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"Peace and goodwill from Heaven to
Barth

Begin, and nover coaiso."
sàid the- boy softly to himseif. Tbl man
dipped his pen in the ink, paused again
and laid it down.

"Terence," he said, '"you shall take a
message for me. 1 won't write. Tell
your mother that you found an ogre in
a lonely castie, *hé was only an ogre
because someone had cast a speli on
him, and tel! lier, he can only bo trans-
formed back into. a prince, when -a
beautiful princess cornes to break the
sgpell."'

"Mother would make a lovely beauti-
fut~ princèss. Slie's just like tlie one in
rny fairy tale bok."

"Well sec if you tan ersuade her to
iqnklbe e nding to -this story si happy
one!"

«I think she will p'raps. to please me.
Sh. doos lots of tliings like that for
me. And hesides, it's not often. a lady
bas the chance of being a real princess
out of a fairy book, with a. livo. ogre
to get rid of. It's most lovely. But
d'ydu know I don't believe you're an
ogre at ail. I Ïbelieve you're a real
proper prince."

"Do you really T"
Terence nodded.
"YesI1 Only p'raps you're rather old

for a prince. P'raps you've grown into
a king by now. I am glad 1 came to
your encbanted castît."

"Su arn1, littie * n.Perhaps youi
are the knight tlirougliwhom I arn toà
be freed from tlie opeIl) whicli you4

"Do you understand me, Dawson ?" ho,
thundered.

"'Yes, Judge. Certainly. lII @end the
young woman aet once."

Dawson desconded to the. servants'
hall, and confided to its occupants bi&
conjecture as to the speedy confinement
of his master in a. lunatie asyluin.

The fairy tale princeas, accompanied
by Terenèe, carrying the rabbit, wa]ked
togetheiý up the enclianted way to the
castie of the-ogre. Theo bald hea n ne
admitted thom. A moment later tbhey
stood before the ogre.

Nobody said anything, but the Prin-
cess grew very pale, and the ogre looked
very sad-much more like a good prince
than au9gjre. At last he spoke.

uYou have tome to break the evil
spell that lias been upon me ail these
years, have you not ?" lie said earnestly,
not at ail as tbough he was only pre-
tend ing.

"O0h, if I only could," said the Prin.
cess with ae sob in her voice. "Can yon
ever forgive me, Jim ?" Terence was
ratlier bewildered at tlie very real way
tliese grown ups played.

"'You don't know his name, Mother.
You should cali him 'Prince, ' and, of
course, you ean break the spel1. Tliat's
wliat you're for."

The ogre suddenly turned to the boy.
"Ah I Kniglit-errantl Tell us how an

evil speîî is broken T" he said, "and wliat
a bewitched ogre does under tliese cir.
cumstances."1
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Koop tho FamiIy Savings
on a Joint Aosount

in the nainesa of two or more membr-Hus-
band and Wife, Brothèr and Sister, or Father
and Son.
It ia an ail-roundconvenience, s ither can
de osit or withdrawroe, ade in case of
de th tlie balance goBto ô h survivor without
any formalities, forming an immediate source
of ready money.
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lsmixtuecOf oota, ~toth:e fwlemnts
mlot c gre n h.ain.f ed, sd .t ma es lay o qs
stimulatiug and atreugth enlng the el produclng ogn, asinaispui-
ably proven b y the sale of over five mI lion boxes. Alsa k eps poultry
healthy and vîgorous and makes young chickens grow rapidly.Its use la cheap, one extra egglato th ijllc.aver itscoat for
each heu. ta effects are i mmedately apparent in iucreased egg pro-
duction sud betterhealth in ail the flock.

It lu sold iu 25c. 50c. and 81.00 packages, under a "spot cash
money bac~k guarantee, by dealers everywhere.

F E-Write for aur f ree book, the "International Poultry
Guide", a complete compendium of poultry knowledge.
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Prince Rupert Waterfrýit

*kindly suggested had been test upon
me."

"Whlat a splendid idea ?" cried' Terence.
"We'll pretend that, won't we? I

arn longing for fo-morrow. We'll play
fairy tales aIl the afternoon won't we,
Mr.-King? Good-bye. Oh!" Re turned
at the door. "I do hope the gentleman
with the bald head who stared at me
won't mind our coming."y

"'If lie doos, he'll go," apewered
Terence's,,new friend, which utterance
was wholly enigruatical to the boy but
sounded distinctly reassuring. The pros-
pect of the bald headed gentleman's dis-
approval was evidently not regarded
with any dismay by the king of this
castle.

"Good-bye." Another wave and
Terence was gone, running down the on-
chanted way to the big gates, and home
as fast as bis ittle legs would carry
bim.

Judge Fans ittart returned to bis
library and rang the bell. Dawson, "the
bald beaded," appeared in answer to the
summons. E

"'Go out and dig up the best young
epruce you eau find in the shrubibery."

"Dig up, Judge! A tree. I, Judge?»"
"Yes, you. Now, at once."
"W7-hat size tree, sir? inquired Dawson,

fearing for his inaster's sanity.
"W'hat size? I don't know. The

proper size for a Christmas tree, of'
course."

Dawson bowed differentially.
"And, Dawson. MWho's the youngest.

feniale in the biouse ?"
"The kitchien maid, Judge. Fifteen

lier age is, so I uniderstand."
"Tliat'Il do. Send ber into the town

to lmv the riglit things to hang on a
('hrist,îîas tree."

Pawso looked blankly at his master.

Torence cozitated a fe1 v moments.
"Weil,',"' hi said flnally, "«in'moat cases
ît's the prince who ssves the princess,
and thoni it's quite simple. Hoe just
kisses hier and everytliing cornes, riglit,
and they live liappily ever after."

"I see," said the "Prince-ogre: "then'lu
this case matters are reversed, I sup-
pose?"

"Yes," assented Terence, "in. this case
the Princess must kiss you, I expect.
It's ail quite right because it's a real
fairy tale."

The pale face of the Princess waa 110w
a rosy red, and she looked sliyly at the
ogre-prince. He beld out hia bande, and
alie went riglit up to him, and tlien lie
cauglit lier in his arms, butwbether lie
kissed her, or she kissed hlm Terence bas
nover béen able to inake out: but it
didn't matter either way because tho
epeli was quite brokon, and the ogre
turiý4d into a most splendid prince, WhO
ever aftor tliat loved Cliristmas and
rabbits, and Tîrence-but Teronce's
mother, xnost of ail, and hoe called lier
his Christmas Prineess-and tliey lived
happily ever after.

A Philadeiphia lawyer, who spends
most of his time at his country estate, em-
ploys a sturdy Irish gardoner, wlioso Qne
desire li life is to live until the banner of
'freedom is unfurled over Ireland.

One evening the lawyer strolled through
the grounds of his place and stopped to
have a chat with the gardener.

' Michael, do you know that whie we
are hiereeoyn the beautiful twilight it
is dark mdigtin Ireland?" hoe asked.

Faith,' an' Oi'm not surprised,"Y re-
plied the gardener. "Ireland niver got
justice yet."
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Ask your neighbor to take The Western Home Monthly.I t pleases everyone-it will delight him or her also.
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