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“THE GIFT OF LOVE” A CHRISTMAS 
STORY %MARY E. WILKINS

!“I sort-of .Late to leave you alone, 
P-Jroline." said Julia. 
fy Caroline, fair and delicate, with " a 

iddle-aged fairness and delicacy as 
Jte in their way as those of youth, 
poked up at her sister with her faint- 
lentle smile. She never smiled broad­

ly, and almost never laughed. She was 
of those women in whom extreme 

_iderness and sentiment exclude the 
pense of the ridiculous. There is always 
In humor at least a faint suggestion of 

phruelty, and a laugh and a jeer are 
teearly related. Carolitie Willis had nev- 

in her whole life seen anything ridi- 
jculous in other people, she was so ten- 
gdkrlÿ inclined toward all. She had al- 
K.wayg, for instance, been disposed to 
Bleep rather than laugh when she had 
®Un anyone fall down.

! “I don't mind in the least being left 
fcâlone.” she said to her sister.
E,. “You don’t seem to mind much of 
MB y thing,” returned Julia and her tone 
I Was inexplicably cross.
I “I haven’t much to complain of with 
P.mll you do for me, ' replied Caroline, “I 
I should be very wicked to complain. ”

“I don’t see as you have either,” said 
fl'nlia, and again her tone was cross. 

|f*‘Here you have a good home and 
liaverything you need, and if I do say 

as shouldn’t, I have always looked 
r out for you more as if I had been your 
tmother than your sister.” 
t “Yes, you always have.” said Caro­
line lovingly. She was sitting in a soft- 
t cushioned rocking-chair beside a win- 
Pdow, on the sill of which stood a row of 
I incoming plants, mostly get|miumFlx 
PThe earthen pots which held the plants 
r were carefully covered with green crepe 
r paper. Caroline had some embroidery 
17*r°r kin her hands. She was embroider- 
! • wreath of violets on a centrepiece

white linen for a Christmas present.
|i “Still.” said Julia, “I sort of hate to 

you alone when you have such a

lr“I think my cold is much better.” 
l aaid Caroline, ‘"and it isn’t as if you 
[ Were going far, or wero to be away
■BE-”

“I know it,” asserted Julia, “and I 
\ ®on. t honestly see how I can get out 
[of it, that’s a fact.”

| “Of course you can’t.”
“Here I’ve been one of the head ones 

(About getting up the tree, and this af- 
1'ternoon, when there is so much to be 
done, to back out wouldn’t seem iust 
P*t.”
1/ “0f cour6e you must go,” said Caro­
line, “and I don’t mind a bit. I shall 
•it here and work on my centrepiece un­
til you get back.”

E. “Mind, you don’t stir out of this 
jWann room.”

I ; “No, I won’t Julia. ” 
l ‘‘Don't you dare step foot out in the 
^cfan to get supper. I shall be back 

r half-past five at the very latest, and 
tore isn’t much to do to get supper 

anight anyway. I thought we would 
some cream toast. I van toast the 

||sd in here. ”
“Yea, you can.”

|v“Mind. you don’t stir.”
^,“No, I won’t ; honest, Julia. ”4 

Ju,la was a short, «tout woman with 
P firm, florid face. She had been called 
pretty in her youth, and was consid­
ered good-looking now. although by 
•ome the character showing in her face 
was esteemed too imperative. She tied 
on her bonet before the old-fashioned 
looking-glass which hung between the 
witting room windows, repeated vet 
•gain her instructions to her sister, 
and went out. Caroline watched her 
trudging down the snowy road, then 

[4Ute took another stitch on her embroid- 
*rv with a gentle sigh, not so much of 

Mwdness as of acquiscence.

When Julia entered the church ves­
try redolent with the spicy fragrance 
01 evergreen and Yir balsam, one girl 
whispered to another, “Oh, dear; here 
comes Miss Julia Willis, and now the 
bossing begins.”

"She can’t boss me very much,” re­
turned the other girl, who had a face 
of Julia's type ; ‘T don’t have much 
to sav to her, nor she to me. She 
knows I don't like her. I have never 
forgiven her for what she did about 
my brother, though it all happened 
when I was nothing but a child, and I 
can hardly remember it.”

“1 aup’pose she did break off the 
match between your brother John and 
her sister Caroline,” said the other girl.

“Break.it off! I should say she did, 
and poor. John went away to Califor­
nia, and father died without seeing him 
again, and poor mother has never got 
over it. Somètimes I think it will 
shorten her life. I know it shortened 
father’s.”

‘‘Does your brother /write home?”
‘‘Oil, yes, he writes every week as re­

gular as flock-work. He has doue 
splendidly out there, and lie does ev­
erything for mother and me. He 
sends us lots of money and other 
things, but that doesn’t make up to 
poor mother for losing her onlv don. I 
know she dwells on it. and thinks she 
will die. without seeing him, the way 
father did.” The girl took up a sprig 
of evergreen and tied it to another 
with a vicious jerk. Her brown eves 
cast a sidelong glance of dislike ’at 
Julia Willis. “Just hear the way she 
bosses!” she said. “She thinks* she 
owns this whole church; she always 
did. There's no sense in putting up 
that evergreen the way she is telling 
them to. It looks twice as pretty the 
way it was before, and she has made 
them pull it all down.”

That, s so,” said the other girl.
.Julia’s rather low, but hard voice of 

command seemed to fill the whole ves 
try. Two boys on a step-ladder were 
anxiously altering the arranging of 
seme garlands, over the arch which 
surmounted the platform on which the 
Christmas tree was to stand. Julia 
was in her element. There was about 
her something fairly splendid and 
dominant, on a small‘scale. The little 
tuft of velvet roses and the loop of 
velvet ribbon on her bonnet were ns 
erect as a bird’s crest. “People have 
to be right on the spot to be sure 
things are done the way they ought 
to be.” she remarked in a triumphant 
voice to a woman beside her. The wo­
man was a sort of disciple of hers. 
Julia had a following of weaker femi­
nine souls in the village, who seemed 
to base their very ideas upon hers.

“J never saw anything like the way 
they were putting it up,” said Julia. “I 
guess it’s lucky I came. But I really 
didn't now khow I was going to. I didn’t 
like to leave Caroline.”

“How is Caroline?” asked the other 
woman, who was tall and slender, and 
had a way of inclining toward the per 
son Whom she was addressing

“I think she is a little better, but she 
has a pretty hard cold, and I am al­
ways afraid of pneumonia. I don’t 
thing Caroline’s lungs are any too 
strong.” replied Julia

“Have you had a doctor V”
“Doctor? No! 1 always use a medi- , 

cine which mother used to make out 
of herbs and rum and molasses. Then 
I put lard and ginger on her chest at 
night. J don’t think much of doc 
tors!” Julia sniffed in a way she had 
when she said “doctors.” It expressed 
infinite contempt. The other women 
sniffed almost, though more mildly. “11 
guess you are about right,” said she.

The two young giirls, who were

covertly watching them, noticed the 
sniffs. “See them turn up their noses!” 
said one. “Mrs. Watson is just about 
as bad as Miss Willis.”

“Yes, she is. But 1 do think Miss 
Caroline Willis is lovely. I don’t won­
der your brother fell in love with her.”

“He set his life by lier.”
“Well, 1 don’t wonder.”
“She’s just as sweet as she can be; 

and her whole life and my brother's 
have been ruined just by that woman’s 
selfishness. I declare! sometimes when 
1 look at Miss Julia Willis and think 
what she has done. 1 feel fairly wick­
ed. The idea of spoiling two lives, to 
say nothing of poor mother’s and fa­
ther’s, for the sake of one 1”

“Miss Julia wasn’t in love with your 
brother?”

“In love with him? No! She was 
never in love with anyone but herself. 
She just didn’t want Caroline to get 
married and go off and leave her. I 
guess it wouldn’t have hurt her to live 
alone. I guess nobody would have mo­
lested her.” The girl gave a fairly 
malevolent glance at Julia.

“Yoùr brother must have fairly wor­
shipped her sister," the other girl ob­
served with a sentimental sigh.

In the meantime while Julia was 
superintending—“bossing,” as the irrev­
erent young girls called it—the Christ­
mas decorations in the church vestry, 
Caroline continued to sit by herself at 
the window embroidering.

She was in a faintly pretty room. 
There were pieces of fine old mahogany, 
but the paper and carpet were faded, 
and so were the handworked roses on 
the chairs and footstools. On the table 
between the windows stood a lamp hung 
about with prisms which caught the af­
ternoon sunlight and sent rainbows wav­
ering over the dull elegance of the room. 
Beside the lamp books were carefully ar­
ranged—old autograph albums and vol­
umes of poetry. Just before Caroline 
was one book bound in red and gold 
upon which she occasionally cast a 
glance. The “brother John,” of whom 
the young girls had talked, had given 
It to her. It was the one gift that dtie 
had kept. There had been others—a 
pearl spray, a rosewood work box, a 
shell comb and various other pretty 
things, but she had returned all these 
gifts when she was bidden to do so by 
Julia. But somehow Julia had over­
looked the book ; Julia did not read 
much. Caroline was quite aware, when 
she dusted that red and gold book every 
day, that Julia had forgotten whence 
it came. She felt guilty, but she could 
not give it up. Besides, now, it was too 
late. It would be ridiculous to send 
that book of a by-gone age of sentiment, 
entitled “The Gift of Love,” and filled 
with a compilation of sentimental tales 
and poems, with some fine steel engrav­
ings, to its donor in California. Very 
probably he too had forgotten all about 
the poor little book. That reflection 
used always to sting gently as she bore 
everything.

Caroline was still very pretty.
That afternoon as she sat embroider­

ing she wore a violet-colored gown of 
soft. wool, and lier blue eyes took on the 
color of the gown. She had always tak­
en great care of her hair. Julia did not 
know why she brushed it so faithfully 
every night and morning, but it was 
because .John Leavitt, the old lover of 
her youth, had admired it. She could 
hear his young ardent voice after Jill 
these years—“There isn’t a girl in the 
whole village with such beautiful hair 
as yours, Caroline.” She still arranged 
it in the way which he had liked, al­
though it was long out. of fashion. How­
ever, it suited her thin, delicate face; 
the loose, soft knot of hair at the back, 
and the two soft curls on each side shad­

ing her faintly pink cheeks. Julia wore 
lier own hair in a hard aggressive pom­
padour. Although not in the least vain, 
she had a keen eye to the race, and was 
not to be left behind in any respect if 
she knew it. “I should think you would 
do up your hair like other folks, Caro­
line,” she told her sister sometimes. 
“You would look ten years younger.”

“I like it better this way,” Caroline 
would reply, meekly.

“Well, have your own way, you al­
ways were set,” Julia would answer. 
“Y our hair is a good deal nicer than 
mine, but the way you do it up nobody 
would think so.” Julia’s hair was an 
iron gray, and so thin that she was 
obliged to wear a rat under her firm 
pompadour.

Caroline had a little girlish trick of 
putting up one slender white hand to 
see if her knot of hair waa secure and 
her curia were properly adusted. She 
•bad ust done so, although she was 
alone, and had resumed Her needle 
when somebody passed the window. 
vShe looked and saw a man, a stran­
ger. Her heart gave a little leap. She 
thought of a tramp, but to her swift 
glimpse the man did not look like a 
tramp. Then there came a ring at the 1 
door. Caroline was ali alone in the 
house. There was no maid. Caroline 1 
was very timid. It occurred to her to 
hide, not to answer the ring at all. j 
Then she reflected that the man had j 
probably seen her, and visions of doors 
and windows being forced flashed 
across her mind. She had a fertile 
imagination for ill.

The bell rang a second time, and 
Caroline laid her work on the table, 
rose, shook out her violet skirts care- 
fu-lly and went to the door. She had 
to traverse the length of an icy entry, 
and her sister's parting injunction 
came to her mind. “But I didn’t have 
time to get a shawl,” she said to her­
self. She further reflected that the 
man was probably a book-agent, and 
JuLia need never know anything about 
it. Caroline, through concealing her 
sorrows, had acquired the habit of 
harmless concealments in other direc­
tions. • She was moreover afraid of 
Julia, and the mere anticipation of a 
chiding from her was enough to make 
her ill. She unlocked the front door, 
feeling as she did so that she ran a 
frightful risk, but when it was open, 
so firmly had the conviction of the 
book-agent, seized upon her, that she 
said directly, “We don’t care to buy 
any books to-day, thank you.”

But the man laughed. “Books?” said 
he. “I haven't any book. Don’t you 
remember me, Caroline?” Then Caro­
line looked up in the man's face, and 
her own grew white. It was an «vwfui 
experience that had come to her. Her 
old lover had in reality returned, and 
she- had not known his face at once. 
It looked strange to her. The boy who 
took his maiY flight westward l>ecause 
of his rejected love, had a smooth pink 
and white face like a girl, he was slim. 
This man was portly and wore a thick, 
grey heard. His face above his beard 
was as pale ns Caroline^.

“You don’t mean to say that you 
have forgotten me, Caroline?” he asked.

Caroline continued to stare at him, 
and suddenly a wonderful inner light 
seemed to possess her. She saw what 
had been through what was. She saw 
the boy in the man. She had the vision 
of an angel for that which was be­
neath all extenra-ls. She saw John 
Lc-avitt in the spirit, as he really was: 
the true man in him. who bad held 
her in his heart all his life. Her face 
flushed pink, then pried again, and 
John caught her in his arms. “For the 
Lord's sake let us gd in the house, or 
we'll have all the neighbors at the

windows,” lie said, with that laugh of 
his which she remembered wo wc'ti, and 
which was «till the laugh of a boy, 
and they passed through the long lane 
of freezing entry to the warm sitting- 
room. “I knew' I would find you alone, 
dear,” he said, as they went. “I -knew 
she” (he placed an emphasis both of 
humor and indignation on the riie) 
“had gone to the vestry.”

He sat down and gathered Caroline 
in his arms, and she hid his face on 
his shoulder. He stroked her hair fondly. 
“Just the same beautiful hair,” said he, 
“and only think how pray I have grown.”

Caroline said nothing. She was faint 
and dizzy with it all.

“Poor * little girl!” John said, leaning 
his head down close to hers. “1 sup­
pose I was a. brute to come in so sud­
denly and surprise you so, but mother 
said «he was gone and I couldn’t resist 
the temptation. Oh, Caroline! God alone 
knows how afraid I was I should come 
back and find you married to some other 
man! I don’t dare think of what I 
might have done.”

A quiver of delight came over Caro­
line. Just »■ «he had recognized the 
true spiritual self in John Leavitt in 
spite of the external changes that 
years had brought about, she recognized 
the true spiritual self which endured 
despite her faded1 cheeks. She was in 
fact just the same young girl whom 
John Leavitt had held in his arms 
so many years before. Each saw the 
other, at is were, in a looking glass of 
true. love. “I was afraid you were 
married,” she whispered after a while.

“Do you think I could ever marry 
anybody except you!” he asked in re­
turn. “Did you?”

“T didn’t know.”
“Yes. you did know. You knew I 

never could even think of any other 
woman as my wife except you.”

And it directly seemed to Caroline 
that he was right. That she <lid know 
that he never would. An ineffable bliss 
took possession of her. The weight of 
years had rolled from her heart, and 
the rebound made it lighter than it 
had ever been in her distant youth. She 
had never been so happy. She was on 
a very pinnacle of happiness.

"When did you come ?” she whispered.
‘1 got home about half an hour ago. 

Then I came right over here.” Then 
after a pause, “Caroline------ ”

“What, John?”
“This time. I am not goiner to take 

no for answer. This time, sister or no 
sister, you must listen to me."

“It would kill Julia.” said Caroline, 
and she seemed to slip from her heights 
of happiness. “It would kill her, John.”

“Let it kill lier, then.” said John, 
with his mouth set. “I have had just 
about all of this I propose to stand."

“She is my sister,” said Caroline.
“T don’t care if she is,” said John. 

“This time you must listen to me in­
stead of her? We will live right he.re in 
the village. You ran see her often, hut 
I rather think it wouldn’t do for us all 
to live together.”

“I can’t leave Julia all alone after 
all these years.” sobbed Caroline.

“Now, don’t cry.” dear. T didn’t think 
Julia was afraid of anything, but if 
she is. T will hire a girl to stay here 
with her. T have come home with a 
lot of money. Caroline, though God 
knows the money is nothing compared 
with the hope of having you with me 
at last. T am going to build a new 
house, just the wav you like it. But T 
will hire a good girl to stay with Julia 
if she is timid.”

“Oh. it isn’t, that.” sobbed Caroline. 
“T don’t know that she is so very timid, 
but------”

“But, what, my own dear?”
“Oh, John, how can I leave my only 

sister, the only sister I*vc got, ail 
alone ?”

“She won’t be alone if she had a 
girl, dear.”

“Yes, she will in one way. She will 
be all alone as far as her very own 
are concerned. Oh, John", I don’t be­
lieve Julia would ever get married and 
go off and leave me.”

“Did she ever have a chance, tell me 
that?” asked John, brutally.

“Of course she has had chances; 
every woman has," replied Caroline, 
fibbing for the sake of her sister.

“He must have been a pretty brave 
man. then,” returned John, simply, 
“braver than I. I confess it won id 
take more courage than I’ve got to 
marry Julia, and I haven’t been called 
behindhand in bravery where I’ve been

“I can’t go and leave her alone after 
all these -years, whe.n she’s been so good 
to me. You don’t know how good she 
has been to me, John, and I haven’t been 
very well, and a deal of care.”

“Poor dear,” said John. “Well, T am 
going to take care of you now. You’ll 
be well enough when you are happy. 
Confess, you haven’t been any too happy, 
Caroline.”

“No, John, but I couldn’t help it.”
“Couldn’t help it? Good Lord, I 

should think not !” said John, “hasn't 
that been at the bottom of my heart, 
through thick and thin? No matter 
what I have been doing—and I have 
hustled, I tell you that, dear—that 
thought has never for one minute left 
roe. I have never had you one minute 
out of mind, and here you are after 
all these years, just the same little 
girl.”

“Oh, no John.”
Ves, you are, I tell you. Don’t, vou 

suppose I’Ve got eyes and can see?” 
John held off Caroline’s blushing face, 
and looked at it with the most lovai 
devot ion in the world : that devotion 
of him who loves through years of 
change and absence, and it was ac­
tually for him as if he saw the same 
little girl-face which he had left. “I 
didn’t expect to find you looking this 
way,” he said. “I had made up my 
mind to find you changed, and to love 
you just the same, but you are not 
changed at all.”

“Oh, yes, John.”
“No, you are not, I tell you.1” He 

fondled with reverent, tender fingers 
ODe of the soft curls that shaded her 
face. “I didn’t know but you would 
bave one of those great bumps on top 
of your head that girls wear now­
adays,” said he, “but it is all just the 
same. You have had sense enough to 
stick to a pretty way of doing up vour 
h»ir, no matter how other girls'did

“I remembered you liked it this 
■way,’’ said Caroline.

“Of course you did. Caroline I have 
a beautiful ring for you at home. I 
didn t bring it. I didn’t quite dare to. 
I said to myself, maybe when she secs 
me she won't think so much of me as 
she used to. I know I have grown 
stout and grav.’’

“You are a great deal better looking 
than when you were a boy.” said 
Caroline ; then she adder! inconsist­
ently, “you look just the same to me 
as you always did." for at that 
moment, the gray hairs on her faith­
ful lover's head actually appeared 
gilded, and his stoutness became the 
graceful litheness of youth.

“Nonsense!” said John Leavitt, “T 
have changed, but if I don't seem

changed to you, your eyes are the onlv 
looking-glass I care about in the world. 
I wonder what kind of a house you 
would like.”

Then Caroline again remembered 
Julia. “Oh, John, 1 can't leave mj 
sister,” site sobbed faintly.

“Nonsense you’ve got to. We have 
had our lives spoiled long enough.”

“Yon must !”
Suddenly Caroline slipped from 

John’s knees in an absolute freniy of 
terror. Her face was pale. If there 
had been a wild lion on her track, eh# 
could not have looked more frighten* 
ed. “Oh,” she whispered, “she’s com­
ing, now.”

“Nonsense, she can t i>e through 1er 
work of bossing the Christmas-tree.”

“Yes, she said she shouldn't stay late, 
because she didn't want to leave me 
alone, and it’s after five. That’s Julia 
crossing the street !”

John Leavitt folded his arms across 
his broad chest coolly. “Let her come,” 
said he.

“Oh. John, I can’t. I can’t!”
“You can't what, dear?”
“She is crossing the street. I can’t 

have her come in and find you sitting 
here. I can’t!”
j as well come, first as last,

“It can never come. I can’t leave 
her, and—and—T can’t have her come 
in and find you sitting here. I—I 
haven’t strength enough to stand it,

It was quite true that Caroline did 
not look as if she had ranch strength. 
She was white and stood trembling be­
fore John, a piteous little figure under 
the tyranny and terror of a lifetime. 
John looked at her half amusedly, half 
pityingly. “Well, what do you want 
me to do, dear?” he asked. "I can’t 
get out now without Julia's spotting 
me, that is out of the question. Gome 
Caroline, you are not at raid of Julia 
with me here to take care of you ? 
What on earth can she do to you?”

“I am—afraid.”
Caroline looked around her wildly. 

By some freak of village architecture, 
the long, icy cold pantry opened, as in 
many other houses, out of the sitting- 
room instead of the kitchen. Caroline 
looked at the pantry door. "Oh, John, 
go into the .pantry,” she begged, "go, 
go!"

John rose laughing, and made one 
stride across the room into the pantry. 
He was just in time, for at that mo­
ment Julia entered, muffled in her 
warm winter coat and fur cape. " It 
feels like snow out,” she said. That 
was what she said first. Then she sniff­
ed. “Seems to me 1 smell something 
dreadful queer,” she said.

“Maybe it's the geraniums,” filtered 
Caroline.

“Geraniums! Those geraniums don't 
have any smell at all. Caroline Wilds! 
what is the matter with yon? Don’t 
you feel well?”

“I feel a good deal better; ! do, hon­
est. Julia.”

"You look just as white as a sheet. 
You don't look nearly as well as when 
I went away. Are you sure you haven't 
got a pain in your lungs”

“I can breathe real deep down. I do 
feel better, Julia.”

“Well, you don’t look nearly so well.” 
Julia began removing her outer wraps, 
still with anxious eyes on her sister, 
and she sniffed again. “Queer, what Is 
it 1. smell?” said she.

“Maybe it’s something from outside."
“Outside with the windows shutdown 

tight ? 1 should think you were crazy!”
Caroline, who was not as a rule at 

(Continued on page 11.)

Ancient (V>TmrrM>s Still Performed in Passover Festivities
F There are many ancient ceremonies 
Btill observed in celebrating the Passover 
festival. The occurrences mentioned in 
conenetion with the bondage of the ls-| 
raelit.es and their departure from Egypt, 

narrated in the Bible, are perpetu| 
ted by ancient rites, which date back 
p Ithe dispersion of the Jews and to the 
j$me xyheh they ceased to have a 11a- 
ifinal existence.

1 The observance of the Passover festi-1 
fal entails many obligations upon the 
J§us Israelite. Attendance at the syn.v 
fcogue service and the prayers said in the 
■wily circle are not the only act* of 
gyotion required by tlie religious an- 

inities. The w'orshipper is expected I 
j! follow many Biblical and rabbinical 
mmaiids even in his preparation for| 
ie festival. Many of the most inter- 
iug of these ceremonies are not in 

synagogue service, but are observed 
the -members of the household onlv| 

the privacy of their homes. Each of 
in's a greater or lesser signifif 

In keeping alive every detail con- 
i? the history of the Passover. B 
tii'* evening preceding the eve of 
rer an interesting ceremony is ob-l 
fby the very pious, which is higli- 
raeteriatic of the conscientious en- 

o* O: the strict Hebrew' to observe I 
the commandment that there 

pot be any bread or “hametz” ini 
se. A search is made by the mas-| 
the house for any leaven that 

,^ve been overlooked in the gen- 
dfeaning. He examines every closetj 
"•very nook and corner thereof, gath- 

any thing that be. finds suspicious I 
^dedly Wvên. This he burns thei 

irning and lie fore the noon liour. 
•ETANT DOMESTIC SERVICE, 
ceremony is hot as generally oh- 
at Hagadan or “Seder.” which is 

incinal and all important domestic 
It is an exceedingly interesting 
> full of pathetic aiid historical 
tnoés. and is held on the first 

nights of the Passover, and in a 
: and social prayer meeting.
Hi the family and guests have been 

! around the festive table, which is 
decorated with fruits, flowers 

nts, the master of the house

recites an introductory prayer in He­
brew and a welcome to the guests, but 
before he commences the recital of the 
narrative of the departure from Egypt 
the youngest child at table asks of the 
assembly:

“Why is this night observed different - 
lv from any other? On this evening only 
unleavened bread is eaten, only oittcr 
herbs are now spread before us. and we 
are all sitting differently from our usual 
custom, and are in reclining positions.”

These questions are asked to intro­
duce the narrative and are answered by 
the master of the house in the service 
which follows. He proclaims “that it is 
incumbent upon him so to do because 
the Bible declares that every person in 
every generation shall look upon himself 
as if he himself had actually gone forth 
from Egypt,” and it directs that each 
father shall tell his son thereof and ea.v : 
“This is done because of that which the 
Lord did for me when I went forth from
Egypt."_______________________

With each portion of the narrative 
recited by the master of the house ob­
ject lessons are exhibited. The bone of 
a lamb which had previously lieen roast­
ed over the fire and which is among the 
paraphernalia is shown to all present, 
to recall to the audience that the first 
born of the Hebrews were spared when 
those of the Egyptians were killed, for 
it will be remembered that among the 
most dramatic episodes mentioned in the 
Bible was the killing of the lamb at the 
exodus of the Israelites and the sprink­
ling of its blood upon the door posts of 
their houses, and this ceremony is a re­
minder thereof.

Another dish at table of which all 
partake is the “Haroset,” a mixture of 
fruit, herbs and almonds made into a 
paste resembling and of the consistency 
of mortar. This is eaten in commemora­
tion of the severity of the life in Egypt. 
The quotation from Exodus is recited, 
‘‘That the Egyptians embittered their 
lives with cruel bondage and in mortar I

and brick, for ail labor was inflicted up' 
on them with rigor.”

The reason for eating unleavened 
bread is explained to be in commemora­
tion of the rapid departure from Egypt, 
when there was not sufficient time given 
foj- the dough to leaven, for it is nar- 
naterl in Exodus that “they baked un- 
leai ened cakes of dough because they 
acre thrust out of Egypt, and were not 
allowed to tarry.”

It is well known that the Israelite 
never wearies in his expectation of the 
coming of the Messiah to lead his epo- 
plc back to Jerusalem. An anvient leg­
end teaches film t-o expect His return on 
Passover night. At one period of the 
service the door is opened with great 
ceremony/ and with the hope that, at 
that moment, lie may enter therein. 
Throughout the service a wineglass has 
la-en filled for His welcome, and His 
spiritual presence is supposed to he with 
the worshippers.

The inquiry of the youngest person at

! table concerning the reclining posture 
there token is demanded because many 
are seated in reclining or comfortable 
easy chairs and because those who ob­
serve the custom with great precision 
lounge on pillows as a mark of grandeur 
and freedom. This Oriental mode of sit 
ting while eating and drinking is true 
to the custom of Eastern nations, who 
always recline while at repast and take 
their meals lazily and with great lan­
guor.

The sendee of the “Hagadah” occupies 
a lull evening, but it is not alone a reli­
gious and serious ceremony. Between the 
first and second parts thereof a bounti­
ful repast is partaken of, and few Jews 
are so poor that they have not arranged 
a great feast for the festival. No Jew 
is ever refused admittance to the house­
hold of another co-religionist if unable 
to provide the festival meal for himself.

PRAISE OFFERING SERVICE.
When the different ceremonies have 

been concluded, a repast partaken of.

and a praise offering service recited, it 
is not until a late hour that the festi 
vities are ended and the guests depart 
for their respective homes.

During the week of the festival noth­
ing leaven is eaten. The orthodo^ He­
brews deny themselves all,, victuals 
which are not carefully and specially 
prepared. Many articles of food and all 
gaseous liquors, such as champagne and 
beer, are prohibited, and great care is 
exercised in the purcha.-c of such food 
as may lie eaten, and it is selected from 
the stores where contact with bread or 
leaien of any kind is impossible.

Those of the synagogues who call 
themselves reformed Jews have gradual­
ly discarded the ceremonial observances, 
but the Orthodox Jew believes in fol­
lowing the strict text of the command­
ments, and that punishment will be al­
lotted to those who fad to observe 
them. The reformers claim that the ob­
servance of Passover is limited to the 
synagogue service and the eathig of a

lew "matzoth.- They do not, however, 
abstain from eating bread during the 
week and assert that the prohibition 
thereof does not apply to the present

The synagogue services in the ortho 
do>: and reformed places of worship are 
not marked by any ceremonial observ- 
tlives different from those of the regu­
lar Sabbath services, and many visitor* 
of other creeds are disappointed when 
they ask at the different synagogues 
and temples at what hour the Iamb will 
be sacrificed and are informed that no 
such rites are observed.

The Passover festival is not consider­
ed otherwise than a happy and glorious 
occasion among the Hebrews. The syna­
gogues are crowded to overflowing, and 
it is observed by more than half a mil­
lion of the Jewish inhabitants of New 
Y'ork.
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Christmas in Guam.
Christinas was celebrated in Guam 

last year in as true American style as 
the possibilities of the situation "would 
permit. Great interest was taken Hçr 
the Americans in celebrations for A. 
native children. A number of entofc 
tainments were provided. A featuza 
was a floating Christmas tree. mag­
nificently decorated, which was paraded 
through the streets of Agana drawn by 
six plumed mules with costumed outrid­
ers and preceded by a native band and 
from which Santa Claus distributed 
abundance of good cheer.

^ Bogus Antique Flags.
A London tourist is warning the world 

that tlie Swiss meet the desire of trav­
elers from England and this country 
for one class of antiquities "by manufac­
turing the Swiss flag of a hundred yean* 
ago so that it looks ancient enough to 
enthrall and deceive the tourist collec­
tor. A new flag is made to look like a 
centenarian by a process which include* 
fading the colors in -the sun, bespatter­
ing it with tallow and laying it in the 
granary, where the mice soon give it a 
tattered appearance. Finally it ia ex­
posed to the rays of the sun and mount­
ed on a wormcaten broken staff.—From


