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BEFORE SHE KNEW

A Christmas Story of a Little Girl, Written
by a Little Girl, fot Other Little Girls. . .

(By Gertrude E. McGinley, aged 13.)

Snow, in the town, falls only to be
trampled into mud and slush and to
make the traffic in the streets dis-
agreeable But snow in the country
means beauty and dazzling whiteness,
And this was just the effect a timely
snow storm had on the little valley
of Jackson on Christmas eve.

One by one the vilijgge lamps were
lighted, making the falling snow-flakes
glitter in the light of the windows,
One by one the children left the hill
where they were coasting and return-
ed to their cottages huugry and cold.
One by one the hardy farmers retired
to a cheerful fireside to enjoy a smoke
on Christmas eve, while busy house-
wives went from room to room, pre-
paring the evening meal. Every cot-
tage in the valley seemed alive and
busy, ox('ep(.ulw. In the lowest and
most secluded part of the valley stood
& tiny brown cottage, alone and dreary.
No bright lamp-light streamed through
the little window Nothing but the
fitful flame of a tallow candle pene-
trated the gloomy cold kitchen,

On an old bed, at one side of the
room, lay a poor half-starved woman,
bitterly awaiting the return of her
drunken husband, whom she knew had
gone to the tavern on the previous
afternoon. Beside her, huddled close
in her arms, lay a chubby baby, sleep-
ing peacefully A little girl of ten
watched and tended mother and baby.
She now carefully cut the gingerbread
which the Squire’s wife had sent to
the poverty-stricken family, and placed
the little teapot on the stove. On a
rude kitchen table she put a few brok-
en dishes

“Oh mother,” she exclaimed, as she
sorrowtully looked at the dilapidated
supper table, “It's dreadful to be
poor. It's bad enough to be like the
new family up the road, but it's worse
to be like us. Just think, Benuie
won't have anything but tea and gin
gerbread, and if it hadn’t been for
Mrs, Jackson, he wouldn't have had
even those”

“Q well, dear,” replied Mrs. Curtis,

It ain’'t much use grumblin’ when
there ain't nothin’ better to -have.
Here's Ben and Jacky now, And don't

let Ben hear yer grumblin’ ’‘cause it
makes him so downhearted. He has
hard enough times just now, poor

boy."

There was a stamping of feet on
the door-step, the little door was
flung open and a boy of fifteen, fol-
lowed by a younger lad entered the
room.

“Lots o' wood for the mornin’ ma.”
panted Ben, throwing down an armful
of logs. “We found a good patch of
spruce up by the Squire's and we'll
¢o back for more after supper. Come
Jenny, get the supper on: get the sup

per ou, no matter what it is. 1 tell
you I'm mighty hungry.
“Poor boy,” sighed Jennie. “There’s

only one piece of gingerbread left for
him. Never mind, I'll give him mine
Twon't matter if 'm hungry for a
while. Come Jack and Billy, drink
your tea while it's hot, and here,
mother, here's your cup of tea.”

It did not take long to tinish the
frugal meal. Baby and four-year-old
Billy were put to bed. Ben and Jack
went back to the wood patch, and
Jennie having washed the dishes, sat
down to mend the children’s clothes.

It was tedious work patching and
mending the rageed little dresses and
coats. Wearily the minutes slipped

y, as she worked at her task. “Dear
me,” thought Jennie, “If Billy wouldn’t
fall down on his knees his socks
wouldn’t be like this. And Baby will
slide down the attic stairs and get his
dresses so dirty. And—but, I wonder
who's at the door. I'm most afraid
to go for fear it might be father."”

Jennie jumped down from the high
stool and cautiously opened the door
It was kind
come to see how the sick woman was.

“Well, Jennie! arn't you in bed yet?
It's high time dear. My Marjorie is
in bed over two hours. Why it's past
ten o'clock. Arn't you kind of tired?

“Oh no,” replied Jenny, “must have

something for the children to wear
tomorrow. It's Christmas, you know,
but the childre don't know, and

p'raps it's j 8
they won't get nothin® Anyhow come
see mother. She's been sleepin’ awful
sound since tea.” .

Mrs. Jackson went over to the bed
side. She saw in a minute that the
woman was rapidly sinking and
would not spend her Christmas in
the brown house

She lifted the sleeping baby into
her arms. It was hungry and cold.
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She went to the door, said a few
hasty words to the driver, who was
waiting outside with the sleigh, and
returned to the kitchen.

The sleich bells were sear heard
again and Mrs. Jackson wont te the
door to receive the basket the driver
had brought.

“Here Jennie, here is some lunch
for you bhefore you go to bed, I'll be
down firet thing in the morning.
Merry Christmas. Go to bed soon.”
There was a tigkle of sleigh bells as
the Squire's wife drove away, and
then all was silent. After Jennie had
given her hrathers a good supper she
climbed the rickety stairs to bed. It
was a sorrowful awakening for the
little girl, For at the dawn of Christ-
mas morning the dying woman had
peacefully passed to rest.

On her way home on Christmas
Eve, Mrs. Jackson met Bennet and
Jack returning. She took Bennie aside
and told him of the great loss which
was sure to follow. And warned him
to say nothing to the smaller children,
not even to little Jennie. For the kind
Squire's wife was going to give the
little Curtises the happiest Christmas
they had ever known.

Christmas morning was dull and
grey. The big snow-flakes fell softly to
the ground. Jennie was the first to
wake in the little brown house.
“Ugh!” she yawned, as she tumbled
out of bed. “It's awful cold, Dear!
Who's that at the door I wonder.” She
slipped down the stairs in her night-
gown and opened the door.

“Merry ' Christmas, girlie.”—Mrs.
Jackson's kind face was smiling at
the child.

“Not dressed yet? Well! Hurry up
and get all the wee ones dressed for
vou're going to spend Christmas at
Locust. The sleigh is waiting. Don't
| make a noise to disturb your mother.
| Bennie won't come. He wants to keep
house till you come back. Hurry up
now."”

Jennie couldn't get up stairs fast
i enough to .tell the children. Billy,
| Jacky, and Baby Archie were down
rs in a short time dressed in their
simple little clothes. When everything
was in readiness, Jennie ran to the
bedside to give her mother a farewell
iss. Poor little girl. She did not real
ize she was motherless. The tears
| started in Mrs. Jackson's eye. But no
| one noticed.
| "Come along dears,” she said, try-
i ing to keep the secret from the child-
ren. “Jump in Jack and Billy in with
you James, and I'll take Archie and
Jennie in with me.”

“Wouldn't mother enjoy a ride in
this sleigh. .There's lots o' rugs to
teep her warm, Jennie,” exclaimed
Billy, peeping out from under the
great fur rug.

The little party chatted until they
reached l.ocust, the great white house
in which the Squire lived. It received
its name from the tall locust trees
standing like sentinels on either side
of the driveway.

The squire’s only child, a girl of

ten, was waiting on the front veran-
dah for the expected party. She was
very different from little Jennie, and
at first did not like the idea of hav-
ing her house opened to strange, dirty
children. But her proud little heart
had been softened when she heard the
secret that was being kept from the
little family.
{ After making the acquaintance of
all the children, she ran into the
house followed by the four eager little
ones.

It was like a great palace to little
Jennie, She felt awkward and wished
for a moment she was back in her lit- |
tle cottage. But that feeling left her!
when the squire lifted her into his|
arms as if she had been his own little |
daughter. “Just follow Mary llpﬂ(airsk
and she’ll take off your wraps,” said
he, placing little Jennie on the stairs.

The children were shown into Mar-
“iox'iv's bedroom, much against that
young lady's will. It was a very pret-
| ty little room. Everything matched
from the little blue forget-me-nots, on
the tiny doilies to the blue flowers on
the carpet. A dainty, snow-white bed
was at one side of the room, while a
white bedroom set completed the fur-
nishings. Soft white curtains, tied
back, with bread blue ribbons, hung
at the windows. Jennie was lost in
admiration. She could have spent a
whole day in that pretty little room.
But just then Mrs, Jackson came in
with a litle pink dress over her arm,

“I_wonder if this little muslin dress
wouldn’t fit vou,” she said. “Marjorie |
is growing so tall that thig is far too!
short now for her. Just glip that old |
one off, Jennie. But, oh my, youl
couldn't wear a black underskirt un-
der this.

“Mary,” she added, “just get a little
white underskirt.”

In a few minutes she returned with
the sweetest little ruffled skirt, Jen-
| nie had ever seen.

Quickly the child was dressed in
the muslin dress which looked very
pretty with her light hair and blue
| eves. The curly, yellow hair was tak-
| en out of its tight little braids and
| tied with a big pink bow. Heavy boots
{end old stockings would never do

with so pretty a dress. So a pair of
new stockings and shoes were fit-
ted on the tiny feet and what a dif-
ferent little Jennie walked down the
stairs half an hour later!

The boys’ old suits were also ex-
changed for new ones. The old boots
were replaced by bright and shiny
shoes, all the gift of their kind hos-
tess.

When the children’s toilet was fin-
ished, they were led into the dining
room. Here they made a hearty break-
fast, after which they were taken to
the drawing room and seated before
a green curtain. What happened next
was never forgotten by the littlé ones.
The Squire drew aside the curtain

|
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and in an adjoining room, all sparkl-
ing and shining, stood a beautiful
Christmas treé, its branches laden
with presents, fruit and candy, while
colored candles sparkled on every
bough. And on the top was a silver
star which shone in the light.

“O! If mother could only see {t.”
exclaimed unselfish little Jennie, when

it'’s beautiful. I never saw anything
like it. No, never.”

“I'm glad you like it, dearie,” ans-
wered Mrs, Jackson. “There are pre-
sents and candies and fruit for every-
one Margy is going to distribute them.”

“Clome dear,” she added, “You may
boiin now, start with the munu."

on the hearth, The fantastic shadows

call me out again that night. .

ed traveller returning

as remembranceg ‘of the occasion, bear-
ing a message of love and friendship

tic ringing of my night bell summ'oned

At the close of the day ¥ sat before
the comfortable blaze which burned

cast by the firelight fitted a¢ross the
walls.  Outside the bleak December
wind chanted a dirge; the sn'ow beat
against the window panes, and a
fierce storm raged. By contrast, the
warmth and comfort of my bachelor
chamber were more accentuated. 1
drew closer to the fire for an hour of
solitude, and as the storm raged, 1
breathed a hope that no duty would

As the wind and storm increaged, the
windows rattled, but despite this, in
the intervals between the howling ‘of
the winds, muflled sounds of footsteps
reached my ear, telling of some belat-
home laden
with gifts to be sent on the morrow

to the recipient-—for it was Christmas
Eve.

As I pondered over the day and all
that it means, there came back to my
mind a scene I had witnessed just a
year ago tonight,

I was about to retire, when the fran-

me to the door, and a messenger ask-
ed me to accompany him to the hospi
tal to which I was attached as visit.
ing physiclan. Dressing hastily 1 was
soon at the bedside of my patient.
The man before me bore traces of
a hard life. The eyes were sunken, and
the face convulsed with pain. A few
hours earlier he had been surprised
in the act of ropbing an office on the
second floor of a building. All other
avenues of escape cut 'off, he had
jumped from a window in the rear.
But, in falling, his head struck a £tone
step and he received a fracture of the
skull,

He had been taken by the officer
on the district to the hospital. Here
I saw him.

It was useless to attempt to save
the map; and al} I could hope was to
make the end as easy as possible. Af-
ter rendering what assistance I,could,
I sat down to await the passing.
After a few moments of silent watch-
ing, the lips of the man began to move,
At first the sounds were inarticulate.
Gradually, however, the sounds grew
into disjointed words, and the discon-
nected words grew into sentences, and
the wandering brain revealed the
thoughts that passed within.

Out of the rambling flow I heard the
word, “Mother,” and I knew htat the
span between the past and the pre-
sent was bridged over, and the suffer.
er was living again the days 'of child-
hood.

Slowly the story fell from the lips,
and as 1 listened, my own mind went
back to other days, and the visfon of
a kind-faced mother, long since gone,
came back to me.

Nor was there anything new in the
story. Discontent with the monotony
‘of the life at home, eager for the world

THE ELEVENTH HOUR

of big things, he bad gone out te taste
of the sweets of the greater world. But
he found more glitter than gold; for
tune more elusive that he had anti-
cipated. But pride would not permit
him to ackmowledge his failure. Then
began the downfall. Evil assoclates
claimed him, and the career, which
was about to close, began.

For an hour the wandering mind
poured out its story. Then came a
pauge. The eyes opened and for a few
minutes reason again took her throne
in the mind of the dying man,

Seeing me seated at his bed-
side, a look as of a haunted animal
leaped into the face, but with the
realization that I was not, after all, an
officer of the law, the man fell-back on
to his.pillow, <

Pity for the unfortunate wretch
overcame me, realizing though I did
that he had outraged almost every
law of the social order, but the spirit
of “good will to all” came upon me and
I hoped to hear a word of prayer for
forgiveness before the end.

Motioning me fo draw nearer, the
sufferer grasped my hand.

“Doctor, It's all up, 1 guess. They'll
never get me again, I tried again and
again to be straight, but the habit
ggt me, and iitwas easer to be crook-

“Back home there's a good old moth-
er watching for her boy. There in
my coat pocket you'll find her letter.
When I've gone send her word, but
don’t tell her how it happened.

“In the other pocket you'll find some
money. Send it to her, doctor, as a
Christmas gift from her boy. It's all
right doc, I got it honest for doing a
good turn to a man Yyesterday, I
haven't time te tell you any more,
but I'm sorry now that I didn’t follow
the straight path. It'll be Christmas
soon, and I hope that my sorrow for
the past will give me a place in the
land the good old mother used to tell
me of when I was young. Do you
think I've got a chance doc?”

Assuring the poor fellow that the
Child of Bethlehem came not to save
the good but the wicked, I calmed his
troubled spirit. In a few moments
the eves closed in peaceful sleep, a
great calm spread across the hardened
face, the breathing grew less distinct
and less regular, the lips moved all
the while in prayer, then came a long
pause. “Mother,” 1 heard the lips
murmur, then came a fluttering of the
breath; the end had come, the wasted
life had closed and I breathed a silent
prayer, the first in many a year, that
the Christmas morn would find the
criminal, like the penitent thief, con-
verted at the end, among the celes-
tial choirs.

Drawing the coverlet over the dead,
I opened the letter he had pressed in-
to my hand. Inside I found a letter
such as only a mother could write,
and going home I . wrote one myself
telling of the end and parting message,
enclosing the Christmas gift from a
long absent boy.

blue suit and a warm overcoat, while
a thick muffler and warm gloves were
to be taken to Bennet,

H'ow quickly the minutes slipped
by, and dinner time came only too
soon. - After the children had feasted
on a plenty of turkey, pies, puddings
and cake, the waitress brought in a
large bowl covered with green tissue
paper. From a hole in the centre there
hung bright pieces Yof ribbon. Each

the time the bend in the road near
her home was reached she was fast
acleep. & had been the happlest day
of all her short life and soon to be
followed by the saddest.

AS TO CHEWING GUM.

(New York Tribune.)
The London Daily Express recently
permitted itself to say that the gum-

child took an end and when Squire
Jackson said: “Hurray for the Christ-
mas Pie,” gave a quick pull, and out
popped a number of presents.
Jennie got a bracelet, Jacky a mouth
organ, Billy a bugle and Archie a box
of blocks.
The children played together all
afternoon with their toys and pres-
ents. Then while supper was being
prepared, all the little ones, with
Squire Jackson, went for a long sleigh
drive. It was quite late when they
returned to locust. A hot meal was
waiting them. At each place was a
Santa Claus filled with chocolates
and a bonbon each. They talked
i over the supper table and
) Jackson told the children many
atories, About eight o'clock, when
they were all gathered around the
fire place by the Christmas tree, the
Squire told them that story so famil-
iar to all. Of the babe born in Beth-
lehem’'s mancer, of the star which
guided the wize men to the Holy Child.
1t all seemed like a dream to Jennie.
She would never see another Christ-
mas like this one. But the time was
rapidly drawing near when £he should
know all, that had so carefully been
concealed from her. The sleigh was
at the door.
“Come children,” sald Mrs. Jack-
son, bringing the little coats, “I hope
my little visitors have spent a happy
Christmas. I'm sure I have. Jenny

chewing habit was becoming popular
in England, and this had the unfortu-
nate result of raising false hopes in
the mind of & gentleman from Wichi-
ta, Kansas, who had already reconcil-
ed himself to a compulsory abstin-
ence. Writing to the Daily Express,
he delivers his soul as follows:

“l am in London for the first time,
and before 1 came everybody in Wi-
chita, Kansas, who had visited your
islands said 1 would not llke it and
that I could not get anything I llked—
namely, ice-water, sweet-corn, Mil
waukee beer, or chewing-gum, or
other necessaries of life.

“In one respect at least they are
right. I found a hotel where the wait-
er had been trained to put ice-wa-
ter on the table, and I secured sweet-
corn for dinner last night after a
struggle, but I can not buy ehewing
gum anywhere. I tried three or four
drug stores (which the hall porter
called chemists’) and they never
heard of it.

EXCEEDED HER PART.,

The occasion was a choice little tea
party on the lawn, and the hostess
wag beaming among her guests.

“Yes,” she remarked, “my little
girl is very clever. She can imitate
almost anyone.”

“She can, my dear,” echoed the
host delightedly. “Come, Alice; show
what you can do. Pretend to be the

she had recovered her speech. “Oh,|]

housemaid.” {

The little girl, eagerly enough,
came forward and bowed to ome of
the guests,

“Will you take some more tea, ma-
dam?” she asked politely. Then she
turned to another guest.

“May I move your chair, madam?
The sunlight is very strong.”

At this the guests were exceeding-
ly interested and asked for more.

Backing away from her father,
Alice exclaimed in a terrified tone:

“8ir, let e go! Don't touch me, sir!
Give you a kiss, indeed. Supposing the
missus was to hear you?”
the clever little darling was
away suddenly, — Denver

dear, here is some supper for Benaie.
And don’t forget his presents.”

Mrs. Jackson helped the little Cur-
tises into the sleigh, and tucked them
in with the fur rugs. She could not
bear to go home with them to see
their sorrow on entering their home.

“Merry Christmas! Merry Christ-
mas!” wag the cry that rose up from
the departing sleigh.

“Well,” sighed Jennie, as she lean-
ed against the soft cushions at her
back, “that was the best Christmas
1 ever saw. What will mother say
when she sees this new shawl. I'll
put it right on her to keep her warm.
She’ll be better in no time with all the
good things Mrs. Jackson sent to
her.”

The wind blew harder, driving the
falling flak inst Jennies
little flushed face. Gradually her curly
head dropped on her breast and by

AENEMIC (j|F)

TIME TO KICK,

There was excitement in the old
inn-at the cross roads. The ancient
proprietor was bristling up like an
angry porcupine.

“It’s got to stop!” he thundered, as
he brought his fist down on the ink-
bespattered register. “Be gosh, it's
got to stop or I'll close up the hotel!”
“What's the trouble?” asked the
coffee drummer.
“Trouble enough. I could stand
sleep-walking motorists crawl-
ing under the.bed and b
the springs 'cause they
were under an automoblile, .
it I am going up
dreaming aviators climbing up in
ceiling and knocking all the
down just ‘cause they imagine
are tinkering with their fiylng m
chines.. No, siree, it's got to o

it il oA v D
r eroe t's A WISE PRECAUTION.
mulsion stréngthens the |- . » rector to the
““this morning we
g take up the collection before
the sermon.” 2 "
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Highest Quality Drug Storé Goods at Lowest Possible Prices

INEXPENSIVE GIFTS

You can buy Gift Articles here for all

“  your friends at very small cost. We
offer the kind that will be acceptable
because they are useful.

EBONY TOILET SETS

In Handsome Sil\g-Lined Leather Cases

Two-Piece Sets, $1.50, 2.50, 3.00 and upwards.

Three-Piece Sets, $4.00, 4.50, 5.00, 6.5 a1 upwards.

Combination Sets---Brush, Comb and Mirror, with Manicure
Pieces~-Some with Cloth and Hat Brushes. Prices:
$10.50 to 19.50. :

These Sets come Plain and with Sterling Mounts. The
pieces are interchangeable.  We can fit up a case with
any articles you choose.

Brush, Comb and Mirror Sets - For $1.73

“ They are Silver Mounted; Imitation Ebony.
German Silver Sets, 3 Pieces in Box, for $9.89,
Ebony, Celluloid and Silver.

MANICURE SETS $3.00,4.00, 4.50, 5.00,8.00

Small Sets, from 20éts. upwards.

HAIR BRUSHES

All Kinds at All Prices
The Best Assortment in St. John®

Real Ebony: 83c, $1.25, 1.50,
1.75, 2.00, 2.75, 3.00, up to 5.00-

At $1.39 we have a wonderfully
fine Gift Brush. 13 rows of best
French bristles ; solid back of best
ebony; worth $1.75 to 2.00. It is
suitable for man or woman.

Imitation Ebony, 43c, 75¢, $1.00

For 37c. we are selling a neat
Brush with German Silver Mount.
A good looking brush - .
for anybody. You can
buy a Round Mirror to
match this Brush for
43c, or both together
for 74c.

White Celluloid Brushes ;
$1.00 to 4.00 each. -

Infants’ Brushes, 25 cts. : ‘
and upward. Small Travellers’ Hair Brushes, 50 cts.

Ebony Mirrors, $1.75, 2.00, 2.34, 3.00, 3.50

Best French Beveled Plate. Selected Ebony Backs
Every Mirror Guaranteed

" CHRISTMAS CANDY

You'll get the right kind here whether you want a fancy
package for presentation or bulk candy for your home

: WASSON'S CANDY IS THE BEST
We are sole Agents for

measgs

Eoe;d no recommeﬂr:ldation. Every-
y appreciates this candy. Sold
Boxes 60c, $1.00, 200 only in sealed pacl:a’g:::n 35:, 40c,

When you give Liggets 60c, 80c, $1.00 up.

you know you are giving Leave your order now if you
the best candy money would be sure of having it by
can buy. the 24th. ~

Frank White's Hard Mixture, 25¢. Ib. - 5 Ib. Boxes, $1.00
Moir's Assorted Chocolates, 50c. Ib. - 5 Ib. Boxes, $2.25
Moir's Fancy Boxes, - - = 30c. to $5.00 each

: STAT'ONERY lN:akes an appropriate present for

yone to give. Even the person

who “has everything” can use Writing Paper. Our Fancy

Packages are the finest ever shown. Prices: 29¢. to $6.50.
Initial Paper, 35c, 50c, 60c, Box, with Envelopes

Feuntain Pens for $1.25. The kind that cost $2.00 to
500 elsewhere.

For the Hard-to-Please
A Het Water Bottle. - We have them for 59. to $2.50.

A Travelling Case-—Rubber Lined. You can buy one
as low as 39c. and fit them as you please,

m&.p. 7Coutl'5c‘ ort Case.: Talcum, Tooth Paste and
Safety Razor Blades. 40c, 50c, 75¢c, $1.00 package.

Razor Streps, 25c.to $2.50. Shaving Seap, 5c¢. to 25¢

Twine for Xmas parcels, etc., Red and Green, 8c. ball.
Sparkling Snow for the Tree and Decorations, 5c. box.
Candles in boxes at 2c. and 5¢c. box.  Xmas Tags, 10c.

- Calendar Meunts for your own Snapshots, 10 and 15 cts.

Den't Fail to Visit the Stores with the Xmas Geods

WASSON’S

King Street  Haymarket Square  Main Street
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