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A crackerjack of a Xmas present

GRAN FATHER TIIICKBROOM Ht 
on a keroernv-box on the sunny 
eide of the house reading the weekly 

paper. It was Sunday morning, a calm 
sunny morning, after a long spell of rain 
There was no morning ehureh, and 
Cranfather, when he took the paper 
outside, was careful to explain to his 
daughter-in-law that he wanted "to 
read the sermon on the hack rf it."

Four young Thiekbrooms, of a distinctly 
Clydesdale type, dressed in their Sunday 
clothes, and restrained by maternal 
threats as to what would happen to them 
if they went out into the mud, were play­
ing a strenuous game of Salvation Army 
on the vemada.

'Cranfather Thiekbroom — fortunately 
for himself at the present juncture— 
was somewhat deaf, and, notwithstanding 
the tramping and tin-haneing, was en­
abled to read on but little disturbed. Mr 
Thiekbroom, junior, was "taking it out" 
ji bed, but, in any case, like the immortal 
Gallio, he "cared for none of these things." 
Mrs Thiekbroom was opposed to Sun­
day games on principle, but seeing the 
children were only playing "Army,u

“I tatd tj il uaen'l for «M Prier, yowr hull Hag, 
being in 1*» yini, you wouldn't bt able to keep 
any woud ntUher"

and the Army was a religious organi­
sation, she was not eoneemed. As for 
the neighbours— they were used to it.

Having satisfied his conscience by the 
des|ierale concentration necessary to read 
through the sermon, Cranfather gave 
vent to a sigh of relief, and turned back 
abstractedly through the pages —taking 
here and there a mental bite (so to s|M*ak) 
of the forbidden fruit of worldly news

In the midst of this doubtful occupation 
and the pandemonium raised by the 
marching “soldiers," he gradually be­
came conscious that someone was calling 
him by name. Hurriedly thrusting the 
paper aside, Cranfather rose as quickly 
as his stiffened limbs would iiermit and 
looked about him. The speaker being 
directly in front of him, leaning over the 
fence from the next yard, was. of course, 
the last object to come within the range 
of the aged man's vision; but. after looking 
in all directions save the right one, he 
must needs eventually look in that direc­
tion also, where he at once discovered 
the round eyes of "Mister" Stringy 
Paterson regarding him and his paper 
with unbounded astonishment.

"Ho, it's you, Stringy, is it?” he cried, 
in tones of relief, when he had assured 
himself as to the visitor's identity.

"Yes, it’s me," Mister Paterson re­
plied, slowly. "Any news?" he added 
as a kind of afterthought.

"Hay?" Cranfather inquired, nutting 
bis hand behind his ear and looking 
interrogatively at Stringy, with bis mouth

'Any news?’ I said. Any good 
murders—or anything?"

“I wasn't reading the news," Cran­
father explained, coldly. "1 was reading 
the sermon "

"1 always thought they printed the 
sermons in the bark of the paper," 
Mister Paterson remarked, pointedly.

'Hay?" Cranfather inquired again — 
not that he did not hear—he was men-f

sparring for time to invent a fitting answer.
"I-thought—they—printed-the ser­

mons in the back of the paper." Stringy 
shouted, "and 1 saw you rending in the 
middle of it. I s'poec you was looking 
to see wot the devil's been up to?"

Cranfather's feet were in the toils 
then, and he knew it, but like the cele­
brated British race, of which he was an 
unworthy sample, he never knew when he 
was beaten, and with superb generalship 
he even now contrived to outmanoeuvre 
Mister Paterson, and turned defeat to 
victory.

"When you come to my age," he said, 
going off at a tangent, "you won't laugh 
at the devil—he's got more sense than 
you think"; and before Mister Paterson 
had time to realize what was happening, 
Cranfather had adroitly changed the 
subject by asking, "But wot are vou 
doing up so early? You gen'rally sleep 
in till dinner-time on Sunday. Our 
hildren annoying you?"

Stringhark Paterson was not a pas­
sionate man—nor one to retain animosity 
for long against anybody—hence the un­
wonted spectacle of Cranfather Thick- 
broorn reading a week I v paper on Sunday 
morning had been sufficient to drive his

Or an father shook hit head and entiled. "/!*« 
wot htm," he eatd. quietly.

personal wrongs from his mind; but the 
ancient man’s question recalled them to

"It's them darned Du flies," he said, 
angrily. "I come home here Saturday 
night, and after tea nut a candle in the 
bucket, and laid the bucket down by the 
wood-heap, and by the light of that candle 
1 set to and cut up enough wood to last 
us all day Sunday, and 1 piled it up there 
in the sh«d to keep it dry- and this morn­
ing, when the missus got iqi to light the 
fire, there wasn't a blooming stick of it 
left. That’s how I’m up so early After 
cutting all that wood last night I hail to 
git up and sail into it again thi*» morning - 
w hen 1 should have been enjoying my hard 
earmd rest in bed."

"Somebody been and shook your 
wood?" Cranfather asked, with an ai>- 
pallcd look, for “wood-shaking," in tne 
eyes of every respectable Timboonite, 
was akin to manslaughter. .4

"Shook it? Yes; and it's not the first 
time neither. I ean't keep a log of wood 
in the yard for ’em, and if it wasn’t for 
that bull-tarrier of your’», you’d be the

"Hay?" Cranfather asked, thrusting 
his fare as near to that of Mister Pater­
son as the fence would allow. He had 
miaaed the last two sentences owing to 
a demonstration of unusual power on 
the part of the "Army.”

"1 said if it wasn’t for old Peter, your 
bulldog, being in the yard, you wouldn’t 
be able to keep any wood neither." .

Cranfather shook his head and smiled.
"It’s not him," he said, quietly.
"Not him?" Mister Paterson echoed: 

"then I’d like to know who it is. I'll 
swear it^ aint Jerry—nobody’s frightened

Jerry was the father of the young 
Clydesdales

"No," Mr. Thiekbroom agreed; "It 
ain't Jerry."

Remember when you were 
a kid? The presents that were 
all shiny and bright, and that 
“worked!” Were’nt they the 
ones that you were proudest of?

Something for your room —something 
you could use all year something like 
big people had in their rooms. The 
sensible presents appealed to you best 
when you were a bid. Think hack a 
hit and see. Then think of Big Ben 
for those boys and girls.

Toys, of course, should never be 
displaced. It wouldn’t be Christmas 
without them. But mix in esc/*/things 

things that develop pride and that 
make little people feel responsible, 
(live them presents to live up to and to 
live up with. Don't make the mistake

of thinking they don’t feel the rent- 
pUmeut.

Let one thing that meets the eye ol your little 
hoy anti girt on Christmas Morning be that triple 
nickclplelcd, jolly. handsome, pli ssant looking, 
eerviteeSh. ami inspiring clock—fl/f/' BUS. See 
if you don't hear them say: "Why! Isn't that 
» crackerjack? Is that tor me to use tnyssli?

Dig Ren It a crackerjack of s Christ mas-pres­
ent to give to any friend, lie's tun presents in 
one. a dandy alarm to wake up with, a dandy 
clock lo tell time all doe hy. fie stands seven 
inches tall. He's got on inner vest of st.cl that 
insures him lor life,— big, bold, black hands you 
can ace at e glance in Ihc dim morning light 
without ever having to git out oi bed —large, 
comfy krya that almost wind themselves end a 
deep, jolly ring that calls just when you want, 
and either way you want, five ilreiihl minutes or 
every ether half minuit fer leu minutes unless you 
flag him off.

Rig Ren is sold hy 23.000 watchmakers. Hie 
price is $2 SO anywhere in the States. $3.00any­
where in Canada. If you can't find him rt your 
dealer's, e money order mailed lo Htslilee, 
La Suite. Illinois, will send him anywhere you 
say, attractively bused and ispress charges paid.

Big Ben Alarm Clocks
ARE ILLUSTRATED IN THE CATALOGUE OF

D. R. DINGWALL, Limited
IE WELLERS. WINNIPEG
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Stop Soil Blowing
Straw spread evenly over the ground either before or after 

seeding or right now on the anew fa the sorest in fact the only 
aatifactory method of preventing soil blowing. If you live in the 
►low section or on a sandy farm you can’t afford to go another year, blow______________

without a straw spreader.
CunieBroum toy* “11 lejuet the making at mu farm. I made on 

etrawthf year—mp laud nrrrr Hawrd a Ml. IHrk MrC.anaban tayt 
Ike dlgeren. t where wr used Ike ip reader and where see did nol "

the ground In better phy Weal condition. Better crops are assured every farmer who uses a

("Simplex” Straw Spreader
1 Saves Its cost Is S Says use. Saves three-fourths

, of lhe work of epimuiing straw and handles old stack 
‘ ottome or manure a# well as new straw Can be attached 

i any rack or liar frame In a short time. Easy to put 
, _B or take off. Eery to operate. Strongly built, can't 
. el -g, won't bn alt Works equally well ou windy or colas 
| days. Light draft.

Special FREE TRIAL Offer!
“' ..... hoot the United

ling Implement 
r ereUon^w ri le

... --------llsand/ouancw Hit Spreader
n SO days free. Writs us today.

MANSON CAMPBELL COMPANY,
SSI North 1st Street. h.lnncapolU, Miss ,11.8. A.

Simples Rtaw Spreaders si 
I Stales an3 Cana"*-----
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