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Santa Claus Was Here

THE

Christmas
Party

(©, 1924, W estern  Newspaper Union.)

IIE odor of soup 
prevailed through
out the two rooms 
which constituted 
the home of Mrs. 
Pourrez, and her 
three c h i l d r e n ,  
namely ltnoul, the 
eldest, Ilenriettu, 

the middle, and Louise the youngest.
"Tonight,” mused Mrs. Pourrez, "Is 

the anniversary of our coming to 
Amerique. Three years have passed, 
and we still have not found Andre. 
I have tried every way to locate him. 
The lady at the settlement house told 
me to be sure and come to the Christ
mas party because many people come 
to that who never come throughout 
the year. She said I might meet him.”

“Oul, ma mere, do go,” said Raoul, 
"I do wish we could find father. We 
would have the happiest Christmas we 
could Imagine.”

Mrs. Pourrez' work kept her quite 
late In the evening. Her tasks were 
heavy. She was endeavoring to send 
her three children to school and sup
port their little home.

“M e r e,” s a i d  
Raoul, "we shall 
put our candle in 
the window to wel
come you when 
you return, nnd 
please may we sit 
up to see whether 
our f a t h e r  re
turns with you by- 
chance V”

"Si vous voulez,” 
said his mother, 
lapsing back into 
her native tongue.

"I.f we wish? Of 
c o u r s e  we do,” 
chorused the chil
dren.

M r s. Tourrez’s 
husband, A n d r e. 

had left his wife and family to come to 
America to try and better himself. He 
left with a promise to find a cozy home 
nnd to save money for their passage. 
Three nnd a half years ago word had 
come that, by saving and good, hard 
work, the house had been secured and 
awaited their arrival. Rut no Mr. 
Pourrez was there to meet them,, as 
planned, on their arrival into tills 
country. The poor mother, -broken
hearted, had had to start out and earn 
a living to keep her family. And,so 
each Christmas, the anniversary of 
their arrival, she.looked to meet her 
husband.

Now she hurriedly made her way to
ward the settlement'house, arrayed in

her best attire. Her hopes were run
ning high. The games had already be
gun. The settlement house was a ba
bel of voices. Tlie faces in that rutlier 
mixed crowd were all beaming with 
delight as they forgot their many wor
ries in the games they were playing. 
But one face in that picture lost its 
gayety as the crowd was carefully 
scanned. She saw no Andre. Her 
hopes were shattered.

The games continued. Finally some 
one proposed that the different nation
alities get together in groups nnd give 
one of their respective country’s
dances. The Italians started the fun 
the French were to he next. Thf
dance to bo given was decided upon 
and the music commenced. A dooi
opened at the back of the hall. A man 
appeared. A settlement bouse workei 
ushered him In, saying:

"You are just In time to join the 
French dance, Mr. —”

A woman came bounding forth 
"Andre!” she cried, nnd she was lost 

in the two hugt
arms which encir
cled her.

“W h e r e  h a v i  
you been?” was nl; 
the poor womar 
could gasp in her 
joy.

Christmas morn
ing f o u n d  tht 
Pourrez family re 
u n i t e d  in theli 
new home. Arounc 
the table the fam
ily was gathered, 
gazing at Andre 
Pourrez. He was 
telling how Illness 
had kept him lying 
delirious in a hos
pital for months 

and at the time when their boat was 
due in America. Every year he had 
gone to every settlement house Christ
mas party in the hope of finding them. 
That was why he hnd been so lnte In 
arriving last evening. It was the last 
party on his list to visit. And now, 
how happy they all were.
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Why He’s Cross

.b

— -p
Artaban, Fourth Wise 

Man of the East

By JOHN DICKINSON SHERMAN i

(©, 1924, W estern Newspaper Union.)

ALTHAZAR. Melchior, Kaspar, 
who followed that bright 
Christmas star—

You Know the ta le  of the W ise  
Men, - w ho came bearing g if t s  
from afar.

Here Is the ta le  of Artaban, the Fourth  
W ise Man of the East,

Who sa w  not the Babe in the manger, 
but not o f  the “four w as the least!  

He stopped to su c c o r . one dying and 
lo s t  his companions and way,

But ever  he pressed his quest onward  
in hope, though a lone and astray. 

And ever  he nursed the a i l in g  and ever  
the hungry he fed,

And ever  he clothed the naked w her
ever his w anderings led.

One a fter  another vanished the g if t s  
he had brought for the  King—

To save  a s lave  girl from torment he 
cast  down his last  precious ring. 

At la s t  a  t ile  s tru ck  his temple; Arta
ban then knew he must die.

Lying there, stricken and helpless, his  
ears heard a Voice from on High  

Commending his deeds and service.
"Not so, Lord!” he cried irv amaie,  

“Long have I sought Thee to serve 
Thee, but sought Thee in vain  
ull my days.

When have I clothed Thee when naked? 
And when wert Thou hungered  
and fed?

When gave  I drink to Thee thirsty?
Or homeless, gave Thee a b ed ! 

The Voice replied to his mourning; “As 
thou hast done It unto one 

Of the least of these, my brethren, so 
unto me It has been done.”

This is  the ta le  of Artaban, its lesson  
as strong now as then:

“To God ye do only service a s  ye may 
do service to men.”

MAKINQ 
HIS qiFT 

COUNT
By

Frank tierberl Sweei

This is Grumpy Growler,
He's cross as cross can bo, 

Because ho didn’t like the way 
They trimmed his Christmas tree. 

—Martha Banning Thomas.

(©. 1 924, Western Newspaper Union.)

OW much?" tiskoti 
the girl In seal
skin coat, with pen 
poised above her 
pad. “Remember, 
it’s for our animal 
bridge club dinner, 
and we want to 
outdo all previous 

efforts. Shall I put down, say $-00. 
There will be an orchestra and danc
ing before the collation. Such tilings 
cost. I’m already promised about 
$11,1)00, and want $2,000 more. Muybo 
you can manage $500 this year.”

Bob Henderson glanced toward » 
rather shabby girl who had slipped 

a few feet down 
the counter. He 
had been wnltlng 
on tier when Miss 
Bristow pushed 
a r r o g a n 11 y in 
front of her. The 
girl was looking 
toward him. She 
had slid a piece 
of goods hack oq 
the counter.

"Beg your par 
don, Miss Bris
tow,” he said, "1 
am waiting on 
tills young laity. 
"I’ll listen to you 
in a few mo
ments."

Mi s s  Bristow 
fluttered  her eye-lid s tow ard tiie  
girl. "The person cun w a it,” sh e  said  
su p erciliou sly . "She is  used  to  it. 
Now?”

“I don’t belong to the club, nevef 
been asked to It, wouldn’t be con
sidered eligible, nnd—"

She lifted her eyebrows. "You do 
not understand. Our set—”

"I understand ail right. I’m wonder
ing why I should help pay.” 

"Because we trade with you—" 
“Because I have the goods you want, 

rather."
"You don’t seem to realize what an 

honor It is to be associated with our 
set even In a donation way,” icily. 
"How much shall I set down?”

“I’ll be with you in a few moments,” 
called Bob to the shabby girl—"or if 
you're In a hurry I’ll end this meaning
less talk at once.

"No—no, sir. I’ve got plenty of 
time,” faltered the girl.

"Thank you. Now, Miss Bristow,” 
turning back and speaking crisply. 
“Last year I gave you a hundred dol
lars for some charity that wasn't char
ity, it seems. The trade of your set 
was welcome; but more, I was young 
nnd—easy. This year my trade has 
been better, and I really can afford 
S500 for cliarity—”

“Fine!” she interrupted, though 
wincing at the word “charity.” "Pay 
it now, oh shall I mark it ‘promise’?"

"Sorry, but I've been learning things 
since last year—about charity. Only 
this forenoon I went to the depart
ment store across the street for some
thing, and stood watching the Christ
mas shoppers for a while, and—but 
you wouldn't understand a thing like 
this, Miss Bristow. Only it determined 
my growing resolution to make what 
I give count. Helping to feed and 
amuse a supposedly wealthy card club 
Is not charity; it is foolishness.” 

“You—beast. You refuse anything?" 
"Absolutely.”
Miss Bristow swung toward the 

door.

“You «ill lose the trade of my set,” 
she snapiied.

"Better that thnn. my self-respect," 
Bob answered quietly. "And the trade 
of your set, while welcome, Is not es
sential. Good-by.” '

He. went to the girl and began to 
unroll the pretty, gray piece of goods 
she had pushed back.

“About ten yards, I suppose?” he 
inquired. "I heard you mention that, 
casually, when you first looked at the 
goods. For your mother, perhaps, for 
Christmas.”

“I’ve—changed my mind. I wilt 
look at something cheaper,” 

"Considering quality, this is the 
cheapest goods I have. But I have a 
little story to tell first. Then I want 
you to help me. And you mustn’t 
think me impertinent if I say tilings 
you won’t like. You heard us tnlking 
just now?”

"Yes,” wondering what was coming, 
“nnd I’ll listen.”

“Then you know my trade hns been 
good enough to allow of a $500 Christ
inas offering. I want to make it worth 
while, nnd I don’t know how. You 
are familiar with the struggles of 
simp girls, and with the pathetic side 
of Christmas buyers,-Alice.”

The girl looked startled. “I never 
saw you before,” she exclaimed. “How 
do you know my name?”

”1 don’t,, all of it—just Alice. That 
is why I used no other. Listen! I 

went over to the 
department store 
this morning, us 
you heard. I 
w a t o h e d t h e 
shoppers. I saw 
c h i 1 d r e n and 
women look at in
expensive tilings 
wistfully, t h e n  
t u r n  a w a y. I 
li e a r d a tired- 
looking simp girl 
toll another that 
she wanted to get 
a crippled sister 
to a doctor, but 
couldn't afford it. 
Five hundred dol
lars would do 
real good there." 

girl's face lighted. “Indeed, 
it would, Mr. Henderson. 1 know that 
girl with a crippled sister. She sup
ports her Invalid mother and her small 
brothers and sisters, and sends some 
of them to sc h o o l .  And I know others. 
What wouldn’t $500 do !"

“I feel so, too, Alice. And you’re 
just the one to do it.”

“Me?” incredulously. “Why, you 
don’t know me."

"Yes, I do. I was standing near the 
room manager when lie called you up 
and discharged you. After you went 
out I heard him say to some one, In a 
regretful way, that you were one of' 
the best sales girls he ever laid, hut 
that you persisted in dressing so sliab- 
ul.v, in spite of repeated warnings, 

that lie was forced to let you go, He 
wanted only attractively dressed girts.” 

Alice blushed scarlet. “I have so 
many to look after that it isn’t right 
to waste on myself,” she said in a low 
voice.

"I understand. I made Inquiries 
about you, nnd find you are the girl 
I need. Now, I want you to work 
for me, Alice, hut I shall give you tho 
forenoons during tiie holidays to ex
pend the $500 wisely. You may keep 
a report to show me. Afternoons and 
evenings 1 shall want you here. Tho 
salary will be $20 a week."

"I got only $10 m the department 
store.”

“I always pay $20. A good girl Is 
worth it. And, oil yes, you must dress 
nicely. I can take two or three dol
lars from your wnges each week to 
pay on the things you buy. You’ll 
want at least two dresses for your
self, with shoes, hat nnd other things. 
This dress for your mother, and wliut 
things you want for the children. 
You’ll come?”

“Y-yes, indeed.”
Tears were slipping down her 

cheeks. But they were happy ones.

(ìtoiolLf,
Life o/' iühß
OitiratiaY u’ee

Haíy Gmham Bonner*

iIR ST I was a beauti
ful tree growing in the 

woods. Then I became 
a handsome, deeprated 
Christmas tree, and was 
admired by everyone.

I shall greet the New  
Year, and then, I hear 
I shall be burned inca 
splendid bonfire. S6 that 
I shall end my existence 
in a blaze o f glory!

It is a glorious life that 
a Christmas tree leads.
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* One Guess—Who’s
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The Indian’s 
First

Christmas

Emily Burks Adams

(©, 1924, Western Newspaper Union.)

HE first Christmas 
to the Indians was 
through the gov
e r n me n t ,  and 
though simple at 
first, their Christ
mas today is re
plete with joy and 
revelry and very 

spectacular. (I speak especially of 
the I’awneeg.)

A big council house has been built 
at Pawnee, Okln., in which to cele
brate Christmas. The tribe assembles 
near, and is encamped until after New 
Year. Christmas is tiie great event 
of tiie year, and a beautifully deco
rated tree is the feature. Gifts from 
toggery to automobiles are given; 
beeves are roasted, and feasting, 
dancing and singing are a part of the 
program.

It was only a few days until Christ
mas, and Eagle Eye, seeing palefaces

“Marry Her, Eagle Eye—One of Your 
Own Race."

at the agency, went to the store. Na
than Yale, a government employee, 
hailed him with, "HI, Eagle Eye, meet 
our friends from Carlisle. You know 
my niece, Miss Yale, also Anita.” 

"Yes,” said Eagle Eye; "I can’t for
get my teacher. Glad to see you, Miss 
Yale, and you, too, Anita.”

“Yes, Eagle Eye,” said Rachel, 
“Anita has returned to assist me with 
the Christmas program and you are 
to be my interpreter.”

“Rachel," said Nathan Yale, "did 
you see Anita scowl? Remember the 
Indian's characteristic—they are yours 
if they like you; you are theirs if they 
don’t.”

Only two days yntil Christmas and 
Rachel and Eagle Eye were busy 
with the tree. They had toys and 
candy for the children, and beads and 
jewelry for the others, and the joy 
and excitement was not unlike our 
own as Christmas approaches. A pro
gram was to be given. A talking ma
chine was to furnish the music, and 
a pile of logs In front of the lodge was 
for warmth and to light up the tree.

"Eagle Eye,” said Rachel, “we need 
more mistletoe for our tree"

"Well, here’s the ponies; let’s go 
for some and we can stop at our traps." 

As they neared the traps Eagle Eye

said: "\Ve have big heap turkey! I'll 
take them hack and will catch you 
before you make the hill." He was 
off at Indian speed. Rachel started to 
mount but was jerked around and she 
stood face to face with Anita.

“Oh, Anitn, you wouldn't hurt met 
I’m your friend!” said Rachel.

"No, you my enemy! You sneak 
like Sioux! Eagle Eye gi,ve you buf
falo robe. I hate you! You’ll ride 
no more with him! Hear!”

Anita clapped her hand over Ra
chel’s mouth, threw her Into Bear 
creek, then skulked down the stream.

Big Jim, wiiite chief of the tribe, 
who lived on Blue Hawk peak, saw 
Anita throw Rachel into the creek, 
lie ran, dived into the wuter nnd 
brought Rachel to tiie surface; unable 
to get up tiie steep bank, be called 
loudly for help. Eagle Eye was re
turning and answered tiie call; to
gether they climbed the bank.

"Why you here, Jim? You sneak r 
You’ll explain this,” said Eagle Eye, 
ns lie tenderly wrapped his blanket 
around Rachel.

It was Christmas Eve; Rachel and 
Eagle Eye were behind the curtain.

“Eagle Eye, Jim cares nothing for 
me; he saved my life and you must 
not harm him,” said Rachel. "I’ve 
told you I can’t marry you; I respect 
and like you; Anita loves you. Marry1 
her, Eagle Eye—one of your own 
race.”

"Me marry Anitn after she tried to 
kill you! No; Indian is always 
avenged.”

“Eagle Eye, you are your people’s 
leader; they believe in you. It was 
Jove for you that prompted Anita to 
do as she did. You felt the same 
toward Jim when you thought he was 
taking me from you. Don’t you under
stand? You are educated; you’re to 
lead your people. Promise me? This 
is Christmas, Eagle Eye, and we 
should have good will toward all. You 
will promise me?”

Eagle Eye took Rachel’s hand. "I 
promise,” he said.

The curtain was drawn nnd the 
whoops nnd yells expressed but mildly 
the joy of tiie first Christmas to the 
Indians.

Old Engle Chief said: "Big heap 
day when Eagle Eye was horn; he 
has brought us education, civilization 
and Christ.”

A yell went up from the tribe: 
"Eagle Eye shall be our Chief! Eagle 
Eye shall be our chief!”
«---------------


