Scarfs, Muffs
in plain or fancy,

.= Collarettes, Capes
Opp. Whikomb and Jackets,

Electriec Seal Jackets

From $35 up.

House,

Fine Alaska seal Jackets all sizes carried in stock and special
at'ention given to made to order Garments,

Children’s Furs.

Muffs und collars per set from $1.00 up.
Umbrellas.

The wmost carefully selected, finest and largest stock
Umbrelias from $1.00 up

Ludies’ Umbrellas in black from $1.00 up. Ladies' Umbrellas
combinations from $2.50 up.

in the city. Men's

in colors, all

Children’s sohool umbrellas, small in size, light in weight, but

. . strongly made;
a lot of §00 just received; we are offering them for 75¢ 5y ¢

a piece.

Visit our stores before making your purchases, you will find many

handsome, useful and serviceable articles, most appropriate for a

XMAS GIFT.

Meng & Shafer

Manufacturing Furriers and Hatters.
3 STORES.

186 East Main Street.
Opp. Whitcomb House.

Sole Agents for the Celebrated Dunlap Hats.

11 State St.
14 W. Main St. } Powers Block.

-- - y T ' goin'
‘ Cal'o' DO not confound this OLD FIRM | Efn((;
° with the new one of simllar namo recently } ' for n

started next doos to us. l.ook for the
DRTUIDL

above the door and make sure the sign reads ** THE

OLD HOUSE—]. W. MARTIN & BRO.”
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+ <=l Appropriate and Welcome,
Investigate ™. (.&, .
& Our Easy Payment . : A Piano is one of the most appropriate and
System.! It has )

apaid others; it

welcome Christmas Gifts you can make.

Our Pianos ||

We sell the Pianos THE OLD

/
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>
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are well known instruments, and are sure to give satisfaction.
HOUSE has sold for a quarter of a century.

PRICES. i

NEW UPRIGHTS, fully guaranteed, finished in all the fancy woods,

Sl—

OTHERS—

$200, $225, $260, UP to 32 000.

wants a Piano, do the right thing, and buy her a GOOD

IF YOUR WIFE piano. 1t you will select ONE OF OUR PLANOS #hen

you are sure of satisfying her perfectly, and of being commended for your good judgment.

L

NOT ONE cheap stenciled Piano can be found on our ffoor.
Kochester that Do not sell STENCILED PIANOS.

GUARANTEED by its makers and by ourselves.
s Railroad fair paid to all out-of-town purchasers.

Open Evenings. Established 1861, The Old House. |}

. W Martin & Bro.

Martin Block,

We are the only House in
Every Piano we sell is theroughly
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, 73 State Street. i}
~ G. Clay Cox, Mgr. ||
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