Jim Broihprton’s Requital

—

“And this §s the énd, Elsle” eald{mad. The letter was from a lawyer

the wan,
break in bis volce.

The girl tossed her head impa-
tently, and the moonbeams played on
the tendrils of golden halr which
nestied on her forehead, every tiny
ourl of which had wound itself round
Jim Brotherton’s heart.

“Jen’t it foolish to talk about it?”
she sald petulantly. “You will never
hold any better position than you do
now —"'

“Perhaps not,” Brotherton broke in;
“but with you as my wife it would not
be for want of trylng Besides, dear,
you were quite satisfled to be a ser-
geant’s wife before 1 went on leave.”

“I have thought better of it since
I was foolish—we were both feolish—
to think of getting married. What is
there to Mok forward to?”

Jim Brotherton stared drearily over
the moondit waters of the Solent.
brown,{ clean-cut face was drawn with
pain ‘A month previously, when he
had gone on furlough, it was with the
understanding that he and Elsie
Chambers should be married as soon
as possible after his return

He had obtained the necessary per
misston to marry feom his colonel, and
his meagre savings had gone to the
purchase of what would go to make
the rsely-furnished rooms of a
marine soldier’s quarters homelike
and atiraotive for the woman of his
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with a queer, strangling |intimating that his uncle had died and

left him three hundred pounds a year.

Lieutenant-Colonel Jeremy Court-
fleld, C.B., commanding the West Dev-
cn Rangers,. was shom, stout, red-
necked, and pléthoric. Also, which
may have been the cause of these con-
{ ditlons, he was fond of'the pleasurcs
[ of the table.
| The sentry on the hospital mortuary
|of the South Barracks at Gibraltar,
| which stands a little back from the
| hifly road, presented arms as he pass-
ed, and thought maledictions

On the right of the hospital mortu-

ary was a plece of waste Government
lgwuud which Colonel Courtfield had
taken the Mberty of annexing as a
i)»oultry run.  The ocolonel stopped and

regarded the contents of the run com-

| plaeﬂuu,v.
A Btout, red-faced officer came down

f(he hill, puffing as much as Colonel

 Courtfield did in going up. He stop-

ped and contemplated the contents of | ©

the fowlrun.

| “Morning, Brooks!” said Courtfield,

!in a voice which might have proceeded
{ from the folds of many blankets.

“Morning, Courtfieldd!” crcaked (ol- |

onel Brooks, of the Wessex Regiment.

| “See you've got a dashed flne pair of

‘mrke,\s there.”
“Yes, and I hope and Mrs
Brooks will come and eat your Christ-

you

mas dinner with us to-morrow night.

I have been looking forward to this for
no end of a time. The last time you
and [ our dinner to
gether was at Ramnuggar —4t be
five-dandtwenty years ago.”

The the
mofstened in reminiscence
taheously they put out their
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The field officer clattered up to i
pect the guard, after which Jim
sumed his

hinking

seat, thi

re
bitterly of
the past

“She is worthless,” he muttered to
hix i, “and yet—and yet Not
withstanding what he knew of her, his
heart still clung to the woman

When Jim came off seutry at mid
night, the sergeant of the guard was
g becch, and snoring
down before the fire,

eep onh the

loudly Iim sat
and lit his pipe
Tim O'Hara sidled up to him with a
gleam of mischief
‘Jim,” he whisper
for a bit of fun?”
“What is it?

i his eye
, “are yez

game

If you mean hauging_

aid O'Hara. “We can cook
68 there, an’ nobody be any
the wiser.”

The two turkeys were promptly.put
J:@_\'ln'd the troubles of life, and in a
fow minutes were sizzling-in the oven
'of the kitchen
But with the capture of the turkeys

the excitement had left Jim Brother- ;
fat this moment."

‘mn_ The practical joke on his colonel
was well enough, but, after all, it was
e childish escapade, he thought He
had no appetite for the delicacles
Leaving his comrades, he started to
muke his way back to the guard-room
His mind was still d ing on
| woman who had jiltedf three years
I’ Suddenly )‘;\ found_ himself
> to the sentry. It was now two
lock in the morning Under the
brilliant light of the moon the place
looked dreary and awe-inspiring
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a child, you fool!"
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r-stricken sentry
The
trigger and Jim received the bul-
in lis thigh, He k on
ground, but falnt from loss of blocd,
as lo. chid, clad only in his
nightgown, ran forward and looked up
innocently in the sentry’s face

! Where is my

was Lo late man

let san

I want my mummy
mummy ?” he wailed

Alarmed by the repaort
the spot

“What is the meaning of this?” de
{ manded the former

Before the sentry
young woman dashed

could
do

I to her bosom

“Oh, Jimmy,” she cried,
you leave yvour bed?"

“I want my mummy!’
{ ¢hild dismally.

The sergeant wuas
the wounded man.

“How did this happen?” he demand-
ed sternly of the sentry The par-
oxsym of terror had left the young
soldier, and he entered into a lame
| explanation. - The girl ceased hugging
the child to listen. She looked into
the face of the man on the ground,
and gave vent to a stifled shriek

kneeling beside

in ler volce

oy

i her
|man w

| tures
! There were the same deep blue eyes,
| the
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'and towns 'Christmas
gladness, there are some places where'

that he is allve. Through your con

{ Guct to-néght a man may lose his life!"”

“What do you mean?” gasped the

cther woman.

“Simply this. The child got out of

{his bed in search of you, and it was

only through a man of the West De-
von Regiment taking the bullet in his
own bhody that the baby is not dead

Elsie looked at her sister stupidly
“A man West Devon Regi
ment! with a queer®tremor

of the

she said

Maggle scathingly
life you ruined.”

Yes," replied
whose
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on his forehead
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features

you feelir

| gently

Jim Brotherton smiled up at her

that you are not
‘and yet

" asked Maggie do-

“I cannot believe
' he whisper
‘And yet what
murely
“You--you
“Yes, we
girl, flushing a 1
sisters, but we

siste
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different,” said
“We are
» different.”
But- 1
I knew Elsie.’

are
are the
twin
Twin ? never saw
you when—when
“I know you didn't,” the girl re
turned quickly, “but I often saw you,
and was sorry for you.”
“Sorry for me? Why?
“Because 1 that
fooling ycu.”
“How did you know?"
For an instant the girl looked into
Jim's face, then she bent forward
with her head on her hands and burst

knew Elsie was

|into a flood of tears,

“Maggie,” he sald, “when I get bet
ter I am going tq leave the Service.”
“Yes,” sald the girl

“I am going to turn over a new leaf. |

I have enough to live on and to share
with another. Will
one to share it with me?”

“You--you mean—-"

“l mean will you be my wife?"

A Jjoyous light leapt to the girl's
eyés.—London Answers
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Mourning at Yuletide.

is. a time of
the festival time is mourned over. This
is so with Santiago, the capital of

Chili; for during Christmastide, just

eight-and-thirty years ago, she was
plunged into the depths of despair by |
in' So shall we learn to understand

& catastrophe such as has never

modern times befallen the metropolis:

of a clvilized State. The scene of the

The wound was rapidly

will you be the|

IBut it was said in words of gold

Through in most civilized countries |

A Combination Cooky Recipe.—Mix
together 1 cup each lard, sugar, mo-
lasses (N.O. or “black’stripe"), 1 cup
sour milk in which dissolve 1 teaspoon- |
ful soda, 1 tablespoon ginger, and flour |
enough tor oll stiff. The same stirred
up stiff and baked in a shallow drip-
ping pan makes fine, soft gingerbread,
which is nice frosted with a white ic-
ing. For fruit cake, use same recipe,
leaving out ginger and using instead |
1 tablespoon cinnamon and % tea- |
spoonful each cloves and nutmegs, 1
Ib. seeded raisins, and flour enough to
make as stiff as can be stirred. Add
more ftuit if liked. Bake in good-
sized dripping pan. If this cake should
get stale it can be used for a pudding.
Cut off the number of slices required
and steam 10 minutes. Serve warm
on individual plates, with a warm
sauce made by boiling together 1 cap
sugar, % cup butter, juice of 3% lemon,
1 heaping tablespoon flour and 1%
cups hot water,

Currant Cookies.—To 1 quart flour

{add 2 teaspoonfuls baking powder and

1 scant teaspoonful salt. Sift well
together, then add 1 cup sugar and 1
cup lard. Cut the lard well into the
flour, then stir in 1% cups water.
Take % Ibs. cleaned currants, sift
over them % cup flour, mix well, then
add'to the batter and work all togeth-
er until of the consistency of biscuit
dough. Turn on to a well-floured
board, roll %-inch thick, and cut with
the biscuit cutber. Lay out on a well-
greased and flour-dredged baking pan,
and bake In a hot oven. As soon as
the bottom of the cakes are brown,
trausfer the pan to the upper oven
shelf for the tops to brown. This
recipe will make about 40 cookies.
“Molasses Coffee Cookies.—Cream
scant 3% cup butter and %4 cup lard,
with 1 cup sugar. Add 1 egg, | cup
molasses, 1 teaspoonful soda dissolved
in % cup strong black coffee, and 2
teaspoonfuls. ginger sifted with flour|

ugh to make a dough that can be
easily handled. Roll, cut and bake
in hot oven.

Caraway Cookies (No Eggs).—To 1
cup sugar add % cup each lard, sour
cream, and sour milk, % teaspoonful
soda, 12 teaspoonful caraway seed,
and flour encugh to make a stiff
dough.

Ginger Snapsi—Cream 1 cup short-
ening with 1 cup sugar and add 1
beaten egg. Let 1 cup molasses come
to a beil, then add 1 tablespoonful
soda, pour in over the first ingredi-
ents, then stir into the mixture 1 table-
spoonful ‘each of ginger and salt, 4
tablespoonful vinegar, and flour to roll,

Oatmeal Crisps.—To 1 cup sugar
add 1 tablespoonful butter, 2 beaten
eggs, 2% cups rolled oats, %4 cup flour
sifted with 2 teaspoonsful baking pow-
der and a pinch of salt, and 1 tea-
spoonful vanilla. Drop by spoonfuls
on well-greased tins and bake quickly.

er

A Christmas Carol.

“What means this glory round our

[t‘t'b,”
The magi mused, *
morn?”
Apd voices chanted, clear and sweet,
“To-day the Prince of Peace is born.”

more bright than

|
“What means that star,” the shep-!
herds said,
“That brightens through the
glen?”
And angels answering overhead,
Sang, “Peace on earth, good will to

men:

rocky .

|
'Tis eighteen hundred years and more
since : those sweet oracles were
dumb;
We wait for him like those of yore;
Alas! He seems so slow to come.

No time or sorrow e'er shall dim,
That little children might be bold
In perfect trust to come to Him.

All round about ouy feet shall shine
A light like that the wise men saw,
If we our loving wills incline
To that sweet life which is phe law.

The simple faith of shepherds then,
And, clasping kindly hand in hand,

!inches when finished.

| same silk on all round.

Something that every woman will
appreciate is the wire coat hanger
covered with cotton and ribbon, on
which to hangsher waists. Wind the
hook of the hanger with narrow rib-
bon. Fold cotton batting over each
loop, sprinkling it with sachet powder,
Make bags of ribbon or silk to slip on
over the cotton and fasten under a
bow in the center. If one intends to
make a number of these hangers it
will probably be cheaper to buy a
yard of taffeta or China silk, and use
ribbon for the bows only. By watch-
ing the sales one can often pick up a
remnant at a very low price that will
work in advantageously.

A young lady will enjoy a toilet box
for her dressing table er bureau. In
its construction material matters less
than daintiness and neatness of con-
struction. Take a box of the re-

quired size to pieces, being careful not |
,to break the edges.
then cover each piece separately. Put,
a layer of cotton wadding on the bot-|
tem, which may have the lower side[

covered with a thin muslin—you may
use silk, satin, foulard, silkoline  or
cretonne for the covering of the box,
using a figured goods for the outside
if desired and a plain for lining.
covering, be sure to keep the threads
of the materials straight with the lines
of the pasteboard. Overhand outside
and lining together, making the
stitches fine and even, then overhand
the sides to each other and to the
bottom. . Pad the top with cotton and
cover with the material; it will be used
as a pincushion. If the box is cov-
ered with silk or satin a very pretty

| effect is gained by stretching a piece

of all-over lace edge, just the depth
of the box, gather and sew it around
the top, and cover the joining with a
narrow beading through which No. 1
ribbon has been run. Fasten straps
of narrow ribbon to the box and the
cover to keep the latter from falling
back, and add a bow of wide ribbon
by which to lift the eover.

Harper's Bazar tells how to make
a working apron which would be a
great convenience to any one doing
fancy work: Make a square of Per-
sian lawn, trimming it with lace and
tucks, and having it twenty-four
From the mid-
dle of each side make a dlagonal
square of beading; cut six yards of
ribbon into four lengths and run
through the beading, making it very
loose on three sides and drawing quite
tight in the fourth to make a little
fulness at the waist line of the apron.
Make hard knots at all four corners
and then tie double bow knots. By
lifting these bows you can draw
it up into a bag; for strings to the
shirred side to tie around the waist
untie the bow knots at each end. The
little corner on the shirred side gives
a bib effect.. When sewing, you have
on a pretty white apron with a little
bib; when you stop you pile all your
things into your lap and pull up the
pows, retying the double knots on the
shirred side. A twenty-four-inch
square of black China silk with one
corner slightly rounded for a bid can
be made with a narrow ruffle of the
Gather to a
yard and a half of black satin rib-
bon. A pair of scissors and a pin-
ball, fastened to dhe side of the apron
with long ribbons make it still more
practical.

An apron can be decorated in cross-
stitch embroidery by basting a strip
of scrim or canvas on the part, work-
ing over the'canvas and then pulling
out the threads. If the work has
been done with moderate loosenegs this
will not be difficult.

People who are tired of Christmas
trees, stockings, etc., may try a new
departure in the Christmas basket, a
pretty basket, tied with ribbons, be-
ing prepared for each person.

&
Peace on Earth.
The air is white with snowflakes

That fdll in a glistening shower,
And the earth is wrapt in silence,

Save the chimes that ring the hour.

O'er all the earth is fleeting,
And glows in every breast,

The spirit of cheer and loving
That makes the Christmas blest,

Smooth them,|

In!

| And

Mincemeat Rolly-poly.—Make somé
light suet pastry, roll it out thinly,
spread lightly with mincemeat, roll,
wet the edges, and form into a roll.
Tie in a wet cloth, and boil steadily
ifor two and a half to three hours.
| Serve with a nice sweet sauce.

When Decorating a Table for Christ-
| mas.—First lay on the spotlessly cleam
 cloth bands of scarlet rilon or paper
from corner to corner crossing in the
centre. Let the ends hang at
{each corner ina knot. At intervals
{down this band arrange bunches of
iholly and mistletoe, and between the
bands curve a wreath of ivy, fern, or
smilax. In the centre of the table
have some kind of high vase, with
|whit¢ or scarlet flowers.

| Plum Pudding and Custard—is »a
| good way of using up the remains of
| Christmas pudding. Butter a plain
mould, and into it put slices of plum
pudding, leaving spaces for the cuse
tard. Beat up two eggs, add three-
quarters of a pint of milk, flavor witk
a little brandy, and pour over the pud.
ding. Coyer with battered paper,
and steam slowly for three-quarters
of an hour. Turn oub, scatter chipped
almonds over, and serve hot.

Leg of Pork as Goose.—Boil a small
leg of pork for an hour, remove the
skin, and put sage and onion stuffing
round the knuckle; roast thus for an
hour and a half, basting with clarified
dripping, or butter, and during the last
half hour dredge it with two ounces
of finely powdered crumbs, mixed with
a tablespoonful of powdered sage.
Serve with good gravy and apple
sauce, which, if convenient, can be
made of dried a{:p!e chips.

Scalloped Turkey—is a good dish
for using up the remains of the
Christmas dinner. - Well butter some
scallop shells, sprinkle them with
crumbs, and fill with the following
mixture: Chop finely any remains of
cold turkey, with a slice or two of
ham and some of the stuffing; to each
pint of chopped meat add one dessert-
spoonful of breadcrumbs. Season to
taste, add one ounce of liquid butter,
the well-beaten yolks and whites of
two eggs and two gills of good rich
gravy. Mix thoroughly, fill the shells,
sprinkle with crumbs, and bake in a
moderate oven till nicely browned.
Serve with good gravy in a tureen.

Turkey Giblets.—These are the
wings, skinned and trimmed feet, the
neck cut in short lengths, the head
skinned, split, and cleaned, the gizzard
cleaned, split and skinned, cot in four;
and the liver from which the gall has
been most carefully removed, par-
boiled and sliced. Heat two ounces
of clarified dripping or cooking but-
ter in a stewpan, dredge the giblets
with flour and shake them over the
fire in it till browned, add a small clove
of garlic, a bunch of sweebtbreads,
bay leaf and parsley, pepper, salt,
mace, and three cloves, add about a
pint of stock, and let stew very gently
for two hours. Take out, thicken the
sauce, reheat the giblets in it, adding,
if liked, a little wine. Serve very
hot with a good border of boiled Brus-
sels sprouts,
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A Christmas-time Jingle.

By James Whitcomb Riley

My dears, do-you know, one
Christmas ago,

There were two little children
Jimpsy and Joe,

Who were stolen away by their Uncle
that day, ;

Who drove round and carted them off
in a sleigh?

short

named

| And the two little chaps, rolled in
buffalo wraps

With their eyes in the furs and their
hands in their laps,

He whizzed down the street, through
the snow and the sleet,

'.—\t a gait old Kriss Kringle himself

' couldn’t beat

|

{ And their Uncle yelled “Ho!" all at

| once, and then “Whoa!

| Mr. Horses, this store is where

| Want to go.”

| And as the sleigh stopped, dWp the

| little heads popped,
out on the sidewalk

| Uncle hopped.

we

the old

it héyhad only had
\ terrible occurrence was the cathedral-| Sing, “Peace on earth, good will to

church of La Campania A grand re-| men!”

ligious festival was taking place, and

the magnificent building was thronged ' And they who do their souls no wrong

with more ‘than 3,000 worshippers, the| But keep at eve the faith of morn,

elite of the gay - Spanish-American! Shall daily hear.the angel-song,

‘cihty. Twelve thousand silver lamps! “To-day the Prince of Peace

“Pleial & akly. "Biai shed a brilliant radiance over the mass | born!”

[ |l~1:k:(i n':l:r ’b‘:)i:lzv.“ i e, ¥ I of rlm;slin and l()irnpell'yhlmlow,hlnd g;;' —James Russell Lowell.
e t . | acolytes were busy lighting the 1,
ok of dark anger flashed over tapers on the grand sltar, when there

arose a sudden

And from the old bell tower,
In tones most low and sweeb, |
The bells chime forth the hour |
The Christmas dawm to greet.

“Oh, heavens, Jim!"

Brotherton looked up at her, and a
feeling of wonder came over him, for
| the face looking down into his with
! streaming eyes was the face of Elsle
| Chambers, as he had known her years
before

round re the sergeants are dan
cing, I'don’t ee much fun in it.” :
O'Hara snorted his disgust,
“Be hanged the sergeants
their danecing!" he said
“What d'ye say
foine Christmas dinmer?”
W Christinas
ied harshly | row

: l” 2 | “Ah, go on! Whoth does that mat-
“You will forgive me, and--and wish

ther? [I've got a bottle av whisky.”

! And he took the boys in, with a wink
and a grin,
And had 'em dressed clean up from
toe-tip to chin,
They usher in the morning, { Then he bundled 'em
Proclaim to all the land i sleigh, and cur-rack!
The tidings of the season Went the whip; and away they all
That Christmas is at hand. went whizzin’ back,

25 wevre directed rnly in
Nelther spoke till they

reached the hote

od-bye, Jim!"” said the girl, hold

cut hand. “Don’'t think tco

Jelieve me, it is all for

|
to and
contempt-

5 b
to a moighty rack

ing her in the
dly of me.
the bes
Jim

*“l won

uously is

till  to-mor

And

{ Jimpsy : and .Joe, when -they

s face.

me happiness, Jim?" |

“Oh, you'li be happy enough! The
feelings of others will never interfere
with your pleasure. But 1
dering ”

“Yes,” said the girl, suddenly breath-
less

“How far the man that you
going to marry will share in the -h
piness.  Good-bye!”

Ten days afterwards Sergcant
James Brotherton was tried by court-
martial for absence without leave. At
the moment (hat the adjutant was
reading out his sentence of reduetion
%o the ranks, the woman responsible
for his degrudation was leaving the
Sarrison church  on the
bhusband

was won

e

a letter was put into s hand,
opened the lotter, and glanced over it
Jhen Le vt down on his bed-cot and
lmughed icug and mirtlessly til his
‘comrados ‘ought a4 he bad go

He

arm of ter |

!
{owed the colonel a grudge,
Asg Jim retwrned 1o bis barrack-room, | N

nei

“Well?”

“An' 1 know wl
melghty foine turkeys.” <

"I see a court-martial staring you in
the face, Tim,” said Brotherton.

“Never moind that,” rejcined the
Irishmey “Ould Fat Sides
feeding him up for Christinas Him
an’ ould Porky of the Wessex are
going to have thim for dinner to-mor-
row ncight. 1 heard the two of thim
gloating over it when I was on sintry.
I think, Jim, it 'ud be a Christian act
to save thim two ould gintlemin from
havin' indigestion. Bob Thompson is
game. An' I owe oné to ould Fat.
Sides!”

Jim Brotherton

ere there ar: two

has been

laughed. He also
“Right!” he sald. “I'm with you!”
The three conspirators stole out,
and, taking a circultous route, passed
the sentry on the hospital mortuary
unobgerved.
“There is a fire in the hospital kit

“Elsle!” she echoed. “Much Elsie

cares! .

Jim Brotherton stas

| hospital
(Arms, went meekly behind.
sound of music came from where the
festivities were still being kept up,
| The girl's face became stern in its de-
{ termination. She followed the sound
| till she came to a large room whence
|came the nolse of dancing and loud
Jaughter. For a moment she stood
undecided outside the door, then she
walked boldly in. RElsle Mansfield
stood in the middle of the room, her
| partner’s arm round her waist. When
her eyes fell on the other woman she
flushed angrily.

“Maggie,” she cried, “what are you
doing here, and why have you brought
the child?”

The girl
tempt.

“Go home, Eisle,” she sald,
take the child. Thank

gave her a look of con-

“and
Providence

carrigd into4
The girl, the child fn her
The

cry of “Fire!” A
candle had been overturned, and in an
instant almost the interior of the cath-
edral Was in flames. Many of those
imprisoned within were rescued
through the windows, for the one door
was quickly blocked; but, when all was
over, it was found that more than
2,000 of Santiago’s bravest and best
had perished.

— AQ._ m——

A Curious Custom.

The King of Spain always enjoys
himself at Christmas, and he does not
fail to play the chief part in the won-
derful ceremony performed for cen-
turies on- Christmas Eve at the Span-
ish Court, when a crib is set up, and

the Sovereign, tambourine in hand, fol-

lowed by his Ministers, dances round
the cradle of the babe. = To us it may
seem a curious custom. To him, as
King of Spain, it seems the most na~
tural thing in the world, and he dances
with a will. .

There at home,

| W'y you' got the best Uncle tha'

marched in, you know,

with new suits, both
their parents says “OH!

What dee-1f8hamous rare little
dren you air,—

chil-

is
anywhere!”

But their Uncle just pats the boys'
heads and says, “Rats!”

‘In a whisper to them- “Parents purre

same as cats;" .

iThen he kissed "em and rose and fi<h-

ed round In his clothes,

iAnd lit his old pipe with the end of
|

his nose.
&>

Red and green snow has been seen
in Greenland. 2

“My dear,” said Mrs; Stronge, “I'n
sure that our George is thinking seri.
ously of matrimony.” “Well, I onl
hope s0,” returned her husband, wi
unusual spirit.  “I wouldn’t like any
boy of mine t= regard It o8 a joke” .




