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“the pain and now and again moist-

‘up into the nurse's face; the tears

_clear since that accident. He re-

B R oG- L TS

- -tasted food. Had he asked? Yes;
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_ BY WALTER H.CANDLER.

It was Christmas eve, the snow
was falling steadily in big/flakes. A
lone man on crutches made his
way painfully along the railroad
track, stopping- -occasionally to

brush the wet snow from his beard
and slouched hat. He was thinking
of another Christmas eve one year
ago—just such a night. They had

carried h:m to the bospital after the
accident. The accident! Yes, he
remembered it with startling vivid-
ness, but when he tried to think be-

yond the accident his mind was
clouded and things seemed like a
vague dream he had had some time
or other. There was the doctor at
the hospital who had bandaged his
fractured leg, and there was the
nurse who reminded him so much
of his sister—who now appeared to
him as a dream child in some fairy-
land far away—all night long she
sat by his bedside soothing away

ening his parched lips.

And then morning came, Christ-
mas morning! The sunbeams peep-
ed through the window, and he had
forgotten the pain, and was just
slipping into dreamland, trying to

think why he, a tramp, should be |death?

treated with such consideration by
decent people.

placed her hand gently upon his
forehead. He remembered

her.

Christmas eve.
wealthy man had been frightfully

burned. There was little chance |flitted gleefully here and there full
for her recovery. The doctor had|of childish expectancy. From an
told her if they could get some|adjoining room came the father and
human skin to replace the charred | mother and a
mass on her back, they might be|a tall beautiful young lady.
able to save her, and would he vol-|he a inisrer? Yes,
unteer to give his leg to save her|kneeling in prayer. The words came
slow and measured and pathetic:

life?

Would he? For a moment there
was a fierce struggle in his soul, but
only for a moment, then he looked

were trickling down her cheeks. He
tried to speak, but the words would
not come through the dry parched
throat and lips; he nodded his head;
that was enough.  Then came the
operating room, the choloroformy
and oblivion. When consciousness
returned the nurse was there--the
same nurse so much like his sister.

She told him the operation was
a success, the young lady would re-
cover, the newspapers were loud in
their comment of his wonderful
sacrifice and bravery:

"‘The whole world is talking about
you,” she said.

Yes, the world talked about th
then forgot hlm as it forgets things
of even greater ' import. It was
good “dope” for the newspaper re-
porters and the press.

Somehow his mind had not been

membered vaguely leaving the hos-
pital. They gave him a pair of
crutches, thiit was all; but was not
that enough? _What more could he,
a common tranm. ask fer or expect?

As he picked his way along the
ranroadtrqckalowlyanduneertmn-

ly, he.tried to get the. ob-webs | ries of childhood days! How they

from his brain. Four long weari-
some days had passed since he had

' The lights seemed to grow further

The nurse, who had | of the big windows. What was that

been called away, came to him and | he saw? At first his eyes seemed
to have failed him, then his vision

the | radually cleared, and there before
strange expression on her face when | him in the big warm, comfortable

he opened his eyes. and looked at|Toom was a beautiful Chtistmas
tree'laden with oranges, fire crack-

She told him of a very sad acci-| €rs, dolls, candy in sacks, toy pistols,

dent that had happened that same Pocket knives, tops and many other
The daughter of - a | things dear to a child.

|er was finished, a look of happiness

.breath freezing on the window

Was he not a tramp, an outcasti
What human heart could be com-
passionate toward him or feel a
kindred spirit? Was it not his lot
to starve, to freeze?
ence could it make? Would the
world not be better off without him?

On and on he stumbled through
the darkness, fearful to stop lest
that horrivle stupor which he had

session of him. His hunger was'
not so fierce now as it had been.
Why was it? Was he growing ac-
customed to going without food?

A big house loomed up in the
darkness not far from the track;
bright lights were flooding every
window. He made his way toward
the house. Would he ever reach it?

and further and away as he ap-
proached. The sound of merry
voices reached his ears. He felt
that queer sensation greeping up |
his spine. He stopped to knock |
the snow from his face and to
feel the stump of his leg which had
grown numb; he was feeling queer.
yet there was no pain. What was
it, was he starving, eor freezing, to

There! he could see through one

He could see the children as they

ray haired man with
Was
they were

“We are thankful dear Father
that we are privileged to enjoy all
these blessings.” '

The man at the window listened
with bowed head. He tried to
raise his hand to brush the snow
from his face, but it would not let
go its grasp on the crutch. He tried
the other hand, it too, was fastened.
He raised his head with difficulty
and looked into the room, the pray-

beamed -in each little expectant
face, The many presents were be-
ing distributed, he could hear the
snap of toy pistols and the hoarse
unmusical sound of the little red

cloud descended slowly cutting off
his view of the room, it was his

pane.
A fireside scene of long, long ago
appeared to him on the white
sheen. A little boy and girl were
hanging up their stockings by the
old fashioned fire place. He could
see their glad faces as they knelt at
mother’s knee and from across the
-years drifted the echo of “Now I lay |
‘me down to sleep.” Then they arose
and kissed mother good night and
jumped into their little trundle bed,
Ab, the sweet and tender memo-

follow. us on and on.down - through'
the ailses of time! We hear the

sohg and laughter of our loved ones

What differ--

been fighting off so long, take pos-|

|thousands_ of them. of | all Aizes |

and gilded bugles, then a white band “Samuel, I wish you would

but each time he met wﬁt.l;the same of long ago we. feel.;‘_\_ uc
cold, inhuman stare and the same haud in gentle

curt refusal. But what right did he' -
have to a .k for a scrap of bread?|

of a kiss.

The man at the wit
tening with rapt att&mo;; ot to
the childish voices i ide the room,
but to the voices of #Bng age,
as he listened, the tedrs
his cheeks and froze ‘on hi
unkempt beard. There
bitterness in his hea ;"}aid't even for
those goodly housewives who had |

refused him food these feu; days. |

He had never harmed any ‘one in
all his life. He realized as he stood -
there that his whole hIe had ‘been
a mistake, that he ha
wrong in the first place, yet ue!
blamed no one for his kmatake. He

had given his limb to qhwe a life, he i

would have given morg: if necessa-
ry, but that was all tht#y asked for!
—and yet, when he hafl:l asked for
a scrap of bread to save his own
life, they had refused him. Was
this the plan. Were d\ings 80 Or-
dered in the beginning of the world
that soul upon soul shotild be whirl-
‘ed in fierce attrition in infinite tur-
imol? Was this the vision ultimate?

The queer sensation hehad at
first felt creeping up his spine now
enveloped his entire being. He
tried to move closer to the window
which seemed to be slipping slowly
away, but he could not move; the
voices of the children were now al-
most inaudible; In the ¢istance he
could hear bells ringing.  Perhaps
they were Christmas hells! now
they were coming closer and from
every direction, hundreds and

and tones. There before him was
a large warm dining room, the table|
was spread with white linen—did

linen ever seem whiter? Ah, yes
the feast was spread, there was
every thing good to eat and tempt-
ing. There was his sister entering
the diningroom smiling and beck-
oning to him, to come to her.

“We are glad to have you with us

tonight,” said Mrs. Morton, address-
ing herself to the white haired min-
ister.

“We ere, indeed,” affirmed Mr.
Morton._ “I was just thinking how
different it was with us a year ago
tonight.”

“Don't talk of it, Samuel,” pro-
tested Mrse. Morton with a show of
feeling. |, '

“But why shouldn’t we talk of it
mother?” asked the daughter, §“

was thinking. of it myself, and have |outside the window - awhile ago

been all evening. Somehow I have
a peculiar feeling, and I—"
“Nonesense, daughter—you are
nervous, thats all,” replied the
mother, then turning to her hus-

caution the children to be quiet,
their noise 1s begmmng to get on

my nerves.”
“Please don’t ‘mother, said the
daughter, ‘I am sure the children
do not worry me. Let them enjoy
themselves, Christmas don’t come
often
“We never know just what we
have to be thankful for”, said the
kind old ministéer. “That awful
accideiit a year ago and ‘Blanche's
miraculous recovery, is something.
I have thought of 1o little.” : e
““It was wonderfal,” agreed Mr.
Morton, “and goes  to show what
wonderful dvm ;;am “been
made in the
“But father, %

S

_ _.__;._ot‘m
hat ‘could “these

_| the minister.

for the-exposed part,

'snow. What was it he stooped to

true,’ rel!iod the father.
poor fellow” did .a  heroic deed. 1|
shall always regret ‘that 1 failed to

“But he was just a tramp, ‘and |
they said his limb.had been broken
and was useless to him,” sdid the
mother in a tone of pfotmt o

There ~ was silence, a speli
gloom descended’ over all, ereu the
‘childrenlest interést in their dolls
and eﬂier toys and began to yawn.

“Look mamal” he called, “the
window is white in a great big
circle, what makes it that way?”

“Come here to the fire son,”
cautioned the mother, you will take
cold over there.” | |

“But, mama! what makes the

window white like that?” the chlld
insisted.

“Come over here by the fire, son’
said the father “it is frost on the
window pane that. makes it white
It is turning colder. No doubt
many a poor unfortunate is suffer-
ing tenight. It reminds me-of the
same night a year ago. What is it,
Blanche, daughter —why are you
crying? Perhaps yoa should retire,
I am afraid you are not well.””

“Don’t, father, I am perfectly
well—I was just thinking, thats all.”

“Listen!” exclaimed the . father,
springing up from  his chair, “I
heard semething fall %utside the
window." ——— -0

“I heard it too,” said the mother.

“I wonder if those neighbor boys
are up to some of their pranks
again,” continued the father. "Il
take a lizht and go investigate.”

“I think you will find it was just
some snow fell off the roof ” _said

“But surely snow falling would
not make a noise like that,” re-
plied Mr. Morton.

“It sounded to me just like frozen
snow falling from the roof,” contin-
ued the minister.

“Perhaps you are right Parson,
Idid'nt think of that—no doubt

you crying yet? What is it daugh-
er?” and her father arose and went

to her side.
“I don't know, father but I have

came into the room, and that noise’

must have made me unusually ner-

vous, I seemed to have felt some-
thing break down in my heart. I
think I shall retire if I may be ex-
cused.”

" Christmas morning dawned,
bright, clear and cold. @ The  snow
which had ceased to fall during the
night was frozen solid. The Mor-
tons were astir before daylight, the
children were out shooting their
fireworks and eating nuts and candy
It was a typical Christmas morn-
ing,  everything confusion, expect-
ancy. excitement and delight.
A waterpipe had frozen, Mr. Mor-
ton took a wrench and went to ook
-in pa'ssing
around the house, he stumbles over
a form half buried 'in - the frozen

mﬂmmmmm fell. back
m&alﬁnlofﬁom It was a

deadmant ‘Upon eloser examina-|
tlonhe discovered that the man | g

’

Vei‘vtme llly MJT:
I o

4 ‘f}.-lm'ge attendance. The children seem

you are right.—Look! Blanche are |

had a peculiar feeling ever since I|

: s cruf m under his
thm eatight in a ros
ﬂ'hemanﬁﬁm There.

. 'iauncr the cold glassy
eyes Wﬁlch Mmd out into'space.

{see him. before he left the hospital,”} BETA mﬂﬂl SCH[I[";

r The Beta Gaaded School resumed
its work Mﬂnday with the usual

extremely” anxious to take up the
sechool work again, ‘Hard study and

|w1 adow and med ‘o 1 ok out.

We have a great number of “Wide-
a-wake” pupils at Beta. They are
note-worthy and trust-worthy young
people, for which we feel especially
thankful.

The generosity and efficient lead-
ership of Prof. Moore and Miss Rig-
don camnot be over estimated. We
should strive t: employ teachers
with noble characters. seeing the
results from such examples.

| prorperous- new 'yea.r A ReADER.

ANNI]I]NBEHEHT

just received its charter from Okla-~
homa City.

$100.000, with the following officers:
A. J. Campbell of -Muskogee, presi

Muskogee vice president; C. M. Rai-

o818, Muskegee; secretaty,

Jhe com-.
pany has placed $$50.000 of its.
treasury stock with capitalists of
Chicago and New York.

The main office will be in Chicago,
and soon as the office is opened A.
J. Campbell will resign as president
in favor of W. E. Weatherby of
Chicage. Th: company will manu-
facture many toilet articles in ad--
dition to the Vola Vita Hair Tonic..
W. H. Candler will look after the
manufacturing, and C. M. Raisig,
the selling. and A. J. Campbell, the

(financial part of the business.

The company will also have an
office in Muskogee, Okla.

GROUND LIMESTONE

The Commissioner of Agriculture,.
Raleigh, N. C., is in position to fur-

nish the farmers of the state with
high grade ground limestone and
marl at cost of production; and he
will have no difficulty in making

prompt deliuery provided the orders
come in early

There is sure to be a rush for this

material in February and March

and many will be forced to do with-
out it whose orders are delayed till

this time. It is of extreme import-

ance, therefore, that orders be sent

in at once for future delivery,

' The Commissioner has state con--
tracts, at very low prices, with all

the best lime grirding plants that

are so located that they can do busi-

-|ness in -this state, and it will be

gredtly to the farmers advantage to
get his material through the Com-
missioner, Let us have your orders
at once and we will fill them as soon
as possible. We will quote prices
and freight. rates on request.

Jas.LBurgas

ﬂlmeonﬂhavedéntohave savedmamp aoneleged tramp FOL

Wishes to all 1or a happy and:

Vola Vita Manufactunng Co h.s.

The company is capitalized fer.

dent and treasurer: W. H. Candler, .




