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and Plum Puddings

1 A æLL our own make and intended for people who must have 
the best. We spare nothing to attain perfection.

Our CHOCOLATES and CREAM BON BONS combine the 
greatest of purity and freshness, rarely equalled and never ex­
celled. Handsome boxes and baskets filled with the daintiest and 
richest of confections.

JAMES CRAWFORD, Confectioner
34 KING STREET WEST
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A Christmas Story
/\n r at rn ByOF LOVE MARY E. WILKINS
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(Continued from page 10.)

all subtle, was seized with an inspira­
tion, "I ran smell the fir balsam on 

, your clothes,” said she, “real strong."
That diverted Julia for the time from 

the odor of tobacco from the clothes 
of John Leavitt that had permeated 
the room. “Well, 1 suppose you do,” 
•aid she; “you notice it almost before 
you open the vestry door. It seems as 
if it was stronger thah usual this year.”

“Maybe the fir balsam is sweeter 
tome years than others," remarked 
Caroline, following up her advantage.

"Maybe rt is,” said Julia, taking off 
her wraps, and going with them into 
the entry. “It’s queer,” she said re­
turning, “but I can smell that same 
smell out in the entry. The baker-boy 
didn’t come here by the front door, the 
wax' I’ve told him not to, did he, Caro­
line?”

“No.”
“1 wouldn’t have had you go out in 

that entry for anything, let alone his 
impudence in coming to the front door : 
it’s as cold as the north pole out 
there,” Julia looked at the clock. 
“Mercy! it’s half-past five." said she. 
“I must get supper.”

ed since you had your cold the way you 
arc roughing now.”

Julia made a stride toward the entry 
where, she had deposited her wraps. 
Caroline continued to cough. Indeed, it 
was quite true that now she could not 
stop. Julia thrust her arms into the 
sleeves of her coat. "I’d cough down to 
the cellar while I was about it, if I were 
you,” said she, and again her voice was 
full of the utmost love and anxiety, 
and yet with a certain anger. She tied 
the strings of her bonnet with a jerk.

“1 hate to have you go.” Caroline 
managed to wheeze out, and that was 
hypocritical, and later on she prayed 
to be forgiven. Then she continued to 
cough, while Julia went out of the door, 
closing it after her with a bang.. Imme­
diately after the door closed the pantry 
door opened and John Leavitt appeared. 
He looked anxious, for he had not alto­
gether understood Caroline's manoeu-

Caroline could not stop coughing im­
mediately. but she east a reassuring 
glance at John. “It’s—not so liad—as 
it sounds,” she gasped out presently. 
“But if —Julia hadn’t gone—she. she— 
would have gone into the - pantry, and 
—found—you.”

“Oh,” said John, but lie still regardedCaroline trembled. Julia looked . .
sharply at her. “I don’t care what you ; Caroline with loving concern.
... • "slu- declared, “you look about , sl"’ mauapid to stop coughing. “I

; know I was wicked, she said, “but I let 
t aroline replied. the rough—come, when I suppose I 

might, if 1 had tried hard, have—stop­
ped it, for I couldn’t have Julia go in 
the pantry, and find you.”

John regared Iter a moment, then lie 
grinned. “Well,” he said. “I don’t know 
what Julia would have done if she had 
come into the pantry and found me.

ready to drop.”
“I am all right.”

“You don’t look all right. Well, may­
be yoq-’l.V-te^U bçtter -qfter you"v.e luul a 
good hot"ctifi" of tea/’

Caroline reflected quickly that the 
tea w»s out ip the kitchen closet, and 
not in the long pantry where John 
Leavitt was concealed.

“I guess I'll make some cream toast, 
too." said Julia, and Varojine reflected 
that the bre-ad jar wts in the kitchen

“Yes. I guess I would relish sonic 
cream, tegsr," spirt s)v*: 'Rtit lier heart 
sank when Julia said she would have 
mine peach preserve with the toast, 
because the preserves were kept in the 
kitting-room pantry.

“Somehow I don’t feel a mite like 
peach preserves.*’ she said, faintly.

“Well, we’ll have pear, then." said 
Julia, in a magisterial voice, and Caro­
line’s heart sank again, because the 
pear preserve was also in the sitting- 
tooro pantry.

“I don’t care myself if we don’t have ] 
any preserves," she said in a feeble 
froice.

“Well. I’m going to have some, 
whether or no,” said Julia. “I wouldn’t 
give a cent for cream toast without 
preserves, and I guess you’ll eat some 
when it’s set before you. It’ll tic good 
for your cold. I am going to have some 
apple pie, too. I’ll warm it while I’m 
toasting the bread. I guess I’ll go out 
bow. and see to getting the bread cut.”

The apple pie also was in the sitting- 
room pantry. Caroline felt as if she. 
were going to faint, but she knew that 
sh* must not. She held on to herself 
with a resolute wil until Julia returned 
from the kitchen. “I guess I may as 
well get that apple pie in the oven 
now,” she said; “it may be frozen,” 
and she made toward the pantry door. 
Then Caroline fairly grew desperate. 
She did something for which she never 
fairly forgave herself. She resorted to 
deception ; at least it was almost de­
ception, to say the least, and she had 
never in lier whole life been deceptive. 
Just as Julia put out her hand towards 
the latch of the pantry door, she began 
to cough. It was easy enough, for she 
had in Tact a hard cold, a bronchial 
cold. She had been restraining her 
cough all day, now she lient over and 
coughed, and coughed. It was almost 
as if she had the croup. Julia took a 
step away from the pantry door and 
stood regarding her with an odd ex­
pression; something between anxiety 
and severity. She was evidently wor­
ried almost to death, but there was a 
certain anger withal that her sister 
should cough so.

“There is no use talking any longer.” 
she said. “I’ve doctored you all T j 
know how. and now I’m going to call j 
somebody else in. If you have pneu- j 
mania, T don’t mean to have myself to - 
blame. T don’t think much of Doctor

that's a fact.”

“You had better go now. I guess." 
Caroline said anxiously. “ti isn’t far 
to the doctor’s, and she mav be right 
Uek ”

“Well, I am coming again, and she 
has got to make up her mind to it,” 
said John.

Caroline began to weep again. “Oh, 
dear.’’ she said, half strangled between 
her sobs and her cough. “I never can 
leave hcr. 1 never ran. You don’t know 
how good she has been to me. you don’t,

"She hasn’t been any bet ter to you 
than I would have been if 1 had been 
given the chance,” said John.

“I can’t leave her."
“Do you mean to say that you really 

will give me up again on account of 
your sister.” asked John sternly.

“I’ve got to; I can’t help it. . Oh,

John stood looking at Caroline for a 
moment. "You can’t care very müch for 
me after all, then,’* he said.

“Oh, John!”
“You can’t. Well. then, if you won’t 

leave her, you won’t. I am not going 
down on my knees to any woman, es 
pecinlly after all these years, and. and 
—the lonely life I’ve led. Good-by, Car-

John Leavitt went out without anoth­
er word. Caroline looked dully out of 
the window, and saw him going down 
the road. She felt benumbed. She felt 
too benumbed even to bemoan herself 
over her hard fate. It seemed, after 
John had gone out of sight. almost in­
credible that he had lieeu there at all. 
After a while she saw the doctor’s buggy 
come in sight. He was bringing Julia 
back with him. When he came in she 
answered his questions mechanically. 
81ie watched him prepare some medicines 
for her. still with the same numbness. 
When the doctor went. Julia followed 

| him into the entry, and she heard the 
* dull murmur of their voices without the 
1 slightest curiosity. When Julia rv-en 
! tered the room she had an air of forced 
; jocularity. She went about briskly get 

ting supper. “The doctor says your cold 
is all on the bronchial tubes." said she 
cheerfully. “He says you will be all 
right in a few days.”

Caroline wag too sunken in concealed

misery that John had been there and 
had gone away again forever to at­
tempt any reply. She sat still, looking 
at the frozen landscape fast disappear­
ing in the night. “After a while it will 
l>c over with me, just as this day will 
lie over for the world.” thought she, 
“and then it will not matter whether it 
has been a winter or a summer day.”

Julia kept glancing at her as she set 
the table. Since Caroline had been ill 
with a cold, they had eaten in the sit­
ting room, because it was warmer. 
“What is the matter with you, you 
don’t act half alive?" said she.

“Nothing.” replied Caroline gently.
Julia went to the secretary, and open­

ed the top drawer. Then she came with 
n little Imi.v in her hand to Caroline. 
“Here,” said she, “1 meant to have hung 
this on the tree for you, but now you 
can’t go. you may as well have it now.”

“Thank gnu "sister,” said Caroline. 
She tried to look pleased as she opened 
the little box. It held a little pin set 
with pearls.

“1 thought you would like it; you 
didn’t have a real nice pin,” Julia said, 
and there was a wistful accent in her

“I do like it, and it is lovely, Julia,” 
said Caroline.

Caroline remembered a brooch ; one 
of John Leavitt’s returned presents. 
That had been a. cluster of pearl grapes 
with gold leaves, ou onyx, and even 
this gift which Julia had planned for 
her pleasure hurt her.

Aftjer supper. Julia carried away the 
dishes, and put everything in order; 
then she brought her wraps in from the 
hall. Caroline looked at her with a duftt. 
surprise. “Now, Caroline,” said Julia, 
“I am going out again, I’ve got tr>, but 
1 am not goiu*g far, aud I shall not be 
long. I will lock the front door, and 
take the key. You won’t be afraid?”

“No,” replied Caroline meekly, ”1 
won t be afraid, Julia.”

Julia stood looking at her after she 
had on her wraps. Her strong face 
worked strangely under the crest of 
velvet roses. “I am going to bring your 
Christmas present, Caroline,” said she.

“Why you have given it to me.”
“This is another," said Julia, and

I’m

her voice had never been more impe­
rious. Then she went out.

Caroline, left alone, continued to sit 
in her rocking-chair. After a • while 
tears commenced to roll slowly down 
her delicate cheeks. She was conscious 
of no anger or rebellion against fate 
or her sister, who had been in a way 
her fate, but she was realizing the 
sharp pain in her heart ; it had been 
benumbed at first.

Julia was not gone long. It was 
scarcely half an hour before Caroline 
heard the key turn in the lock of the 
front door. She wiped her eves and 
straightened herself.

Then Julia came in with John Leav­
itt. He stalked behind Juila, beaming, 
but his face was working with emotion, 
which he tried to restrain Julia was 
very pale< She looked at her sister as 
she had never looked before.

*T heard from the doctor that he had 
come,” she said simply, “and I made 
up my mind that after supper I would 
go over and see him. The doctor said 
he wasn’t married. I didn't know but 
he might be, and I didn’t know but 
he might have changed his mind about 
you, and I didn’t want to fling my 
sister at any man’s head. But I saw the 
minute he looked at me that he hadn’t 
changed. I don’t see why he should 
have. You are just as good looking as 
you ever were. He has told me how he 
has been here and hid in the pantry. 
You must have been scared to death of 
me, both of you, like a couple of chil­
dren,” Julia laughed. “The doctor said 
it was more your mind than your cold 
t.hat was to be worried about. I won’t 
stand between you any longer. He’s a 
good man, and I hope you’ll be happy. 
He’s your Christmas present I told you

Caroline began to weep. She ran 
toward her sister, then she altered her 
course, and made for the secretary. 
“Oh. I forgot.” she sobbed out wildly, 
for she was fairly hysterical —“I forgot 
your Christmas present. Julia.” She ; 
pulled open a drawer, and produced a • 
neat white parcel. “It’s —it's a scarf 
I embroidered for your bureau,” she 
sobbed. She thrust the parcel into 
Julia's hand, and flung her arms round 
her neck. “Oh, Julia, you came first, 
and —I won't leave you unless you are 
sure you don't mind'. ’ whispered Caro­
line. her cheeks against Julia's.

But Julia pul In-1" away firnrly. “No­
body with Christian feelings* should 
rebel at a.nything that comes in the 
course of nature,” said. she. “1 did 
wrong, and I ain’t afraid to say so. 
But you are young yet and you will 
have a good many happy years before 
you. And J sha’n't live alone. I’m go­
ing to send for Cousin Marie Fisher to 
come and live with me. She's as poor 
as Job’s off ox, and I know as well ha 
I want to that she doesn't have half 
enough to eat, and she lives alone, and 
she was always afraid of her shadow.
I am going to'write her to conn , and 
she’ll have a. good home with me as long 
as she live*. Don’t you worry about me. 
i ain’t a chrkl, and when I fairly oense 
what is right I hope l!ve spunk enough 
to do it. lake your Christmas present.”

Caroline being pushed by Julia to­
ward John stood before him. Both were 
smiling and flushing. John pulled a 
little box out of his pocket, and spoke 
abruptly to Julia. “Here’s a little pres­
ent for you,” he said, in a nervous voice.

Julia took the box. “Thank you, 
John,” ahe eaid.

“It’s a little pearl breaot-pin. I an ant 
it for Caroline, if she wouid take it>” 
eaid John, “but you take it now, and 
I’ll buy her another.”

"No, let her keep this," said Julia. 
“Julia, if you don't Lake it, I can’t 

beer it,” sobtied Caroline.
“Well, thank you very much, John,” 
lid Julia. Then she gave a look ft 

Caroline. Caroline's face htul net. with 
a wonderful change. She looked as 
beautiful as she had ever looked in her 
youth. A lovely color fhune.l in her 
cheek*, her blue eyes gleamed. Julia 
laughed outright as she looked at her. 
“Well, 1 must say 1 never saw anybody 
get over a cold so quick in my life,” said

Her voice was full of loving sarcasm. 
She went out of the room, and upstairs 
to her own. Then she sat down beside 
the window and thought. Her room was 
warmed by a register in the floor 
from the room below in which the 
lovers set. She could hear a faint mur­
mur of voices, • but no distinct words, 
until she heard Caroline say quite dis 
tinctly : "That book?. Yes, don’t you j 
remember the book called ‘The Gift ot 
Love’ that you gave me? That, was the 
only one of your presents that l kept.
I don’t think poor Julia ever knew. 1 
was always afraid I was not doiug right 
in telling her.” #

Then Julia heard no more.. >he re­
called lire red and gold book that had 
lai non the table so many year*. "Yes,
I do remember now, he gave her that 
book.” *he mused.

Site folded the shawl which she had 
put on more closely around her, for the 
room wae rather chilly, and looked out 
at the Christmas moonlight on the 
Christmas enow. At first it seemed to 
her that she had fallen from an nn- 
mense height into such loneliness and 
desolation as she had never known. 
Then suddenly an enormous delight and 
peace wts over her. She realized that 
instead of falling she had dimbed, had 
flown, even. She seemed to see quite 
distinctly that red and gold book called 
"Hie Gut of Love,” and it became sym- 
bolic. She held in her heart what she 
had never held in any Omstuun la-fore 
—the (lift of Unselfish Love.

“TAKING TURNS.’’
Hew Jack and Betty Doubled Their 
Good Time One Christmas Morning. 
(Katherine Williams in December St.

Nicholas.)
Last Christmas morning Betty and 

Jack found their stockings hanging in 
front of the fireplace. Santa Claus had 
not forgotten them—in fact, their stock 
inge looked bigger and fatter and fuller 
than ever before. Leaning against the 
mantelpiece at the foot of Betty’s stock 
ing was a big, jolly "Teddy bear,” and 
Betty claeped him in her arms with joy.

And at the foot of Jack’s stocking 
were three big, red books, for Jack loved 
to reed.

‘Oh, Jack, let’s take turns with our 
stockings.’’ eaid Betty. “You pull some 
thing out of yours and look at it, and 
then wait tHI I take something out of 
mine. Will you?"

At first Jack did not like to way “Y*s.” 
for he was so eager to see what Santa 
Claus had brought him. But Jack loved 
his eister Betty dearly, anti wa* alwa>s 
kind to her; so he eaid; “AH right, Bet­
ty, and you go first. But please be 
quick, for I can’t wait a minute!"

So Bettv tugged at her stocking and 
drew out a beautiful Mfcfcle dolly. "Oh! 
<ü! oh! the very thing I wanted!” she 
exclaimed as she eat little Mis. Dolly 
beeide her on the floor. And little Mis* 
Dollv looked up, just ae if she were try. 
ing to watch Betty take the .«ther gifts 
out of the stocking.

Then Betty said: “Now, Jack, it’s y.iur 
turn," and Jack brought out a round 

ckage, and when he took the paper iff 
• * * “Oh, Betty, eee! a beautiful,

-
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S'y The secret of making your bath room beautiful is the 
/ installing of high-grade, modem plumbing fixtures. If your 

fixtures are old and unsanitary, a new Porcelain
Enameled bath or lavatory will work wonders in the appearance and 
sanitation of your bath room.
* Decide now to change from the old to the new and let ns quote 
you prices on these fixtures. They coat less than you imagine. We 
estimate at any time and guarantee aD work to satisfy you. Repair 
jobs given prompt attention.

W. J. WALSH
Hamilton, Ont.
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F. J. Rastrick & SonSt!
Ü • ARCHITECTS

30 King Street East

’Phone 2650 Hamilton, Ont.

Plans and Estimates far Buildings of All Kinds

FRED J. P0RTE0US
BUTCHER

COR. YORK AND BAY STREETS
His in Excellent Slock of Choice

Turkeys, Geese, Ducks
Prime Roast Beef, Mutton, Veal,

Sausages, Etc., for Your Inspection

Your Christmas Order Will Receive Our Prompt Attention

TELEPHONE 1189

J. E. WING & SON
tMACH1NISTS==.----

32-34 BAY STREET NORTH
General Machine Work. Repairing. _ _______ _______ lepairing a Specialty.

Special Machinery Built, Dies, Etc. 
Estimates given. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
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bounced it up and down two or three 
times, and then put it beside him on the

“Your turn again, Betty!” »iid Jack, 
and this time Betty drew out a straight, 
long, narrow parcel and upwiwpped it, 
aad found it was a lovely ztick of 
caqdy, with red stripes all 'around it. 
She told Jack to bite off the end of it, 
and then said: "Now it i* your turn
**TTtis time Jack drew out a queer­

shaped wooden thing, with joint* and 
a queer handle, and cried out: “Oh, it*# 
a kind of— Hut wait, Betty! Here’s 
a card with it that *ay«: ‘Merry Christ­
mas to Jack from his namesake, Jump­
ing Jack!’ Isn’t that great?”

1 haven't room to ten jou all

the other things they found in their 
stockings, so you must guess what they 
were. But ‘this Christmas when vou 
open your stockings try the “taking-. , 
turns” plan. Jack and Betty say it is 
great fun.

The Prussian State Railway Depart-1^ 
ment already possess upwards of seven-f 
ty electric locomotives deriving thei J 
power from accumulators. These havi 
answered so well that another thirty-”] 
three are on order, and are to be delf 
cred for service early in the new j 
The chief centre of activity in Wo: 
whence lines radiate to Oppenhei 
Wlenheim and Bensheim. Experii 
•re also being carried out with a p


