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A CHRISTMAS
TELEPHONE

2 e o d

{By Alice E. Allen.)

Dorothy left her playthings in a heap
on the floor, She pulled her chair to
the teicphone on the desk. She climbed
juto it. Her curly head reached the
mouthpiece. She unhooked the
ceiver and put it to her ear, just
father did.

“Number?”’ said a voice
that Dorethy jumped.

“Two-two-ninesix,” she said
“That was what father said. _

In a minute, close to Dorothy's ear, it
gecmed, another voice spoke.

“Hellot” it said spleasantly.

“1g this Santa Claus?” asked Dorothy
ae much like her father as possible.

“Yes,” eaid the voice, swesatly. “What
is it?”

Dorothy hesitated.

“You don’t sound just like
Claus,” she eaid.

“Well, ¥ am,” the voice laughed. “But
who is that—eome little girl?”

“1'mt Dorothy Grant.”

“Dorothy Grant?” The voice seemed
surprised. Dorothy hastened to explain.

“Dorothy Grant, 231 Park place,” she
said. “Don’t you know me?”

“Oh,’* cried the voice, “of course 1 do
now! But I've never seen you, have I?
You are Mr. John Grant's little girl,
are vou not, Dorothy?”

“Yes,” said Dorothy. *“Bat, you see,
he isn't home. He isn’t ever, 'cept Sun-
daye and Christmases and Thanksgivings
and such days. That's why I had to
ask you, There isn't any one in the
house ‘cept Rhoda and Sofia. Sofia’s
80 old she’s deaf. You aren't deaf yet,
are vou, Santa Clans?”

“Not yet,” laughed the voice.
hear you quite well. Go on.”

“Sofia takes care of the house and
father, and Rhoda takes <are of me.
Rut they don't understand about Eve-
lyn, and to-morrow, when father’ll be
here, it. will be too late, ’cause to-mor-
row's Christmas. And you must give
Christmag gifte on Christmas, mustn’t
you?"

“Yes” €aid the voice.
vou want, Dorothy?”

“1t's about Evelyn. T didn't hear it
myself till Rhoda told me %o-day when
she dressed me—that is. 1 :didn’t hear
all of it. You don't know Lvelyn, do
you?"

“\Why no; I think not.”

L was just about sure you didn't,
‘cause, you e&ee, you've never given her
o single  thing, she says, And ehe’s
oliler’n. me—a little. She's always been
lame, but she’s never besn  sick till
now. 'Think of being sick at Christ-
mas time! And the doctor savs she
must have fruit and nice things to eat,
Aad can’t, you see, because Rhoda
eavs it {ook every cont there
saved to pay up the doctor.”

“Where does Evelyn iive? |
there with Rheda. And it's up ever and "
ever o many stairs. 1 don’t know how
youll ever get there, Are vou wo very
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"I Knew you'd help me if you onl:-
knew about it!” cried Dorothy. 2

“Whit does Fielyn need most be-
siles e nice things to eat?”

sShe needs most  everything,”  said
Dorethy. 1 bought her a Teddy bear
with my own money. She just had to
have Lim. But a dolly is quite nec'-
Don't you think so?”
And seme picture books®"

“Oh!  And a chuir that won't hurt
her back-—a goft. comfy ane.”

“A qpretty gown”

“And some slippers”

“And flowers"”—

“Most anvthing vou have left over'”
cried Dorothy, in  great excitement,
“Eyvelvn'd  Aike anyvthing,  ‘eause
hasn’t anyvthing, to bewin with.”

“T sce,” said the voice, gently. “We'll
have a lovely Christmas for livelyn.
Now, isn't there something you'd tke
tor yourscelf, Dorothy?”

Dorothy hesitated.

“There is—one {hir
v. “I've never even teld
1 do want it dreadtully.”

“What ig it?" encov ul

“T want—a-—mother all my
own"  esuid Dorothy. Jarbara  has
and Connie. And Maude has one
rud two. grandmothers besides. Why,
welvn has a mother -a one.
{ine died, vou Lknow, when I
And 1 wonld iike another one.”

“Yes" gaid the voice

“1'd Vika a pretty little one, with dim
vles, like Connie's mother, i<n't
hardly ever real crosz, even when Con-
tears her gown. And Kisses
real often, and puts her {a bed
srv single night, and tells her stories,
But wost anv. kind would do if father
Liked her. She'd have to stay here, yoa
Lnow.”
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of course, Santa Claus,” said

- - - B

| kettle

| Loaded with toys and many a same,

“Ruat wasn’'t Santa Clans funny
sk that, father?” asked Dorothy. Fa
ther lad surprised her by coming home
hefore her bedtime. and she was telling
Wim a! that happencd. “Of course, he’s
coming  Doesn't  hie alwavs? Why
shonit he ask if he could?”

Fagher chuckled.

“$Uhat number did you ask for. Del-
Iv?" Le eald.

Two-{we-nine fix,”  aid
‘ilve one you ajways say.”

Father gave a lonw. low whistle. Then
he acked:

“\Was Senta’s voice Jdeen and grufi®”

Norothy shook her head.

“1¢ was low and sweel,
litla way it bad laughs
said,

Aitar Dorothy had gone her happy

b

Derotiy,

and every
in it,” she

way to dreamland Mr.
went to the telephone.

“Two-two-nine-six,” he said.

In a moment there came to him a
voice, low and sweet, with laughs in. it.

“Is this Miss Annie Claus?” he asked.

“Yes. And this is Mr. Grant?”

“Yes. You had a conversation with
my little daughter this morning, Miss
Claus?”

“Yes—bless tho child Tow did she
know me and my number?”

“She didn’t, but—bless the child—she
tried the only number she remembered
and found you. She was trying to get
Santa Claus.” ;

“Santa Claus?”

“Yeu”

Annie Claus laughed.

“I understand mnow,” she eried.
“That was why she asked if I were
deaf yet—and stout. How funny and
sweet and dear of her! Well, thanks
to her and to Evelyn, I've played San-
ta’s part and had the loveliest Christmas
I ever had so far.”

“It was good of you, Annie,” said
John Grant.

“Giood?” Annie Claus questioned.
“One would do anything for Dorothy.”

“Would one?” -

“Anything one could,” amended Annie
in suspicious haste.

“You have Evelyn’s
asked Mr. Grant.

“All ready. You shounld see —"

“And Dorothy’s?”

“Dorothy’a?”

“The one thing she wants—she told
me, Annie. Is it ready?”

“Not quite.”

“Buts Annie, to-morrow iy Christmas,
and Christmas gifts must be given on
Christmas.”

A mischievous
over the wire.

“Dorothy stipulated that in the selec-
tion of her gifts her father must be
pleased,” sail Annie Claus.

“That needn’t bother you. You have
gshown his preference for a year and
more, haven’t vou?”

“Ye-es, unless he has
mind.”

“He hasn't, Annie,
Don't you believe that

“Ye-es.”

“Well?”

“Come over to my Christmas tree to-
morrow night, you and Dorothy. Evelyn
will be here. Well talk things over.”

“Thank you; we'll coma without fail.
But Dorothy—and Dorothy’s father
will be sadly disappointed if Dorothy’s
gift isn’t ready.”

“Perhaps’ it will be.

“Annie—really¥”

But Annie Claus had rung off.
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CHRISTMAS SERMON.

Aged Wavfar~~ Tanght a Curate

THIS ARTICLE REMOVED
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“She shambled along tuvough the
mud with her <treaming  elothes and
clouted boots, and we cntered my little
room. My thoughtful landlady had
made my table ready. A plate 'of hol
toast was standing in the fender;
sang vociferoasly, as af 1
tient. to be uscd; front of the fire
stood my slippers and an casy chair.

“To my surprise, my pooy, worn, hag-
gard companion 7 1 ber dripping
hands and burst into tears with the
words, ‘0, what Inxary!’

“That the bLest Christmas
mon 1 ever heard, and the ounly one I
have neyver forgotten.——Yonth's
panicen.

was sor-
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THE OTHER 8TOCKING.

Once Santa Claus, as in he came,

two little stockings hung side by
side,

Close Lo

“Ho! Ho
fun,

“I'll have no cheating, my pretty one.

1 know who lies in this hous

There's only one little girl 1

But just as he spoke he saw pinned to
the toe

Of the one, a note, -and he cried “Hal-
lo!"

broad and wide.
with' a laugh

a flreplace,

" said he, of

o!

“Dear me. what's this?"* For he saw with
surprise,

As he pushed up his spectacles close to
his eyes,

That the queer little note was addressed

to him;

he read by the

beams dim—

“Pear Santa Claus:—I want you to know

Who the other stocking is for, that o

She may share in your gift, it's Ciara’s,
you know.
She's a poor little girl, but as good as
could be. 3
So 1 hopg‘you will fill up her stocking
to-night

And help to ma's» her Christinas bright.

1f you haven't erough for both stockings
there,

Please put all in Clara's 1 shall
care."”

“(;od bless you,” he cried,
he snolie.

He drew from a bag beneath his
cloalz,

of warm
in

To Clara’s stocking, and then with a pin

Some more useful clothing he fastenzd
on there,

Then he fllled up the other to make a

So light of the moon-

not
and then, as
great

clothrs, and he tucked

palr,
With rome of the loviest toys you could
'

as he hurried away, *“I
don’t mind

Whatever [ give to those who delignt

To be loving and gentle, and try t> do
right,

And to those who have always a kind
word to say

To others, who are not go happy
they.”

as

——————r————
Santa Claus 8 just ‘as, real

8s
many oﬂur chaps.

His Christmas Gift
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John Semple’s steps became slower as
he toiled up the hill to the familiar
farmhouse gate.

The curtains had not been drawn, and
the family was intent on decorating the
Christmas tree.

“Bwv Jove,” he muttered to himself,
“I'd forgotten it wes Christmas eve.” He
leane ! beeide the big elm just inside the
gate, and he reached his hand up with
almost a caressing movement ngainst its
gnarled old_trunk. His fingers touched
a emooth place ou the bark, and long-
forgotten thoughts curled his hard n.outh
into a boyish smile. Quickly he struck a
match and held it to the tree. Yes,
there it was—J. 8. and M. R. enclosed
in n rude heart. I wonder where Mary
is to-night ** he said to himself.

As if in answer to his question, the
great door opened and a girl came run-
ning down the path, followed by a atal-
wart lad, who called: “Mary, Mary, stop
a minute!” But she did not stop. On
sghe came to the old elm tree.

John Semple stepped hurriedly just
outside the gate where one of the great
gquare posts hid hima from view.

As the givl reached the tree she put
both her hands up to the carved letters
and w sov rose in her throat.

I'he man who had follcwed gently put
his arms around her and said: “Don’t
cry, Mary, darling. I am suve if Jack

could know he would be glad that I love
yeu and am going' to take care of you.
I know 1 can’t be as splendid as dear old
Jock was, but you do love me a little
Gon't you, Mary?’ he asked wistfully. |

“The girl put both her hands on the
boy's shoulders. “Yes, dear, I do love
vou, but I want to be loyal to poor!
Jack. 1o loved me so much, you know, |
and when | think of him dying "way up!
there in the Philippines, with no cne near
it seems treason for us to tulk of love.”

“But I loved you before Jack did,
dearic, and stepped aside when I saw
how it was between you. Now: Jaek id
wone forever, but [ am hLere alive and 1
iove you.”

Solemnly the girl looked into her
lover's eyes, and then her face was raised
to his. He bent and kissed her, and,
with his arm about her, they went baek
to the housc.

“Iow pretty Mary has grown,” John
Semple miuarmured as he stood again by
the elm. “When 1 turn up [ am afrail
Ton's chances will ba poor,” he so'd,
cynically, he is the hegtar
man.”

Then he squarved his sheulders and
walked wp the path briskly. At the
door, just as he raised his hand to knoek,
ke caught a glimpse through the window
of a white-haired old lady, walking with
fceble steps across the room. For a

“even if

moment she <nconsciously stopped under
the mistletoe that hung under the centre
light, and a splendid old gendeman step-
ped wp with a courtly bow and kissed

her amid the shouts of approval of a
number of younger men who crowded
'round to “‘kiss mother under the mis-
tletoe.” Slowly she walked to the win-
dow and John Semple, who stood just
outside, heard the old man eay: “Don’t
grieve, mother. Remember our son died
an honorable death, fighting for his
country.”

“But, father,” she said, “if I only
knew where my boy was lying I think
it would be easier to bear. Only the
neagre words: ‘John Semple missing,’ in
the report after that awful skirmish at
Dagupan,” and her lip quivered with the
tearless griet of old age.

There was a quick sound outside the
window and all faces were turned toward
it. Someone came to the door, but the
man outside slunk into the shadow as
a dog bolted growling down the path. .

The dog came back suspicionsly, but
as he reached the man on the porch he
began to whimper. “Quiet; old fellow,” he
said, as he fairly hugged him :in his
anxiety to keep him from making s
joy known to those inside. “Dear old
boy, you know me, don’t you ” he whis-
pered.

Just then a voice, old and quivering,
ineide the room, began: “Children, 1
have something to say to you. Tom
here has told me that Mary has pro-
mised to be his wife. We ail have loved
Mary ever since the time we thought she
would be John’s wife; but I know, could
John epeak, he would say he was glad
that Mary will find happiness with Tom.
Mother still grieves for her first-born,
but” (and the old man drew himseli up
proudly) “I know that he did not shirk
his duty, even though he knew it meant
death.”

The man outside seemed to stagger a
little as he repeated, “He did not shirk,
even though he knew it meant death.”
That tar-off morning at Dagupan, when
fcar clutched him by the throat and he
left his comrades to carry on the sortie,
came up before him.

Once more he looked inside. Every-
body was clustered about Tom and Mary,
and even mother’s mouth wore a smile,
whieh, however, did not reach her grief-
stricken eyes.

John Semple bent down over the dog.
“It’s up to me, oll fellow,” he said, “to
deliver my Christmas gift now.”

Once more he patted the dog, .and
quietly, with head erect, walked toward
the gate. After a moment the dog fol-
lowed and when they both passed the
elm tree he was at his master’s heels.
“l am sorry, old fellow,” said John
Semple, “but it won’t do. You must go
back. I have to put you. also, into the
puckage I am leaving them. Go back to
the house, old chap. I know you’ll keep
my secret. It isn’t for me to spoil their
merry Christmsa,” he said as he turned
und walked out into the darkness.

@ A Song of Epiphany Q@

O uttle Christ!
With heipless lhead
Ul EOrTOWwW,

Their s.dent camels

Rich gifts they laid
Fraukincense,

gol
myrrh—

Held closely by His

But Gaspar held one
A moment in hig

Yean!

And Melchior raised
One straying band,
Pleading,

Then sadly
Belth
‘With tears he said:

O robes of mockery!

To paradise through
In love His

World for December.

High In the azure come of
1ue Slar Auug vver oeliicucar—
80 sweel and wari,

Wonat can you know
like lne sous uf

Three kings knelt by the ruunger-bed,
His sigkn had drawn them tromn afar,

‘i'ney scught the spot with many a doubt,
But now was shea them round abouc
‘the radiance of the Star.

ld and
The utte Christ looked down and smiled,

He touchea with sort hands of a child
The {hree kings as tney knelg to her.

hand,

Whiapered and wept with lowered head—
'l see a path this foot must trea
but sharp stones it shall be bled,
For God doth mo command.”

**O Thou in heaven above,

Who even the hearts of men may mova,

Save from the scar this hand or love,
Protect it by Thy might!"

touched the downyhend
apar, grave and
0O cruel thorn

By which this mild brow must be torn!

Which the Lord of all must wear!"

But Mary smiled and gently sald

To the sorrowing sagea kneellng ther2:
“In love, through nain.
Bo, too, His path on earth must be

cross to bear.”
—Elizabeth G. Reynolds, in Woman's

zat

on Mary's arm,
of wroug Or nuarm,
imeaq.

knelt without,

at Mary's feet,
iragrant

mother mild,

tiny foul

d,

to bearded lips
80 rosy white:

stately there;

Crown of scorn!

He came to me,

Gethsemane,

i
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SHELTER FOR
SANTA CLAUS

i Seg

(By Hollie Carter.)

A eubdued “Oh1” echoed from all

sides as Santa Claus slipped down the

chimney and made his jovial bow to
the children. They had been told that
they must keep very -quiet or the

Christmas saint would go away without

leaving any presents, so the involuntary
“Oh!” was hushed almost as quickly as

it was formed.

The children of the streets glanced
about apprehensively. Perhaps even
this would result in their being turned
into the etreet by the fat policeman
who had been detailed by the captain
to sce that no piratical youth led a raid
on the tree ahead of time.

But nothing so untoward happened.
Officer Cassidy etill beamed upon their
plessure, and at the other end of the
room Santa Claus in & funny falsetto
voice was making a speech of welcome,
and telling them how glad he was that
the young ladies of the guild could give
such good reports of every child.

“There are some present here,” he
toncluded, “one for every child, and
candy and an orange, t00.”

He approached the trec, and Bess
Fairley stepped forward to assist. In
some fashion ehe stumbled, and the
great tree with ite twinkling lights
went crashing toward the side of the
platform. = There was a flare of light
as the candles caught the resinous
ncedles, and in an instant the flames
had communicated with the long stream-
ers of evergreen that festooned the
room,

Cassidy was all action.

“Turn in an alarm on the corner,”
he commanded the janitor, who had
stolen"ii\to see the fun, then, raising his
voice, he continued, “Come on out uv
this, every blessed wan of yez or I'll
run eyz &ll in.”

Up front the young girls of the guild
were pleading with the guests to be
quiet, but Cassidy’s stentorian voice had
a better effect. The children, who had
huddled in little groups in the aisle, un-
certain which way to turn, now made a
rush for the door, steadicd by Cassidy’s
admonitions into avoiding a panic. Then
the members of the guild hurried after
them as the firemen rushed up the
stairs.

Amy Vaughan in her Santa Claus cos-
tume huddled in 2 doorway on the
opposite side of the street and watched
the pregress of the fire, unconacious of
the biting cold. The Docember «usk
had fallen and no one noticed the shiv-
ering figure, or, if they did, they sup-
posed her to be one of the mock Santa
Clauses, spt up on the etreet corners by
the Salvation Army to solicit contribu-
tions for the army’s Christinas dinner
to the poor. Only g Cuthbert Bonner,
turning in at his ofn doorway opposite
tra burned building, noticed the shaking
figure. :

“How now, Sir Santa®” he grected.
“Is the street corner too ~old or have
you deserted your post of watehfulness
for the fascinations of a fire?”

Amy shrank back into the shadow.
Of all persons, Cuthbert was the last
she wished to see in her present plight.
The heavy white beard and the full wig
were ample disguise and she had only
to diszuise her voice.

“I'll go on in a moment,” she promised.
There was' little need of vocal disguise.
Her teeth chattered so that she could
scarcely make herself understood. Some-
thing in the tone attracted Bonner’s
attention and he looked more closely.
The costume wae more laborate than
those provided by the army. The long,
loose coat was of thin cotton flannel,
as were the others he had seen, but
the cut was not the same, and the wig
and beard were expensively made. In
a flash he remembered.there was to have
been a Christmae tree in the burning
hall. T'his was some lad whom they had
impressed to play Santa Claws,

“Burned out and your reindeer team
ran away, eh?” he said, with a chuckle.
“Come up to my rooms, my boy, and
shed those absurd garments while I have
a cab called for you.”

Amy shuddered. *Shed those
ments indeed!” She was glad
Cuthbert thought her a boy, but the
mistake might be . embarrassing and
she muttered some excuse about going
on presently.

“Nonscnse,” was the
freeze 1o death
Come on.”

He . held open the door, but Amy
shrank back into the vestibule. With-
out more ado Bonner caught her by the
arms and led her inside. Ilis rooms
were on the first floor and presently
she was standing in his sitting room
wherein an open firc diffused a grate-
ful warmth.

“Now warm up and tell me all abont
it,” commanded Benner as he deposited
his burden in front of the fire. *“1 bet
I can tell you. Your clothes are bhurned
up and you are afraid to.go home in
these. That right?”

Amy ncdded hed head. Her
had stopped chattering now, and she
was afraid to speak. Bonner did .not
appear to mnotice the omission, tor he
ran on.

“Let  me vou a piece of ad-
vice, my boy,” and he said hali serious-
ly. “No matter how you trick yourself
out, you hold on to your money after
this. It's a good plan to follow. My
man’s making vou a c¢uap of hot coffee,
then I'll lend vou one of my overcoats
and you can go home in a cab. It’s not
often that I have opportunity to offer
shelter  to his highness of Christmas
Land, and T want to do it up brown.
1"d offer you my somcthing stronger,
but it’s not gond for boys. Feet wet:”

Amy sheook her head, though the
thin slippers she wore under the oil-
cloth boot top were soaking wet. A
sneeze betraved her and Donner gave a
shout.

“You little Ananias,” he eried,
are wet.
dry ones.”

e vanished through the doorway,
but was back in a moment with a pair
of fur-lined slippers.

“They are a trifle long for a boy like
you, but they’re dry. and warm,” he

gor-

that

reply. “You’ll
in ten minutes more.

teeth

give
H

‘they
Take them off waile 1 get

said, as he came toward the girl. “Slip
off those things and get into these.
“Come,’ he added, as Amy made no
move to obey. “You'’ve at least been
foolish in a good czuse.’ i

He knelt to take of the wet foot-
geur, but as he raised ore unwilling
foot and saw the dainty slipper which
the oilcloth hid he rose to his feet and
stepped back. :

“I beg your pardon,” he said in slight
confusion, ‘though it is your own fault
for letting me continue in the beliet
that you were a boy. I remember now,
a girls’ guild hired that hall.”

“You were not to blame,’ said Amy.
“It ‘was your own kindness. If you
donlt mind I will put these on. I will
call you when I am done.”

When she .did call Bonner entered
with a trap. “Here is the coffee, he
said, briskly, and when yon are ready
to go there is a cab at the door. This
coat will give you protection from the
cold. You can send it back by the cab-
man. He wiil be paid for the round
trip, so you need not worry about that.”

Amy smiled as she saw that he had
provided a moustache cup for the cof-
fee. Jt was like his thoughtfuiness. She
need not even remove the mask-like
beard.

“I've a maiden aunt who sends me
one every Christmas,” he explained, as
he saw her look at the cup. “She lives
in the country where such things still
flourish, and she sends one every year
because she knows that bdchelors
break things sooften. Dear old soul,
she doesn’t know I have a round dozen
on the shelf at this very moment. I'll
get the thirteenth to-morrow.”

“I wignder. if you will ridicule my
prézent,” said Afiy, suddenly speaking
in her natural voice, and tearing off
her beard. “Your year of probation 1s
up and my answer is—’

“Yes? he asked, as he sprang for-
ward.

*“Yes,” assured Amy. “I'm 8Orry,
dear, that I ever doubted you. It was
all a mistake. Your hospitality to Santa
Claus is the final evidence of your
goodness.”

“Bless the old saint, eaid Bonner,
“I'm glad I offered him shelter.”

“I'm plad, too,” said Amy, demurely.
“Ie has brought me the best present of
all.”

—

ABOUT THE MISTLETOE.

Popular Christmas Plant in Olden
Times Was Sacred.

Although in tne majority of Canadian
and English homes mistletoe is display-
ed at Christmas time, is is remarkabde
how little is known of thie curious
plant. Mistletoe is a parasitic growth
appearing most frequently on apple
trees, although it is also found on ever-
greezs and on poplar, hawthorn, ppear
and oak trees, but very rarely on the
last named. It is an evergreen bush
about four feet in length. thickly.crowd-
ed with branches and leaves. Unlike all
other plante, its leaves extend down as
well as up. The plant flowers every
year, but does not bear the little white
berries until it is four years old. The
mistletoe proper is a native of Europe.
red plant, because its berries grow in
clusters of three—emblematic of the
Trinity., The ancient Celts used to hang
sprigs of mistletoe around their necks as
a safeguard from witches. The maid that
was pot caught and kissed under the
mistletoe. at Christmas would mnot be
married within a year, so the trad.tion
goes. According to the old rules the
ceremony wa snot properly performed
unless a berry was pulled off after each
kiss, and presented to the maiden. When
all the berries were gone the privilege
ceased.

—

THE CHRISTMAS D

—A family affair.

—If you have no family, find one,

—In the olden days big familieg were

.the aule.

—But the dinner was not
without a visiting gtranger. _

—Kith and kin xaianered together from
a dczen shires at Christmas.

—That was in the feudal
the great halis
pecple,

—limphasis was placed then upon the
dirner and less upon the Christmas
gifts, etc.

—The early Christmas dinner were very
heavy functions, requiring enormous
quentities of focd.

—Those big banquets were marked by
great and rich variety, in fish, meats,
fowls, puddings, cakes, pies, etc.

—Many a Christmas dinner of tl

than ‘

complete

days, when
would seat a hundred

early times was notuing more
carousal, and the diners were notoriou
for thelr excesses.

—The boar's head was the most distin-
guiched dish; mince ple was regarded as
a Christmas dinner essential even then.

—The English national dish of plum
pudding was introduced at the time of
Charles II, when Chrstinas Alnners were
not in keeping with the rc(J/,ious agpect
of the day. .

—The modern Christmas dinner differs
greiliy !n the various lands. In France
it includes poulet, cooked and garnished
as the French do such things to per-
pection. i

—Roast gocee stuffed with chestnuts
is favored by Germans, who Include pork
bolled with sauer kraut, beef with sour
savce, black pudding, smoked goose and
bnkredl apples.

—Eels are the principal dish at th
Itzlian dinner (which are eaten utt ltn\e'
time in the evening between eight and
miéright), the eels belng served each
rolled In a laurel leaf, one to cach guest,

—Whkenever Christmas dinner i1s served
the turkey is the chief dish. No Amer-
ican Christmas {s quite complete without
turkey, which has become not only
a national but a worldwide feature of the
Christmas dinner.

- .
A CHRISTMAS GAME.

A Yuletide version of "the donkey
party is played thus: On a sheet sketch
or paste a design of a Christmas free.
Have each branch of the tree terminate
in a circle containing a number, using
the numbers from one to ten or one to
twenty-five, sccording to the size of
the tree. Kach pereon playing is blind-
folded in turn and is given a resette
with which he must “decorate the tree.”
Each person aime to pin his or her ros-
ette on or mear to the highest number
of the tree. Each competitor has three
trials, the three numbers “o which he
pins nearest being writtn lown to his
credit by the hostess, who keeps tally.
The one whase three numbers added to-

gether give the lurgest sum total wins = o

“he first prize.




