FARM AND DAIRY

CHRISTMAS

Sweet day, 5o ceol, so calm, so bright,
The bridal of the earth and sky.

George Herbert.
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A Gift from “The

Other Wise Man"”

By EMMA CASE MOULTON
(Successful Farming)

o THINK it's mighty queer Aunt
Kate didn't send me anything this
yeaur. I worked days and days on

those old doilies I sent her,” pouted

Mildred as she stood by the window

looking out at the drifting snow,

Christmas day Oh, well you know

the postman hasn't been here. It may

come yet,” said the mother The
holly wreaths in the window, the piles
of gifts on tables and chairs, the tissue
paper and scraps of bright ribbon in
the wastebasket told that Christmas
had come again in the Blakely home.
Christmas, the wonderful, joyous,
saored love feast, when for a time all
over the wide, wide world the clang of
shuttle and the whirr of wheels is
stilled and the men hark to the angel
song of “‘peace on earth, good will to
men’’ — when th turn their eyes
heavenward that they may catch once
more a glimpse of the guiding star,
and there is kindled anew in their
hearts the light of love, And the
warmth and the radiance of that love
ie felt in all the world at that time
and we call it the Christmas spirit

It manifests itself in a revel of giving

and sacrifice, of song and of gladness.

This spirit was everywhore in the
little town of Donnybrook. You beard
it in the sleigh bells of happy messen-
gors distributing gifts; you caught it
in the tone of the “Merry Christ-
mas,” shouted from neighbor to
neighbor ; you could see it reflected in
the faces of Mildred's father and
mother as they read aloud the Christ-
mas notes from absent loved ones, but
in Mildred's heart it came not. 1 fear
that in all this holy time she had not
once looked up, so she had failed to
soo the star or to hear ever so faint-
ly the angel song. Surely there was
no reflection from the star in her eyes
nor echo of the song in her heart, but
just sordid, dry-as-dust selfishness

She wanted a silver vanity bag and

it hadn’t been among her many gifts

She had hinted as much as she dared,

in fact she had almost told Aunt Kate

that she wanted it

As she stood there mentally figuring
the profit and loss of her Christmas
transactions, she caught sight of the
postman and rushed to the door to re
ceive the bundle of mail he had for
the Blakely's. Sure enough there was

a package for her from Aunt Kate

Heor eyes lighted with pleased antici-

pation only to be filled with vexed

fears of disappointment on finding &
book, ‘“The Other Wise Man’ by

Henry Van Dyke.

“I don't care! She is a stingy old
thing and I wouldn’t read her old
he

despised gift aside and turned to the
rest of her mail.

‘“Oh, dear, here is a little crochetod
doin’s from Bess Franklin and I didn't
send her a single thing! I know what

I'll do, I'll send her this old book from
Aunt Kate. T'll date the card two
days back and she will think the pack-
age was delayed in the Christmas
rush. Bhe is pious emough, maybe
she will like it.”

8o off on the second stage of his
journey started ‘‘The Other Wise
Men,” happy, mo doubt over a sec
ret he held close, a secret that the
selfish Mildred learned a fow days
later when she received the following
note

My Dear Mildred,—It came; ‘“The
Otvher Wise Man" brought it; that
blessed, blessed ten dollar bill It
was such a beantiful Christmasy thing
to do, to send it in his keeping. You
knew I hadn’t been home since little

my heart ached to be there, so you
went without the pretty things you

loved just to give me two happy weeks
at home.

““The Other Wise Man" told me his
story last night. I think Christmas
will always mean more to me because
of your unselfishness and shmlgh\.l'ul-
ness. And, Mildred, 1 am going to
earn another ten dollars this year
and when the Christmas star smoes
again I am going to send it, as you
did to me, by ‘“The Wise Man,” to the
girl of all my friends who most needs
the joy it can bring, and it will be
your gift to her

I don't need to ask if you had a
Merry Christmas You must have
been aglow with the Christmas spirit
or you couldn't have pussed so much
of the joy of it on to

Your friend,

Mildred read the letter twice. A
silver vanity bag! She had no need
of one for that letter had Immﬁt
her, somehow, face to face with her
real self, and she saw in the redec-
tion nothing of which she could be
vain. She had received a gift through
‘The Other Wise Man,” after all,
that was worth far more than the ten
dollar bill she had failed to find.

A Farm Girl's Experience in
the City
(Continued from last week)

“l don’t want to go about with
you; so don’t worry,” I retorted with
an angry flush. This put an end to
the intimacy. We had roomed toge-
ther at first. Now each girl paid for
her own room; and I, at least, found
life harder than I had ever imagined.
How to make my earnings cover all
needful expenses was the one pro-
blem ev.r taxing my tired brain. 1
became so wan and worn looking, so
that even Beulah was touched with a
feeling of compassion, when she
chanced to encounter me on the street.

“What in the world’s the matter
with you, Ellen Hartwell?”’ she de-

Who Weuldn't Be a Friend of Santa Claus?
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manded lhﬁy. “You don’t look fit
to work. y don't yw& home r
You don’t have to stay in Chicago."

“I can’t go e, 1 replied, as
we walked together to the car line.
“‘Mother wrote for Cousin Amelia
Brooks to go and live with them
1 left. And now they do not need
me.”

The lump in my throat made
speech difficult.

““Well, your father would likely
send you some money if you asked
him,” suggested Beulah. ‘‘You look
as if you'd been living on bread and
water for a month. And a mew rig-
ging throughout wouldn’t hurt your
appearance any,” wit a coarse
laugh, though she did not mean to
be unkind.

Sick of the City

“My father has been laid up with
rheumatism all winter, and needs
every cent he has. I wouldn’t let him
know how hard it is for me to get
along for the world,” 1 cried impetu-
ously. ‘I can manage all right.”

“Not if you lose your job, %ﬂu
can't,” declared Beulah bluntly, “The
management is ulkinf of cutting
down the number of help in each de-
partment. I was told so this morn-
ing. It's likely they will keep only
the old hands.”

1 turned paler, if possible, than I
had been the moment before, and I
returned to my dingy room that night
with a heart heavy h foreboding.
I sat down at the one window, whic!
opened on a dark court where the
air reeked with vile odors from a mul-
titude of sources, 1 tried to put
from my mind the tumult of terror
which, was driving me wild. 1 suc-
ceeded for a short space of time, for
the heavy atmosphere and my utter
weariness made me drowsy, and my
low rocking chair, though cheap and
battered, was comfortable. 1 fell
asleep, and dreamed a happy dream
of home and friends and familiar
scenes—the greening fields under the
warm sunshine, of rapturous birds
and fragrant lilacs, of joy and glad-
ness in a world of springtide loveli-
ness and beauty. Could heaven itself
be more delightful to homesick
hearts  Philip Marston was there—a
central figure—waiting for me on the
verandah, his honest grey eyes look-
ing tenderly into mine, And as in
all dreams at the culminating point
of utter bliss or deepest woe, 1 awoke.
And behold, it was a dream !

Bitter were the tears I shed that
night. The longing for home was
almost more than I could bear.

“It is no more than I deserve,” 1
told myself with bitter sorrow e §
despised that quiet, hundrum, safe
life, which now seems to me the love-
liest, the dearest in the world. I
think they would all want to see me
—all but Philip, perhaps, who must
know that I despised in my heart all
he tried so many times to offer me.
But oh! I am ashamed to go back.
1 can’t go back, for I have no money.”

The blow fell the following day.
At noon I received my dismissal,
along with a number of employees

.who were not needed during the sum-

mer months, 1 took it quietly, and
probably no ome looking at me, as
I waited upon customer after cus-
tomer, would have dreamed of the
agony | was enduring. Only for one
thing, I could have held out until the
store was closed, though after that—!
The last straw to my burden of en-

rance a bunch of lilacs in the
band of a lady of motherly appear-
ance, who stopped at the counter and
looked intently into my face, pallid
Lywellmkfcw,h was accompanied

a , wholesome lool “youn,
man, with a Mbo&ilk:?‘hules

countenance.

I looked at neither of them, My
aze was centred on the lilacs. The
‘homey” look of them, the sweet
familiar scent, was more than I could




